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HELLENIC AUTHORS' SOCIETY

The Hellenic Authors’ Society, a non-profit organization established in 1981, is the
principal association of poets, prose writers, essayists, translators, and literary critics
in Greece. Literary authors writing in Greek and residing in Cyprus or elsewhere are
also among its regular or corresponding members, while distinguished foreign
authors are honorary members. Membership depends on peer selection. Candidates
must have published a significant number of works of recognized literary value.
They must be nominated by seven standing members (one of whom drafts a
recommendation) and approved by a majority vote of the annual General Assembly.
The Hellenic Authors’ Society, also referred to as the Greek Writers Society,
currently has over three hundred members. Nobel laureate Odysseas Elytis was its

first honorary president.

Members of the Society have a distinguished presence in Greek literature with
original work, publications in periodicals and media, reviews and translations as
well as an extensive involvement in literary activities in Greece and abroad. There is
hardly a cultural event of major significance and Greek interest, whether inside or
outside the country, in which members of the Society are not involved in some way.
European and international organizations in which the Hellenic Authors’ Society is
active include the European Writers' Council, the Conseil Europten des Associations
de Traducteurs Litteraires, the International Parliament of Writers, the International
Network for Cultural Diversity, the Three Seas Writers' and Translators' Council, as
well as international book fairs in Thessaloniki, Frankfurt, London, Paris, and
Madrid.

An overall objective of the Hellenic Authors” Society is to act as a link among its

members and defend freedom of expression.
Particular objectives include
=¢Safeguarding the creative and professional interests of Greek authors

=¢Representing its members in their relations with Greek and other authorities and

relevant institutions in general



*¢ Providing information to its members through publications

= Promoting the engagement of its members in other institutions in Greece and

abroad
=¢Sponsoring cultural activities on a local, national, and international level
=¢Cooperating with corresponding European and international organizations

*Promoting Greek literature abroad



PREFACE

With the exception of very few names, contemporary Greek literature still remains
largely unknown outside Greece. Though there have been efforts, on the part of both
the state and private agencies, to promote it through translations into other
languages, the appeal of Greek literature in the international book market is

inordinately limited in relation to its quality and dynamics.

For instance, the bulk of first rate Greek poetry is confined to marginal

scholarly or bibliophilic publications addressed primarily to academics.

And this does not apply solely to contemporary authors but also to the
established poets and prose writers of the 19* century.

The main reasons usually cited to account for this are the difficulty of the
Greek language and its nuances, the quality of the translations and the mostly

parochial themes that still prevail in current Greek literary production.

The predominant emotive leitmotifs (memories of Asia Minor before the
Disaster of 1922, Civil War 1944-49, emigration to industrial centres abroad 1950s-
70s, etc.) do not really touch a chord among foreign readers, while the lack of a
systematic promotion of and support for the production of translations by major

publishing houses abroad causes even greater difficulties in the field.

However, it is evident that a view claiming that contemporary Greek
literature, more or less, is merely the management of an ancient literary tradition
does not stand. Modern Greek literature can be said to be sailing as an equal

amongst the fleet of world literature.

On the other hand, modern Greek is a language into which almost
everything has been translated, from drop-out poets to the most popular novelists,

from a multitude of languages from all over the world.

The aim of this e-anthology is to acquaint English-speaking audiences with

the work of about 200 contemporary authors (poets, prose-writers, essayists),



members of the Hellenic Authors’” Society, who have selected their own texts and

their translators.

In September 2003 the Hellenic Authors’ Society issued a volume entitled Greek
Writers Today — An Anthology, Vol 1, edited and introduced by its member, professor

and translator David Connolly.

That volume, now out of print, included prose, poems and essays by 117

members translated into English.

This e-edition essentially incorporates the first volume and includes
additional material with self-selections by a total of 210 members, presenting the
texts of all authors who participated in the first edition (including those since
deceased) together with texts by new members. Certain translations of the first

edition have been substituted by new ones as supplied by the writers themselves.

The tasks of gathering and editing the texts were undertaken by our
members Klaiti Sotiriadou and Themis Liveriadis, while the writer’s resumes were

edited by Miltos Frangopoulos.

Dimitris KALOKYRIS

President of the Hellenic Authors” Society



PREFACE to THE FIRST EDITION

It is quite remarkable that, for the foreign reader, the term ‘Greek Literature” or any
reference to ‘Greek writers’ almost invariably calls to mind Homer, Sappho,
Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides and a whole host of other Classical and Hellenistic
Greek writers, as if Greece’s literary output had somehow come to an end in the
ashes of the ancient library of Alexandria and, unlike the mythical phoenix, was
never to arise again. The burden of Greek antiquity is such that we are obliged,
today, to talk of ‘modern Greek literature” and ‘modern Greek writers’ in order to
avoid confusion, and it goes without saying that very few foreign readers would be

able to name even one ‘modern’ Greek writer.

It is also remarkable that neither of the two modern Greek writers who did
achieve international recognition in the 20th century were considered in their
lifetimes as being representative of modern Greek writing. Constantine Cavafy was
born and lived most of his life in Alexandria and made only two short visits to
Greece, while Nikos Kazantzakis, who also lived a great deal of his life abroad,
received little recognition in Greece until after his international success. And
although, today, Cavafy has been appropriated and given pride of place in the
canon of 20th-century Greek literature, Kazantzakis is still regarded somewhat
suspiciously by contemporary Greek authors because of a folkloric image of modern
Greece that his books (at least as these have been exploited by film directors and
tourist organisations) have helped to create. And apart from these two rather
uncharacteristic cases, even the award of two Nobel prizes to modern Greek poets —
to George Seferis (1963) and Odysseus Elytis (1979)— has done little to create any

interest abroad in modern Greek writing.

It might be thought that the problem has to do with a lack of (good)
translations. Yet, in recent years, a sizeable number of works by contemporary
Greek writers have been translated and published in countries such as Germany and
France, Spain and Italy, where translated literature represents a fairly large
percentage of these countries’ annual book production. And even in the English-

speaking countries where, regrettably though not surprisingly, translated literature



is only a very small percentage of annual book production, the list of works by
Greek authors translated into English is quite astounding. The fact remains,
however, that these translated works rarely reach the major bookstores, let alone the
reader, and generally fail to make any impact in the foreign book market.

The reasons for this lack of impact are many. In the modern era, the
promotion of modern Greek literary works abroad has not been helped by the fact
that it is written in what is a language of limited currency or by the fact of Greece’s
position, literally and metaphorically, on the fringes of Europe. Similarly, most
foreign readers still associate Greece with its glorious past or with its image as an
‘exotic” tourist destination, factors which create certain expectations among the
foreign readership. The international success of books by foreign writers on Greek
themes or with Greek settings which meet these reader-expectations provides ample
evidence of this. A further aspect of this same question of reader-expectation is that
foreign readers exhibit a certain wariness when it comes to modern Greek writers. It
is not without significance, for example, that Colin Wilson, writing in 1962,
remarked that Kazantzakis’ name remained almost totally unknown despite five of
his major works having been published in translation in England, and even more in
America. He attributes this curious situation to the fact that Kazantzakis wrote in
Greek, and that modern readers do not expect to come upon an important [modern]
Greek writer. He adds, somewhat ironically, that if Kazantzakis had written in
Russian and been called Kazantzovsky, his works would no doubt be as universally
known and admired as Sholokhov’s. (Of course, Kazantzakis’ international
recognition was subsequently secured with the success of the film “Zorba the
Greek”).

It must be remembered, nevertheless, that when Wilson wrote this, foreign
authors were often translated and presented abroad as representatives of their
literary traditions and cultures, with the aim of highlighting not only the individual
author but also the whole of his or her literary tradition. This is particularly evident
with authors writing in ‘languages of lesser currency’ or ‘minor’ languages, with
Greek being no exception. Forty years later, in an era of globalization, international
book-markets and publishing conglomerates interested in ‘fast-sellers’ rather than

national literatures, a writer’s nationality and literary tradition is of less interest than



whether he or she can write good books and whether these books are commercially

viable.

The Greek writers whose works appear in this anthology are not presented as
representatives of a national literature. Rather, the anthology has as its aim to provide the
writers anthologized with a platform on which they may converse with and stand beside their
international counterparts. It is also intended to bring the work of these writers to the
attention of foreign publishers and agents and, as such, will be regularly updated and
expanded in future volumes. The publication of the anthology was partly dictated by the lack
of any platform for the presentation of contemporary Greek writers. There is, for example, no
publication in Greece similar to the annual New Writing anthologies published in the UK,
which would provide examples of the work of contemporary Greek writers, nor indeed any
journals similar to New Books in German, or Books from Holland and Flanders, designed
specifically to inform foreign publishers, editors and agents about recently-published
literature in Greece. [...]

The Greek writers whose works appear in this anthology are not presented
as representatives of a national literature. Rather, the anthology has as its aim to
provide the writers anthologized with a platform on which they may converse with
and stand beside their international counterparts. It is also intended to bring the
work of these writers to the attention of foreign publishers and agents and, as such,
will be regularly updated and expanded in future volumes. The publication of the
anthology was partly dictated by the lack of any platform for the presentation of
contemporary Greek writers. There is, for example, no publication in Greece similar
to the annual New Writing anthologies published in the UK, which would provide
examples of the work of contemporary Greek writers, nor indeed any journals
similar to New Books in German, or Books from Holland and Flanders, designed
specifically to inform foreign publishers, editors and agents about recently-
published literature in Greece. [...]

By means of this anthology, we, too, wish to show that, despite the
unavoidable comparison with its glorious past, despite the lack of currency of its
language, despite its fringe position as a political and economic power,
contemporary Greece possesses, nevertheless, a notable literary output and
significant writers who are engaged in a cultural dialogue with their international
counterparts, and who bring their individual contributions to that dialogue on the

basis of their own perceptions, sensitivity, experiences and traditions. We consider



that Greek writers deserve a place on the international stage by virtue of being good

writers and not simply as representatives of an ‘exotic literature’.

And here it should be stressed once again that the present anthology does
not claim to be representative of every trend and mode current in Greek writing
today. Rather, it is a selection of extracts from works by contemporary Greek
authors and, more specifically, of authors who are members of the Hellenic Authors’
Society. Of these members, roughly half submitted extracts of their work in English
translation. Responsibility for the accuracy and quality of the English texts rests with
the translators who undersign them and with the authors who submitted them for
inclusion. To avoid any confusion, the authors” names appear in transliteration in

keeping with the Society’s handbook of members.

The interested reader may consult the Society’s website (www.dedalus.gr)

where more translations and information on individual authors can be found.

David CONNOLLY [2003]


x-msg://68/www.dedalus.gr

Kostas AKRIVOS

Pandemonium

a. 'T WISH TO REPORT A CORPSE'

I, llias (Liakos) Nousias, son of Athanasios and Stergiani, deputy inspector of police,
from the village of Vovousa, loannina, make today, 16 April of the current year, this
report, and the reason is that I wish to inform you that a corpse has been found in a
monastery here, on Mount Athos.

I will start from what happened first and the main events will follow. From the
previous day —yesterday, that is— there was nothing to indicate that such events
would occur. The day followed its course quietly, there were the usual visitors and
the weather looked as if it would turn rainy. At six in the evening I went down to
the ground floor to close the doors and windows and to lock up the jeep. I brought
an armful of wood up from downstairs for later. I was on duty alone. My colleague
Miltos Kirkisidis had the day off and had gone to see his family at Rendina. I often
let him have my day off as well; how would I get to Epirus? The wind started to
blow early in the day, together with the rain. I make no secret of the fact that I was
concerned because some friends of mine were due to come to spend the evening
with me. They only just got here before the storm. As soon as he came in, Thodoris
said: 'Sod this lousy weather!". I was expecting the two of them, not the third. He
seemed younger than us, around twenty-five, a great gangling fellow. 'Let me
introduce you to Father Gerasimov — Russian, I imagine'. I caught Lambros giving

a wicked grin. Together with us, he had serious drinking ahead of him. At this point



I must explain that I am writing in such detail about what went before because you
asked me to. When I reported the occurrence to you on the telephone this morning,
Inspector Karasoulas's orders were: 'Write it all down with every last detail.
Everything, got it? Even the things you think aren't important'. So what do you
expect me to do? I'll do as I'm told and carry on.

Outside, in the meantime, all hell was let loose. The cold north wind swept
down from Athos and was fit to blow the roof off. The rain bucketed down. And it
went on like that all night. After a while we forgot about the lightning flashes and
the rolls of thunder no longer bothered us. We finished the first bottles of retsina
and moved on to some more — and so on. I'd done my bit for the arrangements. I'd
baked some potatoes in foil, I'd sliced three tins of spam, I'd boiled some greens, and

to finish up, the dish of pickled ham. They enjoyed the whole lot. [...]

b. THE HOLY EVDOKIA, MARTYR MARCELLUS, MARTYR

" ... The angels are changing their wings. They sprout new ones on their shoulders,
gleaming white and downy. The old ones are ground into tiny pieces and scattered
in the sky. When they fall to earth, they freeze and become the snowflakes which
cover the houses, trees, pastures, often even boats. Not many people know where
snow comes from ..."'

Niphon turned up the high collar of his thick cape. His mother's words were
whirling in his brain — what she told him when he was a little boy and looked out
of the window of the house at the falling snow. He wanted to smile. So that's the
way it was, was it? 'The angels are changing their wings ..."

The angels again. They'd dogged him all his life: from the day he was born

until now, at his age. A sudden blast of wind made him close his eyes. He bowed his



head lower; he almost tripped and fell. He should have expected it: 'March that
skins you alive, March for log burning'. Apart from the fact that by the old calendar
it was still February. 'First of March today, minus thirteen days: 16 February." And
so the cold and the frost were to be expected. And again, not that it was the first time
that it had snowed at this time of year. He himself remembered snow even at the
beginning of April; the older monks could tell you about Easters when it was white
over, many years ago.

He'd better get a move on, increase his pace. Yes, of course, he was in danger
of slipping or of losing his way and finding himself in the direction of Pantokratoras.
But if he wanted to secure the boat, he shouldn't hesitate for a moment. The thing
was he'd been kept late with the refectory; for them to gather up the plates and
glasses, to wipe the tables — it had taken him more than half an hour. It couldn't
have been done any sooner. Up to now, in so many years on the Mountain he hadn't
missed Matins or the Liturgy a single time. Was he going to miss them now for the
sake of a fishing-boat?

But yet, this boat was his great weakness. It didn't matter that the
HODEGETRA was an ancient hulk, a five-metre boat that Niphon had inherited from
his first elder. He'd had to spend a lot of time on caulking and painting. The few
hours, to which he was due for recreation, he had spent at the boathouse working on
the little craft. And he'd given it the name of Our Lady Guide upon the Way —
Hodegetra— so it would bring him safely back from his fishing trips. Niphon
remembered as if it was yesterday the joy he had felt on the day he bought the
engine. That evening he went out to sea without oars. The sea was like a millpond
and the shore was out of sight. He turned off the engine, stood upright, turned

towards the west and knelt down. He prayed with the summit of Athos in the



background dyed red by the colours of twilight — an unrepeatable spectacle.
Paradise itself.

From that day on and for the years which followed, fishing became his main
allotted task. In order to get a good catch, he often thought nothing of going as far as
Ierissos or even Thasos. Not that he didn't help in the gardens, the guesthouse, in
the choir, or wherever else he was needed. But everybody at Stavroniketa knew that
when they saw fish on their plate, it was from Niphon's nets or longline. Is it
surprising, then, that they thought a lot of him? This meant in the language of the
monks: excused from heavy tasks and free not to attend the vigils and all-night
services. Although, of course, Niphon was not reckoned as that kind of monk: first
in fishing; first as well in the rites of the faith.

Although he wasn't a heavy man, he suddenly slipped and fell. He felt a pain
in his back and a sharp jab in his hip. He got up with difficulty, shaking the snow off
himself. A little further to go —a hundred or so metres— and he'd be down there at
the boathouse. He'd already seen the HODEGETRA at a distance. The snow had
completely covered it. It looked lonely and unprotected in the sea. He would pull it
up with the winch which they had on the quay and put it in the protected shed of
the boathouse. He would look after it as only he knew how. But if only he'd thought
of it before nightfall! Hadn't he realised from the frost that snow would be on the
way? Because even his breath was producing tiny crystals.

He pushed open the heavy door with his shoulder and went into the shed. It
was here that he put the boat as soon as the weather turned rough. Or when it came
on to snow — ‘'here you are!'. He stopped for a moment to catch his breath. He
looked around to see what metal ring he would tie it up to, and then through a crack
he looked out at the sea. Snow, endless snow. He suddenly froze. Out of the corner

of his eye, in the depths of the shed he saw another boat, a new one. But what on



earth ... ! At Stavroniketa they only had one boat, his own. Who could it be?
Probably some fisherman-monk from another monastery who'd been caught by the
weather at their boathouse. But in that case, why hadn't he gone up to the monastery
to seek help? For them to assist him in his need, to get a plate of food, somewhere

warm to spend the night?

Translated by an EKEMEL workshop



Orestes ALEXAKIS

INTRODUCING MYSELF

My name is Orestes but don’t stop

at the word

behind the word please try
to see the night of snow
—and hear the wild beast’s
vain crying

in the solitude

AESTHETICS

With the density of a stone or iron
or the even more dense

death

DARKNESS

It’s got dark in the room mother

would you like me to light the candle



on your forehead?

VISITORS

You hear heavy footsteps on the snow?

It’s the comrades
returning

from the frozen future

THE WINE PRESSES

I enter restrained into the empty storehouse
Old barrels and

scattered beams

I sense the smell of rotten wood

and sour wine

— and the girl
lifting her head out of a barrel
they’ve no harvest in the underworld she says

they ve no wine presses they don’t celebrate



and she looks at me sadly

MARIA, or THE MIRACLE OF RAIN

As
I'm shaking

the almond tree

a shower of almonds fall
and you

my, how you shine

but you aren’t annoyed
you just

look at me

and you smile

beaming with joy

And I'm
madly shaking
the tree
and my God I'm
afraid of you and

I like you



and you keep on being immersed in the light
and in
your blinding radiance

you fade away

And 1
weeping
—laughing
and weeping —
am shaking the tree

and

wake up

and there’s
no longer light

there’s no tree

only a grey
cloudy room
and it’s raining
raining
raining
and

you aren’t



10 one is anymore
and rough muddy

waters cover me

waters

and years

DETAILS ABOUT HOUSES BECOMING OLD

No one knows where
houses

are looking

Through their open windows
they rotate their look like a searchlight

lighting a world of their own

At night
they now close their eyelids
sinking deeply into their existence
they too feel their bodies
they hear

their stony veins swelling



In their cells revive
water’s whispers

wind’s voices

Houses are much alike graves
where the dead and the living coexist
their time comes to a standstill
their past and their future
fitin

their wide and firm present

However
they too die one day
darkness amasses in their breasts
the weight breaks their bones
and suddenly
one night
they collapse

with a deep startling sob

WHAT WE NEVER LEARNT ABOUT DOGS

Dogs have their own fate
they worship the face of their own god

they scan their own sky



they have their own way of defining men
They maintain memory
of the flood
the thrill for an unknown homeland
they search the forest under the city
they want to breathe their last in other places
Sometimes in dogs’ sleep
mourn the wolves
fear stirs its heavy branches
snake-like hunger hisses its fury
At the far end they hear the old wailing
isolation’s woeful call out
they bite the invisible chain

red light strikes them blind

They remember flames and

uprooting

The wild beast wakens in them

and cries

THE OLD WOMAN

The street shines in the rain and I can’t

remember where I'm going and the woman



a barren sickly old woman

shuffling along the threshold, with a sad
smile says: Where are you going?

No one lives in this town anymore

in every house the lamp bracket trembles
in every house the last person closes up
leaving only a crack

for the adamant ones but now

all the streets are deserted the squares
dead the shipyards in ruin

and our men expatriated long ago
forgotten in old voyages

and the place has no more women

to welcome you and settle you down
and only I remain my good fellow

a barren

a sickly old woman

to press you to my dark bosom

NAVIGATION HOTEL

I never forget that hotel
The smiling hotel manager
one eye always closed

as though having found the solution to the riddle



The chambermaid with a black tooth
going through the empty corridors
holding always an unlit lamp

as if having something to reveal to us
The room with the twelve beds

—all around suitcases

bundles

crutches

and everywhere the smell of rotten herbs —
The sound of rain coldness

tucking yourself in dirty sheets

the fellow next to you sticking his face

out of the blankets saying:

Cover yourself well not to catch a cold
At night we’ll sail round the castle

there’s a freezing draught through the fissures

THE BASSOON

I open the small glass door

of the dark secondhand shop. An antiquated
bell rings but no one

comes. Ashes of silence and death’s stillness

reigned all around



Is anyone here? I ask

and the bell

rings again as the door shuts

I feel I'm entrapped

in an impassive burial place of things
Faded portraits

antique vases and mute clocks

stuffed animals and birds

gazing at me with their dead look

A porcelain dancer smiles

A happy Buddha gives me a friendly nod
I feel something like a bit of fluff touching me
Is anyone here? I ask again

and then

the space is flooded with a dim glow

A blonde girl sticks her head
from behind the rotunda and says

putting a finger to her mouth:

Quiet, lest he should hear you and stop

He is playing the bassoon again, can you hear him?
He is playing the bassoon

down

in the foundations



ADAGIO

In memory of Christos Bravos

Sad people walk in the streets

with a city guide of their own

They opt for side streets

small

noiseless arcades

bypasses

You won’t find them in large parks

but in small church gardens

next to old and blind persons who forget themselves
They gather early

having no friends

they live with hangovers of an earlier day
with a few manuscripts

of youth

Many a time

they stare

at the white wall

dissolving in its pure light

they jump over the hedge and run in another garden
they see images

which they remember again

— Some depart



for the past
others return deep

to the future—

These sad people know who opens
the door, who crosses the threshold
who fabricates shadows on the roof
who signifies

destiny

They know what time

claims them

what space

is getting dangerously smaller

THE DECEASED

(Father passed away at the age of one hundred. ‘His advanced years were the only
reason,” the doctor opined. And with a bitter smile he added: ‘Would that we live that
long.” Friends and acquaintances offered their condolences. What could they wish the
dearly departed? ‘Live to remember him,” they said...)

Of course we’ll remember you, father.
But what do we stand to gain from it?
The point is what you are doing now

What is left to you of all those



—let’s not talk about it ... we know what —
that all those years supported your life

like beams pop up a roof

Now nothing more... nothing more, father
And we

the only thing we can do is to remember you
as we look at the empty armchair

the empty place which is presence

not yours anymore of course

but of the gap remaining behind you

which up till now we didn’t see and yet

it was always there

in the same place

hidden you’d think in your image

in your look

in your words or your silence

and now all at once it appears before us
impersonal and stony

to remind us

that you were a mere variation

STORY

On summer nights

—awith or without moon it’s immaterial —



under the main bell tower

he sits on a step

motionless and silent as usual

till daybreak

For years now he sits there every night

when all his fellow villagers are asleep

Arms against his thighs

and with a blank look — out of time
Speechless and poker-faced like a statue

the sculptor not having given it a breath of life
At dawn he gets up from his seat

and slowly and noiselessly he leaves — like a shadow
He is nowhere to be seen in the day

‘He lives in his own world,” friends say,
‘but innocuous, very quiet

away from earthly rhythms.’

One night I ventured to go to him

My greeting remained unanswered

He remained silent to whatever I asked him

Time passed. The day was breaking

when I ventured again: “What are you looking for?’
‘I strain my ears on the chance of hearing,” he said
and hastened to add: ‘But up till now

nothing alas... dead silence...

Only a mysterious hum



like water flowing in an underground ditch.’
‘“Why do you persist? I asked again

‘From a sense of duty,” he replied, “an obligation
which burdens me from my birth

To strain my ears

To strain my ears

Though I hear nothing...’

THE UNEXPECTED WOMAN

But

who are you who surprises

—uwith such glitter, such music—

the gloomy realm of my silence?

Who inrushes suddenly, a flood of light,
into these peaceful penumbras where
for ages now I maintain

my few anaemic memories?

With such dazzling beauty? With such
a deafening presence?

What does your figure recall to my look?
What heaven? What distant homeland?
And that bright smile of yours

—like sudden lightning against a black background —

what impossibility does it insinuate and what



shores beyond time does it predict?

On the edge of a cliff you wait for me
and with a gentle smile you motion me
to trust imaginary wings;

to dare trapped flights

Translated by Yannis Goumas



Mitsos ALEXANDROPOULOS

From

Scenes from the Life of Maximos the Greek

Maximos knew nothing of Czar Ivan’s secret decisions. However, he did know that
this was to be his own last battle. He earnestly believed that if he could convince the
Czar, everything he accomplished and suffered in life would instantly make sense. If
not, then all would have been in vain.

‘Czar Ivan,” he said, putting heart and soul into his words, ‘listen to what I
have to say. Hark back to our own Byzantine emperors who perished, not for
anything else, but because they were the first to sort out words from deeds.
Afterwards all the others followed suit, and we drowned in sin. God will not ask
you what you said, but what you did, even if you are not a Christian, even if you
have never kissed an icon — this is not the point. Think of King Cyrus. He was not a
Christian; he was impious and a heathen; but the Lord exalted him; He induced him
to grandeur, because his deeds were virtuous and Christian, and his judgment was
just and merciful... And do look at this, Your Majesty!”

Lightly, sprightly, his eyes sparkling with excitement, the monk ushered the
Czar before a table on which spread a sheet of paper with a sketch.

‘“What is this?” inquired the Czar loftily.

The enthusiastic monk began explaining to him.

‘Sooner or later I'll be dead. With my savings I commissioned someone to
paint an icon that I may offer to the Holy Trinity. It will be my spiritual will, my
blessing and my curse!’

Ivan looked silently at the sketch.



‘The colours are missing, Your Majesty, that is why the depiction is not very
distinguishable,” murmured humbly the hagiographer Anastasios, bending down as
though begging forgiveness.

‘I can see that,” said Ivan, and indeed his keen eyesight had no trouble making
out the shapes. ‘Here are sowed fields, there the Lord with his Apostles, and beyond
the castle and the city. What does it describe?’

‘It is the Lord walking through the crop,” Maximos explained. ‘Jesus is talking
to his disciples, and they, scattered in the field, cut the corn and eat it because they
are hungry. And over here, a little beyond the gate of the castle stands a group of
Pharisees, casting sly looks at the Apostles. Because it is the Sabbath. The Pharisees
taunt the Lord, saying: “Today it’s the Sabbath; look what your disciples are doing!’
And Jesus says unto them: ‘Have you not read anywhere what King David did on
the Sabbath, when he entered the temple, in the time of the high priest Abiathar,
with his starving soldiers? He was hungry, and partook of the offertory bread
destined for priests, giving also his hungered men to eat. The Sabbath was made for
man, and not man for the Sabbath. The Son of Man is also the Lord of the
Sabbath’...’

The monk spoke with all the warmth of his soul. He spoke as did David and
Christ. And along with his words, it was as though his soul expired — there was
nothing more he wanted to say, now and forever, Amen. He fell silent, and fixed his
gaze on Ivan’s face in expectation.

Alas, he could not read the secret thoughts of the almighty Czar. However, his
experienced eye could see that neither his words nor the example of Jesus brought
the coveted result. The Czar remained poker-faced, as though having heard or seen

nothing.



‘Czar Ivan,” he continued in a low, deep voice, ‘I beseech you, do not go to
Beloozero! Your decision will count for much. And if you pay heed to my advice,
you will be doing a great service, great beyond imagination. And great shall be your
reward and glory. Think: the people in your kingdom live bitter and painful lives,
their thoughts are humble. The farmer is unread, just a small ignorant child. Take
hold of him, guide him, feed him well to grow up, school him. What can distant
pilgrimages and churches with tall belfries teach him? The tip of the cypress also
extends skywards; you look up and your mind reels. To what avail? The stature of a
cypress tree may dazzle us, but it provides no bread, or a fig, or a grape and an
apple to sweeten our poor palate... Czar Ivan, I kneel and kiss your feet; do not go
on this pilgrimage!” And indeed that very moment the Czar was thinking of the
gravity of his decision. If he did as the monk advised, it would mean that the latter
still had influence; that he had lost nothing of his willpower; that it would take long
to get rid of his advisers who now ruled the nation. But if he finds the courage to say
no to this oldster, whom all regard as a sage and a saint, it will mean that his will
has set, has consolidated, has become a bastion, and the time has come for him to
rule as a true Czar and Emperor.

He asked the monk:

‘What if I undertake the voyage, old man, as I first planned?’

The monk’s dark look glowed harshly.

‘Aaaah!” he growled shaken, as though seeing horrendous scenes. “Woe is you!
If you do not listen to me, Czar Ivan, you will cause great harm to Orthodoxy. And
analogous shall be the pain you will suffer. And you too shall come to great harm...
And soon enough, mark my words!’

An enraged Ivan asked:

‘What harm are you talking about?’



‘I am telling you,” replied the monk dryly, “what the priest Achia said to the
wife of Jerovoam: going where you are, means losing the Czarevitch.’

Ivan grew deathly pale. The monk’s words frightened him; but stronger than
fear was his willpower.

‘Are you threatening me?” he shouted. ‘How dare you, you a mortal, say
things that only God can decide?’

‘He will go,” the dreadful thought flashed into the monk’s mind, and he felt his
powers failing him. But he plucked up courage and said:

‘Do not be angry, Your Majesty; get hold of yourself. Of all the planets the
brightest is the sun, and of all the people the brightest is the Czar. Your purpose is to
lighten, not to shade. Should anger penetrate your spirit like a black cloud, it
obliterates everything. Show yourself to be a true and magnanimous sovereign; do
not subordinate virtue to passion!’

‘Monk,” Ivan said, gritting his teeth and narrowing his eyes to the extreme,
‘you have passion in your heart. It is not out of love that you are telling me all this,
but out of malice for what you have gone through. You want us punished!

The monk pressed both his hands to his heart, as though afraid of losing it. ‘In
God’s name, no! Czar Ivan, what sentiments and what rancour are you mouthing?

For what reason? Here, in the Russian realm, I suffered martyrdom. I have
lived here for forty years. My tears were kneaded into your soil... Even the demigod
Prometheus, Czar Ivan, when the gods finally deigned to release him, not for a
second did he remove from his wrist the iron bracelet with the hard stone from the
rock of his martyrdom. Therein were his tears and sighs. Divine Prometheus came to
love Mount Caucasus as his second motherland. This is what people are made of.’

His words, dewdrops, steamed and dissipated in Ivan’s inflamed mind — he

had heard nothing.



‘Monk,” he said shaking, “you seem to know a lot, and you have the gift of the
gab. But the only thing I want to hear from you now is this: take back what you said
about the Czarevitch!”

Maximos saw fear trembling in Ivan’s eyes for what he prophesied. In the
Czar’s fear glimmered an only hope.

‘God help us,” he said, and crossed himself. He approached Ivan and looked
him deep in the eyes.

‘Czar Ivan, if you do not listen to me, the child is lost!”

Groaning with rage, Ivan stamped his foot and rushed to the door.

Translated by Yannis Goumas



Dimitris ALEXIOU

A Letter with Question Marks

I wonder where you might be?
‘In Loutraki,” as I was told?

Shall I believe them?

Did you cut your hair short?

Do you live in a single house?

In a house with pines and cypress trees all around?

In an apartment with a balcony and many flowers?

Are you enclosed in by high walls and bars?

In the morning do you wear the jeans I know?

Do you find deserted beaches?

Are you swimming —still— naked?

How much freedom do you have?

Are you still wearing your black dress?

Are you going out at night?

Do you pick quite bistros?



Are you listening to the ‘Old songs with sounds of the future’?
Do you have any children?
Are they blond as you wanted them?

Are you caressing their hair?

Do you teach them how to sing?

Does your room face the sea or the mountain?

Are you enchanted by the Gulf of Corinth?

Do the Geranian Mountains cause you ecstasy?
Are you still in the habit of reading poetry?

Is it cool during the night there?

Do you cover yourself with the linen sheet?

Do you leave the window open?

Do you have... any windows?



Marigo ALEXOPOULOU

EXTRACT FROM A LETTER TO MENELAUS

The draught of nepenthe,

the one given to you

by Helen so you'd endure

the closed corridors

and the coming of spring,

is not for sharing out to right and left,
it may not suffice you after all,

and then the truth

will be clearer

than the light after

your term in the darkness.

PENELOPE'S “YES’ OR ‘NO’

In retrospect historians
interpret the myth according
to the sources.

Though what escapes them

is the difficulty of the decision

(and Penelope’s dream).



CASSANDRA BEFORE

Serpents, women and dreams.

It's not a tale,

not a movie,

a moment of pain

of almost visionary frenzy.

I'll say nothing of the shadows
or the tone of your voice.

I see you simply quiding,
simply pondering

the color of day and night.

I don't know if I wasted time
looking at you,

anyhow you should know,

even without the light of Apollo

there’s no change at all

(in the tone of your voice).

ELECTRA'S ANGER



Electra

felt great anger inside,

and so, when she tried

to talk to him,

she’d never told him

that it would have been better

if she’d killed him.

PARTIAL POETRY

I remember half of the way,

and then that bitter cold

upward slope.

We are still walking through the dark

but I am not afraid of you.

(For silence

has become shadow — aerial photo.)

A MATTER OF RECOGNITION

You left me your glasses,

days now looking at them

Translated by David Connolly



and thinking of
your eyes.
Wanting to stroke your hair

and not being able.

The whole house

waited for you.

Only now that
you're back
I can see none of the

signs of recognition.

I couldn’t find that garden with the apple trees
the flowers you plucked for me
and your promise to teach me

the fruits of knowledge.

I buried your glasses
in the rear of the house.
I set the table

and waited for you.

We resumed our talk

from where we had left off.



Nothing had changed
word-wise

hair-wise.

Only now in your eyes

had settled a stranger.

Translated by Yannis Goumas

SMALL PRAYER

To Yiannis Ritsos

I asked you to share

bread

and salt with me.

Then on Sundays I wouldn’t be afraid

of saltiness anymore.

However you sang alone
fuzzy tunes

incoherently.

I only heard you saying
the body,
the body

(where the soul inhabits).



Translated by Roula Konsolaki

A GOOD THIEF

D: Tears his garments.

N: He is a burglar — in the middle of the night

D: a good thief

N: who knows how to use codes in the dark

D: he walks in the bitter cold

N: he hides his wounds and withdraws without warning.
D: It wasn't me. I've nothing to do with this good luck.
N: He is a good thief. He has never gone bankrupt.

D: But how sacrilegious that he shouldn’t admit

N: that he’d rather not open the fridge on the sly.

D: Searching is better carried out without anyone knowing.
N: Not hiding his age.

Holding his head high.

No longer afraid

D: of being caught red-handed.

N: Besides, a burglary could cost him his life.

D: He prefers this. He is a good thief.

Translated by Yannis Goumas



MANUSCRIPTS OF AUTUMN

As Kalamata spreads out

I show you the brightest path.

In the meantime, father is waiting
quiet and thoughtful

to console me.

“The visitor didn't come’, he tells me,
‘but you should always remember
the wooden ladder I helped you climb

as a child and the perforated autumn light’.

I pack my things hastily.
I feel repressed in here.
The walls have memory.

Silence is electrified.

The moment I go

I want to kiss you.

Stop crying.

It can't be every time you dream
to be robbed of your flowerbed,

to be deprived of the joy of return.



All right, you say to yourself,
after all, I owe nothing to nobody.
I only owe an apology

to memory

and to Ms Polydouri

while browsing the manuscripts of autumn.

THE DANCE THAT DID NOT BECOME ROUTINE

Supplicant at your door

In a foreign land.

Miracles are not

For passing winters.
Supplicant at your door

Humiliating silence

With no responsibility.

II

Translated by Roula Konsolaki



He is not a refugee
He simply wonders
Like the wind

Homeless.

Who will supply
A woman’s needs
For solace

And gratification.

[ write to tell you
Of an olive branch
Which finally won
The kindness

Of a quiet afternoon.

I

Having succumbed from the start
To what we call care
I return with no rest

To a deserted house.

From early morning

The same music is heard



The wind whistles

There is no return.

You just come across kindness

By accident,
You too a supplicant

But of your own choice.

THE CITY DUMP

At night,
pace is slow
and again angry people

in turmoil.

We are not the city dump

were like on a school trip

at the beginning of spring.

We are not the school dump

we are the souls

hovering during holiday.

Harlem, Exarchia

Translated by Vally Despotopoulou



districts of love,
Athens, Berlin,
cities of light
travelling,
intact travellers

and junk.

The students that went mute,
the trees that became cement.
The cities that turned into disposers.

Outside at night the moon tilts rudderless.

ODE TO SUMMER I

What's the cicadas’ note?

ODE TO SUMMER II

In summer the fruits come
to rescue dry thoughts.
Sandy tastes: from melon
to Madonna lily.

The insects uninvited.

On the beach plenty of room for everybody.



Cicadas singing.

Unbuttoned shirt.

You'd like to make a snowman right now.

The ferry schedules.

You become a sailor, night visit,

tsipouro without anise.

You declare yourself something between a humanist and a bomber,
both innocent and guilty.

Your country is closed

but the seas won't calm down either.

Translated by Roula Konsolaki



Vassilis AMANATIDIS

THEY ARE BUILDING NEW HONEYCOMBS

One cannot help noticing

that when bees burn

they become soft like red velvet

brittle as the naked pupils of blue eyes

and then die

Before comes the fire

that melts the honeycombs
and the ascension of the beehive’s
last dreams.

In fact, for a moment, there is
a slight commotion in the air
then they vaporize.

And since bees’” dreams

smell of flowers,

for a long time after

will the next beehive

search in vain on high

for a garden

THE PARABLE OF OMISSION



He bought a stone in a box. On it was inscribed: Stone That Changes Colour When You
Look At It. He rushed home for a better look. On arrival, he looked at the stone
fervidly. For hours. It wouldn’t change.

He thought I must be blind. Never have I seen what I've seen. The proof is this
stone that changes colour when you look at it. Mortified, he placed the stone back in
its box and shrunk into sleep.

(Shrunk, because there’s no point in staying up when you can’t attract
something. Not even a simple stone that changes colour when you look at it.)

The stone in its box all night.

But.

While he was sleeping, something oozed at every pore. Dark green foam, a
myriad sequels of all colours. Thus stealthily, colonies sprung and spread on his
skin, until a chromatic epilepsy overcame him. But, come morn, all was instantly
wiped clean.

(You see, they had failed to print the word your on the box. It concerned a Stone

That Changes Your Colour When You Look At It.)
He woke up again in his own colour. He held the stone and looked at it fervidly. For

hours.

It wouldn’t change.

From Dormitory. Nine nocturnal Parables, 1999. Translated by Yannis Goumas

INCIDENT WITH STRAWBERRIES THEREAFTER



‘It’s cold!’, 1
he said
— he died?

Shame because for a long time
I've been saving him

fresh strawberries...

CHRISTMAS SONG or FREE TRANSLATION IN DEPTH OF TIME

Christmas nine years old Jingle bells, jingle bells Under the christmas tree Jingle al the
way I'm reading ‘Professor Brainstorm’s mad inventions” Oh what fun it is to ride
Bugs Bunny on TV Jingle bells, jingle bells From the room next door discernible
sounds of my mother (41 years old) my father (51) my brother (14) And me Oh what
fun it is to ride gathering warmth In a one-horse open sleigh since outside the window

the night was quiet then, and snow was always falling

even when it wasn’t3

! Tt was hot actually, summertime.

2 And yet he comes, we talk again. But he’s dead, how is it possible? As if he didn’t recognise me, ‘I've
always loved strawberries’ he says. I say ‘should I bring you some?” he says ‘yes, thank you, kind sir’. I
pretend I didn’t hear, ‘here you go, nice and red, do you want sugar?’ I say, ‘should I put them in the
fridge to make them crusty?’; he says: ‘I prefer them fresh, fresh and warm’; I say ‘do as you please, suit
yourself’, he tries, but: ‘I can’t’ he says, ‘what a shame, I can’t eat strawberries, my mouth won’t open
anymore... Maybe I won’t after all, kind sir, I won’t take any, thank you’. I say “What’s with all this
polite nonsense now that you're dead? I don’t care about the strawberries. Don’t do it again, please.’



THE LIFE OF A FLOWER SHOT ON TAPE or MULTIPLE RESURRECTION

... No. Thing.) Until:
It opens.

Slightly.

More.

Slightly more

even more, until:
Flow, er

until: It closes.
Slightly.

More.

And even more slightly mo

slightly more, until:

3 TRANSLATION OF THIS FORGOTTEN LANGUAGE: Thirty four years old, Christmas, under the
christmas tree, Jingle bells, jingle bells, ‘Mum, I've noticed recently that you're out of breath when you
climb the stairs...”, “No’, she says, ‘I'm fine’, ‘Ok’, I say, ‘I'm not saying you're not fine, it’s just that,
well, the mother of a friend, you know, Evi, she was climbing the stairs with the shopping last year and
she was out of breath, and her husband dragged her willy nilly to the doctor- just like you, she didn’t
want to go at all — and he told her you have a blocked valve, Jingle bells, you should be operated in
spring, but in the meantime please do not let anything worry you, it is dangerous to let things worry
you, it’s a good thing you came, jingle all the way, you could have died unexpectedly, your heart could
have failed you just like that. Do you understand, mum? That’s why I'm saying that maybe we should
go to the doctor, just in case it's blocked and it needs replacing, I hope I didn’t upset you’. ‘I'm sixty
six’, she answers, ‘what difference does it make? Will you allow me not to accept your offer? My sweet
boy, I don’t mind dying unexpected, I'm tired of always expecting; don’t you worry, that’s all I care for,
but come, jingle bells, come to the window, look how lovely it is outside — with or without snow, look
what a silent night, how wonderfully quiet, how quiet is the night’



(No. Thing...4

From 4-D: Four-dimensional Poems, 2006. Translated by Sakis Kyratzis

THE CANYON or THE INVENTION OF SADNESS

Forever in the canyon.

Where not a house nowhere.

The one thing always all over: snow.

Soft, very, warm for us, as far as

the end of the canyon. Not from above.

Never from heaven the flakes — not one, none.
Then whence the snow: from deep below
within the earth. Like an unwilting

sprout from a root of white:

snow swelling underground.

And upon it

Uus:
(Constant.) ((Perpetual.))
(((Recurrent.))) ((((Contented.))))

Because in our possession a language devoid of verbs.

41 touch your hand, I guide it to the remote control, and together we press rewind. (On the screen: The
rose: In resurrection fast backward.) We press play, fast forward. (On the screen: The rose: Lives fast
and then it dies.) I won’t let go of your hand, we press immediately rewind. You say: “Will we never
give up on this resurrection?” I won’t let go of your hand, we press play — fast forward — forever
rewind. I say: ‘No, my love, never. Never on this resurrection...’



Because utterly unneeded.

Because never an action between us ever.

Since between us nothing with nothing for nothing to nothing.
Thankfully.

(((Hence, rather unperturbed.))) ((And unsuspecting.))

(And untouchable.)

Like so: Upon the snow growing

suddenly a single sole shape.

Wandering, footprints phosphorescent and then evanescent.
Oh, beautiful sudden red light!

(((Overturn of figureshape))) — ((immersion in snow)) —
(disappearance) — appearance of another.

Another similar shape wandering and growing alone.
Appearance of others similar simultaneous and others yet.

Oh, sudden beautiful red lights!

(((Overturning of figureshapes))) — (((immersion in snow))) —
((disappearance of some)) — (others remaining) —

appearance of new similar and

others yet.

Since here no night never.

Only a time, for each one different,

of sleeping. And then a time, for each one different,
of waking.

Because around us and before us no adversary.



Thankfully.

Since on the canyon only us.

The constant who constantly,

old and new present, with

even pace to and from.

And thus always around us a never like always,
where cold no more.

Blessed, oh bles

sed life

From 7: Poetry for video games, Nefeli 2011. Translated by Sakis Kyratzis

THE ADDITION AND THE SUBTRACTION

(1t)

(It is)

(It is wonderful)

(It is wonderful having)

(It is wonderful having something)

(It is wonderful having something here to)

(It is wonderful having something here to touch)withthehandyouhave

: thus the creature builds, like a wordless prayer, its internal addition



(It is wonderful having something here to touch)withthehandyouhave
(It is wonderful having something here to)

(It is wonderful having something)

(It is wonderful having)

(It is wonderful)

(It is)

(It)

: thus the creature builds, like a wordless prayer, its internal subtraction.

PROSPERO

No matter if colours are missing now

He’s lying face down on me dead methinks

His lips at war like no other

They refuse to rest upon each other

Are they afraid their meeting might shatter the self

that surrounds them?

His two lips are resting upon me however

Around us the windless weather is incapable of even lifting a feather
The sky above us immouvable

We often glimpse through fortuitous corridors at the outside sea
It exists yes with fortress waves

But we are a compound



Gaping over the anthill

Relentless stares in millions march and engulf us

The anthill is mercilessly inhabited

It belongs to us like everything on the island it is ours
Hence if we so wish we can be as blind as the sea

In this universe we have defined we are its eyesight

From 7: Poetry for video games, 2011. Translated by Sakis Kyratzis



Katerina ANGHELAKI - ROOKE

Tristiu

[ PROLOGUE ]

Poems fail when loves fail.
Don't listen to what they tell you;
A poem needs love’s warmth

to endure time’s coldness.

[1]

A place I have invented

to go when 1 am deeply sad

sad right down to the unmelting ice inside me,
the crystals of tears

until regrets my little white panther cubs
start biting and their bites how they smart!
Tristiu I call the place I have invented

to go when I am deeply sad

a state continuously intensified

since all the grand landscapes of the end
begin to smell stagnant water

and rotten fruit.



[2]

In Tristiu you arrive without a sigh
only with a slight pressure inside
recalling love standing hesitant

at the threshold of the house.

Here you'll find poets living in ‘sacra-cy’
lofty ones, who with the shake of the head
signify: ‘no... no... it’s a mistake’

or even: ‘what a pity, now it’s too late’,

while a beggar on the corner keeps mumbling:

“The good thing about desire
is that when it disappears

the value of its object disappears as well’.

Here all the failures of youth

Have become silent public squares

The mutilated passions, dark parks
And the last pitiful love exchanges
Underfed dogs wandering in the alleys.
Worse than old age

This place is inhabited by wasted youth

[3]



In Tristiu I am constantly in tears

from the moment you showed me

the value of sorrow...

No, it is not the negative of fertility

but the positive of absence...

You said and your profile disturbed me

as if it were carved in the hardest of rocks,
your eyes made of sulphur

alarmed, alarmed me...

Let’s weep, then, and let’s call it joy

joy because we are still here, suffering.

At daybreak we will enter another harbour
like entering a new poem

and in the frost I will hold

the last line of an untold love story.

The voice, the height, the line of the neck,
they are all eternal repetitions of the insatiable fear.
Looking at you I discovered

the hinterland of feeling.

[4]

The most beautiful man in Tristiu
found a black butterfly dead, in his streets.

He was naked and slightly sweating



he shone but not as much as it did

with all the light coming out of death.

The winged symbol of superficiality, the butterfly
motionless, dressed the colours of the night

was found lying there as if, immediately after an orgy,
death had got up and left.

Or if it was resting before starting its difficult

journey from blackness to perfection.

[5]

The youngest woman in Tristiu is me
who looks and looks and can’t believe
that so much dust has accumulated

on the path of joy.

I tell myself that there must be some mistake

and I never followed the road of Silk,

I never touched the hero of my poem on the chest.
His heart only I imagined standing

like a Bank that we see and think

‘How many things are locked in here, how many riches’.

[6]



What you lose stays with you forever

and Tristiu is a place that I have fabricated

there to be one with everything that I have lost
when the unsufferable dusk comes

or the mute sunrise

and it is again as if you were waiting for the school
bell to ring, the lesson to start again

yet another exercise on an unknown theme.

You look down, the school yard’s cement

or pebbles, you brush away a few crumbs from your school uniform
and you enter the classroom;

you enter the monotony of tasteless time

the vagueness of existence

which, I know, a bit altered

one finds again toward the end.

[7]

Religion in Tristiu

is a Headless Meaning.

Her statue stands quietly

next to those of her sisters:

Virtue, the most beautiful and Wisdom
with the best proportions.

But Meaning is adored without a head

and when the one I would love if ...



comes to worship her, he wears pink shirt
and is aroused

because everything means something to him,
it’s opposite too.

Here love and death became one body

and the grass growing

in between the open legs of the lying statues
makes them resemble living souls

who grieve in the green and shipwreck

in foreign eyes and in love suffer.

In Tristiu love-death is worshipped

as a unique sense, headless because without hope.

[ EXODUS |

Leaving Tristiu behind

I realized that I had lost my sense of direction
towards something that would be real small
and real wrist with beautiful pulsating life.

I turned once round myself

and while I was heading for the boat

I found myself in front of a closed shop.
Behind the black —from dust— windowpane

a tragic jacket was standing: no one



would ever seek warmth in it, ever.
The sun had set

and the streets all together

were howling ‘impasse’.

I left. In between my palms

as if a frozen bird’s

the last breath

I was protecting the last handshake.

[END]

Translated by the author



Andreas ANTONIADES

Playing Away

First Episode ‘LYDIA’. Where the opening of a Greek movie in Grevena changes the life of a

‘slow striptease” dancer...

Lydia was not even called Lydia when she was born in a small village near Skopje
thirty years ago, neither when she was a student at the elementary, high school or
lyceum, not even when she graduated from the Belgrade Academy of Gymnastics
with honours written on her diploma and pain in her heart for parting ways with
her first great love, the gymnastics professor, a very handsome Croatian.

She took the name Lydia five years ago as she crossed the borders of her
country into Greece with a fake passport she had paid for dearly to a manager of
artistic ensembles, since that was the only way she could leave her war-stricken
country. As a dancer !

In the first two years she worked at ‘Fever’ just outside Kastoria, a chaotic
joint with a capacity for a thousand, featuring an elevated dancing floor in the
middle surrounded by tables, whilst on either side of the dancing floor huge
counters accommodated those men who did not want to sit at a table. From
midnight to seven in the morning, Lydia and an additional twenty girls, mostly
imported ones, danced in turns, either solo or in groups. The only requirement was
that she undressed slowly to the rhythm. It didn't take her long to learn, being ever
so diligent, did so with dexterity and grace, so much so that she became one of first

names in the joint.



She left when early one night, a bit before midnight. as the girls were getting
ready for the show and the waiters were settling the finishing details, an explosion
was heard in the main hall and the joint was wrapped in flames. Within hours, the
‘Fever’ was gone, leaving behind it a multitude of victims. Ten injured, five dead.

Some talked of a gas leak accident, others of a settlement of disputes, and
others still of an act of vengeance on behalf of the ‘protector’ on account of a belated
deliver of his due share.

Whatever the case may be, Lydia. thankfully untouched by the fire, was left
without a job not to mention without a boss, since the manager was among the dead.

The opportunity presented itself for her to disappear. Amidst the panic and
turmoil of the first day, she picked up her stuff and went, contemplating either
Athens or Thessaloniki.

However, the truck driver who picked her up off the highway was heading
to Grevena. So she made a stop in the city for o couple of days and stayed there for
three years in a row. With the broken Greek she spoke at the time, she told him that
she'd love to work at a gym-whereupon she showed him her diploma — or a dance
hall, or maybe a bar. The truck driver responded that two cousins of his were
managing bars, the one in Makrochori, just outside Veroia, and the other in Grevena,
‘down the road from the pizzeria we are now’.

And because it was the early afternoon and at that time of day, at 2:00-
2:30pm, the cousin would always clean up the joint, they passed by and found him
doing the dishes.

The truck driver and his cousin exchanged a few words and then the latter
suggested that Lydia work for a trial period of one week, as a girl providing
company to patrons, nothing more, ‘because this is a serious joint, no tricks going on

here or anything weird like that’.



And to Lydia stayed. The truck driver, who drove the same route once a
week and spent the night in Grevena, fell in love with her; so did she. And so the
cousin let anyone interested know that Lydia was available for ‘nothing more than a
drink and some chitchat’.

Many men go to disreputable joints not to get laid but to pour out their
hearts, half-drank, over small talk. Otherwise put, they are looking for an after
midnight shrink. Lydia was more than happy to accommodate and in doing so
would learn stories, either real or imaginary, from the patrons, whilst waiting for
her weekly appointment with the truck driver.

In the meantime she left the cheap hotel and rented o small apartment near
the central square by the City Hall, at a six-minute distance from the bar she worked
at, taught herself how to speak and write Greek, nothing fancy, just the basic stuff,
but above all she ‘acquired neighbors’. The cheese seller, the greengrocer, the guys
at the pizzeria where she usually had lunch, the landlady who would invite her for a
coffee in the afternoons, and not only when rent was due, the shopkeeper who
would fill in the lotto coupon she played in the hope of winning and setting up a
health studio — that was her neighborhood, the people keeping her company. This is
how she passed her week until the truck driver would arrive on her day off -
granted by the cousin without further negotiations.

Every Thursday she would put on a respected, no-cleavage, on bare-back
dress, and they would go to a fine meat tavern and then to a bouzouki joint just
outside the town, where they would stay until late. She admired her truck driver,
especially when he would grow merry and dance the zeimbekiko as a prelude to the
love he would make to her at dawn, only minutes before she would bid him farewell

with her stomach tied up in a knot.



Sometimes he would appear unexpectedly, especially during the peak period
of peaches, seeing that his company promoted the fruit of Imathia country to Europe
and the itineraries became more frequent. He would bring her a crate or two of
peaches, but he’ d never stay the night. In fact, he once confessed he did it in order
to check up on her, to make sure was faithful. How elated she was! — yet didn’t say a
word to him. For months on a row she would recall his image in her mind, his
sneaky eyes mellowing up upon confessing his childish experiment! In the summer,
they would go to Platamonas for a week and enjoy happy moments by the sea, as if
extracted from an American movie.

That afternoon, when the truck driver’s cousin arrived to find her in the
kitchen having coffee with her landlady, she immediately knew something had gone
amiss. After all, why come here, since he would soon see her at the bar?

She left her landlady and walked into her bedroom-cum-living room with
the cousin. Without so much as sitting down, even before she had time to offer him
coffee, he told her in brief that the truck would not come next Thursday, or any
Thursday for that matter; see, he had left the order to marry the daughter of his
manager, the peach-owner in Veroia. Before he left, the cousin added that she could
take the night off, relax, and ‘come back tomorrow, half an hour early, and we’ll talk
things out’.

She cried. Oh, how she cried! She cried as much as she did when she left her
village outside Skopje, leaving behind her parents and friends lost in the war.

She spent the whole night awake, zapping through the channels without
stopping to watch a film or anything else.

When day broke she leaned on her pillows worn out, but first she pressed on

the remote control to switch the TV off.



Without beating around the bush, the cousin told her that if she wanted to go
on working at the joint she would have to get herself a protector, which as Lydia
now discovered, was what her truck driver implicitly was, or do tricks with clients
to cover up her expenses. Seeing as he did that she was at a loss for words, he told
her to take her time before getting back to him.

‘No worries, just let me know tomorrow. What are you looking at? Have you
lost your voice? You're a beautiful girl, you look just like Onattopp girl in James
Bond, did you know that? Only you're not evil like her! You'll get through. Get up,

go for a ride, take the night off. Come back tomorrow, I'm here for you'.

Excerpt from the novel. Translated by Despina Pirketti.



Eugenios ARANITSIS

On Infants Who Depart this Life

Though barely twelve years old, I'd already realised that the key is the first thing
that enters the house and that, for the majority, time was something distinct from
the body, a wave of anxiety in the void, a sea shoot in the bareness of hearing. The
world was tilting towards the shores of uncertainty. In order to support myself, to
acquaint myself with danger so it wouldn’t assail me, I had acquired certain fixed
ideas, for nothing is so familiar as the fear of change. To these ideas was added the
image of a girl; one the same age as me, the daughter of Greek and English parents
who had come to Corfu on account of her father having been transferred to the
Consulate. It's now impossible for me to bring her face up on memory’s screen. All I
can present is an outline.

The young girl was called Cynthia, a name somewhat arbitrarily chosen, as
her father explained to mine, in an attempt to render in English something of the
wonderful cadence of the Greek name, Chryssanthi, handed down by a
grandmother from Patras (with equally wonderful genes, no doubt!). Such echoes of
poetic naming are abundant today, but at that time Chryssanthi sparkled among the
countless Marias and Sophias like the Crystal’s crown. A name bearing flowers
tainted with gold; the Moon favours the harvest.

Inevitably, that name gave birth to a thunderbolt that passed right through
me; they say that either you fall in love in the first three minutes or not at all. From
there derive all the later senses of diji-vu, those scintillating yet terrifying pleasures

of recollection’s specialist. When I say ‘I fell in love with her’, perhaps I simply mean



that, outside school, I saw her very rarely, a faint aquarelle on the pavement
opposite, a highlight of melanin, from her hair, at the cinema, five rows in front of
where I was sitting. On an excursion to the hill of the Resurrection, lying as she was
on the grass in an aura of paradoxical naturalness, she let her blouse run up a couple
of inches and her lovely navel gazed at the sky like an eye with no eyelid; the sky
had left a little spittle there, a drop of Michelangelo’s blue.

Today, I'm aware that men love such women because they love their sorrow,
their grave melancholy, the impression of a kind of delicate self-denial. Then, of
course, I had no idea. Love is precisely this terrible unawareness. However funny it
seems in retrospect, it was because of the fairly-like gaze of that Chryssanthi (or
because of the fascination of her name) that I'd ceased to eat and that I slept sitting
up, while my friends grew fewer day by day, just like fair-haired people the further
you go south. I dreamt while awake that I was being chased by death in the form of
something at last heroically missing, like a saddle galloping without the horse. For
the sound of the galloping is the time measured by the heart.

On Good Friday, at around eight, just before the start of the procession with
Christ’s bier, the pupils of three schools, together with a group of scouts and the
band, gathered, as we’d been instructed, outside St. Eleftherios” church, beside the
harbour. The girls waited separately from the boys, as was only proper in those
times, the two sexes forming the poles of a voltaic pile. The girls carried circular
baskets full of those blossoms that the Corfiots call ‘lilacs’, large mauve clusters with
a seductive fragrance — a precise allusion to the female principle of things, when the
madness increases, you want to embrace them, so beautiful they are with their
formal costumes, so unapproachable and at the same time so vulnerable. For if

fragrance corrupts, then absolute fragrance corrupts absolutely.



Chryssanthi (or Cynthia; or Kynthia; who knows!) had her hair tied back in a
ponytail and avoided looking at me. Perhaps that’s why, in the growing dusk, the
crowds were gradually sinking into the invisible hemisphere of things, into the
depths of a still silence, and in the fade-out I could see only my tiny star lighting the
dusk, twinkling, exchanging a few words with her friends, growing impatient,
bored — or feigning all this on my account, for me, the astronomer.

Someone was late in coming —the mayor? the prefect?- and the delay
encouraged the slackening of the groupings; the spring fervour in the air whispered
to us: ‘Dare me!’, while the more impatient musicians blew low notes on their wind
instruments, till she an I, blushing excessively I think, found ourselves in the lane
nearby, face to face. Out of her hope that no one was watching us, she began to
excrete something looking like amber, and then we kissed. I don’t recall it, but I
know. Suddenly, the reality around us had become unbearably dense; you could
touch the fragrances with your fingers. Which means that we had arrived at the zero
point of human history, where all measurements come to a halt before they begin.
We were radiating. At that moment we must have been visible from the Andromeda
constellation.

It was then that I realised that, contrary to what the teachers inferred, not
only did the present exist, but, in my view, only the present existed. A kiss, though
momentary, lasts for eternity, with a sweet vibrato and quivering dialogues that are
unheard. C. (it goes without saying) had closed her eyes, while her two large eyelids
said to me: “We're hunters of bee-eaters; regard Our plunder..’. And her nose,
charming and investigative, asked: ‘Does the bed of Christ’s funeral bier have one
pillow or two?’ I think that it's from the taste of that girl on my lips that I acquired
the gift of predicting the future. I'm sorry if my predictions are disagreeable, if my

texts are sown with funeral steles.



Then comes amnesia, orphanhood, harshness seen from a distance.
Reconciliation with sleep. The inopportune character of the comic element. I'm not
recording this recollection in a mood of nostalgia, but out of a wish to say that,
today, thirty-five years later, I find it difficult to decide whether this episode was
simply the activation of some glands that literature hastens to idealize or if it was, in
fact, the closing of the circle that had opened with Mary Magdalen’s convulsion.

None of you know either. That’s what unites us.

Translated by David Connolly



Giorgos ARISTINOS

Descent

And they raged and they frothed about the corpse, it was the most murderous of
battles and the arrows fell as rain from the embrasures and the buckets and
cauldrons of boiling water and hot oil which spattered and poured together with
insults and curses, base and vulgar, and look how the sun was tumbling down and
all about was shaded purple, dark, omen which meant that sometime soon they had
to cease, because the moon was on the wane, they said and how could they see only
from the light of the torches and from the explosive bursts of gun-fire, but the corpse
had to be shielded, the body which was lying there in the dust, in the ploughed and
furrowed sod, was sacred, as if it summarized history and all the myths of
generations, as if it chaptered the whole of their world and it was all they had which
they recognized as a human which held them together and kept them standing,
because, he, or better yet, the splendour of that rigid body marbled to the repose of
the Unknown Soldier, or stiffened by tetanus, was the vestiary of passion, of
memory, or labour and childbirth and of countless deaths and they thought that if it
were snatched and desecrated by the adversary, those damned vultures of prey,
who came from afar, uninvited, to elbow them out, to push them out into the sea, to
uproot them from their paternal soils, they would surely die an instant death, as if
darkness were to fall of a sudden and it was this sheer stubbornness of will which
made them defend it from the tribulation of dismemberment and this the reason
which Ferdinand paced to and from astride his Mavro, gripping hard on the horse’s’

reins and sinking his spurs into its leathery hide, with his dagger sweeping circles



over the enemy’s head and sharpening the blade of his sword across their skulls,
indifferent to the spill of blood which flowed broad as the river and he heard the
roar of his own screams which stretched his jaw to breaking, ‘the moon will take you
down you viziers and seraskiers, you fucking beggars and you Mehmet Pasha
Hadzipetleri, I myself will pluck you from under the shining sun and I'll celebrate
this day that you cast us to the gutter for no damn reason’, and the horses were in
frenzy, because the moon was bruised and bloody and they too ached and bled
while the dust rose thick and every now and then bodies fell, at times, slow, as if in
slow motion, because whilst in mid-gallop they fell with such impact against the
defence wires that tumbled over the horses” flanks like spastics, or that’s how they
seemed to someone watching from a distance and other times they fell like flops of
dung, bit by a bullet which took then by surprise leaving them indignant, for they
never had the time to see, to even suspect, the approach of death and they expired
like farts, their souls passed from their bodies as wind and then the panic accrued,
‘let’s get out from here, let’s get out from there’, a multitude of voices were heard to
cry, but how could they hurdle the sacks of bodies piling slowly into mounds and
the hooves of the horses slipped but still they persisted because the violent mania to
live smoked their and enraged them to such eye-popping, combustion and thus
Ferdinand became all the more obdurate and it was then that he found himself
before Metzo Arapi, that brutal and elusive gut-ripper and with one artful and
tremendous gesture he reaped his head, which rolled and all the bile of hatred was
digested by the (infinity) of death and it was a glorious but temporary victory
because the opponents retreated with a strange and synchronized drone, only to re-
group and coil together, whilst the most fanatic of our men dismounted and nailed
the astonished head to a pole and brandished it about and it was the midnight hour

and his men mourned his loss in muted sobs and then someone improvised a poetic



dirge, ‘Oh you were well safe Metzo in the mountains, safe too in Akrata, whatever
did you want in coming down to the valley of St. George?” and the atmosphere
became all the more suffocating because whilst the landscape began to clear, we
dismounted and with voracity we began the loot: crucifixes, icons, tobacco-cases,
gold-plated chains, identity bracelets, lighters, talismans and charms, boots, gold
teeth which we gouged out with the knife. Devil what a lust for death this was, and
many more ornaments and diamond studs which adorned the leather shirts and the
ephemeral husk of the soul and all this took place in haste and bedlam, in a
malignant bog of murky water, but Ferdinand will never forget how came it be that
he was there, that ultimately it wasn’t merely his claim to defend the body, but
rather a subterranean and inexplicable furore, an unbridled fanaticism which
pushed him to the brink, to those twilight zones, there where the innermost part of
the soul germinated and thrived, that part which was pulverized by the millstones
of logic, but which never perished, on the contrary, it found the turf for its
coarseness to bloom, which was why, with every blow, where metal crossed metal
and sparked, it ignited within him the vertigo one feels before the abyss, an abyss
which must be filled and it filled only when his blood reeked of decay and when evil
glimmered before him like a rancid eternity, this was the will which tugged him to
the grime and drew him to whatever the putrid breathe, it was then that Dimitri,
who followed at his heels, was heard to wail: that the moon cane up dark and
bleeding, whilst the clouds which galloped wild through the smoke gave the place a
pale and yellow hue of soot and not even the stars, not the Great Bear, nor Venus
were visible, which was why the battle would be aimless, shouted Dimitri and they
should retreat to closer ranges, ‘why shed so much futile blood?” he wondered but
Ferdinand driven, as if a recollection of the aimless and the futile had grafted itself

to the skin of his soul.



Translated by Melia Tatakis



Kostas ARKOUDEAS

Alexander in Babylon

Alexander lay staring at the ceiling in the palace of Babylon. His eyes following the
flowing lines of carved men and beasts. Babylon... mysterious, seductive, insidious,
deadly. Why hadn’t he destroyed it when he could? Not Persepolis, Babylon. Here
where Hephaistion was buried. Here, where he himself was dying.

The fever had raged for twelve days. His strength had dripped away till little
was left. The hot baths had helped as little as the sacrifices to the gods. He was
burning slowly, tortuously, like the trunk of an olive tree. And the fire would not go
out. The day before yesterday, he had thrown himself into the waters of the
Euphrates. In search of cooling? In search of death? He could not recall. Though he
remembered Roxane jumping in after him and pulling him to safety. The cries, the
tears, her fingers squeezing roughly, begging him to live.

The doctors had lost all hope. He was in the hands of the gods now, they
said. They left it to them to slowly put out the fire, to soften the profound,
unappeasable pain in his lungs.

His lips twitched.

Had the gods abandoned him?

Babylon, Babylon... The Chaldean soothsayers had warned him not to enter
the city through its western gates. The omens were bad, said Marduk, their god.
And he had listened. He had tried to enter from the east, but the swamps had stood
in his way. In the end, he had entered Babylon through the western gates. He had

done so because there was nothing else he could do, because the gods would protect



him at the end. Isn’t that what they’d always done? Hadn’t they saved him from the
terrible chill he caught in the freezing waters of Kydnos? Hadn't everyone
considered him as good as dead then? Hadn’t he recovered in no time at all? In fact,
hadn’t his most deadly enemy, Memnon of Rhodes, fallen ill and died instead.
Hadn’t they made him a gift of his beautiful widow, Barsine, after the battle of
Issus?

But he had entered a different Babylon. Dark, half-empty. It was raining. The
great Processional Way was deserted. Just a few dogs, two or three beggars, and
dead crows...strange dead crows their horses” hooves had mashed to a pulp. The
city had seemed sombre. There was nothing to remind him of the Babylon he knew.
Where was that Babylon? Then, the inhabitants of Babylon had welcomed him as a
liberator. One sunny day, he had driven down the Processional Way in Darius’
golden chariot. And entered the legendary palace of Babylon as its conqueror; he,
the young and victorious commander. That same evening, he had slipped away
from everyone and found a dimly-lit balcony in Darius” palace. There, alone, he had
let Babylon conquer him in her turn. Bustling, intoxicating, wanton. There were
torches burning everywhere. The city was celebrating, the people rejoicing in his
name.

That was how he wanted to remember Babylon.

Now the air in the palace was moist and stuffy. Some lunatic got past the
guards, no one knew how. He appeared out of nowhere and sat on the throne,
donning the mitre and the royal mantle. Another bad sign. The madman was
punished, but how could the omen be washed away? In the meantime, everyone
waiting, paralyzed. Ambassadors from every corner of the world, emissaries,
diplomats, satraps, mobbing the guards, seeking an interview with the king. And he

could not receive them.



‘Alexander.’

It was a struggle to open his eyes.

‘Alexander...’

It was Roxane, bending over him. She laid her cool hand on his forehead.
Roxane was expecting a child at last. He would not live to see it. He should have
heeded Parmenion’s words: marry before the campaign and leave an heir behind
him in Macedonia in Olympia’s care. But then, aged just twenty, he had considered
political expedience superfluous.

He wanted to speak to Roxane.

He couldn’t. His voice was gone.

He hid his face among the pillows.

Mine was not a sudden illness. I was the only one who knew. Aristotle loved
medicine and so did we. That’s how I knew... Some whispered that I'd been poisoned. How
wrong they were! It was the arrow on the acropolis at Malla that spelled my end. That arrow
had been made with hate. Calanus had pulled me back from Hades, but not for long. I never
recovered fully, I never returned to how I was before. The wound in my lung never closed,
because it could not close. It was like a tiger that returned again and again to haunt my
dreams. I was often in pain, often short of breath. From time to time, I would secretly spit
blood. I said nothing to the doctors. They would have prescribed a special diet and a great
deal of rest, but I was running out of time. Since I was a child, I'd somehow knew I would

not live long. And I had so much still to do.

The soldiers filed past Alexander’s couch, one after the other. They had come
to bid him farewell, mute, tearful, as silent as he. This wasn’t the first time they had

heard Alexander was dying. How could it be true this time? He recognized them,



acknowledged them, greeted them with a movement of his eyelids, an indiscernible
inclination of his head. He remembered the stories of their lives, their bravery, their
wounds and when and how they had received them. He remembered the time, on
the endless steppe, at Gaugamela, at the decisive battle, when he called them the
sons of Helios, and Darius’ endless army—so many colours, races, weapons—all
those Asiatics, the bastard offspring of Selene. He remembered how he himself had
burst forward like a bolt of lightening, like an arrow, his armour ablaze, his white
crest flowing. How he’d leapt ahead, alone, for all to see, with a few Hetairoi at his
side, charging towards the very centre of the battle line. At Darius on his golden
chariot. He didn’t deviate, made no evasive manoeuvre —everyone expected that—
but kept on hurtling into the heart of Persia, into the heart of Asia. At the centre, at
Darius. And he’d caught him by surprise. Darius was taken aback, he hadn’t
expected it, he hadn’t imagined it. He must have seemed like a madman to him, or a
god. Startled, he turned his chariot around. He knew that if the Great King fell,
everything was over. And that's what happened; they’d all taken to their heels.
Trampling each other as they fled. Galloping behind him, his own army now faced a
simple task. And that was how the few had defeated the many, so many more, on
that desolate plain. The most glorious victory of all. The battle at which Persia fell —
where Asia, in essence, fell —was neither long nor bloody. Few men had fallen that
day. Even now, that thought brought him relief.

The soldiers continued to file past, taking their leave of him. Macedonians,
Thessalians, men of the Peloponnese, the islands, the colonies, Ionians... all those
who had followed him on campaign. But not all of them. All save the
Lacedaemonians: the Spartans hadn’t sent a delegation. So be it, no matter. Strange
he should remember them now...

He closed his eyes. He was a little tired.



Someone searched out his wrists, felt his pulse, took his temperature.
Roxane... No, he wasn’t going to open his eyes. Roxane, so explosive at other times,
tell silent. Her lips formed just one word: his name. Not like then, in Susa... where
the peoples had become one... where they would unite their blood. Where he, his
generals, and his officers were to marry high-born Persians at a glorious feast. He
was to take Stateira, Darius’ daughter, who had her mother’s name. It was a pity
Darius was not alive. He would have honoured him, as he had done Poros. But he
did punish Bessus, the man who had betrayed him. Darius should have lived to see
the new state that was coming into being. A state of many forms, languages, and
religions, with Greek as the common language of the citizens of the world... with
arts, literature, trade, knowledge, ancient wisdom, diversity... No, Roxane knew
nothing of politics. Roxane was furious because he was to marry Stateira. The palace

at Susa had shaken with her rage [....]

From Alexander the Great and his Shadow. A historical novel, 2004. Translation by John Davis



Tatiana AVEROFF

From

August

[...] She was awake waiting for me when I got home. I had just tiptoed through the
front door, cursing at the noisy latch and creaky hinges, when I suddenly saw her
before me and I jumped in surprise. She sat crouching on the bottom step of the
wooden staircase, which led to the bedrooms, one arm hugging the railing, her head
resting on her arm, a far-away look in her eyes. She was fully dressed, although she
didn't have that ready-to-get-to-work air about her. She looked untidy, as if she had
been sleeping in her clothes, or had not slept at all. In fact, she looked positively
exhausted and distraught.

I decided that my best line of defense was to attack.

‘Oh really, mother...!" I threw up my hands, ‘Haven't I told you not to wait
for me? You weren't honestly worried, were you?’

She looked at me, saying nothing.

I was not going to cower by one of those tearful ‘you-should-know-better’
looks, so I kept on as best I could. “Well, I was sure you'd figure out that I got caught
up in the storm... That it would be too risky for me to make my way back in the
gale...”

My mother said nothing.

‘I had to wait it out... That was the only sensible thing to do...” I stopped,
sensing that something was wrong. My mother was staring at me with a strange
look on her face.

“The police came...” she faltered.



(Oh really mother, the police, whatever next?)

‘Law and order... No order... Your father did not come home last night. We
searched, but... They think he may have drowned in the storm. Nonsense! Of course
he hasn't drowned! He should have told me... He never told me that he wasn't
coming home. Why does no one ever tell me anything round here!’

That is how my mother got her Alzheimer’s. Or so the doctors said. What
they meant was that that is when it began to show. But I knew she had it all along.
My mother was born with her Alzheimer’s, or whatever else you wish to call it. At
first, people would describe her as having a certain stubbornness of character. Many
admired her strong will. Father did. But as she grew older, her Alzheimer or
whatever it was, grew with her. In fact, it seemed to grow at an increasing pace with
every war, strife, death, famine or even childbirth she had to go through. By the time
I came along, as I was fifth in line, most people had stopped calling her stubborn
and strong willed, but thought of her more along the lines of “willful’, ‘capricious’,
‘difficult’, ‘domineering’, ‘contrary’, or just plain ‘eccentric’ (such a nice,
accommodating word!)

My father, as it appeared, had been out fishing that night. He liked to go out
fishing at night sometimes alone. All day long at the fisheries he had to see, feel and
breathe those slithery creatures, yet still he wanted to go fishing in his spare time!
Sometimes my father was difficult to understand. He used to say that night-fishing
had a certain charm of its own. It reminded him of the good old days when he was
young, and a man was a man, and a fish a fish, and there was honour and glory in
every battle one fought. Then he would talk of the stars and the moonless sky, of
man and Nature and how his fishing-lamp lighted up the secret world beneath the

sea. He was a strange man, my father. And now he was gone.



I looked at my mother but I wasn't convinced. Father had to come home
soon. It just couldn't be true that he'd drowned. Maybe this was some new
punishment my mother had devised to make me feel the magnitude of my crime.
Maybe it was just her Alzheimer’s taking hold of her mind.

It was everything.

That night I lost my father, and my mother, and everything I believed in and
held as true. That night, the night I became a woman, the whole world came to a
halt. It no longer existed as the safe, predictable place I had always known it to be.
And I was no longer the blameless, carefree child I had been for the past eighteen
years. The night that I lost my father —and my mother— I wasn't even there. I was
busy fucking Paul.

We never found his body, although the search went on for weeks. Everyone
who had a boat in Messolonghi or who could lay hands on one, was out searching.
Fishermen and relatives, friends and neighbours, wellwishers, policemen and
busybodies. Then, one by one, they shook their heads in grief, and went back to their
everyday lives. But not us. We never went back — how could we? Mother still made
us set father's place at the head of the table, and every day she forgot anew that he
was not coming home. Sometimes she would not let us start our meal without him,
and we would go hungry. Other times, when she remembered, she would get
Markos to row with her out into the lagoon to search some more - always some
more, because we never found his body and she wouldn't listen to reason. Mother
knew full well how Penelope had humoured her suitors for twenty long years, never
once believing that Ulysses had been lost in Troy.

And then the rumours began. First it was his closest friends who started
hanging around, asking half-questions: Had we found anything... anything

unexpected or somehow... underground? Maybe something hidden among the fish



pots in his boathouse? Or stored away at the back of some closet in our house? ‘No’,
we said, “What do you mean?’” we asked. ‘What is it that we should be looking for?’
But they shook their heads and went away. And then suddenly, I began feeling
awkward when I was among people — at school, at church or walking past the cafes
in the square. I had this strange feeling that everyone was talking about me behind
my back. Then, at last, Paul came home on leave, just for one night. I cried. He told
me what people were talking about, behind my back: about my father and how he
had turned out to be a communist all along. They said that he had formed an
underground group, which met on moonless nights in his boathouse and wrote
subversive pamphlets for the overthrow of the junta. They said my father printed
these pamphlets on a mimeograph which he kept hidden in the boathouse. They
said my father had not drowned at all. He had been murdered by the secret police,
while others said my father had gotten out in time... Out to Russia. America maybe.
And still others believed that my father had been thrown into jail or taken to some
island prison-camp. They believed my father was alive.

But I believed he had drowned in the storm.

And another part of me believed that he'd show up for dinner come evening.

And another part of me knew that he wouldn't have drowned that night, if I

had stayed home.

Excerpt from the novel August, ch 2., 2003. Translated by the author



George-Icaros BABASSAKIS

Dispragement

‘Disparagement’ is a purely postmodern contemporary novel, an achievement in
terms of language, apparently uncommercial, but ultimately able to generate an ever
expanding fan base. It is a work with multiple references and allusions, where
literary language effortlessly meets with a flowing vernacular and an auctorial
slang. The chapters in whole are, in a musical way, split into six parts, three narrated
in the first person and three in the third, alternately, so as to dismantle any authority
the narrator might lay claim to, and drag the narrator/hero's name through the mire;
ultimately, however, this dragging through the mire turns into an encomium.

The language used has a musical quality, and there is a well-structured plan
under the superficial disorder.
‘Disparagement’ stands out among the plethora of contemporary novels and seems
to either completely ignore the developments in the novel (and art in general)
during the last fifty years, or be unable to incorporate them harmoniously in their
works. ‘Disparagement’, besides being an important work of its own merit,
ambitiously and strategically seeks to bring back into relevance those audacious
Greek writers and poets who honored the flexibility and richness of language

through close contact to an uncompromisingly bohemian way of life.



They get to the National Tourism Organisation office, says Manos to Nikos. And
they ask to see the Director General, says Manos to Nikos.

Manos takes up the thread ~ he says:

The secretary (you must picture a setting from a black & white comedy of the
Golden Decade, with Lambros Konstantaras and the works!), to the musical
accompaniment of some piece of well-played domestic jazz and with a brilliant
smile, asks who wants to see him, slightly nonplussed (for all her smile) since
Markoulis and Kazazis are bandaged, sun-stroked, fed-up, disgusted (if not also
manacled); in short, they are a right mess. Still, she smiles at them, a professional
twitch (because it’s stupid to talk about professional conduct in Greece-the-
Diamond-on-the-Ring-of-Earth in the sixties, n’est-ce pas?), a brilliant smile, asks
them to wait, opens the double sliding doors (they never used intercoms and things
back then — even if they had them, they never used such gadgets), and says to
Dodos, to Director General Mr Theodoros Bakopoulos, two gentlemen are here to
see you. What gentlemen? asks Dodos. Wounded gentlemen, says The Smile. How
do you mean wounded? asks Dodos. Slightly wounded, elaborates The Smile. Don’t
do this, Filitsa! It's a bad enough day as it is. Tell me, what are these gentlemen’s
names and what is it they want! snaps Dodos. Quite right, sir, I'll just enquire and
get back to you. She walks out, enquires and returns. They introduced themselves as
Messrs Markoulis and Kazazis, sir, and they asked me to tell you that they want to
join up. What!!! Oh-la-la!!! cries a suddenly cheerful Bakopoulos who happens to
have an unbounded admiration for Markoulis and Kazazis, for both their lifestyles
and for Kazazis's work (because only Kazazis has produced anything so far,
whereas Markoulis merely envisions a magnificent work and has only presented
some morsels of this great work, and so on). Show them in at once, he tells Filitsa,

and see that we are NOT disturbed by ANYONE, this is an IMPORTANT MEETING, no



interruptions at all, is that clear Filitsa? Yes, sir. Just a minute, don’t go, listen, call
Mr Alekos, you know, and tell him to prepare a generous, rich assortment of snacks
for two, for four — nice, well-made, he knows — and the attendant ouzo drinks and so
on, and tell him also to be on the alert for urgent refuelling, is this clear Filitsa, my
child? Very good, and as I told you: NO ONE, I repeat NO ONE, is to disturb us!

Let me refill our glasses, in the meantime, says Nikos to Manos. On the
record player the last note (note?) sounds of Veteran’s Day Poppy, the last piece on
the flipside of the second record of the twin album Trout Mask Replica. In the sky, as
it could be seen from the French window in Maronias Street, Kolonos, some clouds
are trying to form as they dance next to the rainbow of gravity. Here on Earth, at this
point, as seen from nowhere, Nikos Velis and Manos Yannopoulos remember, while
listening to Captain Beetheart, smoking Gitanes (the former) and Players (the latter),
and drinking Irish whiskey (both), a story that featured Yorgos Markoulis (= thinker,
poet, saintly bum, polyglot master of Nothingness) and Nikos Kazazis (= Poet with a
capital P, master of profundity, detective of the ontological riddle and first-class
drinker. Social drinker.

And at some point dawn breaks.

Manos lights his nth cigarette, remembers once again to say in a loud,
crystal-hoarse voice the phrase You might say that I live like a gilt nothing.

Nikos drinks his nth sip of Irish, contemplates the ceiling with a vague
expression and wishes first of all that nothing will happen to the friendship among
friends, and also that no doctor, vile or otherwise, will ever ban him and his friends
from smoking drinking eating fucking reading writing singing running
daydreaming partying...

Remember last year, Nikos? Was that thing with Marianna and Lena crazy or

what? Nikos Velis hears Manos Yannopoulos say this as he returns from the kitchen.



VI

Yes, alright, it's true. We did go and asked them to marry us. Both of them.
Together. With flowers, neckties and all mod cons. Nine o’clock in the morning.
After the marathon with Beefheart and the story about Markoulis and Kazazis, and a
boilerful of Irish whiskey in our bloodstream. We went.

What do you mean, Markoulis and Kazazis? Ah, you mean how did that
story end? It ended like this: So they went and asked to join up, fine. Dodos,
overjoyed to have his routine interrupted, orders ouzo. Ouzaki, they used to call it
then. Let’s have some ouzaki, they’d say. So he says, welcome, boys, I was just
thinking...

They start talking about poetry, about this and the other poet, and here is one
ouzaki, here’s another, toasting each other and eating snacks and again more ouzaki
for hours on end, they get up at dusk, they are thinking of going for an omelette at a
good place in Pangrati. Dodos takes them all in the new Audi, they drink some more
in Pangrati and then Dodos leaves, he has a lot of work in the morning and why
don’t they drop in again anytime they want, yes? Yes! It was great, and then
Markoulis and Kazazis try to recall why on earth they had gone to Dodos but it was
impossible to remember.

Yes, it was days, even weeks before they finally remembered.

Marianna who?

Ah, yes, got it now. It’s just that a plain Marianna didn’t ring any bells. They
go together: Marianna and Lena. That’s how I remember them. Together.

They lived in Kefalinias Street. A large building. Very Nice. A piano and all.

Almost at the corner of Patission. Next door to Au Revoir. I can’t remember whose



idea it was. Probably Manos’s. Probably. I was still getting over the paranoia with
Olga, I was in no state to come up with such ideas at the time. Unless it was part of
the context, you know, as in The Anxiety of Influence and stuff like that, Harold Bloom
with chips, since we were talking about that story of Markoulis and Kazazis and
how they went to Bakopoulos and asked him to get them a job with NTO, and then I
may have come up with the idea of Manos and me also ‘joining up” in a way,
settling down so to speak — you know. I may have dropped something like this by
way of contributing to the talk about joining up, I may have said let us join up too,
why not? We can’t be bums forever, I am already past thirty and Manos is
approaching thirty as well, no, that’s a lie, he is thirty, so I may have said something
like that and Manos, instead of stopping me, bringing me to my senses, he took it at
face value and, being a clever man, you know how sharp he is, not only agreed but
set a specific target, too: Marianna and Lena. Don’t they live together, Nikos?
Together, Manos. Aren’t they friends, Nikos? They are, Manos. Haven't we known
them for years, Nikos? Decades, even, Manos.

Well, the time has come to go deeper into the relationship, Nikos.
Are you being vulgar, Manos?

No, I am being serious, Nikos.

Are you, Manos?

Pour another one, Nikos. I will, Manos. Good man, Nikos.
Shall we chance it, then, Manos? Yes, Nikos. Shall we go and ask them to marry us,
Manos? Let’s go, Nikos.

Who gets whom, Manos? How do I know? One gets Marianna and the other
gets Lena, Nikos. Yes, obviously, Manos, but who gets Marianna and who gets

Lena? Why are you asking this, Nikos?



What do you mean why I am asking, Manos, shouldn’t we know who's
going to ask whom? No, Nikos, we don’t need to know that and I insist that it does
not matter, what matters is that we settle down, what matters is that they are two
fine, affectionate, tried-and-tested girls — okay, okay, women, fine — of known
quality, with their French and their piano playing, intelligent, fine kids, Nikos, why
bother with such details as who gets whom, let’s just get dressed and go ask them to
marry us and that’s all there is to it. To get it over with, Nikos.

Yes, to get it over with, Manos.

So we went.



Alexandra BAKONIKA

THE HIDEOUT

In your bedroom where we made love

a dark brown colour prevailed

from the moquette, the furniture and the covers.
It was relatively dark,

for when I came in —end May afternoon —
you had already shut the shutters,

and the curtains in front of the windows

let no light in.

Your bedroom looked like

a dark cave and the hideout of the damned
along with lovemaking on the bed.
Afterwards, when I came out

and walked for quite some time,

the strong, diffuse light of May,

the opulence of colours everywhere,

and the warm atmosphere

that so suited my mood.

THE REHEARSAL



To the troupe rehearsing the stage play
the director would often repeat

to his actors:

‘Give vent to the core of feelings,

reveal yourselves outright.”

I think:
What poetry itself ardently calls for,
to reveal your intimate self

to the utmost.

POSITIVE ENERGY

Her small shop at the town centre
sold cosmetics and jewelry.
A shapely woman, around fifty,

she emitted positive energy and vitality.

I took my time choosing

a present to my liking.

A number of customers kept coming in.
She served them with unfailing grace
and suppleness of speech,

with her almost teenage spontaneity,

and in particular with inherent instinct she psyched them out.



Without affectation she by herself created
a lovely performance,

an excellent combination of reactions,
movements and speech.

Her small shop throbbed with life,

and if I were to take even longer choosing I wouldn’t mind.

AT FIRST HAND

With clear lines for the cut

that hurts:

In the jobs I was employed

I was worn out by routine and hardness.

I took lessons from devastating

rivalries destructive to the end.

I was worn out by the iciness of livelihood.

I clenched my teeth that I might resist the monster

named reality.

The monster stands out there dauntless.

TRAY

A painting exhibition in a gallery;



a reception towards the evening for the opening.
The noted university professor

—columnist in a leading newspaper,

chairman of various committees —

goes into the foyer.

Behind him, obedient and servile

like a faithful servant,

follows the gallery owner,

carrying a tray of goodies.

The professor is in a position to introduce him

to significant personalities.

With painters who have his need
to exhibit in his gallery,
as a bigwig, he turns cynical and harsh.

He tramples on them for the merest trifle any time he wants.

THE CHERRIES

Words of an immigrant woman from Georgia:

‘I worked day and night in the house of an old woman.
You don’t know what I went through,

she never stopped humiliating me.

I try to think no more of it but it always comes back.

I remember her putting cherries in a plate to eat,



leaving the shriveled ones aside.

“These are for you,” she told me when she finished,
pointing to the shriveled cherries,

what was left of the almost uneatable lot.

Humiliation day after day.”

THE VISITOR

With an air of a lissom and beautiful woman,
she walked along the corridor of the large enterprise.
She knew the director fairly well

from various circles and receptions.
Self-confident and briskly

she entered his office

— the door was ajar —

to ask for something.

He shouted at her to get out

for not knocking at the door.

Besides, in areas of authority

one enters with some respect,

some constraint.

When at receptions he made eyes at her
she wouldn’t give him a single hope.

Thus venomous were



his shouts at her.

NIGHT

Bars and cafeterias

all along the narrow sidewalk.

As she sips her drink

she notices her lover in the bar across the way.
His tall and thin stature

moves among the outdoor tables

talking to friends.

He doesn’t see her in the crowd.

Like a candle she burns with desire,

but she won’t go to him.

He left her a year ago.

On the lovely sidewalk

with the lights, the shadows and the patrons,

she remains stuck to her loneliness.

THE WARDROBE

Working-class family. The father a seaman.
When he was widowed, he brought in a woman to live with.

His children —a boy and a girl —



reaching the end of puberty.
Estrangement and gloom reigned at home.
The boy, an unruly youth,

at the slightest thing thrashed his sister
and then shut her in a wardrobe.

This maltreatment made her faint.

The sixties.

A street separated us in the neighbourhood.

HE DEMANDED

When I went to bed with him, I remember him saying:
‘Get up and show me your charms.’

I regarded it as an order and wasn't exactly pleased.

But the worse was to come.

As we were dressing he demanded
that I fetch his shoes.

As though hypnotized

I did him the favour.

Dragging them carefully with my foot
—from the corner where they lay —

I brought them to him.

He got angry that I didn’t bend down



and didn’t hand them to him.
He considered it an omission on my part:
I should have bent down.

Submission doesn’t count if you don’t bend down.

A LOVE OF MINE

Spread on sofas, floors and walls

were displayed carpets imported from the East.
The people I was with vied with one another
who was to pick the best one

and who the most expensive.

They created a hubbub and a hysterical show.
‘Admit it, they are graceless,

and there’s you suppressed among them.
Their bawling is ludicrous,

I'm surprised that you can put up with them.’
I turned and looked at him as he suddenly
appeared before me, cautioning thus.

He told me off, his eyes lovelorn,

he told me off, his drawling voice

lovesick —

he ticked me off in a bland manner.

And he was my antidote,

the truest antidote



for my waste, joyless mixing with others.

BOWING

She gave a vivid account:

‘From instinct and experience I don’t easily give in.
[ want for a man to be assiduous going after me,

to beg me, to lose his senses for my sake.

I hold in mind an admirer of mine

on a trip.

Before going to bed, and as I was standing up,

he went down devoutly on his knees and bowed

to my naked body;

then he started kissing me from the knees up.’

MAKESHIFT MATTRESS

After the employees had left,

late in the afternoon, he waited for her
in his office.

They undressed, and his greedy tongue
went as far down as her feet,

and frozen as they were

he warmed them with his mouth.



They made love on the floor,
on a makeshift mattress

of large settee pillows.

IN THE BAR

He was on the way with his girl to a bar
frequented by youngsters,
to hear an excellent negro singer.

Before going in he warned her:

‘I have a crush on a woman

who might be joining us tonight.
With the awe and devoutness
that one enters a church,

would I enter her body;

and 1'd be keyed up

to satisfy her,

to be up to the occasion —
whereas with you I don’t mind;
I have sex with you just like that,
like the way I talk.”

The atmosphere in the bar was magical.

People had become one with the rhythms



and the singer’s voice.

The benumbed girl was trying to simmer down
her shock.

Her friend’s coarseness

prevented her from becoming one with anything.

LATIN POEMS

They rolled around conflagrated by passion.

Still dazed by his kisses

she thought it was raining out, but he anticipated her:
‘It’s not rain but the cracking of dry sprigs

that the gardener is burning in the garden.’

They got dressed, and after pouring her a drink,
he took out and read to her Horace’s poems

in the original.

He read her nuptial hymns.

Idiosyncratic roulades and phonemes

and jucy Latin words.

After sex they ended with verses.

IMPARTIAL CRITIC



I am prone to sorrow,

it contains me like a melancholic darkness.

I look into my poems

to find which one is amiss in its contents
and reject it.

The most impartial critic of my verses

is my sorrow —

it seeks the essential.

THE LAST ARTICLE OF CLOTHING

He had been after her for long now,

and when he found her lying on the sand
among friends and acquaintances,

he placed his bath towel next to her,

and close as they lay, he kept touching her.
Lucky for him she wasn’t long
responding. Up she got and led him

to a remote part of the beach.

They stopped out-of-sight,

and with her experience with men

—she knew what excitement she provoked in the nude—
she took off the last article of clothing

and started going in and out of the water.



She went in and out a number of times,
and in a flamboyant manner, as if telling him:

You'll die adoring me.’

Translated by Yannis Goumas



John N. BASKOZOS

The Arab

The Arab went through the entrance of the National Radio building
unenthusiastically. He headed to the bar, his head drooping. The indolent waiter,
another civil servant, passed him the plastic cup with the black swill that some
might call coffee. He dropped three 100-drachma coins on the tattletale grey,
formerly white, marble and headed to the lift. He realised it was usually out of
order, turned about and climbed the stairs to the third floor. He pushed the door
open and the familiar stench of his isolation assaulted him.

Only he and the 'Ttalian' ever entered this room. Their job was to translate the
news bulletin of the National Radio for the audience in Arabic and Italian-speaking
countries. One was there in the morning, the other at noon. The place served as a
storeroom that housed antiquated computers, rickety printers, dead telephone sets,
as well as other devices of unknown identity that had long served their purpose and
had been waiting for a spring cleaning in the indeterminate future. The last one had
taken place 25 years ago according to his friend, the doorman.

The “Arab’ —each colleague owes their nickname to the nationality of the
news they present— put the black leather bag on the filthy desk. It was a present
from his brother, who now used a bag bought in London. He eyed the metallic label
on the desktop reading ‘Tassopoulos Bros’. ‘Do they still make such desks?’, he
wondered. He looked at his bag. He realised that opening it was of no use since, for
no good reason at all, he hadn't been by the office of the editor-in-chief to get the

bulletin that he ought to translate and then present. He considered going downstairs



to get it. The prospect left him cold. It occurred to him that he could read yesterday's
news — no one would notice. What if his Arab listeners complained? He wasn't sure
he had any listeners, but if he did...

The editor-in-chief wasn't there. It was time for the afternoon siesta. He lived
nearby and he would always go home for a nap between 3 and 5 p.m. When he was
younger, he used to go to his mistress, a typist who worked under him. However,
his priorities had changed. He would come and go, punch his card at regular
intervals, pocket his salary regularly, too, and damn if he understood what he was
overseeing. He was just in charge of certain standardised procedures.

He made up his mind. He would not pick up the bulletin. He couldn't be
bothered to go down two flights of stairs and no one would care to remind him
what he was meant to read in Arabic. The Arab opened his drawer. He put some
work documents aside and produced striped, white paper sheets marked with ink.
He perused them: the poems of the Italian. He would write them in Italian and hide
them in the drawers, secure in the knowledge that no one would touch them and
that if anyone found them, they would have to speak Italian to understand their
content. However, the Arab knew the language. He had studied at the Italian School
in Alexandria, but they repatriated once he turned 15. His mother also spoke Italian
and helped him not give up on it by supplying him with fresh reading material.

He had discovered the poems of the Italian a month ago. Ever since, he
would dive into them as soon as his work was done. At first, out of idle curiosity.
Then he discovered it was a bitter love story, the story of a life. It was clear they
were songs of experience. He referred to someone called Paola, a married woman
with three children. The Italian was also married and had two children. The poems
resembled letters and portrayed a relationship that spanned at least 20 years.

However, that was not the draw. The poems often referred to events in Greece, in



Italy —where the Italian had studied- and to major world events over the past
decades. His writing was philosophical, yet permeated with eroticism. The love of
two people in different parts of the world was entangled with crucial post-war
events.

Yesterday, he had translated four of these poems to Arabic on a whim. He
thought the sonorous musicality of the Arabic language was a good match for the
lyricism of Italian. He started reading them out loud to compare the musicality of
the two languages, switching between Italian and Arabic. He got carried away and,
insensibly, he turned on the recorder he used for the news. The tape screeched
briefly and started to record. When he had finished, he listened to them again. Then,
it came to him. He took the mic and read the intro, as usual: 'you are listening to the
news in Arabic and today is Thursday, 3" March 1996." He gave his all with such
care as though he was reading to an audience. At the end, he closed with the
familiar outro: 'It was the news bulletin of 3+ March 1996, in the Arabic language.
Dear listeners, have a good night." The news was always broadcast at night. He
thought of an Arab resting from the exhaustion of the day. How would he feel about
receiving such an unusual broadcast from a distant country?

He took the tape and replaced it in its case. He put the poems of the Italian
back in the drawer, got his bag and left with a smile, closing the door softly behind
him. He dropped off the tape at the technical department so that it would be played
at the designated hour and he hurried to the exit. A wave of relief washed over him
as though he had just robbed a bank.

It went on like that for the rest of the month. The Arab would take the poems
of the Italian, translate them to Arabic and present them in lieu of the daily news. It
was a Monday when the editor-in-chief asked for him. He gave him two letters. The

tirst one expressed the gratitude of the cultural attacht of our embassy in Cairo. He



praised the initiative and the inventiveness of the National Radio. The other letter
was the Italian's dismissal.

Later, on the trolley, he regarded the tired look of people getting home from
work. He thought that he may also start writing something. Like what? He didn't

know, but he'd find out.



Kyriakos CHARALAMBIDES

STORY WITH A HORSE

Sometimes they see me astride my horse
high in the sky over Nicosia.

Hurry come see, they say. But I can’t see.

Yet one day like today — oddly enough!— I saw
what it was they meant. And don’t think

I'm talking about the likes of Pegasus.

It was a strong and sturdy steed

without wings and with a bridle

as thick as hail — and though I've never

mounted a horse, I was galloping along.

From my earth I was about to greet

my heaven-sent self — such a fool

the world has never seen.

For he who with a proud steed ploughed
the space above me, shot a look

both glaring and ruinous; I shuddered.

Before I could recover, could lift
my face and also my spirit somewhat

he circled me again put the fear of God in me



brandishing like a mace a sack

with a moon or a bloated sun inside.

But, paying no attention to the others

who acclaimed him with handkerchiefs

and fattened sheep and rattles,

I plucked a reed from the marsh and fashioned it
into a jousting lance —an awesome spear—

and as he passed by me I pierced the sack

and toppled his horse.

If you were a mother to see you’d shudder
grieving for the deflated sun and
your fine young lad who without

that horse of his took to his heels.

But I caught up with him before the king

and finished him off without ado — so they won’t say
that they see me astride my horse

high in the sky over Nicosia.

September 1987

THE VIRGIN HELEN



I came to this foreign land and had
thirty-two drachmas in my pocket.
With my girdle’s clasp broken

and my long white legs bruised.

In his haste to snatch me Paris
knocked me down and broke the vase
with my perfumes. I told him ‘don’t act

like that, my dearest, see I'm yours.’

But so very green and excited he

was in search of love in the palace
and foolish as I was with two children
in the cradle and without shame

I broke my wedding vows.

Blindly I followed him over here.
But despite all the cajolery
and shades of dream lavished on me by

Aphrodite, my sight is no longer blurred.

It’s Hera I now have beside my pillow —

the Austere Goddess’ shrine is my shelter.

Fire lights my sleep and Paris

cannot come near me. A slave girl



guards the entrance to my chamber
and whenever he appears, she showers him

with such abuse that he is put to flight.

At times I pity him and my heart’s iron
melts, but the other ladies
around me —Greek women

on their mothers’ side— bring me straight to my senses.

One day Priam came to my chamber
accommodating as ever and polite.
He brought me good tidings; that if I wanted
waiting for me on the doorstep
(so to speak) outside Troy
were the Achaeans.
I looked him in the eye:

‘Tell me, truly, and when 1"ve gone,
do you think they won’t lay the city to waste?
Was it for me they came, do you believe that,
and Cassandra’s black eyes
or was it perhaps...”

He stopped me and barred
my mouth’s sweet words, caressed
my velvet eyebrows.
‘Immortal,” he softly whispered, "even if

Paris, Hector, Aeneas and Glaucus



were willing to submit to the Argives,

by the goddess Aphrodite, I never would!

[ won’t surrender you, without you,
Troy has nothing for me, no path.

You are my horses and heavens,

you are the River Xanthus, the meadows
where the flocks graze, the birds

that flutter from tree to tree.”

I grew alarmed at suddenly seeing

this old drunkard before me. Arise

my loyal handmaids, take him and bind him
before morn comes and he is covered

with shame’s nakedness by robed

Dawn — stupid Tithonus, dotard!

What'’s this I see! You dither and perspire;
tears dwell in your beard —
drops of light placed
before my divine altar.
Old man, I give you
half a chance to save yourself; don’t
of the seven deadly sins
choose the most glittering, the most entwined

with gold thread, fashioned by the hand



of Hephaestus, craftsman of the gods.

I can make coffee; drink, I'll add
forgetting’s magic herb

that cures all pain and sorrow.

He wouldn’t hear of it. He unfastened
my holy girdle and brought

to my mind my twins who now

must have become boys of renown

for their virtues throughout Sparta.

O, if only I could see them, clasp them
to my bosom like my girdle

and give them my pledge of love!

But it’s too late. It will be raining there now,
it will be cold —my words are but
repetitions, winged sound—

and 1 will heed your command, old man.

Besides, what use was Hera to me?
She could have sealed my belly
in countless ways; she knows from Zeus’

carryings-on, she’s a seasoned hand.



I'll take my hobby horse,

become a little child; I'll surrender to you
in my sleep my lord — in my heart

Artemis Ourania and Pandemos will weave

love’s most innocent song.

And as she reclined to open her legs

the heavens open and up above

the angels struggle with the Trojans

and the Achaeans, for whom someone

for a fee of thirty-two drachmas had opened

the secret portal allowing them all to enter.

1. 3 Aphrodite’s girdle had great alluring power.

STATUE OF ANTINOOS

Antinoos in alabaster dominates
the room; his hair reveals

it was adorned by a gold wreath.
His languid and tender body
leans with a girlish sweetness

to hear the guides” words

about Hadrian. His favorite,

and most loyal, he deemed it worthy



for such an emperor to give
one’s life even, as in fact he did

with his voluntary drowning in the Nile.

He was barely twenty years” old

and took no account of his life.

Now that he’s aged in the water’s depths
he sets aside the superstition

that the drowning would become a basket
—a room more like— for offerings; foolishly
he sacrificed his life’s beginnings to present
his future to his patron.

Prosperous Hadrian at once had

exquisite coins cut with his image,

set up sanctuaries, everywhere erected
splendid statues. Yet Antinoos,

despite imbibing such fame he drank, now stands

apart in the room and weeps.

His only consolation is this statue;

one of the most beautiful, so he hears.

THE GODS AMUSE THEMSELVES

With a little sky and sea



the gods’ pots are washed.
Their paper cups do not need
washing. It's preferable,
given the day, to lose no time.
Besides the Gods of the Upper World,
environmentalists by definition,
know the how and why of it.

One alone
garbed in human attire, goes
from time to time to the Delphic Oracle.
He’s in the habit (is fond) of playing
with the Pythia’s embroidered speech.
He pays ten minas with Zeus’

head on the obverse side.

But I too have need to guard

the friendly god’s back.

Certainly not to declare his name,

For, if I was decreed a poet, I owe it

in part to him —as I was being born

he lent a hand— so enough!

And say all you want of the gods in general and

of their goblets and their wonders!

From Dokimin, 2000



THE KOUROI AT THE DIPYLON GATE I

And my mother said to me: “Take good care
of your brother. He may be an awesome size,
but he’s still green and knows nothing

of life’s ways.” I gave her my word.

Yet in the midst of battle we both fell —

I on the right, he on the left with his horse
that became a lion upon his tomb

while I'm adorned now by a sphinx.

THE KOUROI AT THE DIPYLON GATE II

Tall like a kouros at the Dipylon Gate (two ten)
that’s me, see now 1'm watching you
surveying this my votive offering

that digging with your nails you found

in a supine position. Stranger, know

that, like you, I started out with other plans

but things turned out differently.

THE GUILLOTINE

Just as he was about to chop



her crystalline neck, he stumbled
on her perfume of cedar,

lavender, citrus, rose petal, jasmine
and in addition released

vanilla, iris and sandalwood.

From Meta-History, 1995. Translated by David Connolly



Christos CHARTOMATSIDIS

Hot Dog

I like to piss in front of the Opera. I get a kick out of it, as they say. I think of it as a
radical action. A Protest! That’s why with an exasperated look on my face I lean on
the Doric column. I spit between my teeth and relieve myself. The guard shouts
from inside the place. He often comes after me to beat me up, but I always manage
to run away from him. I cross the road and check him out.

‘I'm gonna get you!” he screams on the top of his lungs ‘One day I will beat
the crap out of you!” I ignore him and this enrages him even more. He takes it all out
on poor Babis.

That’s because what I do now has copycats. They get really excited. So Babis,
wanting to play rebel, pees on the Opera. But the guard gets him and kicks him
senseless. He then comes to me to complain.

‘Not everybody can be a badass, asshole!” I tell him ‘Guys like you are only
good to sniff my ass!” But the moron doesn’t get the allegory and tries to actually put
his face in my rear. I suddenly turn around and show him my teeth. Only then he
gives up. He’s that kind of idiot! I don’t even want his company but he keeps
following me around.

So, the two of us wander around aimlessly. We head for the market, to the
butcheries. And there, amidst the alleys, we hear a commotion. We make haste, to
get there in time. ‘Step right up, step right up!” someone shouts ‘Nellie is in a mood
and puts out’. As if we needed more than that! We rush to the alley and head for the

back yard. I know Nellie too well. Now and then, her hormones go to her head and



she screws with whoever is available. Of course, our old pal Tasos doesn’t leave
anything to chance. He’s an ex-cop and always strives to maintain order. ‘Are you a
fool, doing it for free?” he says “You should provide for your later years!” Nellie
doesn’t care, but Tasos makes good bucks. He is a pimp and a crier. He screws her
himself for free and then shouts ‘Step right up, Nellie is in a mood!’

When we reach there, the back yard is choke full of guys. In the middle lies
Nellie on all fours, with her eyes closed. Her titties are long and black and her
nipples are huge! The smell of the mucus from her twat is everywhere! Strong and
intoxicating. I have the privilege of not having to wait. Or to pay. Someone
complains but Tasos threatens him. ‘Do you mind that the girl has feelings too? Do
you have a problem with that?” To tell you the truth Nellie has a soft spot for me.
And Tasos, the good businessman that he is, cuts her some slack, so she can be more
productive later. I lean on her back and she bends under my weight. She tilts her
head a little and recognizes me. Her eyes float in the mucus, distant and blurry. On
the first one, she sighs. Her favorite is ‘Rocco, Rocco, Rocco!” because I have blue
eyes and she thinks she is doing it with a young Alain Delon in ‘Rocco and his
Brothers™. To stay in the spirit of old italian cinema, I answer her ‘Shut up, you
whore, Tsotsarka!’® She is crazy for stuff like that. She used to be a film critic... As I
finish, I hear the market clock strike midnight. I must hurry to make it to home
before the masters return. The will be back soon and the right thing to do is wait for
them in the hallway, sleepless and devoted.

I used to live with some repatriates. There was no schedule there, no
discipline. I went home whenever I wanted and always received a warm welcome.

The host was a scientist— an astrophysicist, his wife was a piano instructor. Their

5 From the movie Rocco and his brothers 1960 directed by Luchino Visconti with Alain Delon
¢ From the movie Two Women, directed by Vittorio De Sica with Sofia Loren, actress, in a Leading Role
Oscar, 1961



home was a derelict shack in Menidi. But it was crammed up with books. They
haven’t even unpacked them from the consecutive relocations. When mister
Agathon, the host, was drinking, he used to sit next to me, on the floor, and stroke
my head. His sorrowful wife played ‘Peter and the Wolf" on the piano. Then she
changed it to a lengthy one about some lieutenant named Golitsin. At that point
Agathon threw fits! He used to cry and scream and throw the empty bottle out of
the window. His wife would leave the piano alone and cry with him “We need to be
strong, Afonja!” she told him ‘Everything will turn out good in the end, you'll see!’
This mess was choking me, it really made me sad. So I joined them in their howling,
only I didn’t get drunk or throw stuff around. Someone had to stay cool-headed.
Then I grew bored of them and left them. That’s my style, I run away every now and
then.

My new masters want me to always stay at home. They don’t let me wander
around. That's why, when they are not home I make my little escapades, as is the
case now. I barely make it in time. I hear their footsteps, slow and blurred. She is
drunk, as always, which means she has the blues. Her husband is the silent
companion. I welcome them joyously, with a gleam of devotion in my eyes. Mrs
Lula trips in her high heels. She throws her coat away and lands on the couch. Then
I lie at her feet.

Naked.

She knows what to do. She starts stroking the hair of my leg with her foot.
Slowly she goes higher. She gently touches the scrotum and drags her toes upwards.
Now she starts with the sweet-talking ‘Do you like it, do you like it, silly?” I do not
react. I can’t decide what stinks worse, her sock or her twat. Her twat has a peculiar
odor, kind of fishy. I hold my breath as I reciprocate her caress. I growl with

pleasure, that is. Once, to test my limits I jumped on her as she was bent over. My



strength knocked her on all fours. I started rubbing myself on her and dry-humping
her, but strange as it seems, I scared her and she did not appreciate my erotic mood.
She got the leash from the hanger and started hitting me, in the face, to the body.
The bitch even aimed at my balls and that was dirty because it was she that had me
initiated into this kind of stuff, and now she played strict. After a few minutes, when
the scare had passed, she brought me food and started humoring me again, but I
acted tough and I didn’t eat from her hand that night neither I let her stroke me. Of
course later we buried the hatchet because she is the true boss of the house and I
must respect her. Besides, I owed her my indulgence as she had got me off the street.

Here is how it went. I was wandering about, dirty and hungry as always,
and out of nowhere a couple showed up. The lady was heavily drunk and her
husband was holding her patiently on her feet. The boss is a true gentleman. With
his belly and his baldness and his money, he is the provider of the house. Mrs Lula
on the other hand is both ugly and old. Her hair is orange and rug-like. She always
makes these beauty masks and ointments on her mug, to hide the bags under her
eyes, the wrinkles and the blotches. She is a filthy hag, that's why she got me off the
street, to cause trouble for the poor guy.

‘Dimitraki, look at that cute doggie’ she told him and he mumbled
something that I couldn’t make out. ‘But it is so beautiful!’

‘Big deal, he’s just a cur’.

‘Jimmy’ the crazy lady suddenly was serious ‘don’t you wonder why is it
following us so persistently?’

‘It's hungry’ said Jimmy blandly and with that he ticked her off.

‘How can you be so stupid! Look at its eyes! Don’t they remind you of

something?’



‘“What do you mean?’ the poor guy didn’t understand but his crazy wife had
gained momentum:

‘Don’t make me tell it to you word by word! Remember it can be a loved
one... that we think is gone... and is back... maybe in another form but with the
same feelings. Don’t its eyes remind you of no one, goddammit?’

She had him in a pinch. Mr. Dimitrakis had lost his mother a few months
ago— she must have been a very understanding woman to tolerate this bozo that
her son was married to. And Lula wanted to pay her back.

But that was not the point. I watched their conversation in awe. And of
course I wasn’t his dear mother. But someplace back there, there was a bright past.
Human and almost forgotten. A whole world that you miss out on, and you can’t
understand how and why you suddenly find yourself living a dog’s life that you
hate but cannot escape from. Even if the leash is tight. Even if they only feed you
leftovers. I remember Tasos the pit-bull asking me “When the Judgment Day comes,
will we present ourselves as dogs?” And maybe this is the true question and not the
metaphysical mumbo jumbo! I didn’t answer him. But the question keeps bugging

me. And when the time comes, I want to present myself as Human!

Translated by Christos Chr. Chartomatsidis (Junior)



Yiorgos CHOULIARAS

THE SIRENS

No creatures in the world

were less musical than the Sirens.
Someone deaf must have passed
those places first, however,

who started this story

about their irresistible song.
Everyone who followed was lost
vainly trying to sustain what gets
lost no matter how much you listen.
So their fame was confirmed

as it happens in such cases.

Who would any longer dare
dispute a supposition of this kind?
Odysseus was ignorant of the Sirens
but he knew people.

In the ears of his companions,
beeswax sealed their mouths.
There was nothing they could say
while he would have proved

that even for the most irresistible
song it is hard to escape

from a strongly bound person



who does not want to listen.

CONFUTATION OF DUALISM

It is unfathomable to his mind
that the idea of passion

has overcome his body

and now a body

is all he has in mind

REFUGEES

On the other side
of the photograph I write to remind myself

not where and when but who
| am not in the photograph
They left us nothing

to take with us

Only this photograph

If you turn it over you will see me

Is that you in the photograph, they ask me

I don’t know what to tell you

Translated by David Mason and the author

Translated by Maria Koundoura and the author



Mother Brecht
BRECHT ABOUT HIS MOTHER

| loved her in my own way.
But she wanted to be loved
in hers.

BRECHT’S MOTHER ABOUT HIM

He loved me. That
was his way.

MRS. BRECHT ABOUT HER SON

| loved him. Was there
some other way?

MRS. BRECHT’S SON ABOUT HER

She loved and she was loved.
There was no other way.

Translated by David Mason and the author

Translated by David Mason and the author



Dimitra CHRISTODOULOU

THE MESS

Left there, on the chair

The jacket that was carrying my day.

One sleeve hanging towards the floor

Like a dog abandoned away,

That shovels with its paw, to hide

The fresh bone of its exile.

I didn’t leave inside the pockets but a few coins.
Tomorrow I'll have to pay the fingers

That give the tickets in the river

With such chatty larks from the forest,

In every place that the fog’s instinct has passed
Putting the light on and off.

With the deep hunter’s darkness

The fox will emerge from the slippers

Bad sleep, body to body,

She smells among the covers.

They pass,some say, on top of the untrodden leaves
Those who go get their mess

Their minds back in their cardboard beds,
Could they be stolen, or messed up

From cold wind’s overcoats.

As they return to the mortgaged house



To fall asleep among the brushwoods.

EMPIRES

Shall the first verse be given to me

The old lady on the second floor

Will again become my mother.

Not an acquaintance of mine, however, so sad

Her growing badly old...

She,once, was lively and nimble

Getting in and out of continuous working shifts.
Obedience, production, savings

And a black little curtain between

The older and the younger daughter.

She now lies in stiff bed sheets
Heating with a gas heater

An unfairly big room

Counting in gulps of breaths

How many healthy nights and days

Her uncertain pension can secure

And while sickness moves on properly

In between the terrified daughters



Illegally snoops, the simple touch of caress
Of a gold dusted afternoon

Abundantly covers the duvet

As if the old tumescent woman

Is Catherine of the Great dynasty

Who managed to lead a nation to the sea.

But scarcely can call for the doctor.

CHARMING SUBURBS

One whole square block

Sleep has set it down in the grass

In a yellowish rain mist

That could not be worn by the lights.
When the ambulance arrived

The driver pulled the brake

In amazement of so many serpents
Running here and there

Suddenly homeless.

In every house a couple of newly weds
The one already petrified and the other
Continuously cutting his hair.

The bride’s hair growing rapidly

The groom’s changing color.



If you wanted to have a companion
You had to fight mayhem with the scissors.

The rest of the town, still far away.

Let’s make this sad ballad stop here.

In the Town Planning Services a patch of ground
Gets covered quickly by fermentation

Of undertakers and doctors

New institutions will emerge high up

“Til the moment were the others,

Drowned among the weeds

Will start to uplift the scenery

Of a short, almost costless

Family excursion.

THE BEGGAR

Look at him. With degrees and a moustache of stone.

He drags two three hungry babes
Feeling completely illiterate
Next to the Old of the Days. His creditor.

He pushes a puppy in his belly.
He hates and is ashamed and afraid.

Translated by Tzoutzi Mantzourani



His mouth gapes from difficult breathing.

Does not expect clean air.

All his thoughts a stain with his finger
On the name, the origin, his kilos.
Sketched in a bill

He passes directly to Charon.

Not even there he’s welcome.

First he has to beg for the fare.

Translated by Dinos Siotis



Yorgos CHRONAS

THE DEAD HAVE FILLED THE CORRIDORS

Do not insult the memory of the living by talking of your dead.

Especially if it’s a Saturday or Wednesday, do not talk of the dead.

And if you recall their form, how they got on the train, how they walked up on to the roof;
and if the name comes to your mouth, change the conversation;

speak about the film you saw yesterday,

that’s an easy solution.

At any rate keep mum about him who sat in the caft opposite you and stared at you while you
were smoking.

You know that he too is already dead.

Say, if it escapes you, that he was wearing a white shirt

— insist on the white shirt.

You know very well that the shirt was black

and his trousers tight-fitting and cheap.

Do not insult the memory of the living by talking of your dead.

ODE TO MARILYN MONROE

Paint on my body all the craters
of the earth’s volcanoes, the smallpox of New York’s longshoremen.

Paint on my body the new emperor’s



eunuchs, the cry of Ibicus’ cranes.

Paint on my body my mother Ethel

—wasn’t she called Ethel?—my last lover

killed on a motorcycle in Chicago.

Paint on my body the communion of jazz,

of rock’n’roll, of hashish and barbiturates.

Paint on my body the wet dreams

of Kinsey’s homosexuals and the whores of New York.
Engrave on my body that lady

on television who says “Tibetan mushrooms are preferable
for a Wednesday meal.”

Engrave on my body my voice on a 78 RPM disc
singing the Star Spangled Banner.

Then circulate my face at night on pennies

on toilet paper

on copybooks

on cheap underwear.

That’s what Marilyn Monroe said that morning
going into the loos of New York
holding her womb in her hands

her false eyelashes and her head.

A BANNED CHRISTMAS LOVE SONG



I don’t think we were ever photographed together

But I do remember

one day coming out of the cinema

and seeing our shapes in the mirror

of a shop selling Formica furniture

tables and, I think, cheap paintings, and you quickly did up
the top button on your shirt as though you’d been to the hammam
in Zenon or Epicurus Street and made passionate love

in the hammam and walking out of the hammam into the street that afternoon
you watched your step, the glances, the swing of your arms.
We should have thought of it earlier,

before winter set in, to take a photograph

together on a Sunday, as on those excursions

on a moped to Marathon, Villia and Loutsa

when you danced to jukebox music the Tequila Mambo

or a folk dance or a melancholy samba, and got drunk.

We should have thought of it earlier,

before winter set in, to take a photograph

together on a Sunday, then you’d be free to leave

for the Nile or Algiers with the sun cyclists.

Nowadays I no longer have a name in the afternoon

If I go out I've resolved to answer to the names of
Alexandros, Alexios, Alexis, Vassilios, Yerassimos,
Grigoris, Rachel, Dimitrios, Yannis, Leonidas,

Nikos, Mihalis, Martha, Konstantinos, Manolis.



PARMA

Hills and swamps originate from our look

our desires rot in pouring rain and dead letters

At night, drunk before broken wardrobe mirrors,

we make our way with extinguished cigarettes

with records of oldies pictured amid trees

robbed of their fruit and the Genoese sun without the malady of March
Most of our memories expired in the morning

next to sleeping bodies and forgotten smokes

thus the dreams we expected and never came turned into

tunnels through which pass trains, sewers, boys with ballbearings and ambulances
In the evening, up on the roof among pigeons

congealed in childish talk and myths untold,

at an unsuspected time, I feel dubious of Atzesivano
irreproachably taking the knife from the table

and putting a simple end to his life, like a late-night broadcast

on a New York radio station for listeners

half-doped with Veronal

Since we never met at Parma station

and didn’t speak of such things as Martha mowing without hands
in Megalopolis or Kostas leaving with his ship

for Piraeus, let us remain mere spectators

in the Orpheus cinema, Ash Monday afternoon, balcony seats,

at another unsuspected time, when Etruscan and Sanskrit



were not spoken, and wait for Caesar

to cross the Rubicon while shouting: alea jacta est!

MY FRIEND THEA

Afterwards we stood on the roadside and imagined her in one of those long dresses walking
through the endless wards of St. Luke’s Hospital A malfunctioning erotic machine she,
abandoned after the rainfall and embalmed as a beautiful mortal myth on a balcony and
summarily named Perpetuation or chlorophyll With an uncommon sadness in the eyes, not
hers but of a former rationale

There we were, lovers of the samba and unquenched desire hailing from La Spezia
mounted on vespas parasites to unsuspecting pedestrians in the streets of Milan where it
always rains before dusk who hear on the radio their Italian passion calling them to the plains
without ever discovering it save in the lethargy which follows each extension

There we were, eating spaghetti on the roadside shirts unbuttoned waiting for her to
appear from the dark rooms of children playing cards and absorbing gaslight and with her
white gloves tap us on the shoulder

Thus when she came, a malfunctioning erotic machine born always after your
specific distinction of her, she sat down on the steps and picking up her dress from the

asphalt bid us all goodnight.

THE RIVER LOUSSIOS

To Nikos Gatsos



This is the River Loussios
Its source is on the mountain here
No one knows it
no one sees it
It flows over stones for a stretch
over fields
Some fine horses, some free birds
quench their thirst in its waters
Farther on it runs into the ancient River Alpheus.
Only the vast sea that receives it

keeps silent as it vanishes.

PORTRAIT

Every Sunday afternoon, alone, he’ll be taking his constitutional down Pandrossos Street,
carrying the last edition of the International Herald Tribune,

its news and features passt for the streets of New York,

a stranger in every city, upholding harum-scarum

the rank of tourist abroad, recalling

in the torpor of summer the return, the running tap,

and having a quiet drink and a snack in bars of tropic flight

with foolhardy fellows, clad in an old shirt,

dark rings under the eyes, the front and back pages without ads,

reduced prices for spicy inserts,



a reporter of nonexistent reports, an unfrocked Soho priest

keeping in with The Washington Post and French publishers,

wearing sunglasses on the underground, touching the straphangers only,
the fair-haired Alexander, an habitut of parks,

a sucker for stations, a prolongation of receptionists’ wanking.

An old acquaintance of mine before the fall of Constantinople,

I remember

the caretaker upstairs walking the permanent fall of a lonely man before death,
children’s operations, the last rites of those in awe,

keeping quiet about the Administration’s subscription discontinuance.

I remember him coming alongside the river banks, lighting

a fire in the rooms, and stubbornly denying the perpetuation of his kind,
a negro in his whiteness, meeting the publisher in the boathouse,

and making eyes at me and that soldier from Argostoli.

How could you stand listening to that song
played so many times on the gramophone
and outside it’s dark already

Your eyes dead-like in sleep

your hands broken

Gramophones will play as they did then,



when Rita went away leaving us all alone

in the brothels.

We had no one to call our own. Nikos was only recently out
of jail, and Simos wheeled children

in funfairs in the provinces.

We came and stood in the doorways early in the morning,
passing a comb through our hair.

We wanted microphones, mourning veils across our shoulders,
expensive perfumes for our bodies.
Ah, Jenny! What were we to do? The market was full

of dead studs, and there we went shopping for fish.

Having found him, hold on to him.

Whatever you can do, do it.

Don’t let anything scare you.

Forget

what you weren’t taught, whom you never saw again
how relatives walked past you, how at home

they shut the door in your face.

We know all about you —black lipstick

high heels— we know of your nightly escapades.

How heavily you breathed among the reeds, we know.



And you who wear golden heels

who place flowers in your hair

who jangle bracelets on your wrists

when it rains in the fields, when out on the road
mud smears your feet

remember that I was the first to wear black heels,
off-the-shoulder dresses down to the knee, the first

to runaway from home

[ was the first to poison my heart.

Hurry up, stranger, don’t be long. Be quick about it

that neither your body shall be captured in the mirror

nor your shape impressed on my eyes.

That when youre over the horizon, having shut the door behind you,
there’ll be nothing and no one to remind me

that you too came and went—

Died.

Translated by Yannis Goumas



David CONNOLLY

The Fortunes of 20th Century Greek Poetry in English Translation

As Odysseus Elytis remarked in his address to the Swedish Academy on receiving
the 1979 Nobel Prize for Literature, the Greek poet uses a language spoken by only a
few million people and yet it is a language that has been spoken for over two and a
half thousand years without interruption and with a minimum of changes. There
was not one century, he notes, when poetry was not written in Greek, a fact which
indicates the great weight of tradition borne by the Greek language and the great
weight of responsibility for the modern Greek poet. In like manner, Constantine
Trypanis notes in the Introduction to his anthology of Greek poetry from Homer to

Elytis:

Poetry written in Greek constitutes the longest uninterrupted tradition in the
Western world. From Homer to the present day not a single generation of
Greeks has lived without expressing its joys and sorrows in verse, and
frequently in verse of outstanding originality and beauty. [...] It is a happy
augury that in the last hundred years better poetry has been written in Greek
that in all the fourteen preceding centuries; and that in the last fifty years, by
the surrender of its political or purely national aspirations, Greek poetry has
again achieved universal validity and significance.

(The Penguin Book of Greek Verse, 1971, p. Ixv)
Few would disagree with Elytis or with Trypanis concerning the traditional
role of poetry in Greece or its flourishing in the first half of the 20th century when
Greece produced a prodigious number of major poets, regardless of whether or not

these poets achieved international recognition. Trypanis, it should be noted, was



writing in 1971 when C.P. Cavafy had already attained international fame and his
works were available in multiple English translations, when George Seferis had been
awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature (1963), and when Yannis Ritsos and
Odysseus Elytis were at the peak of their poetic maturity and were starting to
appear in English translation and to arouse interest abroad.

Today, some thirty years after the publication of Trypanis’ anthology, the
English-speaking reader will most likely be familiar with at least one of these ‘Four
Evangelists” of Modern Greek Poetry. However, apart from Cavafy, Seferis, Ritsos
and Elytis (listed in chronological order of birth but also in the order by which they
are generally known in the English-speaking world) few readers will have heard of
any other 20th century Greek poets. The English-speaking reader might well be
justified in supposing that these Evangelists left no disciples and that, in contrast to
the first half of the 20th century, the second half has produced no notable Greek
poets. This, of course, is not the case. Nor is it the case that subsequent Greek poets
have not been translated into English. Nikiforos Vrettakos (1912-1991), Takis
Sinopoulos (1917-1981), Miltos Sachtouris (1919-[2005]), Manolis Anagnostakis
(1925-[2005]), Kiki Dimoula (1931-), Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke (1939-) and younger
poets such as Yannis Kondos (1943-[2015]) have all been published in book form,
while these and a host of others have been published in anthologies and special
Greek issues of literary magazines. A great deal of Greek poetry has been translated
but it has failed to make any impact in the English-speaking world and Greek poets
are generally conspicuous by their absence from the shelves of English bookstores
and from the international stage in general.

How is one to account for this absence? One might start in reverse by
positing some tentative reasons for the relative success of the four Greek poets who

attained varying degrees of international recognition, but also for their descending



order of familiarity in the English-speaking world. Taking their poetic stature as
given, one might say that Cavafy was also fortunate in being championed by the
likes of Forster, Auden, Durrel and Bowra and in writing a kind of poetry that
because of its thematic content and Cavafy’s peculiar tone of voice is familiar to the
Anglo-Saxon poetic sensibility, especially in the rather prosaic and colloquial
English translations in which he has come to be known. Seferis (Greece’s first Nobel-
Laureate), unquestionably influenced by Eliot and with his modernist use of ancient
Greek myth, is also somehow familiar when read in English translation and, like
Cavafy, has just enough exoticism and antiquity in his themes to beguile the English
reader. Ritsos, who was hounded in Greece for most of his life because of his
political persuasions, really came into his own in the English-speaking world during
the Seven-Year Military Dictatorship in Greece (1967-74) when to translate him
became an act of defiance against the military regime and a cry for democracy. Since
then, he has sunk once again into obscurity in the English-speaking world, despite
his having being characterised by Louis Aragon (1971) as ‘The greatest living poet’.
A French poet’s susceptibility to Greek hyperbole? Perhaps. Yet nevertheless, a
statement that should at least arouse the foreign reader’s interest. As for Elytis’
poetry, intrinsically linked as it is with the peculiar word forms and sounds of the
Greek language, even the award of the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1979 did little to
enhance his standing in the English-speaking world, and he remains largely
unknown or ignored, despite the fact that all his works exist in multiple English
translations. Of the four poets here, there is no doubt that Elytis has fared the worst
in English translation.

Undoubtedly, what is a distinct advantage for Greek poets, namely their
ability to draw on various phases in the Greek language -the ancient, biblical,

medieval, learned and popular— becomes a distinct disadvantage for the translator



of Greek poetry into English, which does not possess the same range of linguistic
keys to allow the translator to reproduce the music of the original. For example, no
corresponding English idiom exists for the purist (katharevousa) language often
used in contemporary Greek literature to produce literary effects ranging from the
officious and pompous to the ironic and hilarious. It is virtually impossible for the
translator to reproduce this admixture of language in English. Yet it is not only the
language but also the legacy of Greece that becomes a distinct disadvantage in
promoting contemporary Greek poetry abroad. Many contemporary Greek poets
who have failed to make any impact in English translation have undoubtedly
suffered from the legacy of Greece’s ancient past and of a particular perception of
Greece by Westerners. The absence in their works of references to antiquity or of
folkloric images of Greece conflicts with what the English-speaking reader has come
to expect. In contrast, poets like Seferis and Cavafy filtered their reflections on
modern Greece and their personal response to modern man’s predicament through
the familiar prism of ancient Greece and Greek mythology. Ritsos, too, in his later
period, makes liberal use of the themes and characters of ancient Greek myths.
Elytis, who consciously avoids any reference to ancient myth, nevertheless uses
images from the Aegean world as a recurring motif in his early poetry and these
images are reasonably familiar to the foreign reader.

Given that so much contemporary Greek poetry has, in fact, been translated,
the lack of international recognition for the poets concerned might be attributed to
the quality of the translations. It is always easy to put the blame on poor
translations. Yet perhaps one should look to other equally important factors such as
the distribution and marketing of Greek poetry in translation, and also to the lack of
any effective policy on the part of the Greek State concerning the promotion of

Greek literature abroad. Regrettably, the fate of modern Greek poetry in translation



is often sealed by slim volumes published by small publishers which never reach the
bookshops, let alone the reader.

In the thirty years that have elapsed since Trypanis’ appraisal, two whole
generations of new poets have appeared whose poetry, even more so that that of
preceding generations, is characterised by ‘universal validity and significance’, and
who with their own concerns and modes of expression continue the unbroken Greek
poetic tradition. Writing poetry always was and still is a national preoccupation in
Greece, even if in recent years its privileged position in the preferences of the
reading public has been lost to the novel, largely due, it must be said, to the
marketing policies of the Greek commercial publishers. It remains, nevertheless,
deeply and passionately rooted in the Greek psyche and the poets who succeed in
achieving recognition represent only some of the peaks appearing above the surface
of a deep sea of collective poetic conscience. If contemporary Greek poets are to have
a readership beyond the borders of Greece and the Greek diaspora, this will require

successful translations of their works and a effective policy for promoting them.

Published in Poetry Greece 1 (Spring 2000), pp. 4-6.



Veroniki DALAKOURA

WHAT VEREFON SAID TO PEGASUS

A young woman I am no longer, Horse, which is why, when you fly so high, my heels keep
their silence while touching your ribs: what do my feet have to say once your body enthralls
my thighs? My curled fingers, though, caress your neck with the improbable wrath of haste.
Down in the world of mammals I wish for the false friendship of the winds. The soles of my
feet once more, seeking your nose, mount your forehead, crying out at your hair : ‘Stop!” I am
not sure whether the doubtful breathing of your cheeks can be loved. I myself never fly
because it has been said that by remaining on earth I owe your own pleasure plus the goose
pimples on my breasts.

O Sea! O Sea! Infinite Depths , where are you? Where does the dawn find the
drowned over whose short voyage you keep vigil?

O Sea! O Sea! Why do I, who have thus fashioned my own life, have to lose it thus-

high in the sky, looking down at the castles?

PASSIVE NATIVITY

I copy out the poet Henks’s words: ‘Don’t speak to me about water anymore. Today I have
come back from my father’s farm. There I filled the drinking trough for the cows, helped a
mare to give birth, gelded the pig. I felt full of paternal earth, replete, I might say, with
golden hens.

‘During all that time I did not study anything. 1 did not even think about

lovemaking under the blue sky. I have returned to my work. 1 have told my pains to



Elizabeth, who was shooting at the clouds. How I wish you were at my side. I thought about

you as I was fixing breakfast.’

The essence of God was conceived by a naove virgin who was ultimately raped so
that she would die less chastely. The conjunction of such a factual dimension spurs on the
sadness of the idea. Like mythic rivers, the Aouses, the Achelouses, and the Sperchioses flow
through valleys, flood the avenues of the deserted city on the eve of the Passive Nativity.

The grasses bend beneath the flow, rise once again, as apartment buildings fill with

water.

VISIONS

In a strange dream, numbers replaced my words.

Not knowing how to express truth by equations, I preferred to use down-to-earth
notions that would not wound sidereal cogitations.

The friends of planets got angry, vipers spit their venom at me, axioms of superb
minds continued to flee from orifices.

‘We are alone, dear Cor(ruption),” whispered my companion into my ear.

I observed him. He was very tall, dark green in color, and ashy sparkles flowed for
miles from the pupils of his eyes.

‘Girl of the Compassions,” I corrected. ‘Girl of the Compassions who seeks love in

pieces of fruit.”

ROYAL PEACOCK



Here is what happened the other day: I was staggering down awful stairs, my weight had
doubled. My fellow citizens, indifferent to the drama that was taking place before their eyes
in plain daylight, which make my dilemma all the more tragic, led me to the sea.

Go into the water, royal peacock—could be heard from everywhere—delight in the
departure of the cranes. And as the symbol of a wretched species becoming extinct, I waded
into the water and then swam to the coast. 1 enjoyed the anxiety of everyone who was
applauding. I shook my feathers and, giving out a terrible yelping, managed to be heard by

the bastards on the other shore.

WOMAN FRIEND

A single ray of light was shining through the entirely white forest from one end to the other,
and this increased the bewilderment in that the mass of the firmament was still reasserting
its darkness.

The sun had not yet risen. The snow was weighing down the branches and had
drifted up to the first step, preventing our door from opening easily.

This segment of the day, which was supposed to be early morning, was immaculate,
fragrant. A cherub bent on rousing insects kept repeating: ‘Steadfast love, resplendent body.”
I recognized Sonia’s voice. As I approached, she appeared ever further away, but the tracks

that I noticed in the snow, in the forest clearing, were hers.

I PLAY AND I LOSE



Under the light of a lunar night, a silent man bends over and draws cards from a deck. His
face has the intent look of a card player, yet the man, lost in his calculations, is dwelling,
with the greatest discretion, on the next day.

Is it maturity or coincidence that has pushed me near him, during this stroll in the
depths of a city belonging to him?

Scattered words, transgressions, throbbing heartbeats, widespread disorder, and then
She who slaps me in the face crudely and pathetically, biting my lips, yet seeking what?
‘Mother,” I stammer, exhausted, ‘it’s not my fault if I have lost my way in a red fog. Look!”

An astonishing assertion of self.

ADANA

My battered old face cannot ensure a sequel to any fling. This does not mean that I have
forgotten: your own face never actually existed, even if fate made us neighbors — friendship
was excluded. Later I gave in. Unborn yet already my brother’s guardian, I kept returning to

a town that I did not acknowledge when I incited the guffaws of its dark-haired men.

Dark like circumspection:

The image on the lake’s edge.

An exodus toward the sea?

A disorderly march to Nothingness.

This is insane.

AVERSION



Mountain, mountain, the sun rises on the ruts. Every evening, arrogance, with lying as its
sole counterpart, waits for a glimmer, oh my wound.

And yet 1 have committed myself to building and destroying enormous ossuaries.
(They belong and will belong to the environs.) Soul, whispers the companion —formerly —of
the flesh, you have sunk into darkness out of charlatanism, look inside yourself! Soft and
scattered, these sounds demarcate the hills by piling up the ground that will modify them. I
smell tar and think: ‘Foolishness makes me lose your face, scoundrel.” And then, as I am
always on the side of the battered victim, I hit out against all that is dispersed, losing the part

of lustfulness.

Good God—me, me with you! Have a little pity, for these scraps of a corpse inspire
only apathy.
Silent demons.

Dawn, dawn.

INITIATION

Although neither Gaspara Stampa nor a Marina, she, the sterile one, thus opens the outer
doors of brothels in order to listen to the hurrahs of fertility. His days spent with oily hashish,
his nights with a punctured lung, the doomed man sleeps carefree next to her. Irrevocably,

except that the very qualities of a poet presuppose a familiarity with utter disarray. Yet

Atrocious, all that remains even after the equally atrocious end. Murmurs like “pray
for me’ replaced confession or participation in barricade battles on the avenues.

Panting, he climbed the stairs. The crazy husband was hiding somewhere, perhaps



at the end of the street where he had another woman. In order for winter to exist,
contamination needs to be followed by corruption. Yet even if she admitted that she

had willingly tarnished her soul, did she really have to lose her body forever?

From Wild Seraphic Fire, 1997. Translated by John Taylor



Zefi DARAKI

Golden Apples Moved

Ovwer all four walls
the mirror curved its light the girl
wanted to transcend her seventeen

her eighteen years

Golden apples moved

in the eternal light assuming a rosy hue
in all encompassing love

as we say April

as we say May

With a sad luminescent song
you covered yourself in
the branches of the days

so you would not be crushed by the monster of time

When Saturday dawned
the seconds of our bodies

dissolved in our hands

The past of the future

was closing in



From The Body Without a Pass-Key. Translated by Tom Nairn



Nikos DAVVETAS

DREAM

I was hungry in my sleep
and all night my dead sisters

fed me salt

later an intolerable thirst gripped me
my throat dried up

“if anyone offers you water

— they whispered —

don’ t look them in the face

if you want to wake up’

terrified I went down to the yard
our well was sealed up

on it sat naked an unknown woman
from her nipples ran fresh water

I looked in her face

she has no eyes

just two silver coins.

My thirst went, but I was hungry again
and all night my dead sisters

fed me salt.



THE RIVER

At twilight a blind sea follows me
through the labyrinthine city

I hear her stick tapping oh the flagstones
her white dog barking

at the crossroads;

I try to get away from her

my aimless walk

takes on strength and purpose
sometimes I turn up unknown alleys

vainly seeking a safe refuge.

Moyself in front and the sea behind

as the years pass 1've become accustomed
to her calling me Acheron

to her believing poor creature

that sometime

I shall go back with her

to the forests of the deep.

Translated by Simon Darragh



ACTIII

They said she was over eighty

but her body looked brisk, youthful
as they brought her onto the stage
with the frayed rope round her neck

the scratches on her chest and face

under the ivory skin

the vertebrae of her backbone in relief
step by step

they led up to the forest of her hair.

With a wet sponge I cleared away the blood

I washed her chest and armpits

so that beautiful she could travel to the daffodil pastures
but her braid lay in my hand undecided

between black and white

God keep the clay
and return to us her soul
for as long as the gates of heaven

remain unguarded.

Translated by Peter Constantine



THE DOLL’S HOUSE IN ARLES

Deep in the earth

a severed ear floats on the stream like a plane-leaf;
Sometimes we would whisper in that ear
during public ceremonies, in private moments
sweet words, or severe

now in the earth it can’ t make out

the footsteps of him who dripped

poison into its labyrinth

nor shudder at the grinding of the knife

on the iron biers of Arles

it remembers only the Spring

when birds nest in the roof

and the dolls stir their stitches a little
stretching their sickly limbs

trying their rusty joints on the boards.

In the heat the black Symplegades open

only the cicada passes

on a palm-breadth of light

to sing monotonously

for those who wake with their thoughts on death
but lightly put it off till tomorrow

secretly hoping

all might begin again from nothing



just as every March

a new world turns green

and fondly the worms can remember
corpses preserved by the Winter” s frosts
and rain-washed roots

like horns buried

in that wandering headless body

can take hope

in Van Gogh’s yellow darkness.

Translated by Simon Darragh



Marisa DE CASTRO

THE NEW ACROPOLIS MUSEUM, MONUMENTS AND MEN
GORGON, A MONSTER THAT MAKES YOUR BLOOD CURDLE

Archaeologists guess that the head of the Gorgon Medusa was the akroterion —the
sculptured figure placed on the corner of a roof— of Hekatombedon, an old
Acropolis temple.

Why would they put a monster’s head there?

Perhaps it was meant to frighten those who were disrespectful to the

goddess.

Far away in the west, even further than the Garden of Hesperides and the
Kkingdom of the Dead, there lived three sisters: Stheno, Euryale and Medusa.

No one dared approach their land. The rocks at the end of the earth, where
they lived, were scattered with carcasses. And whoever dared talk about the sisters,
god or mortal, had nothing but horror stories to tell.

They were horrifying to look at!

Serpents grew from their heads instead of hair, wild boar’s teeth shot out of their
mouths, no one could escape if caught in their copper hands and no creature could

fly faster than they did when flapping their golden wings.

The two elder sisters were immortal, but Medusa, the youngest, was not.
She had an invincible weapon, though. Her eyes!
Her eyes were so penetrating that they could turn to stone anyone who

dared look at her!



The myth says:
Medusa was a beautiful girl with wonderful, long hair. But one day she boasted that
her beauty surpassed that of the goddess Athena. The goddess was furious and

turned her into a monster...

No need to be afraid! The marble head of Medusa with her deadly eyes has
lost its power! She was killed by Perseus who offered her head to Athena.

The goddess put it on her shield to scare off enemies. According to another
myth,

Medusa’s blood had magical properties: if it ran from her left side, it was
poisonous; if it ran from the right, it could bring the dead back to life.

Perseus collected the blood in two vials and gave the good blood to
Asklepios, the god of medicine and healing, and the poisonous blood to Athena to

use against her enemies.

A little calf for the goddess

They found me in a pit on the Acropolis along with many other statues. I carry a
calf, so they called me Moschoforos, the calf-bearer. The calf is leaning his head on
my shoulder, ever so gently. I can feel his breath on my face. His tail is resting on my
arm. The marble I am sculpted on has been dug up from the pit-mines of mount
Hymettus. Hymettus is very close to Athens, so it was not too tiring to cart the

marble to the workshop.



Take a closer look at my head.

My hair is long and curly. I wear a hair-band to prevent it from falling into
my eyes. The hair-band may have been painted...

My eyes are large and they are expressive even without pupils.

I am smiling softly, perhaps to show that the man who offered this statue of
me to the goddess was happy with his act.

I'have a beard, which shows that I am a grown man.

Despite that, I resemble a kouros — a statue of a young man. Like those figures, I am
standing upright and making a little step forward with my left foot. It is with this
step, and the smile, that the sculptor made me look alive!

I have a short cloak on my shoulders, a himation.

I wonder if I look like Romvos, the man who offered me to the goddess.

You can find his name on the inscription at the base.
Can you decipher the letters? They are Greek but belong to the era archaeologists
call Archaic. That period extends from 600 to 480 BC.

The shape of my body forms a letter. Can you work out which one?

The Graces
To begin, the sculptor would choose a piece of marble suitably sized for his
work. He might have drawn the representation on the stone to use it as a guide.
Next, with chisel and hammer, he would carve off the marble around the

figures to produce a rough approximation of their shapes. He would then use finer,



toothed chisels to work on the details. Finally, he would smooth the surface of the

relief with emery and paint his work.

Here, you can clearly see the figures projecting out from the stone. Who are
these girls carved on the relief dancing to the tune of the flute? Are they the Graces,
the graceful, beautiful daughters of Zeus and the Oceanid Eurynome?

Are they Euphrosyne, Thaleia and Aglaia? Maybe...

How about the little boy at the end of the line dancing with them?
Is it Erichthonios, the mythical son of the goddess Athena? Archaeologists can only
speculate about these identities, although Pausanias — the travel-writer— did write

about a shrine of the Graces on the Acropolis.

The Graces personified grace, beauty and joy. They passed their time accompanying
Athena and Aphrodite, frolicking in the open air together with Dionysos, dancing to

the sound of Apollo’s lyre...

Silent Athena
The relief of silent Athena was found near the Parthenon in 1888. We do not know
who created it, but we have a rough idea of when it was created. It was sometime
between 470 and 460 BC. A time when sculpture workshops in Attica were very busy
and sculptors worked long hours.

The danger of a Persian invasion was now over, and the citizens made votive

offerings to the gods to thank them for their part in the victory.



Athena tilts her head slightly to the left resting her chin on her shoulder. She is
serious, without even the hint of a smile. Her helmet does not seem to weigh her
down. A peplos enfolds her whole body. Her right hand rests on her waist. Her left
foot is set firmly on the ground. The toes of her right foot barely touch the earth. The
spear pointing downwards supports her weight.

Is she sad?

Is she deep in thought?

What might she be thinking of?

Is something bothering her?

Or is she simply resting?

Perhaps she stoops to read the inscription on the stele next to her.

We will never know what the sculptor intended by giving her that expression!

What do you think?

Excerpts from The new Acropolis Museum, Monuments and men, 2009
Translated by Eleni Antonopoulou



Alexandra DELIGIORGI

NEW YORK

A Fragment of the last chapter entitled ‘New York’ from the essay Amnoston Emar, ed. Agra
Athens, 1998, enriched in its English translation under the title Dystopian Homeland. Travelogue in
N. Calas’s Art Criticism

[... It is difficult to understand why N. Calas attempts to reconsider surrealism
through the prism of Wittgenstein who put limits to language, when Surrealism
wanted to sweep them away. It would be difficult to imagine the answers of the
Austrian philosopher of Cambridge, in such a difficult dialogue opened by Calas, if
Calas, himself, in an article dedicated to the painter Shusaku Arakawa,” had not
suggested that he was interested in the Wittgenstein of the second period. This is the
period when the Austrian philosopher abandons his effort to create an ideal
language, whose conditions and proposals would ‘reveal to us without any
ambivalence the logical form of the data they refer to’® and he now realizes that
there is not one but two realities: “the reality of symbolic logic (science) and our own
reality (solipsism) that goes on its way through a chain of metaphors and
metonymies’. What we can see from Calas’s contemplating reference to
Wittgenstein, in his essay ‘Freedom, Love and Poetry’ is this : after Schopenhauer’s
failed attempt to establish an ethics of non motivation with the argument that
neither absolute ethics nor theories of intentions could provide standards or
satisfactory criteria for regulating conduct, Wittgenstein was also interested in
promoting ethics of non motivation whose rules, contrary to what Schopenhauer

could claim, can be put in words. This was possible by perceiving language as

7 See ‘Reading Arakawa’, in Transfigurations, op. cit., p. 189;
8 J.-P. Saint-Fleur, L. Wittgenstein: ‘La transcendence de l’ostension’. Dossier «Wittgenstein et
I'esthitique» in La part de I'ceil, no 8, 1992.



behavior and by substituting pronouncement, considered as action, for the
psychologically vague category of motivation that Wittgenstein refers to. but he
does not confirm. By focusing his attention on pragmatic and (not on moral ) rules
that govern the uses of different expressions, Wittgenstein tried to overcome
transcendent ethics whose standards of absolute morality cannot be put in words,
and thus he freed the individual from the moral obligation to link standards to
facts’.

For Calas, this shift from moral to pragmatic rules and from transcendent to
pragmatic ethics, seen in psychoanalytical terms, is of extreme importance because it
does not downgrade will, contrary to Schopenhauer, who, by claiming that the
solipsistic individual, in his will for self-preservation, ignores or overlooks the
sameness of nature of the individuality he shares with others, concluded the
renunciation of will.

For Calas, ethics of desire to which only the free man is to be bound, can be
pragmatic rather than idealistic in its struggling against obstacles to its fulfillment.
In such a pragmatic ethics of desire, the will which obeys to pragmatic rules ( artistic
or political) established by the language used in the making of the artwork (or of the
work of politics) , is the sine qua none and the key-term at least for those whose
desires in order to be fulfilled, do not necessarily surrender to an internalized
superego that forbids desire’s fulfillment in the name of religious or political
salvation or in the name of social conventionality. In a divided world of happy and
unhappy ones whose perspective is not a single or unified one but double will
which might be unnecessary for the happy ones who have the freedom of choice, is
what is most needed by those unhappy ones(the oppressed) who have not the

freedom of choice, in order to fight against injustice and oppression. In his approach

N. Calas, ' Freedom, Love, Poetry’ in Transfigurations, op. cit., 97.



to Wittgenstein, Calas attempts to renew humanitarian attitude and conduct by
giving to its fundamental values like fraternity, solidarity and freedom which are
being gradually debased in the conditions prevailing in postindustrial societies, a
less vague or programmatic content and meaning. Thus, this is not the only
reference to Wittgenstein we can find in his work Transfigurations. As Calas
confesses, it was from Wittgenstein that he learned that paintings are best described
when they are perceived as verbal games that have metaphysical significance but
where, nonetheless, such pragmatic rules are still operative. Wittgenstein’s idea that
one can imagine that two people should play chess in a world where there would be
no games otherwise, and moreover that they should start a game and then interrupt
it, fascinated Calas who by opposing to Kant’s definition of art, does not see art as a
play. but who, in the same time, clearly distinguishes the field of the artwork from
the field of wage labor, by claiming that art is disinterested in satisfying practical
needs ; since artist resists in his integration in the social division of labor, it is in the
radicalization of the concept of game that Calas finds the key-idea to suggest that
the role of the avant-garde critic is not to legislate (criteria of beautiful or sublime )
but to unsettle!® the established ones. In an exhibition of ‘Games without rules” at the
Fischbach Gallery, of 1966, whose joint organization he proposed to some artists,
Calas willing to defend the role of the absurd in the domain of art, did not hesitate
to ‘include, by poetic license, ( besides ) games that set new rules’, games without
rules. Calas himself proposed a game with chessmen identical in shape and color for
both players . Was only by poetic license that he proposes games without rules,
and, if this is not enough provocative, games that set their own rules? The answer is

unhesitatingly no, given that in early 70s, besides the climate of war due to Vietnam,

10 Transfigurations, op. cit., p.6.
11 See Games, in Icons and Images, op. cit., p. 317.



art by its contributions to the sign-system of popular culture, has been turning
rapidly to a branch of commodity production. In his essay * Games’, he is explicit
when he opposes the game — a prototype of rational conflict— to contract which is
the prototype of rational agreement in order to point out that the spirit of the game
is polemical and its function is to channelize aggression. He makes clear that the
analysis of art in terms of a game is at the antipodes of appreciation through
effective identification with the work, as a method grounded on psychonalysis.
Calas explains this shift as * reflecting a loss of confidence in a contractual order and
a mounting aggressiveness toward one’s neighbors’ 12,

But as Calas’ criticism has not the character of a sterile polemics but rather
that of a uncompromising and fruitful analysis of artwork, the idea of art as a game
helps him to adjust his conception of artwork as the result of the artist’s struggle to
fulfill his desire against the obstacles raised up by the social system and by his own
psychical structure to the conditions prevailing in the postindustrial society that
pushes the artist to become a pragmatist, if not a cynical. As Calas had never
claimed that art is the carrier of high spiritual values, but only of those existential
ones like freedom, fraternity and solidarity, we can guess what brings this Marxist
and Freudian rebellious critic close to the restrained Wittgenstein: the latter’s
interest in dissolving the misunderstandings accumulated in the field of Aesthetics
in order to undermine the overestimated importance of aesthetic issues. I assume
that Calas would be very enthusiastic when he read Wittgenstein’s remark that
traditional Aesthetics fell in the trap of language, by starting from the concept of the

beautiful and sublime and by trying to give them definitions, while it should have

12'Games’ in Icons and Images, op. cit., p. 322-324.



started not from words (nor from concepts) but from certain circumstances and
activities which are integrally connected to aesthetic modes of expression'.

Calas interested in the sublime, agreed with Wittgenstein in his considering
ridiculus the view that Aesthetics is the science of the beautiful . He must have
been enthusiastic also by the fact that Wittgenstein criticized the attempts of
psychologists to turn Aesthetics into a field of experimental psychology, thus
reducing the problem of esthetic expression to the definition of the results that cause
certain resonances and arrangements of form and color on our psychological
composition. The same is true in relation to the fact that he wished to restore to
Aesthetics the lands it had lost after the invasion of psychologists in its territory, by
showing that their attempts to create a mechanics of pleasure was irrelevant to
aesthetic pursuits .

In fact, Calas believed that aesthetic and empiricist psychological approaches
were incompatible, and that aesthetic pursuits had nothing to do with mere pleasure
and beauty. In contrast to Wittgenstein, he was clear that aesthetic pursuits were, as
we shall see, more relevant to artist’” s agony and fears. It was also Wittgenstein's
break with the Kantian Critique of Judgmemt and particularly Wittgenstein’s view
that pleasure always presupposes knowledge that brought Callas close to his ideas.
Because Calas’s credo right from the start was Da Vinci’s Delphic verdict ‘saper
vedere’ reinterpreted in ‘’know what to see’ (for the artist) and ‘know how to see” for
the critic.!s

A more systematic approach to Calas’s critical essays has a lot to say about

his turn to the Austrian philosopher who resorted to the Anglo-Saxon philosophical

13 Op.cit., section II and 2

14 Op.cit., section Il and 35

15 Sapere Videre, in Transfigurations, op. cit., p.209. Calas refers to saper vedere also in his essay * Recent
Developments in Tek Art’, in Icons and Images, op.cit.,p. 308.



paradigm in order to put to the test the modes German idealism and romanticism
conceived and exercised freedom. In his manuscript of the New Prometheus, written
just after the World War II, Calas decided to talk about the main issue of his thought
— freedom - but in a language that had not learned yet to spare its powers, after so
many attempts to break the barrier of silence which presumably limited it.

Almost two decades later, having Wittgenstein behind him, who admitted
from the start that there are things that cannot be said, secrets that are not revealed,
Calas reminds us that although we cannot think without signs that signify sensori
data, these latter can barely render the whole of experienced and yet inconceived
and unknown reality. As he states, “all that we know about the inconceivable are the
names we give to it ... As he{the artist} creates an imaginary representation of the
unknown, his [Arakawa’s] works become metaphors of the impossible’.’® This
phrase explains Calas’ s constant concern about symbols which increasingly
disappear from the field of art. For him, signs as substitute of symbols, do not only

impoverish art, they also disorientate its role and function...]

Translated by Fotini Apostolou

16 Reading Arakawa, in Transfigurations, op. cit., p. 194.



Angelos DELIVORRIAS

Great Sculpture in Fifth-Century Athens

ATOSSA: Meanwhile, my friends, I would like to learn where Athens is located.
CHORUS: Far from here, to the west where the last rays of our Lord the Sun set.

AESCHYLUS, The Persians, 230-232

Needless to say, Athenian history —the history of an incalculable contribution to
mankind- does not begin in the fifth century B.C, which was to become known as
the Golden Age of Greek antiquity. Nor did Athenian sculpture begin then: it started
much earlier, following remarkably closely the progress of social and intellectual
evolution, that is to say the gradual transformation of the political system through
the ages until finally it crystallized as an unrivalled model for the administration of
public affairs. Ever since then, this has been the yardstick by which all constitutional

systems in the world have been judged.

THE END OF THE LATE ARCHAIC PERIOD

Overture: Adagio con spirito, sostenuto. In monumental sculpture, as in every other
manifestation of the need for self-expression, the artist’s struggle to externalise his
feelings is vitalized chiefly by an absolutely conscious tendency to free the dynamic
of art from the shackles of materiality. This is a fundamentally important attribute of
artistic creation which, while guaranteeing durability and the immutability of
values, remains indifferent to the challenges of spatial relationships and the

attraction exerted by untrodden paths beckoning him towards new forms — or rather



the attraction exerted by the flight from the apparently real to the really apparent. In
the Archaic period, during the sixth century B.C., materiality as a value and
immobility as a virtue quickly reached the limits of their revelatory powers,
juxtaposing creativity with visual charm, in other words with that which is cheerful
and pleasing, with a view of the beauty of things that is admittedly optimistic and
positive but nonetheless purely external. However, the wonders of the world, a
world in motion, naturally provoked reactions of a different kind and raised
questions of a different order with ever-increasing frequency.

Knowing that man had been posited as the measure of all things, artists soon
yielded uninhibitedly to the mystical enchantment of an exploratory frame of mind
that leads almost inevitably from the fascinating charm of form to the consuming
excitement of its content, from its visible outer trappings of its hidden inner kernel,
from the mythical dimension of its value judgments to its deeper existential
meaning. In this way they discovered in movement the fundamental activating force
of life, and in the anthropocentric approach to all things they discovered not only
the relative contributions of individual responsibility to the conception and
rendering of the world but also the potentialities of personal participation in its
formulation and interpretation. In this mobile universe, respect for the pictorial
elements of form and an obligation to penetrate and understand its inner meaning
are kindled by the mechanisms of an unprecedented kinetic vitality, and they
quickly move on from observation and admiration, optimistic acceptance and
abstract generalization to active searching for its root causes. That quest in turn
leads on to a dynamic remoulding of the ingredients of reality through the
transference of personal characteristics on to the harmonic frequencies of a process

of idealization, which, however, never transgresses the strict boundary separating



the natural law from the sin of hubris. And this is a hallmark of the subsequent
evolution of ancient Greek art.

I have no idea whether a foreigner arriving in Athens in the fifth century B.C.
would have been able to realize what had gone before; whether the images of the
works of art he encountered on his peregrinations would automatically have made
him think of the epic struggle for self-expression, which had followed the same path
in other, unexplored fields of artistic and intellectual creativity; whether he would
have been able to discern the common factors that had led to the revelation of
history (for example, through the realization that the responsibility for man’s fate
lies with man himself just as much as with God) or the birth of the theatre (where
this realization is made the object of a shatteringly critical self-examination) or to the
search for true knowledge through philosophy (where thought is elevated from the
fundamental questions suggested by the horizons of the natural environment to the
mysterious realm of human behaviour). Times had changed, of course, and
democratic government had become firmly entrenched after the famous victories of
Marathon (490), Salamis (480) and Plataiai (479). Following the repulse of the Persian
invaders, some of the destroyed monuments of the Archaic period were used as
building material for the city wall that was to protect Athens from similar harrowing
experiences in the future, while others were buried devoutly under the soil of the
Acropolis, where the foundations of fifth-century art were laid, as a lasting reminder
of the universal significance of the conflict between the Athenians and the despotism
of the East. Remembrance of the past was kept alive not by the fetishistic
conservation of ruins but by a culture that strengthened character through the
precepts of self-knowledge, thanks to the power of suggestion and the fact that the
lessons of history were taught more tellingly through the example of mythology.

From then on -and this was a characteristic of the whole gamut of Greek art



throughout its dialectical continuity— exploratory trends in art were never inhibited
by regret over opportunities lost in the past: on the contrary, they were encouraged
by the promise held out by the present for future success in striving for an

unchanging ideal.

THE SEVERE STYLE

March: Allegro marciale con anima. A lively sense of history, especially as regards
the correlation of history with the preservation of memory, can be discerned in
every branch of the arts, in the shape of large-scale projects commissioned by the
state as soon as life in Athens had started returning to normal. The famous bronze
monument to the Tyrannicides (Harmodios and Aristogeiton) represents the city’s
first honorific commemoration of its historic past, shortly before the production of
Aischylos’s The Persians at the Theatre of Dionysos in 472 B.C. This sculptural group
by Kritios and Nesiotes was put up in the Agora in 477/6 to replace the Archaic
version of the same theme, which had been carried off by the Persians and would
never have been restored to its original home without the help of Alexander the
Great nearly two centuries later. The fame of this work and good likenesses of it
have been preserved by numerous Roman copies in marble, which testify to the
stylistic magnificence of the original and the Romans’ skill in reproducing old
masterpieces to meet the ever-increasing needs of the imperial period. The vivid
depiction of the tyrannicides’ indomitable boldness and self-assurance and the
almost naturalistic ripple of their muscles, breathing life and movement into their
bodies, are still worlds away from the more advanced anatomical knowledge of
Archaic sculpture. The relationship of the two figures in the original work and the

question of which was the front side have been the subject of interminable debate,



but the message for today’s viewer is one of valour, conveyed by the glorious
deployment of the axial lines, which pierce —or rather which seem to be break
through- the obstacles to communication and the optical barriers of conventional
pictorial space.

The trend towards greater realism in sculpture as a mark of respect to the
natural environment is equally apparent in other works of the early fifth century
B.C,, the period of what art historians call the Severe Style (490-460 B.C.). Many
sculptures of that time are remarkable for their bold freedom of movement, the
ruggedness of their facial features and a certain despondency of expression. All
those characteristics are typical of a great Boeotian sculptor working in Athens,
Myron of Eleutherai, whose best-known work (made famous by Roman copies) is
the bronze group of Athena and Marsyas set up on the Acropolis circa 450 B.C. Here
the compositional relationship between the two figures possesses a unity derived
from a state of mind that can now be called Classical, for it has outgrown the
explosive extroversion of the Severe Style and keeps the autonomy of the figures
within the bounds of a closed, unified world teeming with nuances of meaning.
Myron is also credited with a number of other works that are either lost or
dubiously attributed to him, including a statue of Erechtheus and one of Perseus
holding Medusa’s head, both on the Acropolis, and two more groups depicting
Theseus in combat with the Minotaur and the bull of Marathon. Throughout the
tifth century the exploits of Theseus, the Athenian hero par excellence, continued to
provide inspiration not only for artists but also for official Athenian propaganda, as
symbolizing the union of the Attic demes and the birth of democracy in Athens. The
cycle of his youthful exploits, the coupling of his name with that of Herakles in the
story of the Amazonomachy at Themiskyra and his two great personal triumphs in

the Centauromachy and the Athens Amazonomachy, all of which served to remind



the Athenians of their superiority in struggles against uncivilized enemies, were
retold again and again in the great public works projects of the Athenian state.

The female figures of the Severe Style are characterized by a heavier
structure, greater emphasis on the weight of the garments and noticeably more
restraint of movement. These basic specifications were retained until about the
middle of the fifth century and are still apparent in the ‘Cherchel Demeter’, a statue
type that appears to have no stylistic antecedents, where the gravity of the godhead
is accentuated by the heaviness of the simple peplos with its few relieving folds. In
the ‘Mocenigo Demeter’, another unclassifiable type, the graceful drapery of the
chiton has already begun to express the dictates of a different kind of harmony. The
chiton, pleasingly combined with the tonal variations of the folds of the peplos
round the body, epitomizes the aesthetic taste that was to prevail during the thirty
years of the High Classical period in such works as the “Albani Kore’.

The sculptural potentialities of the peplos and of the chiton and himation are
exploited together in one of the most impressive and original works of the next
thirty years: the large relief of Demeter, Kore (Persephone) and Triptolemos from
Eleusis, probably intended for ritual purposes and obviously carved by a very fine
sculptor, whose high reputation is evidenced by the number of Roman copies of his
work. Other sanctuaries in Attica, too, with their splendid new temples erected on
the ruins left by the Persian invaders, were adorned with an astonishing number of
magnificent sculptures; and the same is even more true of the temples, sanctuaries
and public places in Athens, especially the Agora, where work had already started
on the sculptural ornamentation of the Temple of Hephaistos and Athena, the best-
preserved Classical building in Greece. It is absolutely out of the question that the
production of major sculptures in such extravagantly large numbers could have

been the work of Athenian artists alone, and in any case the demand created by the



acceleration of building programmes is known to have attracted a lot of experienced
sculptors from other Greek cities, each working in his own aesthetic tradition. The
assimilation of these different artistic approaches, with Attic workshops exerting a
dominant influence and with the genius of Pheidias putting its imprint on
everything, was what gave Athenian sculpture of the time of Perikles (461-429 B.C.)

its special character.

THE HIGH CLASSICAL PERIOD

Song of Praise: Allegro maestoso, vivace. Few of the attributed sculptures of the
thirty-year High Classical period are mentioned in the written sources, and even
fewer have survived the ravages of time. However, the existence of Roman copies
that capture their essential qualities gives us a good idea of what many of them
looked like and has enabled scholars to decipher the spiritual message conveyed by
their mode of expression, using the Parthenon sculptures as a yardstick. For at no
other time was the greatness of inspiration so faithfully served by inspired carving
of the marble as it was in the sculptural ornamentation of the temple erected on the
Acropolis as a tribute to the city’s patron goddess and her system of government: of
that there should be no doubt. Never before or since have historical facts been
epitomized with such shattering eloquence in stories from mythology; never before
or since has there been such an exciting correlation between the level of self-
knowledge and the level of expressive skill, between religious feeling and social
need, between individual liberty and personal commitment, between the experience
of the past and the expectations of the present, between political propaganda and

the ideology of a state.



In the various parts of the Parthenon’s ornamentation art historians have
discerned the hands of a whole host of different artists, “poets working with chisel
and stone’, each making his own contribution to the realization of Perikles’s vision
and the overall design co-ordinated by Pheidias. Plutarch expressly informs us that
‘everything was managed and superintended by Pheidias’, and his reliability is not
in question here. That explains the fact that it is not just a matter of superb technical
skill: the inner unity of the overall design is apparent in every part of the decorative
scheme —even in fragments of marble fragments— and in the majestic inspiration of
the guiding hand that lifts every craftsman to the peak of his potential in a chorus
that is polyphonic in structure and symphonic in its organization, a chorus in whose
composition the human dimension is fused with the divine.

In the unification of the architectural design, the ornaments and the figural
sculptures an important part was played by the metopes, carved in bold relief,
which ran round the outside of the building on all four sides, subduing the upward
thrust of the colonnades and reinforcing their stability. The metopes at the east end,
over the entrance to the temple, were badly mutilated in the Early Christian period,
but traces remained of the outlines of the figures and an analysis of the subject was
published by Camillo Praschniker: almost certainly, these metopes depicted Athena
and other gods and goddesses in scenes from the Gigantomachy. Also badly
damaged are the metopes at the west end, which depicted the Athenian
Amazonomachy with Theseus playing a prominent part in the defence of his
homeland. Responsibility for the almost complete destruction of the north metopes
with the exception of the 32nd, which remained intact in situ, has to be shared
between the religious fury of the early Christians and the bombardment of the
Parthenon by Morosini’s Venetian army in 1687. Yet even here archaeologists have

managed to identify the subjects of some of the panels depicting the dramatic events



of the siege of Troy, giving prominence to the feats of the Athenians and especially
the participation of Theseus’s two sons, who were shown rescuing their
grandmother Aithra from captivity. The metopes of the south side showing the
Centauromachy, unlike those on the other three sides, are in very good condition,
especially since the marvellous restoration of the central section from a large
number of fragments identified and pieced together by Alexandros Mantis. Apropos
of the brutish assault on the bride and guests at Peirithoos’s wedding, Theseus is
once again held up as an example of the values cherished through the ages by the
Athenian political leadership. Much has been written about the symbolic
implications of these mythological stories and their connection with Athenian
ideology of the Classical period: the main point here, of course, is that the conflict
between the power of reason and mindless violence is to be understood as
analogous to the conflict between law and order and lawless abuse, between the
Greeks and the barbarians, between the Athenians and all their enemies.

An Athenian citizen would no doubt have been filled with a similar sense of
pride in his country and its political system on looking at the more conspicuous
sculptural groups in the pediments of the Parthenon, the birth of Athena at the east
and the contest between Athena and Poseidon for the patronage of Attica at the
west. Running through these highly significant compositions is a more profound
train of thought and a dialectical analogy in which the patron goddess, seen as the
personification of her blessed city, is the linchpin connecting a whole series of
contrasting pairs of oblique allusions: in the east pediment, the peak of Mt. Olympos
with the entire Hellenic pantheon welcoming the newborn goddess; in the west
pediment, the flat summit of the Acropolis with the mythical founders of Athens
passing judgment on the gifts offered by the competing deities. In the former, and

event of the utmost theological significance projects its apocalyptic grandeur on to



celestial, or rather cosmic, co-ordinates, with the rising of Helios (the sun) at one end
and the setting of Selene (the moon) at the other. In the latter, the terrestrial
component of the divine nature is taken as a function of human need, with the
cosmic dimension of the subject limited to the confines of Athenian territory. Here
the personifications of the River Kephisos, the River Ilissos and the Kallirrhoe Spring
mark the outermost limits of a marvellous work of narrative sculpture which, while
vindicating the Athenians’ choice of the gifts offered by Athena, shows a decent
generosity of spirit by giving equal honour to Poseidon — and quite properly so, in
view of the Athenians’ growing interest in the sea.

The Parthenon sculptures, or those of them that have escaped the fate of
most Greek antiquities, breathe the rarefied air of an expressive range too vast to be
compared with present-day values, conveying a feeling of immense freedom that
knows and respects its limits; a freedom that extends its embrace in equal measure
to inspiration and to execution, that goes far beyond the parameters of time and
space, a freedom for which no match is to be found in the earlier or later history of
sculpture. That is why they have so far withstood all attempts by art historians to
explain the meaning of their forms and the significance of their subject matter. The
great Greek archaeologist Christos Karouzos put his finger on the truth when he
declared, in a similar context, that the dialectical miracle of the High Classical period
can only be expressed in feeble oxymorons: during those thirty years in particular,
he said, “Tranquillity is a form of terrible spiritual and mental conflict, universality a
form of superabundant individuality, ideality an expression of the most familiar
reality’. His pithy and perceptive words come closer to the gist of the matter than
anything that has been said on the subject before or since.

The only other point I should like to make about the Parthenon sculptures in

particular concerns their musical tonality, that is to say their underlying rhythmic



structure and their melodic values. To me it seems really remarkable that their
essential quality is still expressed in musical metaphors, in spite of the gaps left by
mutilation at the hands of the early Christians, destruction or damage caused by the
bombardment of 1687 and systematic looting in 1800-1803, with the result that what
remain of the Parthenon’s sculptures are scattered in countless museums and
private collections in Greece and abroad. So I would speak of a crescendo that starts
at the east end —the heavenly, divine end— and grows in volume at the west. For the
west end -the earthly, human end- was the first subject of the sculptural
counterpoint to be seen by the pilgrim as he emerged from the Propylaia to be

confronted by one of the seven wonders of the ancient world.



Gerasimos DENDRINOS

Looking back on the years of grief. The gradual transformation

of grandmamma. The seamstress Kleopatra Laoumtzi.

...Father, indeed, never lent an ear to these stories. Only at the beginning I
remember, he fixed his drowsy eyes on his plate and didn’t utter a word, and in fact
if he had uttered it would have been to find out what sort of food grandmamma
intended to cook for the next day. Generally he considered her goings on to be
fantastical and ridiculous, particularly as his mother-in-law maintained that her
grief was especially deep since, after mother (actually in March of the same year), it
happened that King Paul died. For all that her tears had in due course dried up in
my presence, her excruciating sighs dragged on for a long time, the shakings of her
head, the stifling monologues and, very rarely, when no solution was to be found for
some family problem, the fearful curses against our lot. My room (it was from there
that I heard everything, whisperings which I took for the buzzing of insects or at the
most the sound of grand mama’s worn slippers as she shuffled along the damp
corridor), ended up as a refuge, a sort of confessional where, most of the time, I
talked to myself about whatever troubled me and, as usual, I never found a solution
ever.

The first year of mourning we lived like the blind until one day
grandmamma opened the windows wide with all the appearance of indignation,
and the balcony doors, she put on formal clothes and finally invited her women
friends to our house. Perhaps she had believed till then that regular visits to the

house, after the sad event, would entail a ceaseless flow of condolences from the



curious and from humbugs, for that reason she took care, in a skillful manner, to get
rid of as easily as possible every inquisitive visitor who ventured to cross our
threshold. “‘My son-in-law doesn’t want anything like that,” she would say, ‘and any
talk of my daughter really cuts him up.’

Thus, the visitors began. Friends who had been forgotten in the meantime,
appeared with their perpetually ailing husbands who never even thought of lifting
so much as a finger to help them - ‘but mark my words, God, who sees everything
will punish those who want everything served up on a plate” — all of this they said in
front of their husbands who just laughed as if the whole thing was a joke (under no
circumstances did they want to accept their wives’ instructions), and as for the point
of the visit, it was obvious that they had been beguiled by their wives into going to
see a woman who never looked one in the eye.

I detested as nothing else these friends of grandmamma. I couldn’t
understand where they found the courage to joke and snigger at a time when, for all
that they had just passed fifty and were the same age as grandmamma, they looked
so prematurely aged. Only to see their face was enough: their flesh was pendulous,
divided by deep wrinkles like incisions, while their hands were already dotted with
a few brown freckles like burns. Whatever they said about the past, the stories were
for me unique, because they were describing with such persuasiveness an epoch
better than our own, even if it was a time of pain, poverty and war, it was one of
greater integrity and benevolence, as they asserted, than today’s world. Furthermore
it was very difficult to believe that these women really were, as they declared, good
and honest and not just frightful gossips who could not accept even once that they
were in the wrong. Their gloomy faces remained forever distant even when they
burst out laughing and from the many prejudices they had, one stood out: men

made the mistakes and it was they the victims who paid — the women!



But the husbands too, who had about a ten — or fifteen—year difference in
age with their wives, were for me “very old’. I, seated usually in a low chair in the
drawing-room listening to the sensational accounts of Messers Papios Apostolos and
Phiteoglou Abraam, IKA pensioners and fanatical Karamanlis supporters, I would
imagine them frozen in their coffins, with their hooked noses jutting out, and you
would have thought they wouldn’t be able to close their parrot-like mouths so as not
to complain, only that now the complaints continued from the mouth of the
‘widowed’ spouse, who vociferously maintained how she suffered from a supposed
loneliness and despair.

One afternoon as I had been swept away by these imaginings of mine seated
right next to them, I thought that suddenly there rose up in front of me — as then
with mother — enormous candlesticks which burnt all night, and seated opposite
was aunt Irene, mother’s sister, continuing her wailing which died away all at once
in the silence, she had shrunk so much, I could well believe that she would be lost in
her mourning weeds. Those were strange years, I believed at that time to the point
of madness in sprites and nymphs which on being transformed into beautiful girls
would go as far as to seduce you, but according to Sophoula, my grown up cousin,
mother would never become an apparition except in dreams — ‘don’t be stupid” she
would tell me, ‘and if sometime, you idiot, she appears in front of you, it will be to
protect you.’

Father never gave any credence to these inanities, he maintained that all that
sort of thing was a way of taking in the unsuspecting. One day, however, in July
1965, when a political storm had broken out in Athens over the repeated letters sent
out by King Constantine to George Papandreou about the leading role of his son
Andreas in the secret organization of captains ‘Aspida’, and grandmamma was

continually cursing the two-faced ‘demagogic and provocative Old Man” who ‘owes



so much to the Palace, but who has left his son free to knock about like an unfenced
vine in the army’, making it necessary for me to withdraw to my room, from the
corridor I caught a glimpse of my father in the bedroom, he was pleading
wholeheartedly in front of the icons for some unforeseen misfortune he had suffered
(I didn’t manage to track down what it was at the time), I was surprised to learn that
deep down he too believed, for all that to us he displayed a general countenance of
disbelief until, two days later, when it appeared that everything was going really
well again and as a result he ordered grandmamma to make amygdalota and
loukoumades, his favourite sweetmeats.

Because of this incident the icons were, from this time on, completely lost in
the haze of my imaginings. The Archangel Gabriel for example, who, in the oil
painting hung in my room by my late mother, so dark and ghastly at first, girdled
with belts and weapons, became with time a ‘good spirit’ (not, certainly, Anaskelas
the cross-eyed demon in the shape of a donkey who was always turning into a
woman or a dog), and piercing the glass of the icon at night was approaching my
pillow to deliver me from bad dreams, giving me in exchange ones that were bright
and heavenly.

Outside my own world of tortured visions, grandmamma was getting along
very well and she took the decision at last to open the windows. She wore lighter
and lighter coloured clothes (the change of colour lasted for about a month), and
from time to time she dug her old outfits out of the cupboard, removed the anti-
moth bags from the dresses, spread them out on the bed and inspected them for
ages, as if she intended to select the best, or to decide on their fate. From that day on
she didn’t call for any more blessings with holy water from the priest of the

cemetery who in the summer habitually circulated amongst the tombstones with an



antiquated umbrella, mother’s grave she abandoned at nightfall, when the cemetery
closed.

Our house, despite all the changes that time managed to bring, retained its
internal gloom. In mother’s bedroom there was always a diffused atmosphere of
woe, which neither the open windows nor the jokes that grandmamma made could
dispel, and something unspecified — perhaps the absence of a loved face which I
hadn’t had time to enjoy, not even this is known to me completely — tormented me.
When I was upset then, I had the impression that I heard mother’s footsteps outside
— her firm, heavy tread on the wooden floor of the passage — which changed in tone,

just as in the past she used to approach my room and enter for a drawn out kiss...

Extract from the novel Chairetismata apo to noto (Part 1, chapter 2)



Sotiris DIMITRIOU

From

The Vein in the Neck

She had kept some of his shirts and a jacket or two. At night, she would put her
arms around one of them and would surrender to a delirium of tenderness. Should
she forget everything, she could never forget the sweetness in her mouth. She had
never said this to anyone and had never heard anyone say it. When he touched her,
and held her, her mouth would fill with a sweetness that rose from deep inside her.
When the sweetness flowed, it was unbearable and she would swallow it again and
again to send it back where it came from. She would choke, she would lose the
world around her. His clothes offered her only faded traces of that sweetness. In
moments like this she intensely, totally, felt his absence. In her anguish, the only
words she could utter, the only words that could remotely express her feelings for
him were: ‘Oh, God! “Oh, God! God! God! She was silent and shielded herself when
in the company of people. It was only when she heard of some other man who had
cancer — and she often heard such news, being a widow — she was still hopeful, he

might live, she couldn’t help saying. ‘Let’s wait and see, we don’t know yet...” [...]



Kiki DIMOULA

NO-STAR BRANDY

The words of tears get completely lost.

When disorder speaks order should be silent
—loss has great experience.

Now we ought to stand by

the pointless.

That slowly memory might again find its speech
give fine advice for a long life

to whatever’s dead.

Let’s stand by this small

photograph

that’s still in the bloom of its future:
young a little pointlessly locked in embrace
facing an anonymously

cheery seashore.

Nafplio Evia Skopelos?"

You'll say

and where wasn’t there sea then.

17 Nafplio is an historic town in the Argolid. It became the first capital of Greece in 1929. Evia (Euboea)
is the second largest island after Crete. Skopelos is an island in the Northern Sporades.



As If You’d Chosen

It’s Friday today I 'm going to the market

to take a walk in the decapitated gardens

to see the oregano’s fragrance

a slave in bundles.

I go in the afternoon when demands’ prices have fallen
you find the green easy

on beans marrows mallows and lilies.

It’s there I hear how boldly the trees express themselves
in the fruit’s sharp tongue

heaps of orators the oranges and apples

and a slight recovery starts to grow rosy

in the sallow cheeks

of a muteness within.

I rarely buy. For there it’s choose for yourself.

Is that an advantage or problem? You choose and then
how do you bear the unbearable burden

of your choice.

Whereas that by chance is so feather-bed soft. At first.

For afterwards you stagger beneath the consequences.

These too being unbearable. In fact it’s as if you'd chosen.

If anything I'll buy a little soil. Not for flowers.

For getting accustomed.



There it’s not choose for yourself. There the eyes are closed.

RE-RUINATION, II

And

I'm even afraid of my hands’

touch on these stones

lest it accentuate the decay, accelerate

the ruins’ ruination.
ATHOS DIMOULAS

When was it you brought me here

to show me round the oracles?

So I might inquire of the sibyl Memory.

The other one beside, the high priestess Lethe,
has crowds of people is up to the neck in work
swallows unchewed the fumy leaves's

of everything forgettable.

It’s been raining since yesterday.

Whatever I see from the restaurant window
wants to disappear. It’s a job to keep the columns
of Athena Pronaia® opposite from falling

—I must be careful when I copy out this view

18 Reference to the fact that the priestess at Delphi, the Pythia, chewed laurel leaves and inhaled the
fumes rising from a fissure in the ground to induce a state of prophetic trance.

19 Pronaia: literally ‘in front of the temple’, as this temple to the goddess Athena is situated below the
great temple to Apollo. Dimoula makes a pun on the sound of the word, which could also -
erroneously- be written pronea, meaning ‘formerly young’.



not to get carried away by the consonance
and write Pronea. They’ll say I'm showing

a mirror round the ruins.

It’s raining. Large groups of noises
take refuge in the restaurant.

Locals, history’s lovers, couples

in love — students of their own futures
touring pensioners,

renovators of ennui families

societies chairmen bouquets of speakers.

Foreign languages flow in cups of our own
the rain fences with the cutlery

portions of conversations are devoured, bottles
of wine stretch their necks to recount
anecdotes jokes laughter break out.

Waiters the impressions bound enraptured

from table to table

vociferous desserts are ordered by camaraderie.

While I'm respectful; I eat in a low voice

in the company of my one Apollonian cover.

Translated by David Connolly



Philip DRACODAIDIS

The Message

«... On the ocassion of the taking of the Winter Palace and the victorious progress of the long
years of struggle endured by the Russian people, You personally and Your Collaborators, I
congratulate warmly and side wholeheartedly with you, convinced of the progress of the
revolution and the prosperity of Your country.

EMILIANO ZAPATA, GENERAL OF THE LIBERATION ARMY OF THE SOUTH ANENECUILCO,
PROVINCE OF MORELOS, MEXICO, 28th October 1917».

— We are not at Anenecuilco, Emiliano Zapata’s secretary Manuel Palafox
grumbled.

- But that was where my election took place, the general reminded him.

He signed the letter, folded it, put it in the envelope, and wetting the edge
with his saliva he closed it. He had to be informed about events in Russia; the
anarcho-syndicalists and the vagrant missionaries of the rebellion and the imminent
overthrow of mundane affairs had written and proclaimed so much that he had only
retained in his memory the barest minimum, which is not far from the truth. He had
no special faith in the trumpeting of the press.

— We have added no number to the register, remarked the secretary.

— Call me some volunteers, Emiliano Zapata ordered.

A soldier opened the door of the general’s office.

—So you are the first? asked Emiliano Zapata.

—I have the honor to report that I am the first volunteer, sir.

— Who is the second?

— I have the honor to report that there is no second volunteer, sir.



Thus came about the selection of the volunteer who was to take from
Emiliano Zapata’s hands the paper of unknown contents —the message- in the closed
white envelope and set out within the next few hours (at any rate that very day)
from southern Mexico, on horseback, to get as fast as possible to the center of
Moscow and hand it over to the great Lenin. There was no need for him to stay for
an answer, and he had the right to return at his leisure on condition that he
remembered everything that might be transmitted to him, orally and briefly, by the
Leader of the Bolsheviks. What matters is what we ourselves do, not what others see
fit to let us know. Manuel Palafox would take upon himself to provide the volunteer
with supplies of sandwiches and the necessary passport for his transit through
friendly regions of the country and through each foreign state. A map was not
needed. From the province of Morelos in Mexico to Moscow is not very far, what it
takes to smoke a cigar at most.

— Let him take along several boxes of cigars, said the general.

—I do not smoke, sir, said the volunteer.

The Leader of the Bolsheviks would appreciate the message from the General
of the Liberation Army of the South: Mexico had stolen a march on Russia; the
revolution had begun already in 1911, it would soon be in its seventh year on end,
and it would last as many years as necessary, seventy, seven thousand at that; time
does not matter, even if trators try to corrupt the revolution.

The soldier had been told straight from the general’s mouth that the
envelope must not be lost whatever happened and that the bearer ought to be
careful not to lose his life, for no one would follow on his heels like a relay runner to
pick up the message and carry it immediately to the addressee. This certainly did
not mean diffidence and giving way or compromise. A bearer leads a natural life

like anybody else. And the soldier understood that we hold our lives in order to



carry a message from here to there, and with some luck, all the way to Moscow. He
did not even know where to find Moscow, nor how to reach its gate. But he thought
that all roads lead to Rome if you ask your way. It would not do to lose one’s way
and go to Saint Petersbourg. The revolution may have started there, but like all
revolutions it hurries to meet its forefathers and have their blessing. Thus is obtains
long duration, perhaps even lays claim to eternal life. Saint Petersbourg was the

foretaste, Moscow the eternal city.

The great Lenin did not expect any written message —congratulations or
anything else— from the general. Besides it is doubtful if he had any idea, even the
vaguest, of his existence, or if he had followed, how ever superficially,
developments in Mexico (adequate testimony to the contrary is missing). Certainly
not out of conscious downgrading of the value of the insurrection, but that issue at
the other end of the world was a mandatory heritage from unimpeachable wills. A
despotic president of the democratic republic had lost power, another individual —a
mediocrity with limited mental faculties (Francisco Madero)— had followed him,
only to be assassinated shortly after and leave his position to a general who was
defeated right away by regular and irregular troops from every point of the horizon
and who had disappeared to be replaced by the next one —the «rebel» Venustiano
Carranza— disrepectful of the constitution which had been passed by vote. All this
can be worded in a single phrase in a country where you will receive the following
answer if you ask when there is the least rainfall, in winter or in summer: «It
depends, sir, there are not fixed rules».

Could it be possible that the great Lenin sent a note —a message— to Emiliano
Zapata? Would such a thing not be like that art which is evident in the note to N.A.

Semasko, the People’s Commissar for Public Health?



«With me is comrade Ivan Afanasjevitch Tsekunof, a very intertesting
farmworker who propagates the fundamentals of Communism in his own way. He
lost his eyeglasses and paid 15 roubles for the junk. Can we not help him to get good
eyeglasses?

I beg you to help him and to ask your secretary to let me know what

happened».

Original title: To MrAvvua, novel. Chapter 4. Translated by Eric Bartholdy



Maria EFSTATHIADI

Textilen
THEATRICAL PLAY

In my solitude, you haunt me

With dreadful ease of days gone by

[extract]

2500 years ago, this place was an aqueduct.

The daughter will say

I'had got down to the garden

The others were still at the table

I was allowed into the garden on my own

That forensic creep, grandma’s cousin, was there too

Kept harping about the communist threat

The cut-throats and that dad should watch out at the factory
Sunday it was

The kid who helped the gardener was piling weeds in sheaves
His name was something like Petros...Petrakis...I'm not sure
He was five-six years older than me

Had curly black hair

Came and took me by the hand

Are they eating in there? He asked pointing at the house



Yes, I nodded

Let’s go quickly, he says

And we ran behind the bushy cheesewood

Take it off, he said and lowered his trousers too

He played his dick touching me

Count, he said and before I could count to ten he smeared the thick white stuff on
my belly

He laughed and said, now you're going to hell

If I tell you're sure to go to hell

And I kept begging him, don’t tell don’t tell, and with my palm I'd spread the gluey
thick white liquid on my skin

Then you're coming back

Yes, I'd tell him, next Sunday

And I came back because I liked this secret and I liked being afraid that he might tell
But one day I saw the gardener with another boy

Ugly, blondish

No sign of the first one

I heard him tell Clio that Petros got the sack for being a bad sort

A pity

When my breasts started bulging, it felt good to fondle the nipples

We did that a lot with my girlfriends, the one to the other

I'd like to be a redhead with freckles like my dad, but I'm not anything like him

My mum must have had me with some swarthy guy — she’s always been a whore —
and then maybe she cut him up into little pieces and dumped him in the rubbish
and as she chose an orphan with no relatives no one “d ever look for him

Why else would I be so dark



Honey-skinned grandpa calls me

When the time comes to cut off the braids you must make them into a nice switch,
that’s what he says

Poor grandpa, everybody’s waiting for him to die but he won’t, he’s clinging on to
his wretched existence

That’s what self-made people are like, they think they’ll salvage something by

prolonging their lives

And the grandfather says

There was a time that I had everyone eating out of my hand
Now they’re nowhere to be seen

Waiting for me to die

Fat chance, they’ll have to wait long

There’s still life in this dirty dog

Hal

They’ve run away with the idea that I'm feeble
Everyone now pretending to pamper me

And then behind my back...

It’s true I feel weak now and then

Thank heaven for those movies,

Not that I get horny anymore

Besides...

Fuckfaces all of them!

But way back then!

What beauties, those Parisian courtesans, real ladies!

Their brothels just like palaces



From one ball to the other

I hardly had time to change my collar

Those were the days!

And to think that when I got there I knew no French

Her name was Giselle

She was the one who taught me

She taught me plenty!

I wooed her no end

Plump, elegant and courtly

As if she had been brought up in Versailles!

I owe her so much

I took her with me everywhere, she even helped me with my deals with French
businessmen

You’d think her presence reassured them, somehow they took me for one of their
own

How prettily she fixed the house I rented for her...

27, Rue Bonaparte

Discreet

Never asked for anything more than the pricey gifts I showered on her
Eights years I spent with her

Some of the best years of my life

Then...

One evening she announced she was getting married

Just like that

A bolt from the blue



I nearly strangled her, had her by the throat and was squeezing, squeezing, her maid
intervened

I never saw her again

Sent her a message to keep all the stuff, jewellery and what not, heaven knows why I
did that...

She must have sold it

To keep him in comfort

A pretty boy gone to seed, gambler and drunk...

It took me time to lump it

It helped that I was trading with England by then

And I phased out my visits to Paris

I wonder what became of her

Did she die broke?

Is she still alive?

Among the women in my life she was next to none, except...
I was stunned when my son first brought her over

That hussy was the spitting image of Giselle then

A regular doppelganger

Shy and sweet, light as a feather

I fell for her big time

I don’t know when I surrendered unconditionally
Maybe...after Sofika’s death

She used me no end

Let me have next to nothing

Whore!

Bitch!



Prick teaser!

All these years she only gave in once...

It was summer, around midday

She had sent the little one to the beach with Miss Agnes

Walked into my study

Supposed to be helping me file the records

Can’t remember how it started

She took off her clothes just like that

Yes, just like that

Walked into the study, shut the door, took off her clothes and stood in front of me
I was speechless

So many times I made advances and she wasn’t having any, as if she didn’t get it,
had no idea, all the time leading me on innocent as you please

I jumped up, grabbed her, fretting she would run away

She gave a slutty laugh, got hold of my thing

We lay on the carpet

She removed my clothes

There’s never been a woman to make me feel this way

Ah, ah, Giselle, Giselle!

Have no idea how long it lasted...

There on the carpet, that’s where Clio found us when she came in with my coffee
Next day I made over the estate to her

As for Clio, I shut her up with a modest rise in salary

The housekeeper will say then

Less than six months I'd been with the mistress when she brought me to this hell



I can’t be dead sure, I was still a tiny mite, but I remember their place as a — what's
that word — an oasis

I never understood why her father gave her to that beast

Such a delicate lady!

Truth be told, he was a different man at first

Took good care of her, watched over her

Till he got the textiles going

Then there was this sharp change and day by day he grew unbearable, crabby,
violent, a black-marketeer

Even before the child was born they stopped sleeping in the same room, I thought it
was temporary for my lady’s peace and quiet but that’s how it was to her dying day
He never came on to me, not out of respect, fat chance, but I wasn’t his type it seems,
though he made passes on plenty of broads much uglier

Oh, well...

During the war our house was requisitioned, first by the Italians then the Germans
We were never in need

When people were dying of hunger out there, we had everything

Those were the only years he forgot how to be mean

Before and after, heaven help us

Kept everything under lock and key, except when there were guests

Then he was a prince

How could visitors guess how it was with us here?

Well then, during the war this Italian came, spent six months in our house with four
others

Guido was the name

All smiles, dark like he was one of our own, signorina this and signorina that



We had no other girl then, I took care of everything, I was young at the time, you see
Comes into the kitchen one day, makes me sit on the chair, gets hold of my foot right
where I wore the slipper

I got a fright at first, he kept asking a question, no idea what and with his palm he
measured the sole

He was saying what size, don’t be afraid, all in Italian

Che taglia... non aver paura

But I couldn’t make it out

A few days later he brought me a pair of leather shoes, black with high heels

I've still got them ... I'm saving them

Some other time it was stockings and chocolate

Little by little I got to trust him, he was teaching me Italian, I was teaching him
Greek, I didn’t know how to write, I just learned it by heart, we laughed a lot

He was from a village outside Naples

He made love to me five-ten times, I still remember how sweet he was, came into
my little room at night when the house was asleep

Ti amo he said, ti amo

I'll take you with me to Italy

He gave me two pictures, one of him the other with the church-tower in his village

I kept thinking he’s not the enemy

And sooner or later the war will be over

But the Italians left before that

As he was going he said not to worry I'll come and get you, we’ll get married

No sight of him, never heard from him

He’s dead for sure, they killed him

I never wore anything but black since then



My lady tried to find me a husband but I wouldn’t hear of it

I'had the picture and the shoes

How could I betray him?

My lady was real nice

That dirty old stink, that miser led her to her grave

There are times I think I'll get the knife and as he’s sitting there I'll cut off his head, a
clean cut right through, just like the cut-throats did in the civil war, just like they do
in wars now, they learn how at their villages dragging the animals to the slaughter,
one neat cut, he won't feel a thing, I'll be doing him a favour, let them put me away,

it won’t be any worse than this, I've done time here, a life sentence...

Translated by Memi Katsoni



Giannis EFSTATHIADIS

Black & White

Dear old Alexandra

so many weeks

months

years

have gone by since

yet I can’t get out of my mind
that phsss

of the gas stove

funny

there are so many things
to remember you by
your words of wisdom
your precepts

your advice

yet a gas stove

and a phsss

bring you closer

to me






Neni EFTHIMIADI

From

The Adventurers

At the Cleaner’s I was meticulous with the stains. I checked them over insistently,
then gave orders for the use of the right chemical so that they would disappear and
the fabric would not lose in quality and colour.

I observed Roulis as if he was a huge stain and tried to discover his
components. I detected nothing special and, had he not threatened us with death, I
would maybe become his friend for the evening in some beer cellar, because he had
traits I liked, clarity in speech, politeness in silence, stability in movement. And he
looked sympathetic. Controlled glance, normal weight, and a face with contained
wrinkles. I guessed, from the neutral conversations we held in the living room, that
neither his education nor his reason was contemptible.

Unfortunately Roulis was the stain, but the cloth was missing — I did not
know his environment, the place he lived and moved in, the profession he exercised,
his family, if any naturally, his wanderings, or his profound preferences. So, I could
not take measures against him, because making disappear a stain depended on the
composition of the fabric and its colour. [...]

As soon as the policeman left  had an idea. And while Aris stood at the glass
doors swaying strangely, as if he suffering from sudden fits of dizziness, I
remembered that the night of the disaster, the moment Dino pounced upon him and
he bent to the right, something slipped from his pocket and he caught it in the air. I

managed to see what it was. A mobile phone, what Thomas challenged me to get. I



did not pay then any attention; Dino’s blood mixed with broken glass came first,
survival as well, because the Stain had appeared on top of the stairs.

Now, in the benign living room of pretexts I had to dare, because I would not
speak German but Greek and I definitely lacked elemental protection using a

landline phone. I approached Aris and said straightforwardly:

‘I saw you have a mobile.

‘My mistake’, he answered. ‘It ruined my life.”

I didn’t grasp his meaning, but he was not the stain to be analysed. Another
came first.

‘Can I borrow it for a few hours?’ I asked him. ‘I will pay the double of what
I'll spend.’

He took it out of his pocket, he slipped it into mine and said:

‘Keep it until the end of our great vacation. But put the marks where you
know!’

Thus I became self-dependent, but could not make sudden moves, because as
I was watching the Stain, the Stain watched me too. I found the opportunity when
the cook brought the fruit in for lunch. I served myself a glass of beer, went to the
office next door and sat in an armchair in a way that my back remained visible, but
not my hand movements. At length I leafed through the telephone directory making
notes.

I behaved like a capitalist drug addict, I called up the private eye with the
most spectacular add, although I agree with Inge, size never means quality, it
remains size and as such imposes. After the operator and the private secretary, I got
to the person himself. I told him I wanted information about the life of a man,

because things were easier if I knew the origin of a stain, I reacted differently when



the client indicated that he’d spilled desert of his coat the night before and
differently when ignorant, without a Cv and dates. Was it easy?

‘A piece of cake’ he answered.

Promptness was a must. I needed the information in a day, maximum two —
time is our life.

He bragged that his office was the fastest in Europe and asked:

‘Give me a name and address or car plates. And the data of your credit card.’

I started with the easy ones. I had my credit card in my pocket; I spelled it
out, waited for him to make sure there was credit in my account. He came back to
the phone excited and I found the courage to confess:

‘I don’t know the address. And he didn’t come by car, he brought a boat I
cannot describe.’

A heavy silence on the other side of the line was broken with delay:

‘It’s OK, the first and last name will do.’

The mobile phone almost fell off my hands. I may have heard his first and
last name then, at the old robbery, but I did not remember, and what did we call him
now? ‘Boss’ or ‘Snake” or “"Worm’.

“His first name maybe Roulis and his age about fifty five’ I said softly.

He laughed:

‘And you want me to look for the whereabouts of a certain fifty five year old
Roulis in the whole state?’

That’s what I wanted, the situation was complex, otherwise I would not ask
for info.

‘Does he threaten to kill you?” he asked seriously.

I didn’t say yes or no and the truth is I did not know what Roulis wanted of

us.



‘Do you have any picture?” he insisted.

I was desperate. I didn’t have the Polaroid with me, the one that perpetuated
Inge’s sweet moments, but even if I had it, would the enemy let me use it?

‘Can you describe him?” he continued irrepressible, and I deserted.

I said he was one meter seventy five or eighty five, maybe ninety three, could
not calculate accurately, most of the time he was sitting, but his weight was normal,
although I could not rule out traces of fat around the waist, because he covered it
permanently with a newspaper. But his speech was lucid, his manners polite and I
could be befriend him for a night at a beer cellar.

“What is the colour of his eyes?” he said suddenly.

In his tone I felt he was not asking about Roulis anymore, but rather
questioning my state of mind.

‘Brown’ I said confidently, but in seconds changed to black, then blue, until I
ended at a shade of doubtful gold, the one that changes with the hues of light and
darkens at night.

‘Is this some kind of practical joke?” he asked stiffly. ‘Is it possible that this
man does not exist?’

I reassured him he existed, he was in the living room, but I could not observe
him like Rot’s stains, with him I lost my powers.

He didn’t say any more. He waited for me to hang up.

I apologized humbly, promised to get back to him with more data and
pushed the off button. Just before I caught a sarcastic laugh that will haunt me to the
end of my days, the way Thomas is tortured with the expression of a lady client who
bought a sour cake.

I remained awkward, mobile phone in hand, and the stain theory that I had

to refute.



Translated by Klety Sotiriadou



Lily EXARCHOPOULOU

Arcadian Nightmare

I'm just a name, my name is Turkolikas. A strange name; this is good, because
whoever hears it keeps it in mind. Only the journalists find it difficult to pronounce
it properly and clearly. Some people put the stress on the wrong syllable:
Turkolekas. Some others spell it wrongly: Tourkolakkos. Others confuse the gender
or the case: ‘Tourkolika’. Well, I am male, I am Turkolikas, so in the accusative I
become Turkolika, just like somebody whose name is Dimitris when you call him,
you say ‘Dimitri’. The tradition, however, goes that this wasn’t always my name.

Once I used to be a village. A village in every way: with its inhabitants, its
authorities, its politicians, its church, its monastery and its schools. I used to have
my land, my trees, my bushes, my animals and my beasts, my birds and my reptiles.
At Fretzioka, next to the brook called Ryaki, there was a family of wild boars which
made me very proud. My inhabitants though were very poor and every time they
managed to catch a boar they slaughtered it and prepared a feast, a real fxte, just like
the ones we have for the Assumption of the Virgin or the athletic games called
‘Nikitaria’®. While feasting they all played clarinets, tabors and fiddles all night
long. Shod or barefooted, they staggered while dancing because of the raki and the
unseasoned wine, and they were in high spirits.

Once I used to be a green village. That was at the time we all had colours: the
trees had dark green foliage, their trunks were brown and the bushes were copper-

green, sometimes darker sometimes lighter, depending on the season. Most of the

20 Nikitaras is the name of a Greek national hero who fought for Greece's freedom during the Greek
War of Independence.
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houses had snow-white walls that used to be freshened up before Easter and their
shutters were painted green, whereas the old stone houses were brushed with
special scrubbing brushes and were repaired so they wouldn’t differ from the more
recent ones, built with the same technique, by Albanian builders. Most of my
inhabitants could not afford such a luxury: they made their own designs depending
on the taste of the times and, the outmost luxury was to decorate them with reddish
roof tiles. Each resident had his yard, small or big —it didn’t matter—, his pots, his
flowers, and his vegetable garden. In the old times we used to have wells but lately
we’ve stopped using them and took water mainly from Kanalos, the spring below,
or from the other one at the end of the village, next to Sara’s’ creek. Sometimes our
sky was ominous and dark and sometimes we looked up to witness a deep blue
colour above our heads. The sweltering sun made the fields and the Nature golden;
the beasts strove for water and ran on the tops of low hills and stony cliffs to quench
their thirst with the tears of the springs.

In recent years tourists started visiting our village and noticed I didn’t have a
square in the middle like most Greek villages, and complained about it. But we, my
inhabitants and I, never missed having a square, typical as it may be. We went
together downhill to Nikitaras, a large plateau, where the statue of the most famous
son of ours for the past two centuries was recently set up. There were also some
other children of ours who were slain in the battlefield —some closer and some
further away from their native land — but Nikitaras the Turkolikas or Turkolakiotis
is our only hero recorded in official history.

I have a problem with my name. Quite a few people detest it; most even
avoid marking it in the official maps. A lot of my neighbouring villages have fewer
inhabitants, less land, smaller fields and fewer beasts. The prefix, Turk, of my name

repels people not out of xenophobia or nationalism, but because of the ancient



imbued memory that flows through the veins of some of our compatriots and cannot
be uprooted or tempered by the more recent policies. I don’t know if they are right
or wrong. Maybe our old hero, Nikitaras, the so-called “slayer of Turks’, might agree
or disagree with such a view, but for one thing I am certain: he would laugh
wholeheartedly at the fear caused by the name. ‘It means ‘Go, Turk, just go and
leave us alone’, you numskulls’, he would explain. “You've all learned to work with
dictionaries and you forgot how to grasp the easiest meanings. The Pashas of the old
times have burnt our old village and turned us out of our houses, so we had built
this new village and we gave it a name which is exhorting every invader’.

The nearest village is dear Ellinitsa(=small Greece,f.), diabolically haughty,
yet completely abandoned by both mortals and immortals; she only has her name to
be proud of but without any of its grace left. In old times she was called Memi, but
that name sounded odd and betrayed a foreign denomination; therefore, she was
ceremoniously baptized anew and was given the name of the neighbouring
mountain. Yes, I am jealous, I can’t help it; of her name, of her fertile female
existence.

I also have some difficulty with colours. Now, in my old age, I am affected
by colour-blindness. Everything is black and dismal all around and I stand in the
middle wounded by a murderous hand. I don’t recognize my land anymore; so grey
and dry without a trace of life. Just pebbles and boulders, no flower, no fruit. I'm
trying to appease my soul and I hear groans, growls, baas, barks. Eh, you, Olympia,
I say, you are more famous and many of your beasts have been taken away, they
have been transported to nearby places so as not to disturb the foreign visitors, to be
able to see them only from afar. Of course, not even these beasts escaped death, they
tell on the field of the burnt land. They seemed to want to justify every politician’s

bawls claiming he has been handed over ‘burnt land’, i.e. an empty treasury. The



fauna was victimized in your neighbouring villages, Mvrakas and the rest, but all
the same, the animal groans sound anguished and more distant in the remote places
who cannot identify them with the general lamentation. Of course, my dear
Olympia, you've got the foreign voices that are beyond our artificial borders that
shout and echo in your thickets for the magnitude of the ravage in the primeval
area, disregarding —the ignorant! — that all of us, whether officially dug or not, are
immemorial sites and our eyes have witnessed a lot.

They say I belong to Falessia, I am a Kapodistrian community district?. As
far as I am concerned, I say I am a village, a primeval settlement since the times of
the ancient Aegytis. My eyes have seen a lot, good notables, but mainly bad ones,
who in the old times tried to turn against Sparta, the queen, and so disaster came
upon us, we started falling into decline. Through the centuries, I was transferred
time and again, together with the inhabitants who followed me, the ones who
refused to emigrate, from mountain to cliff and from ravine to plain. When I got
burnt again during the Turkish occupation, I was taken and transferred for the last
time. The enemy also had his reasons: it was the time of klephts?> and during this
insurgence, some people had no means of living and attacked the others, either the
wealthy or people of another religion. I have recorded a lot of tragedies: the killings,
the plundering of my villagers from the tyrant and the notable, the helplessness of
my people. If one was outlawed, then his whole family immigrated: some went to
Mani, others to Kalamata, a few more to Langadia.

I stand at the Castle of Oria, a prestigious spot, overlooking my ashes.
According to the myth the beautiful maiden had jumped from here to escape the

enemies and avoid dishonour, but if she could see what is going on now, she would

21 Kapodistrian system, is the name of a local authority system for dividing areas in different districts.
22 Klephts = Greek partisan groups at the time of the Turkish occupation



not do it, she would strive to bear children who would later try to save the region
from ravage. My children have immigrated to America, Canada, Australia and
Germany, but they always spend the first fortnight of their August vacation here.
They all have cars, so there is a traffic jam; all of a sudden I have the problems of big
cities and nobody can do anything about it. Nevertheless, I am glad and I never stop
guiding them proudly to the places they were born and the untrodden thickets they
should explore, as adults, on their own.

The past is united with the present, because there is no tomorrow. The
elderly who still live here have lost their property, the younger ones, though they
swear to revive me, are terrified, and the children are extremely frightened. My
unburnt cathedral, Virgin Mary, is sobbing; her few remaining believers can hear
her clearly. The priest is mourning for the ravage of the villages; he hopes our brides
will come again to perform their weddings in their ancestral villages, that our
cemetery will expand, though awkwardly, so that the dead will rest in peace. As far
as I am concerned, I know my soil is not light, it has been through a lot. My minerals
have either been burnt or have sunk in, my slopes shiver from fear that the early fine
rain may wash them away and make them fall on the neighboring area.

Arcadia, my mother, most celebrated from time primordial, has lost her
ancient significance. It used to be a place of serenity and relaxation, a land of
fertility, literally and metaphorically, but now her greatest part has turned to ashes.
She used to be the home of poets, but now she has surrendered herself to wailers.
Helva, Messinia, Lakonva, her sisters and Euboea, her cousin, are also mourning on
their ruins. I sympathize with their grief, I don’t forget the villages who are my
brothers, sisters and cousins, I don’t forget their dead and their disasters, but I'm in

urgent need to speak of my own children and their tragedy.



My name is Turkolikas, I am a village and I suffer from colour-blindness. I
don’t know if I'll see any of my inhabitants again, if I'll be transferred someplace
else, if I'll be revived, reforested, recultivated, seeded; if I'll have beasts again; if
birds will ever come back and if there will be trees for adders, the little snakes, to
bounce from one point to another; if I'll ever see any greenery at all. If I'll see foxes
and their young, puppies and wild boars, goats and sheep and dogs, carrion crows,
wild pigeons. I don’t know if I'll be renamed and if they’ll call me “‘Unburnt’ this
time, so as to renew their exorcism for the evil spirit as they did in the past. I don’t
know if I'll be marked even in the few detailed maps one can trace me today. I,
however, know that I will never be the same village again, I will never be the same
Tourkolikas and my stubborn, mountainous inhabitants will never be the same
either. Efialtis®® went down in history because he was never forgotten, while the
dream or the dreams that are ephemeral have never prevailed in our lives.
‘Peloponnesos haunts our dreams? say some people from the neighbouring
villages, and I keep wondering whether they mean the bad dreams, the nightmares.

‘Asseverate’, a word used in the old days and now almost forgotten. I,
Turkolikas, asseverate to be reborn as a village and make my whole land bloom, I
asseverate to help my grandchildren and my great-grandchildren the way I didn’t
manage to help my poor children. I asseverate, I take an oath, I give my word, I
swear that with the same or another name, in the same or another location, I will do
my best to give life. I, Turkolikas, intend to see my green landscape again, to become

a village again, to stand proudly and defiantly in the land of Arcadia. I asseverate ...

2 Ephialtis was the name of the person who betrayed Leonidas and his 300 brave Spartans at
Thermopyles in 480 BC; in modern Greek the word is synomymous to nightmare.

24 Alludes to a verse by the Greek poet, T. Sinopoulos which was used as the title of a recent Greek
novel by K.Voulgaris. It should be noted that both writers come from Peloponnese (=Peloponnesos in
Greek).



[Arcadian Nightmare was written two days after the fires burnt the actual village Turkolekas.
Long extracts of the short-story were published on 4-09-07 in G. Kaplani’s column in the Greek
daily Ta Nea and the whole was published in the Sunday issue of 9-9-07 in the Greek daily Avgi.
Shortly after it was also uploaded in the official site of Arcadia, www.inarcadia.gr and
published in English in Helios, the bilingual magazine of the Writers & Translators’ Centre,
Rhodes.]
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Michel FAIS

Aegypius Monachus

A TALE

With one thing and another, the merciless God of asphyxiation came and installed
himself in their home. He ate from their plate, slept in their bed, chatted with them
like an old and trusted friend. So, even the last sad spectre of desire left them. On
precisely that day, that’s not sufficiently day, and yet a day sated with night, a day
that you never want to see the likes of again, but that doesn’t oblige you, of course,
since every day from now on, better never to start, is that same identical day
dawning; on that day then, a day sated with night and refusing to dawn, she began
keeping all-night vigil for him as if for the dead. What did she do exactly? She
pretended to be asleep and as soon as he’d closed his eyes, she’d got up, stand still
till her eyes were accustomed to the darkness and stare at him. His tranquil body in
the half-lit bed. Then she’d weep for his forehead. Quietly. She’d weep for his
shoulders. Quietly. She’d weep for his legs. Quietly. But all the tears in the world
weren’t enough for her when it came to his lips. The thin upper one, the thick lower
one. To his saliva, which at times smelled like a wine cellar and at others like a
tobacco warehouse. She dressed in black. For his kisses. Avid, tired, weary. For all
his kisses. She rubbed ashes into her hair. Even for his kisses not kissed. She fasted.
Since a kiss is a word unsaid, the most profound ejaculation, the last breath. Could
she live with a man with kisses alone? Yes. With him, yes. Besides, only a kiss can
unmask the lies of the flesh, unlock the secrets of the mind, astonish the secrets and
the lies of the character. That's why she feels nauseated when she sees a couple

kissing at the airport, at sunset, in a car, at parties, outside apartment blocks. Kissing



on the cheek, on the forehead, on the hair. Kissing with the concealed eroticism of
children and the ideal eroticism of angels. Kissing with the anxious eroticism of
couples, where, when one begins a sentence, the other completes it lest boredom
should manage to come out with a few words. Boredom that opens wide the door of
fear. Of the fear of habit. Of the fear of silence beside the other. Of the fear of
incessant chatter beside the other out of the fear of silence. Yet also of the fear of
having second thoughts. Tell me, are you thinking of me at this moment? Of the fear
that believes only in miracles. Ah, if only we could wake up like on the first day we
met! Of the fear that believes only in violence. To hell with the man we once gave all
our heart to on a plate and who threw it into the rubbish bin after he’d had his fill of
it. She wouldn’t stoop to fear these variations on fear that encase more and more
fears, likenesses of the most fearful fears, with the fear of the metaphysical trial, with
the fear of the essential, and shut him inside; him, how should she call him? Lover?

Father of her children? Daddy of her childhood? Narrator of her life?

Curtain.

That same man who now fell into bed like broken branches into an a raging

flood.

We’ve gone on long enough. There’s no story for us to tell, no story for us to
hear. Eventually the heart moves from its place, is catapulted into the darkness of
the mind. It dozes between the eyebrow, is restless between the legs. Then the only
story you can tell, that you want to hear, is the story that’s told by every man for
himself and that’s heard by take to your heels as fast as you can. Sentences with the heart

in the mouth, words that jostle with each other, as if the one wanted to hide behind



the other, silences that deafen you. Which is why this story has no backbone, a cat

squashed on the road, it leads you nowhere, the wheel of death without death.

Nineteen eighty seven, second of December, Wednesday, to nineteen ninety
nine, seventh of November, Tuesday. Ten whole years. The chronicle of a difficult
love? The journal of a weak heart? The cassette of a branded liar? A mixture. But,
above all, the preparation for a transvestite.

You've just seen a man shaving his legs, putting on lipstick, plucking his
eyelashes, brushing his hair, padding his breast with cotton wool, sticking down his
dick with tape, learning to balance on high heels, wearing women’s underwear.

A man masquerading as a woman, to his wife. Not to reverse the roles in
bed. Nor to pick up other men. His aim is not to get horny. He masquerades in order
to pluck up courage to talk to her. Dirty talk? Not at all. Simply to tell her what he

didn’t have the courage to say as a man.

Speaking as man to man

to his wife.

A transvestite of his wife.

Speaking. For the first

and last time. Speaking

to himself. Face to face.

In his life. Instead of him. Speaking.
To Her on his knees.

You, my incurable love

and enormous heartache.

Eye to eye with Her.



My lovely story
my life’s finale.

Date under the ground.

Farewell?

Speaking.

Translated by David Connolly



Evgenia FAKINOU

The Tree

I love women. Women and wild flowers. I love the colours of wild flowers. White,
yellow and purple. These are the colours of the land. In ancient times people painted
their statues those colours, and in later times they painted their doors and window
frames the same. People don’t paint their doors and windows frames any more.
Those are the colours of crocuses and anemones, lilies, irises and asphodel. White,
yellow, and purple.

Women are suffering greatly again. It is women who write History. They
carry the world’s great events on their shoulders.

In the old days, the maidens from the distant North would come, and we
would talk together. Then came the priestesses, clad in white, with copper gongs,
and garlands in their hair. In their white robes they would lie down and wait and
listen for the whispering of my leaves.

They would ask me of things both great and small. And I would tell them.
Because I know. The birds from Libya used to tell me; and the snakes from
Acherousia; and the Sun, the great lover; and the invisible flowers; and the far-off
stars and constellations. [...]

Will my Archontoula remember the road? And the house? Will she
remember to turn off the crossroad and take the right path?

He was bringing down animal skins. Stretched lambs’ skins and young
goats” skins. He was sitting on the cart, on the wooden driving seat, and I was

standing at the fork in the road, wearing my black clothes and holding my



pomegranate. I'd done what the woman with the metal sandals told me to do. I'd
gone south, and I was asking everyone I met:

‘Have you seen a little girl with a blue skirt and a little cross on her
shoulder?’

I went through villages and hamlets and shepherds’ pastures, and everyone I
asked said to me no, so in the end all I said was:

‘A girl.. blue skirt.. little cross on her shoulder...”And they all said ‘No’.

And I was going further south all the time. By now I had reached the
outskirts of Larisa. I saw a pomegranate sticking out through someone’s fence. So I
did what the woman with the metal sandals had told me. I stole the pomegranate.

I'd never seen a pomegranate. It was huge. Come what may I would have
taken it. Just as I was breaking it off, a girl came out of a gate in the fence. She
looked me up and down. I must have looked like a gypsy. My clothes were hanging
off me, and I had no shoes. The soles of my feet had become hard with walking
barefoot. I used to dye them with henna, to make them red, because Andronikos
liked that. And my hair was hanging down, unwashed and uncombed...

“Would you like a drink of wine, Auntie, to help you on your way?’

‘Auntie’, she called me. So that’s what you've come to, Dimitra...! Once you
were a goddess, and now you're ‘auntie’... If Andronikos could have heard that!
Twenty-three years old, and people were treating me like an old woman!

She took me into her cabin. She gave me some raki to drink, and same bean
stew. “Are you from round here?” she asked.

I shook my head, and immediately asked:

‘A girl with a blue skirt and a little cross on her shoulder. Have you seen
her?’

She didn’t answer.



‘Are you a refugee?’ she asked. And before I could answer, she said: ‘there
are a lot of women who come looking for their lost sons and daughters here. Some
looking for their husbands, too...” At that, we fell silent. What more could I say to
her, or she to me? Then she got up and went to a chest and pulled out some black
clothes.

‘Take these’, she said. ‘They were grandmother’s before she died. They’'re
quite clean —and she died in old age. Wear them. Don’t walk around like that...I'm
afraid I have no shoes to give you, though’.

I made the sign of cross over her, and left. I had my pomegranate, and I had
the black clothes. They were a complete outfit —a petticoat, a skirt, a blouse, a large
head-scarf, and a knitted shawl. I went down to a deserted spot by the river, among
the reeds. I took off my torn, dirty clothes and went and stood in the river. I washed
and washed and I felt like a proper person again. I rinsed my hair again and again
until I'd washed out all the dirt. I stood up to get dressed. And there, where the river
hadn’t been muddied, I saw the woman that Andronikos used to call his ‘goddess’.
The only difference was that I was thinner now, from being so tired and from
walking so much. Andronikos’s drawings on my body looked strange, considering
the state of the rest of me. And it was then I saw it, rolling down slowly on top of the
water —Andronikos’s beautiful head. That was the first time it appeared to me. I
rushed to take hold of it. It never even occurred to me to wonder how Andronikos’s
head had got there, all the way from Vourla to a river in Larisa. I ran and tried to
catch it, but it kept moving away. And I must have been making a noise as I
splashed about the water, shouting: ‘Stop, Andronikos, stop and let me hold you...’
And the women who were doing their washing further down must have heard my

shouting, and they came to look. And when they saw me they froze. And I froze too.



I was naked, with Andronikos’s drawings on my body, from my breasts
down...What must they have thought?

One of the women started screaming: ‘run, run...Don’t you see, she’s a
witch...She’ll steal our voices...”

And before I could make a move to say, 'no, I'm not a witch,” they had all
run off in terror.

I dressed as quickly as I could and hid my own clothes under a rock. The
only thing I kept was my white petticoat. Or, rather, it was white once, with lace and
embroidery. But it was now full of holes and grey with dirt, and patched, with the
little pockets where I kept my seeds. All kinds of seeds. Sorrel, spinach, lentils, basil,
marjoram, beetroot, cauliflower, buck-beans, limes, peas, yellow marigolds, and all
different colours of carnations. I'd had mania for seeds. Some I picked and some I
found. I stitched them into little pouches, which I sewed into my petticoat. I thought,
‘when I find my Persephone, I shall make a little garden the like of which has never
seen in all the world. But first I must find her’.

When I was dressed, I wrapped my headscarf round tightly to hide my
blond hair. My hair was golden-yellow again now that I had washed it. Better for me
to look like an old ‘auntie’ than a twenty-three year old. I had seen and heard many

things. [...]

From The Seventh Garment. Translated by Ed Emery



Andonis FOSTIERIS

METAMORPHOSIS

Sometime I will stop speaking.

My hands will be branches
My eyes will be flutes

My thoughts will be wings
My mouth ah my mouth
Shall flood

Shall drench

The poems.

EROS

Love, he whispered, love

In the darkness

Is a body without bones

But how

Do you wander there whistling
A small crazy child

A child just now taken

Out of the tomb.



THE TRAIN

A rattling train passes through my brain

Filled with passengers traveling toward death.

In the front carriage Christ stands erect

Reading them metaphysical poems.

And you whom I recognized, and you whom I didn’t see,
Fearful, with your inner eyes at the windowpanes,

And you, my accursed world,

A coal, a coal burning in the train’s bowels.

And the night above, a canopy over Christ’s dead body.

AN INFLAMMATORY POEM

Tomb-plants sprout within me
And I await the time when they shall bear fruit;
Whatever their wrinkled roots suck up

In the caves and mud of my mind.

I also provoke my own ruin
I provoke my own ruin and burn

Burning



Yellow leaves of old poets
And whatever else I loved

In the first period of hate.

Listen deeply to the voice of our veins;
Bullets circulate in the blood

And detonations in an uncertain future

That cowers behind the railings of angry time.

I say: let’s turn on the gas and let
Our intoxicated verses become kindling
For a bonfire of lawless dens

For the poisonous skyscrapers of the spirit.

Poetry in Poetry

4

On the verse I shall write I walk the tightrope
On the verse I have written I find my balance
The poem is a strong branch

Where from time to time I tie my swing

And hover over the blackness.

11

From Dark Eros, 1984. Translated by Kimon Friar



This poem writes this poem

Cuts from its body and feeds itself.

Its words are tossed up high and fall back down

It opens a passage across the snowy page

— Amazed I watch it reveal itself to me.

15
Tonight the night rains all my fears.
To you I run for shelter, art of poetry,
I struggle tooth and nail to build a poem,
Panting, I crawl inside it for protection

And then behind me shut the final verse.

16
The poem.
Motorbikes
And tanks
On the white

Landscape.

THE DEVIL SPEAKS

‘An angel knows nothing about

Translated by Christopher Robinson



An angel’s beauty.

Lonlyl,

Who betrayed my nature
—That was at first angelic—
Can now adore it properly

Can fit upon it entirely
Sucking repentance with kisses
Can dream of, can fall in love

With what I have disowned.’

THE ANGEL SPEAKS

“The devil knows nothing about

His dark beauty.

I, only I,

Who plugged up my ears during the revolt
—My inner voice—

Can now here it properly

Can look with love upon him who was wronged
Spewing out the fire of indignation

Can atone, can redeem myself

From what was won.’

From The Devil Sang in Tune, 1984. Translated by Kimon Friar



THE SOUND OF WORDS

My words are made of wood. I paint them black and suspend them carefully from the ceiling.
The breeze of days blows through the windows and clumsily shakes them up. It is night
inside and outside the room. I only hear their lazy rustling as they whirl around.
Occasionally they bump into each other and that’ s when the noises become intolerable: a bell
in a village where a fire is spreading — groans of the sick man whose breath is being sucked by
the time — claws of a bird plucking a violin — explosion at a factory with four dead and sixty

wounded — a pistol begging — laughter sobbing.

Translated by James N. Stone

TOBEORNOT?

To be or not?

So mused again my heart’s
Hamlet

And then:

How can you say the reverse
It’s heard in the eyes

Firm like a mire.

(How heartless
That habit kids have
Of turning a tortoise

Upside down



A beetle — poor creature
Shakes tiny legs of supplication
And feels shame

With all the secret signs

Of its generation in relief

In the light: little

Adam

Who lost

And to conceal the wound
Plucks fig leaves

He plucks the tree hoping for

The mercy of a nudge that, the reverse

Of the reverse, would set
The cosmos at his feet

Anew).
So tell me
Then

You who know:

To be or not?

DOMESTIC FOREST

Translated by David Connolly



In your cool living room a forest rustles.
These pieces of furniture that you hear breathing

Still keep in their foliage

The flying creatures of instinct. And if they creak

Each time a new visitor walks in

It must be because they feel somewhere a hidden axe

Being sharpened. This time

It is just a polite smile.

At night they panic

And their thick nail made from a root

Is thrust

Into a rock of cement. Their branches

Ruin the ceiling; here look at the cracks

In the wood as it groans. Leave them alone;
Neither truth nor deceit will smooth down
The knots on the bark of the old age; leave them.
And if the ticking of the worm acts like
The beat of their heart

They keep dreaming of the heroic flame
That will separate at last the spirit

From the body

— Gleam from coal.

Translated by Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke



I DO NOT THINK — THEREFORE [ AM

In a sea of summer laying back
Loosened limbs and breathing in
Salt of the sun, entire

On the tiny finger of buoyancy
The weight of the brain melts
With boundless

Orange-colored darkness that rushed
Right to the joints

How easy

As each idea empties out

And upside-down

Sucks the ineffable pleasure
of-the-no,

Until, so clearly:

‘Idonotthink—thereforelam

Glowing

Riveted the thought

To my thought.

Translated by John Chioles



WHERE YOU ARE

I hear it is always freezing.
And you didn’t even take a blanket
When you left.

Cover yourself well

With your earth.

CARNIVORES OF THE ROOM

I listen to the barking

Of the wolf

In the yard.

To the tiger

Purring

In the softness

Of the sofa.

And as darkness quickly falls
Lizards and crocodiles

Climb across the ceiling

Slow worms.

That’s why the alarm



Sounds

The tom-tom

In the chest:

To remind us

That sometime
Their ancient blood
With a new roaring

Will tear us apart.

It has enough logs.
Leave the television on

Until late

And before

They have time
To find us

Let’s run

To hide ourselves

In the caves

Of the blankets.

THE BLACK

From Precius Oblivion 2009. Translated by Thom Nairn & D. Zervanou



The black is the words

That fell one on top of the other
The printed poems

One on top of the other

And all the colours that sought

The ultimate refuge in there.

DECADENCE

If 1 write poems it’s because I know
All the alphabets in the world have melted
All the words and all the lines have ended
The days their lame limb knocking on my door
Their ferocious slobber their laughter of glass
And the poems
The silverware I won't sell
— Who would buy it? —
A dead loss for that

An utter debacle.

THE PRODIGAL

I'll cash in with gilded words



The bullions of darkness I've been saving

In the treasury of the chest.

Then I'll go out in the streets
With millions of poems

Dishing out to my fellow citizens
The unforeseen legacy

Of poverty.

TAKE-OFF

I hear you singing, you are far below
It is your broken voice so long not thought of.
Into my sleep at nights wakeful you show

The clatter of the rotor blades during your take-off.

In a putrid light fly birds I had so much
Loved through my prime death and my prime existence.

And you with them are the dawn as such

All I had hoped for behind the sunset in the distance.

Seething darkness and blood spill forth from the light
The sun spills over at some point now, melting.
To our ardent voices time is deaf alright

And every poem has a beginning and an ending.



POETRY

Metaphors, similes, hang

Like offerings. I add one more:

Words’ elixir.

A POEM

Since no definition
Is definite
And since of the thousand versions
None answers
What
A poem is,
I imagine three more words
Won't be too heavy:
Rhythmically
Cogitating
Feeling.

Translated by Irene Loulakaki-Moore



POETS

After a poem
Poets

Feel sad.

Like animals

After copulating.

BUILDING MATERIAL — DEMOLITION MATERIAL

What a mad greedy

Dog is time licking

Our bones.

Behind the face, the mask.

So many books, yet incapable
Of teaching

Ignorance.



Hypocrisy: the grandma of virtue.

Millions of breasts
Dripping —
For milk to shine

In the firmament.

The moon’s bodiless head.

Translated by Yannis Goumas



Miltos FRANGOPOULOS

Magnificat

Here there was no forest. And there was light. The city in the morning is a hard
place, as it splits the crystals and memory struggles. No thought can catch up with
the traffic in the street. But this is perhaps why the attraction the city exerts on us is
so powerful. How human is the city. How little is it divine. How much ours it is.
That’s why now, before Victor disappears into the world of the theatre, I will call
him from afar: Stay there, Victor, for a moment and tell us, what do you see?

And he turns his head around.

I see people looking and shopping in the market place. I see the shop
windows displaying the merchandise. I see a woman taking a garment out of a
plastic bag and showing it to her friend, telling her how cheap she got it. And her
friend is amazed. I see the street vendors gathering crowds around them. I see the
swindler playing his skin game with virtuosity and taking what is his due. I see the
bleached light of the supermarkets. I see people laying their hands on things. I see
our lives filling...

Go on Victor.

Filling with objects to blow your mind. From the corner of my eye I see the
phantasmagoria. The dusk and the dawn of our soul as it sets and rises, again and
again until it dies out...

Oh!



I see the kebab joint and the bookstore. I see the toaster and the dishwasher. I
see the video player and the adverts of the movies. And I long for the full-bodied
amber texture of a beer...

Aaah. But is there ... go on Victor, you know the lines.

But is there a more beautiful place than the flea market? To go around the
stalls with all sorts of merchandise and choose? To take something home with you,
and keep it there and show it. To make it your own. And when the time comes to be
able to say ‘I leave this to you’ to someone you love. How much more human than
to seek the blissful sorrow of some grand project every day. How much more
human, truly human this is. To have something of your own to leave behind. And
who would refuse this, the innocent joy of such an act?

But...

...but you must now how to choose in the marketplace. This is the difficult part. A
hand can only hold a few things. This is the true art.

And to know how to choose, you must know how to dream. Isn’t that so Victor?

Victor did not answer. He was in a hurry, and he was tired.

Translated by the author

(Fifth Chapter of the novel Port Bou, a short interlude in the action where the culture-besotted
hero is urged to acknowledge everyday life around him)



Antia FRANTZI

The Unsaid Sound

to Lizy

There are days when I wish I am a tree
drinking my raisin as a balm
my leaves scattering around and shedding no tears

but instead seeking the lost centre.

Listen from down below rises the lost incantation
from the land of our fathers and of the wanderers;
the seeds of the body of hidden people burst open

but there again remains unbridged the gap of the unsaid sound.

Translated by Katerina Angelaki-Rooke

The Poem of Love and Dashed Hope

[1]

This poem rolled
Like a stone rolls
From my heart to over there

Then it cam back, paused



In my heart.

Now I must choose

Stone or heart?

[2]

All the half-rubbed out

Shapes 1 see on the glass

Caught in the time of the old frame
The face with the swollen eyes
And you correcting the image
Sometimes with colour

Sometimes with a light movement

Of wind behind the curtain.

The glass that separates us
Unbreakable as death

The hand that passes
Through the glass

Of a shattered love.

I open the window
the black bird beating
Its wings

Waiting to go.



The glass that always separates us
Like the sea that spreads

caresses the broken glass

Bleeds—

It is of love.

[3]

My face moved toward you
The light of the sun pulled back
The arrow of love

Then it grew dark

And became deep purple

Night that hit the crops hard
Froze the water and the heart
Writhed in my mouth

And said:

I am not unless there is
You in the ark

Of day and night

I am not unless there is:
Me in the ark

Of sea and viscera.



I am not unless there is
Light in the darkness
of dashed hope.

[4]

This poem that rolled

Like a stone

It couldn’t have been written
It paused in my heart
It is waiting for my to choose.

Poem or heart.

Translated by Philip Ramp



Rea GALANAKI

From

The Life of Ismail Ferik Pasha

On the day the fighting began, I caught sight in the distance of the house where I
was born. We set fire to the village, and I was seized with a great anguish, through I
bore no responsibility for the fire, at the thought that the house might be turned to
ashes. But it remained unscathed, because a May shower, intervening in my favour,
checked the flames that had attacked the adjacent houses. I was filled with awe at
this demonstration of benevolence from the elements. As I sat astride my horse,
wrapped in a piece of oilcloth reaching down to my horse’s hooves, welcoming the
rain, which sounded as if nature were softly weeping, I told myself that this was the
way it had to be: not because I had returned home, although even an iniquitous
homecoming such as mine may still have been honoured with nature’s weeping, but
because the moment I saw the house, I remembered suddenly that I had a home.
Ioannis had told me in Egypt that according to one report, my mother had
returned to the village after the massacre and met her end in the house; but its image
had never tormented my spirit in the way that the memory of the plateau as a whole
had done. While the rain lasted, the sight of the house pierced me unexpectedly with
the sharpness of iron nails. I heard the nails being implanted in me one by one as the
raindrops hit the oilcloth that covered my body. It occurred to me that during all
these years I had perhaps dismissed the memory of the house in order to protect
myself from the harrowing interdiction against crossing its threshold again, or from

fear that it might have fallen into ruin; the land itself, in contrast, was not subject to



such dangers. The vigilance and speedy action which the imminent battle demanded
of me would not leave much time to look into the matter further. All I had time for,
as I listened blissfully to the rain of long ago, was to reflect that for many years I
had, unawares, substituted in my memory the outer for the inner world; which
meant that I had no real knowledge of all that my soul enclosed. The memory of the
cave, for a number of reasons, had never become identified with the memory of the
house; it had rather become a part of nature, or of my subsequent tribulations. Now
I waited for the rain to stop so that I could take a second look at the house, fearing
that I might have been the victim of an optical illusion.

I could have visited it in the days that followed; I longed to do so. But I kept
finding excuses: the demands of the campaign, the human lives that depended on
my decisions. I took part in the fighting as if drugged, and tried to keep my mind
clear as best I could, with a great effort of will. Much as I longed to visit the house, I
needed to prepare myself first. I still found it incredible that the house had survived,
that it stood there waiting for me to return — but then, was it really waiting for me?
Incredible, indeed that I should have acquiesced to the bloodshed of this war simply
in order to remember the house’s existence, to receive this very quintessence of
memory. I felt that it held the promise of an ominous yet voluptuous catharsis; that I
was somehow betrothed to it. I kept turning round to gaze at it, reintegrating in into
its natural landscape, persistently probing its stone walls for some hint of their
intentions. They seemed to allow me a glimpse of the interior. The house received
light either from the wide open front-door or from a flickering oil-lamp carried from
room to room, as I began to recall in a swift rush of memory. Was it really waiting
for me then, I asked again.

I decided to visit the house on the first evening after the fighting ended. I

was pressed for time, because we had completed our operations on the plateau, and



for my part, I could not bear to stay on and watch the looting. I found the key under
the stone where we always used to hide it. I was pleased to note my spontaneous
use of the pronoun in the first-person plural; it meant that the house was indeed
waiting for me. I wondered whether the gentle metallic sound of the key in the lock
could still imply that life —-whatever kind of life- retained its continuity. The sound
of the key in the lock reverberated like a gunshot, filling me with terror. I considered
the possibilities : the Ottomans” weapons were probably loaded, since they had been
licensed to loot the village for three days running; the Christians, on the other hand,
had taken their weapons with them up on the mountains, but a straggler or two may
well have been lingering in the evacuated village. I had to make haste.

The door creaked open. I stepped inside, closing it behind me. Then I leaned
back against its thick boards, trying to feel the grain of the wood, the knots, the nails
that delineated the door’s skeleton. Sudden tears forced me to shut my eyes. Blindly
I began to suck in the familiar air. Some moments went by before I could open my
eyes again, having had my fill of milk. I discovered that the door I leaned against
had grown taller, while I had shrunk to the size of a child. I wiped my lips with a
child’s hand. I pulled myself away from the door and attempted to walk; I felt frail,
perishable. With the same childish hand I held on to the wall as I wandered round
the house. I came to the fireplace, and I removed a brick from the wall; but my sling
was no longer there. I told myself it did not matter; when I grew up I would go
shooting birds with a gun. I placed the rusty blade from the cave and Antonis’s last
letter in the hole in the wall, where I used to keep my sling, returning them where
they rightfully belonged; if, that is, an object can be said to belong to a particular
place. I put back the brick, sealing up the hiding-place; burial, I added to myself,

that might be one form of such a belonging. Besides, I did not wish to have



inquisitive onlookers jump to conclusions, should these objects be found on my
corpse.

I had no way of knowing whether anybody had lived in this house after my
mother, since I had accepted the version according to which she had lived and died
here alone. I was unable to find any evidence of a stranger’s presence, for the house
was completely bare. I remembered every single object that had been in it with an
extraordinary clarity: the simple appurtenances of a rural household, the few things
needed to bring comfort to toil-worn bodies. But despite my memories, the house
remained bare, indicating that it had not been lived in for many years. As if the
horizontal and vertical lines, the curving arch, were trying to convey, in a scarcely
perceptible manner, that all feeling was absent from this place; a message diffused in
things like the dust, the spiders” webs in the corners of the rooms. The same childish
hand would be needed to part those gossamer veils.

I stepped forward and stood exactly under the arch at the house’s centre. I
dug a small hole in the floor of beaten earth. But I lacked all that was required; nor
could I offer any other blood but my own. I slashed the frail wrist with my yataghan
and let a few drops of blood trickle into the hole. Then I sat back waiting, uttering
the words. I waited a long time, as if the shades were resisting my entreaties. I
feared they would not heed me, because I lacked what was needed, or for other
reasons which could spell my undoing in this house. Finally, late in the day, a subtle
change occurred, like the fortuitous flutter of an eyelid, and the horizontal and
vertical lines, the curve of the central arch, began to quiver, losing their precision,
spilling on to the floor, their vacant interstices quickening into vibrant space.
Familiar human voices reached me, the sound of domestic animals, the sound of the
weather, of singing, toiling, mourning, feasting. Then along came the smells: bodies,

trees, cloth, winter fire in the hearth, harvested fields, ripe apples — that last smell



invaded the house, dyeing it crimson. In the red apple-light I saw her hand, no
longer in arrested motion on the spindle, twitching its fingers at last; and my father’s
hand, which had been frozen in the act of gripping the reins, flexing at last at the
wrist.

The hands were the forerunners; the full-size figures soon followed. She was
the first to approach me, to welcome her long-lost son, the fey one, tormented by a
love without issue. How had he found the courage to reach down to her, undaunted
by any religious restraint, she wondered? He was so handsome, though, coupling
manhood in its prime with a child’s innocence, as tenderly as the outline of the
mountain merged into the heavenly vault before fading with it into the night. Let
him draw a little closer to her, let him behold in her eyes the weariness of work in
the fields, soothed by a dish of hot food and easeful sleep; so that he might also
behold the weariness of his Egyptian life, soothed by the forgotten touch of her hand
stroking his hair. But let him not draw close enough to witness her ordeals, let her
remain forever as he had known her. He knew of course, her beloved one knew that
they would soon be together and rejoice, bodiless and sinless. Therefore he need not
fear the gardens and sweet flowing waters that might visit him in his dreams.

I ran to her. She disappeared instantly. I sank exhausted to the ground. After
a moment I heard a voice chanting a hymn. I looked up and saw my father coming
towards me, dressed in gold-embroidered vestments, chanting ‘The birth, Jesus
Christ our Lord’, for he always remembered I had been christened Emmanuel. He
had registered me, in his own hand, as Emmanuel Kambanis Papadakis, son of
Franghios. He no longer knew how to address me, by my Christian or my Muslim
name; which was the reason he chose to chant that hymn, continuing to call me
inwardly by my Christian name. Some things can never change, he said, and that is

why I accept you, though I had great trouble arriving at that decision. Some things



never change, even in the kingdom of the shades, only it sometimes happens that
the shades, too, are maddened by the south wind and appear in a different,
unfamiliar guise. I want you to know that I would rather be slaughtered again than
dishonoured. However, the kind of life that has been your lot is another matter. You
prospered, and that is a fine thing; only you lost the connection, the continuity; you
broke off, and I was broken off with you. What may redeem you is that you never
wished, or were never able, to obliterate us. I am a man who has felt the thorns and
barbs of progressing along a single course, so I can recognize the difficulties of a
dual course. I mean to say, I can comprehend your striving for atonement. I will
pray for you. No, I do not know in what manner you will meet your death. I can
only tell you that it is fated to be hard. You must be brave; you must not fear. We

will meet again soon. [...]

Translated by Kay Cicellis



George GAVALAS

THE WOMAN WHO PICKED UP KISSES

Everyday she exorcised Evil

on her right always the enigmatic mirror
put on her violet suit slowly

throwing on it the lace shawl

and walked along

the street all scattered

with broken glass

From the slabs of pavements she picked up
carefully

discarded kisses

of erotic effusions

hiding them in the bosom

Evening
before the lovers’ ball started
she was exquisitely tired and returned

to the old house

On the table she spread



the collected kisses
undressed

and the with longing
brought them to the lips
the cheeks

all over the body

So adorned with lust

in front of the dark mirror
she got dressed in courage
for one more

night

lost.

INTROSPECTION

With so much suspicion falling on him
he was unable to carry

his feeble body

He went down on his knees
put his days
1 a row

counted up to a thousand.



Then he lost control

of the senses

to the point of
discovering guilt

even where culminated

the sacrifice.

THE CHAIRS

The chairs always know how to wait
at an end of the room

or round the table

The chairs are quiet
Waiting for visitors
they don’t get restless

discriminate none from among them

They wait in silence
relating ancient stories
they have heard

at times of rejoicings

or sorrow

The visitos with pale faces



and names that are common
such as

Yannis

Charalambos

Thanasis

come in

greet

and sit down

Sometimes they feel in the air
the presence of the dead

and they are anxious
fidgeting on them rythmically
At this time

the bread lessens

in the corner of the table

Then they start talking simply

— Rain was late in coming this year
— The birds pluck out

mosquitoes in the air

Words that are trite

common

human though.

The chairs note down



all they hear

and bury it.



Christakis GEORGIOU

From

Archipelagos

(TWENTY YEARS IN LABOUR)

The small church that carried the centuries like dust hanging from the chandeliers
had become the nationalists’ headquarters. The iron gate that opened to the
courtyard was guarded by five impassive men who examined passes before
allowing anyone to enter.

The English conqueror, who carried the rust of time in the form of a cruelty
strewn with civility, said: ‘there are colonies, which, because of their nature, will
remain for ever colonies.” And the new Press Law demanded the depositing of a
sum of five hundred pounds as a guarantee against violation of the law. Sedition
was the word that began to appear in government communiquts for the first time
after the Second World War. And then it was everywhere. Not to express your
thought. The Saxon experience over many years showed that thought without a
language is a harmless intellectual exercise. ‘Five-finger exercise’, the Colonial
Secretary had said jokingly.

And the informers, a special unit attached to the Information Service, plain-
clothes police sergeants, began to assemble. Two were well known, Salingaros and
Poullaos. They attracted attention so that the less known could do their job better.
They leaned their bicycles on the trees or the low wall opposite and vanished into

the small crowd that had gathered in the square.



Salingaros’ hair, thinned by time, formed tiny paths on his head while his
false smile had something of a wrinkle on it, like his entire body. The other one was
entirely different. Erect like a horse, muscular but always a kind of shadow in his
eyes. Maybe it was that shadow the Information Service had trapped.

“To the insolent provocation of the foreign conqueror that we are for ever like
brutes to carry our colonial yoke, and like brutes not allowed to look at the sun of
our freedom, we shall answer with all the strength of our Greek soul.’

In the atmosphere there is electricity in a latent form. And a latent conflict.
Those from Kyrenia had lost the leadership battle. ‘Makarios II is dead. Long live
Makarios III.” However Makarios III is not from Kyrenia. A plot is being hatched.

A struggle. Those from Kyrenia filled the void with a stream of words. The
Parthenons and the blue-white flags become verbal sweets. They talked about
heroes and the necessity of material compensation. Money to compensate them we
had. Heroes we didn’t. The son of the so-called white politician from Limassol —in
recent years his white hair and his unearthly appearance did justice both to his name
and his real character— talks about lurking dangers, quixotic adventures in mid
twentieth century. However now there are no windmills but iron birds and tanks.
Shouting drowns his words. A plot was being hatched. And outside Salingaros and
Poullaos, with the information unit, tried to put their fingers on something.

They dragged themselves through the fields. The Larnaka lights twinkled.
Somewhere there are the palm trees, and beyond, the sea. The palm trees with
imperceptible movements underline the up and down movements of feet and
bodies. The glances move up and down too. Instantly they are stopped in the
middle. Beyond, to the east a metal structure is sleepless in the night and through its
intestines it vomits electricity, which is stored in huge metal wires and transported

to all the spots of the horizon. A horizontal movement, incessant. A vertical



movement could stop it. To cut it as if by knife. And the electricity would be
swallowed by darkness and absolute darkness would reign for three hours, and
Nicosia would in vain try to stand on its feet. It would stumble in every step on the
absolute darkness and would be immobilized. And the English would be running,
swearing, in all directions.

They dragged along cautiously breathing the starry night with the passion of
an unlawful love. They carried a reel of thick rope. They would throw it over the
thick wire carrier. The short circuit would stop the flow of electricity. It should take
two or three hours before they discovered the damage. In the darkness they would
be at their mercy.

‘Are you afraid?’

‘Something is hovering inside of me. You think it’s fear?’

‘Maybe. With me it’s the very opposite. When I'm afraid I feel nothing.’

‘It's better like that. I find this hovering a bit annoying.’

“There in the middle, are those the lights of the palm trees?’

‘I think so.”

They arrived at the spot that had been pointed out to them. They dropped
the reel of the rope at the foot of a tree and advanced a few steps to examine the wire
at the point where they would throw the rope for the short circuit. The first one
glanced at his watch: two forty-five.

‘We've still got ten minutes.”

The other one glanced at his watch, but said nothing. They went back to the
tree and began to unroll the rope. Under the swift surface of their movements
nothing could be seen. Two fifty. The instructions were clear: at two fifty Cyprus
would sink into darkness, especially Nicosia. Two fifty-two. The rope had been

unrolled.



‘Don’t leave the tree until there is deep darkness. Then you vanish. We’ll
meet at the Virgin Mary of the Vines. On the little mound. To the west of the village.
From then on everything will be easy. Ready?

‘Ready.’

The rope is dragging through the green grass of April. The previous evening
he had fastened a lead counterweight on one side. And suddenly there was
darkness.

And there was light: from his childhood this phrase had stuck in his mind.
The scene changed: and there was darkness. He vanished in the night. He has two
hours in front of him. He has until five o’clock to be at the Virgin Mary of the Vines.
At times he felt the morning dew stroking his legs. His trousers got caught on the
thorns. He didn’t care.

This time, the palm trees suffered from a heavy immobility, seemingly nailed
on the night itself. His mind, however, stumbled on his feet. He breathed heavily —
the fucking smoking. From time to time he cast a glance in the direction of Larnaka.
Darkness swallowed it. Headlights of a delayed car or maybe one on an early
morning errand lanced the darkness —-beams of steam- then at a bend were
swallowed by the hills. He moved on. He knew where he was heading. At four-

thirty he arrived at the little church. [...]



George GOTIS

DISTANT PHOTOGRAPH

The world flowing in front
inside its molten metal.
Echo of a distant photograph
in eyes that remain shut

although seeing us.

All change here. The outside remain steady

and the inside earn their own permanence.

The finger draws the blooming

window-panes of night.

The real becomes a memory and it

a small wind that you can

press at your finger tips.

A small boat passes the dream of sleep the linen waters
to take you to life’s other side

which is the same colour, future, present, and

past, of the flag of time.

Only for you to believe that
a moment contains a whole life. Aw you wake up.

Day break, a turtle-doves springing from the grass.



HIDDEN PICTURE

I usually keep my hands closed.

Occasionally I open them fan-like —

wings for me to fly. And whatever can be seen
better I hide from those you want to see.
Occasionally tiny white flowers hurt

sweetly and sprout on my body. This way
goes the day, cloud and smoke.

And I am expecting you to embrace me

almond-tree like the north wind or snow.

LIKE A DOWSER

It’s day-break and raining again; like other times, do you
remember?

Those things that emit a small daily glare

in the might mine become visible.

With the rain prospering the smell

of a new day and everything starting again.

Monday, Tuesday and mighty Sunday where
the other days gush up. Everywhere around

beauty given to you if you recognize it.



Taking the form of a blond flame

to light your hands which I am holding
like a dowser, searching for the jolt

of a secret vein from where

a new source of life will spring up.

Monday, Tuesday and mighty Sunday

for us to hold on to the small life-jackets

of habit lest we cross

the ocean of losses till we come across

that other artist, the foundation stone

of another life, which completes everybody’s

picture offering an immortal look.

Translated by M. Byron Raizis

THE KING OF THE MARKET

The king of the market is selling the desert
that grain by grain for so many years

he’ s been hoarding inside him.

His kingdom a world of hypocrisy

He kowtows and ansewers to it daily.

His golden crown he exchanges



for the iron one of black gold.

He dazzles the ones who need to be dazzled
with the lurid jewels of his heart.

He throws around titles to his subjects

to make them seem important and equally
them to deceive them, changing his face
like a clown, with a conjurer’s trik,

so they're kept poorer but happier.

Voices inside call him to exchange
his place on the throne for a true friend,
for true love, peace of mind.

But he keeps on galloping wildly.

His steed, a chess knight,

the castle, his queen.

Translated by Angelos Sakkis



Stathis GOURGOURIS

DIVER IN LOVE WITH OBLIVION

I throw myself
bait

to sleep.

I sink at once.

I dangle handsome
irresistible

before the eyes

of desperate

fish.

I unhook myself.

At night

I carry my dreams

in fish crates.

POSEIDONIANS (fin de siecle)

I

We live in a peculiar time.



Around us gather heaps

of unknown translucent nights.
Within us flicker stories of life.
Before us, a visible black star
more black than the most red

more visible than the most deep.

(Someday, the national poets will name us

mythdivers vanquished by myth.)

There was a time we mastered
the infinitives of matter.

The substantives were lost.
Such voyages, such worlds
with mind forever flowing
not toward maps but verbs
toward the algebra of the flesh

the salt of sadness.

Captives of coincidence —
in other words:
gramophones out of control

Bedouins whose horse is the phrase of God.

I



As Greeks, we left behind
lonely and homeless columns
turning to face the sea

like still-voiced women.

To strangers we showed

what psyche means, what is infinity.
Without a compass, without purgatory
(foreign inventions)

we took to the dark seas

out of sheer fondness

for studying stars.

Eventful ruins never caught up with us,
no matter what they say, how they admonish us,
these poets of misfortune.

Such catalytic fraud was known already
to the irascible Heraclitus —

that lyric goddess of the desert

who cast a spell upon Berlin.

To her we light these fires

on Patagonian rocks,

throwing all passwords to the sea

along with all grand shadows raised

by walls collapsing.



Indians always of our own dreams.

With a window flung open in our memory
so as to call on a few trees

few birds

a salty breeze over the branches

leafing through time’s wrinkled pages.

An earsplitting silence.

IN THE MANNER OF S. G.

The Ancient Egyptians believed

in seven souls, slingshots.

They embraced the orbit of every soul
not like prisoners who were about to die
but like winners in the Olympic Games.
How foolish they were sometimes!

But whatever they left behind

they really left it,

no matter how much it hurt inside.
With each flight, they gained new soul —
only this mattered.

So they could never understand return
nor rupture,

and when exactly their last soul

was flung into the darkness,



they couldn’t quite tell you.

The other dead in the Other World

envied the Egyptians.

THE DREAM OF PENELOPE DELTA

The book cover of my pain

a smile that bound me tightly
as one morning

a bullet struck

love’s infertile breath.

You died as when I first met you.
Dressed in your linen suit
a naked country’s

monarch in rags.

THE DREAM OF ODYSSEUS CRUSOE

They are busy staging my drowning. The cameras have already filmed whatever casualties
the sea will dredge. We sit and smoke, waiting, like unemployed Albanians. Penelope,
Telemachus, Friday — an all-saints calendar of natives. We place bets on the dilemma: who

will play the chorus? The suitors or the cannibals? At least, I know I will be recognized by



the dog. An island all over me, this scar. A criminal wanted by the winds. The bow will rest

next to the calendar. To be shipwrecked means to miss the target.

ATHENA’S DREAM

Cool afternoon in August.
North wind on Biranger St.
An Albanian pondering desperately
the secrets of a lighter.
A hard sidewalk bending
the high heels.
Punishing the violators
of summer-leave who bathe
in the dusty city light.
The Albanian’s name is Edison.
His name marks the lightning birth
of the nation’s First Electrical Plant.
But now he flirts with fire,
a new Prometheus
bound again by a foreign gesture
in a world that suddenly goes black
so that the dark Acropolis now looms
whiter than ever
and in black cinema-parishes

new citizens from the East



sacrifice their patrimony

to the luminous screen, where high
over enormous mysteries

of the Wild West

rides the white priestess

Annie Sprinkle.

DREAM TIMES THREE

I told her I did not
oppose her return.

I longed for 0

not for o-micron.

Still, she ran upstairs
and found old letters
scattered on the bed.
With eyes open

you cannot read them,

I thought of saying.

You only need to use your hands.



Letters are the buttons

of your dreams.

She circled dreams three times.

The repetition, I realized,

was not in my handwriting.

With eyes open

you cannot read the times

we spent in old letters,

I thought I said.

(As if I'd just woken up

in someone else’s bed)

Only with dreams that fit your hands.

She tore the sheets in thin long strips

and fashioned angels with cufflinks.

THE BRIDE WITH THE BULLETS



In the end they shave the dead
claims an old folk proverb

now long forgotten

perhaps because the end induces fear,
even if proverbs never adhere

to a single phrase

for a whole life.

And so the once unshaven man
was once a groom

planet to an orbit from another sphere
(even if he thought he was the sun)
lover of proverbs —

Enormous Error —

because he never thought to hide
secrets from his tongue

forgetting, proverbial groom,

how the smallest deviations
change the turning of a sphere
hence the folds of time,

so that he suddenly finds himself
with his back against the steel door
facing the firing fragments

of a trigger-happy bride

in another world fully intact

but in this one unjustly treated,

since even proverbs claim



there never was a goddess of the just,
and language draws its every twist,
threshold, story from its own end.
Like the event that suddenly gives

a full stop to our life

the bride with her bullets

makes the whole world her target
since, without god, her own world had always
been duly indebted to a groom

and now this had to end

before the echo of a bullet

slow to come to a conclusion

catches her unprotected,

a bride without a veil,

slipping through the other door

of silence like a vortex.

And if just now she would slip

into a sphere, foreign, dark, not here
she’d know her target had been hit
even if she lived for a single phrase

a proverb now long forgotten —
perhaps because the end induces fear —
a bride without a thought for memory
intractable, carving bullet spheres from fate,
and a groom immobile in the end

waiting for his morning shave.



OR

Only a saint would wake

In a shawl of tears

Or possibly a child

Betrayed by the coldness

Of an unbearable dream

To face the mystery

Of yet another life’s morning
For waking means

Either bliss or terror
Depending on the reality

Of dreams

Or whether dreams fail

To bear real pain

Or pleasure of discovering
Again the arms of a beloved
Otherwise morning means loss
In real time regained

Or love in dreamtime lost

So sounds of life

Either become themselves

Translated by Karen Van Dyck



Unbearable

Or break the stillness of the future
So even the child who wakes
Again without a mother

Can bathe

In a shall of tears.

THE INSURMOUNTABLE WITH YOU

My body tears like paper

Nothing with you is mere fortune
Your black eyes deepen

The yearning of the sea

By the breaking waves we leaf
Through our own mortal story —
Language and letter rising at once
And against what’s written —

If we’re alive tomorrow we’ll meet in the dark
As letter to candle as flame to dream
Tears fashion the language of the sea

My body tears like a prayer

II



How we got across the border
We'll never understand
Except if silence strikes again
Though great thieves

Never return

To the scene of the crime

Nor do bombs ever strike again
The same target

Because in the meantime
Earth is always moving

And getting lost

Beneath our feet

So it’s impossible, my love
To ever understand

How we got across the clouds

I

[ want there to be more life

Not to live through something else
Something now unknown

Or otherworldly

But live again the known and the same
The insurmountable with you

So that each day reminds me



How we are finally so small

In a world so vast it chooses to evade us
And yet how vast we are despite

In a world discretely getting smaller

So that each day I yearn to live again
Beneath the fragile living light

Our every uncalculated turn

Our every word, glance, breath, passion
Our every error, grief, submission

To death

I yearn to relive it all exact from birth
Again to bear a child

In fear we might finally grow up

And lose the world from sight

Because one life does not suffice

To throw my arms around the sea

I want there to be more life

But there is none.

ORACULAR DAY

If only man was a cicada
And lived by feeding on the sun,
Thought one fine day

Apollinaire, the poet



Raising his eyes to the sky

Just as the shrapnel rained down
While he kept pissing

In the corner of a muddy trench
Next to those others digging madly
On the off chance to unearth

The final serenity

Of sun.



Takis GRAMMENOS

Sepulchral Poems

BIOGRAPHIES

1

I thought I could explain the universe
through painting, words, music.
Now I lie here, my clothes in tatters,
and of my bones

perchance some few remain.

2

For years, I was

under the influence

of the classical ideal

in all its manifestations.

Now, I am pursued perpetually
by beasts and birds

and the sun no longer shines on me.

3
While I lived, I was wont to analyze
universal phenomena

continually constructing theories.



Like the spider and her web.
The web has fallen over me

and sleep holds me fast.

4

The revolution led me

to sitting and drinking my own urine
in solitary confinement.

The bones of some were already

on the seashore, bleached white

by the memory of the sea floor.

5
While I lived, from everything I touched
even embroidered

flower petals

blood gushed forth.

6

Someday the sun will die.

And 1 will guard its jet-black mass
in this sarcophagus

as in a rusted

water cistern

full of bulbs or seeds.

One day its bright light will forsake me.



7

My hands were eaten away

by the porous blocks of this castle

and after placing them in piles

I went up to have a look

from up high, where the flag was flying.
The wind blew me away, and I left life.

8

What business had 1 with the mandolin
on Venizelou Street?

I should have gone

to the assemblies of the gods

along the seacoast.

And asked my questions directly

to the dead.

9

I quickly left off writing prose.
Thus I escaped the implacable ones
who nurtured of an afternoon

their genealogies and family tombs.
I lie here now

with the rain and wind.

Or so to me it seems.



10

In flight towards the floor

of my sarcophagus

I asked the ancients a quick question
about the stance

I should have taken.

Passerby, gaze at this inscription
on grey marble

to see what they said

to me.

11

The wind from the ashes

of my future fame

has brought me here.

Passerby, at least leave untouched
this sarcophagus

made of grey marble.

12

I was wont to keep my distance

from both men and gods.

Among the dramas enacted on both land

and sea, amidst its waves.



13

I was often angry at the ancients.
With but a few exceptions,

they might have been

more lyrical.

They could have been.

For they were rich in blood and
soul-defying dramas

praise God.

14

Normally, in the formation
of ideologies

I held back.

But I too was

an ideologue.

15

I explored the depths of my soul

That is to say, its universal conditions.
But to these were added history

and psychic pain

day by day.

16

In life, it is true



I read about

all the experiences of the afterlife

written on stone and other materials.
Inscriptions blown by wind in cemeteries
funeral ceremonies in libraries.

Passerby, show at least some sadness.
For I can no longer write anything

of what I see where I lie now.

17

I never claimed to be

a god on earth.

Passerby, the proof lies in the fact
that if you shift the soil hereabouts

you'll find my bones forthwith.

18

My dream was to fly

sea-borne to Homeric cities
perhaps even to their hinterlands.
There where timber grows

and rivers find their source.

But I wavered continually
between the rain-swept gates
and thus departed,

believing I'd been born away



by the Aegean waters.

19

The sun rose

over a scene with distant trees
nearly burnt by its brilliance.
And the smoke behind Mt. Ionas
seemed like my soul

above a few faint waves.

20

My bones lie here
well-protected

dry and white now.

I mingled life and death

to the extent this was possible.

21

I had begun to live

even as the sun’s orbit

was waning.

Not only when it waxed at full force
in summertime.

But now, I have quite lost it

from my sight.



22

Passerby, dew, rain and snow
pass through me as well.
Don’t ever think

that I don’t recognize

the change of seasons.

It is but the sun and moon

I cannot see from here.

23

At last I had grown weary
each time it happened

this quickening of inspiration
in a flash determining

to express in words

divine pronouncements
concerning all I saw

I, a mere mortal.

24

For many decades

—of course, just to get by —
people may recall me

[ was a jewelry-maker

but who collects my creations now

unsigned and dimod..



I inscribed names
on wedding bands and ID bracelets,

and on rings, initials.

25

I was handsome and frail.

A stone portrays such beauty
to the nth degree, I'd say.
Dampness and life

lie in the trees around me.

26

The last opinion I expressed

was for the good of my country.
At length, these small stone cupids
covering me

express it in sculpted relief.

27

Perhaps my parents’ great mistake

was not telling me what really happened
They sealed their lips hermetically.

The result was that

I'd sit and re-create

the world in those days past

and still do so, from where I lie.



28

I am one of those
who served history
that is one of those

who never uttered a peep.

29

It is true that I took part

in some processions, North or South.

Sometimes when the sun beat on sidewalks
sometimes in lightly-falling rain

with musicians where the intelligentsia gathered

at the sea and in arcades.

30

In life, I was not my self
those were images that fell
just as now

like curtains covering

the face

of my sarcophagus.

31
In but one case

did I attempt to turn



poetry into life.

and all went up in smoke.

32
Psychologically I was a tangled skein
the earth came to cover me

and now I am unraveling in peace.

33

Oh, for the corners of apartment-blocks
their small trees and flowers

in the Balkans.

Like the corners of my sarcophagus

and the weeds in the earth around it.

34

There came a point

when all I thought about

was what would happen at my funeral.
Which I did not see

but which I continue to imagine

from my current resting-place.

Translated by Deborah Brown Kazazis



Nikos GRIGORIADIS

NO BEAUTY

This poem, born of you, I write,
I wash it,
I comb it, to make it sweet-smelling.

I then caress its closely-woven flesh.

And yet, no beauty can replace
Another beauty. No poem

Can give off your perfume

YOUNG GIRL

The young girl with her archaic smile
Has never forgotten her reverie
Though

Forty odd years have passed since.

Noiseless in the dark she comes at night
Offers her succulent breasts

To me to suck the ancestral of oblivion,
Which suddenly sets like plaster on my lips
And freezes me



THE HAND

His firm and once muscular, hand

In the shades of colour of an old icon or

Restless blood,
Now atrophied, pale and cold
Shuffles, with weak movements

The dried ears of corn of verses.

THE POET

Nothing ready does he have to offer;
He just builds a cabin, decorates it,
Arranges the lighting correctly,
Chooses the appropriate melody
And withdraws.

Happiness

Rests entirely

With the lovers.

Translated by Kostas E. Evangelides



Thodoros GRIGORIADIS

From

The Waters of the Peninsula

The sun shone upon them again as they left the forest behind them. The horses
looked very tired. The travellers” throats were completely dry.

Strangely enough after an hour’s walking they did come across a leaning
brick building, with a an old inn next to it. The road that used to traverse this place
was completely disused. The cross-roads down the road no longer forked; there was
but one road left. The construction of new roadways towards all kinds of
destinations had rendered the old paths useless.

They dismantled and crept into the derelict inn, which must have at one time
housed a bakery and shops. An old man came out to greet them. There was no one
else left but him. The travellers saw a tiled courtyard, flanked on three sides by the
wings of the building. The rooms were empty and filthy, with a wooden loggia
above. They hadn’t been used in a long time.

They quenched their thirst at a well situated at one end of the courtyard. The
old man explained that the well was bottomless but no one would believe him. He
told them that a few years ago a grandchild of his had fallen in, and they never
managed to get her out again. Only Nikiforos listened attentively.

Stephen began to wander around, scanning the area for any traces. Could
Blunt have also put up at this place? On the marble tympanum above the doorway
the foundation plaque could be read: This building was built in 1830. That meant

that Green couldn’t have put up at this inn, unless there had been an older one its



place. Pointing at the date, he asked the old man why the building had been left to
crumble so.

The elderly man talked without waiting for the translation assistance of
Nikiforos, who had to stand between the two and speak simultaneously to both of
them.

‘The whole area has been deserted,” said the old man. ‘All the locals have
moved towards the coast. The Bulgarians are pressing in upon us and we are
gathering back into Turkey.” He stressed that it was the Greeks who did most of the
fleeing.

The old man feared no one. How much longer did he have to live anyway? ‘I
speak both languages, and I may kneel before one altar as easily as before another.
As if I know why the Church split up in the first place. I can live with whomsoever. I
just don’t like getting harassed.’

Stephen didn’t know whether to look upon such an attitude as adaptability
or as chameleonic fickleness.

The tiny chapel adjacent to the inn was dedicated to Saint Paraskevi. The
bath beside it was relatively new, built under the trees.

Stephen crept into the tiny chapel and noticed that the sacred spring was
shaped like a tunnel. Perhaps the bath’s water and the sacred spring’s water both
flowed from the same source. Be that as it may, Blunt’s book made no such mention.

In the small domed bath, Yunus was already splashing happily. The pool
was small, a natural cistern carved into the rock, and the water came up to his chin.
Darkness had descended. The old man let them have a battered lamp and asked
them what to prepare for dinner.

Stephen called Nikiforos to him as they sat at the wooden kitchen table. He

was fond of the clever Greek, who liked to keep himself to himself. Stephen told him



that so far everything was coming along smoothly, although this was just the
beginning. Still, the road they were on was the right one.

Nikiforos asked the old man for some tobacco and he rolled a cigarette. It
was the first time he smoked during their trek.

‘Why don’t you have a bath too?” Stephen asked him.

‘Let the mudlark get rid of all his grime first!” Nikiforos said in Greek and
then translated.

Stephen discerned a certain spite and selfishness in the interpreter’s words.

The old man first served them a sour drink — watered yoghurt it was.
Stephen asked him if the inn still ran properly. The old man shook his head. The
train had lain all these roads to waste, even though it was hours away. Nevertheless,
he still kept it as a home. He had nowhere else to go. From time to time woodsmen
came from the Rodopi forests for a few hours, or some passer-by dropped in for a
cup of coffee. That was all. Gone were the wayfarers. People didn’t walk as they
used to in the olden times.

‘Oh, Turkish soldiers come now and then for a drink of raki. They're
guarding this bridge, about an hour’s walk to the west. They’ve been left to guard it
even though it’s of no use to anyone. It is a frontier, they say. Whose frontier? They
don’t know any more than you do... Do you know which country you're in at the
moment?’

Stephen got distraught. In his imagination, a map large as a wall rose before
his eyes. Unfortunately, it was a geophysical one and of little help in his effort to
define the exact frontier lines.

The old man asked him in Bulgarian:

‘What are you doing in our parts?’



Nikiforos kindly asked him to use Greek. He spoke Bulgarian rather well,
but the old man used a local dialect.

Stephen pondered on how to reply. He could see that Nikiforos was also not
very forthcoming about their journey. For a moment he considered giving some
rational reply but he was unable. He could say something along the lines of “We are
searching for the places where the first Christians who were baptised in Fillipi
passed through and spread the word of Paul the Apostle... We yearn for that long-
forgotten Church...” But how could he possibly translate... ‘comprehensiveness’? Or
should he perhaps tell the man that he was on a voyage into poetic Byzantium - a
spiritual journey towards the springs of a civilisation that spread its lights to
Europe... What could he say when even his fellow-travellers failed to understand
him!

The old man’s eyes drooped with sleepiness. He seemed not to care about
springs and holy baths. He could only narrate the same story over and over again.
How his grandchild had drowned and how no matter how long a rope they lowered
into the well they couldn’t find her, yet they found a holy icon which had been cast
there in an effort to save it from the Turks a good two hundred years ago... On the
icon, the child’s face had imprinted itself. So her mother took the icon to a
monastery in Rodopi and then she was able to die in peace.

They interrupted him to ask a few questions of a more practical nature. It
turned out that the old man was useless even as a guide, just like everyone you met
on these Balkan routes.

Stephen made his way to the baths. Nikiforos followed him. They both

undressed down to their long buggy underwear.



On the slat beside the pool, Yunus lay relaxing, naked as always. He barely
glanced at them. His face was lit with unexpected bliss, an expectancy, a certainty
for something that would soon reach fulfilment.

Stephen lowered himself into the pool first and felt the hot water pressing in
all around him. He had a hard time breathing.

‘It seems sulphurous,” he told Nikiforos who had dipped his head into the
hot water.

For a moment Stephen lost him completely. He became angry.

“This is not funny,” he told him. “You could drown!’

Nikiforos” head emerged from the water.

‘Will we find baths wherever there is a sacred spring?” he asked Stephen.

‘Not necessarily. We could though. Who knows what state they’ll be in when
we find them... We’ve got quite a few surprises in store still.”

Nikiforos gurgled in the water, washing his mouth and teeth.

Yunus sat up. Stephen asked him if he was going to turn in. Yunus looked at
him in bafflement. He looked terribly dizzy. Stephen’s face suddenly lit up upon
noticing Yunus’ manly arousal.

“Yunus, have you ever been with a woman?’

Nikiforos translated.

‘No. At the Seminary marriage was forbidden till the age of thirty.’

‘Well you don’t have to wait any longer. You can make love.’

‘Love is everywhere. Love is great. It is the union with god,” said he
voluptuously.

Nikiforos felt discomfort at having to render these words into English. He

worried that he might confuse certain concepts and acts.



Feeling uncomfortable by the fact that Yunus unabashedly sported the full
length of his nature, Stephen turned his head to Nikiforos. Thank heavens the
entranced man from the East went away leaving them on their own. Undoubtedly,
Edward Carpenter would have approved of such company, thought Stephen, and
solaced himself with the thought of the “prophet’ who favoured communal living.
There he went again, thinking the same thoughts that he was trying ever so
diligently to erase from his mind.

‘And what about you, Nikiforos, I imagine you...’

‘I have a certain girl on my mind back in Anghialos. She waits for my return.’

‘Don’t you sleep with other women in the meantime?’

‘In Constantinople I used to go the ‘girls’. Quite often, as a matter of fact. But
I never felt anything special.’

Stephen’s tone of voice became more personal. It was now his turn to speak.
‘I've split up with my girlfriend. She got angry with me because I went on the road
again. She couldn’t accept my readings or my views. I asked her to let me have a
year in order to accomplish this mission. She refused. She understood nothing at all.
She may be clever but she lacks depth. Straight from the outset she disliked the fact
that I've got so many interests, that I enjoy reading poetry. All that money she
possesses ends up being an obstacle to her development as a human being. Art, in
her eyes, is a tedious pastime. She abhors anything artistic, poetry for instance. I
wonder if women really need the arts. In some way they have assimilated them in
their femininity. Of late, my ex-girlfriend has retreated to her mother’s house in the

country. I haven’t missed her so far...’

He dipped his head underwater for an instant. Then he tried to exclaim: “We

acknowledge one baptism for the forgiveness of sins’. He broke into laughter all by



himself. ‘I wish I had been excommunicated from all Churches. Only that way
would I recapture the true meaning of belief.

He dipped into the water once more.

‘But then the Church is one, don’t you agree?’

Nikiforos didn’t reply.

Stephen shouted ‘I'm happy” and almost slipped all the way into the pool.
He noticed the gloomy look on Nikiforos” face.

‘What's wrong?” he asked him.

Nothing was wrong. But then he thought better.

‘I'm homesick. I miss the girl I was telling you about. I miss the vineyards
and the salt-pits. The sea I always used to look out to, no matter if it were only the
Black Sea. Have you any idea why these countries here in the middle of the
peninsula are so struck by pain and misery? It’s because they’re landlocked. There’s
no sea breeze. That's why they’re restless to find a way out to the sea. Summer is so
very beautiful by the water. I used to swim all the time.”

“You talk as if there’s no chance of you ever seeing any of that again,” said
Stephen.

“You're right. I have an ill foreboding. And this isn’t just my intuition
talking.’

‘Are you perturbed by Yunus’ presence?’

‘No. Well, I'm not sure. He scares me. More than anything, what scares me is
that we don’t even know who he is. You've seen how he carries on. As if he comes
from nowhere.

‘Not even he knows where he’s from.’

‘That’s exactly what has me worried,” said Nikiforos stepping out of the

water. It turned out he was just as aroused. It must be the hot water...



‘Sometimes I sit and wonder if he’s really human, actually walking beside us.
But... what's the matter, Stephen? Why are you looking at me that way?’
Ayiasma, in Greek, refers to water flowing or springing near an old chapel,

and which is supposed to be sacred. It may also refer to hot mineral springs. [...]

Translated by Leo Kalovyrnas



Ilias GRIS

GOD’S CONFESSION

Everything is divine and for everything the world
Is a fire which flashes smoking

the sky’s cloth or sail. So don’t ask

If God died

From Niche’s lips deported .

So don’t ask what the carefree journey

Of the changing color lizard hides

In the sun’s threshing floor where the source flows.
Don’t ask those who dig the sleep

Ritualize so that it rains angels.

Don’t ask for the old heart that jumps

In the childhood photograph. for the ocean’s

belly which gets the ships drunk don’t ask

how come the whole earth breaths in your chest
how come the cat’s moaning

awakes the lilies

in the watered trench. Everything is divine

into the strange miracle and the ethereal

law of death. So don’t ask

what the voices of those who didn’t come hide

since everything is devine, but god doesn’t exist.



SOME WOMEN

Some women are like deserted cottages and from their fences migrated desires are running

and lying down.

There are some women like dilapidated castles. Their eyes like grassy roads where frantic
looks used to walk by. You see them everywhere and not only in Syndagma Square or in
Voukourestiou and Solonos street. They pass by silently like at night in an grove with a lit

cigarette the dead romance walks.

Some women are like deserted cottages and they are calling you. Then you become a sea

which compassionates from its depths with a wreck.

TO A YOUNG POET WHO IMPERSONATES POUND

With this persistence of yours to provoke, my poor child, Cocky as a sole cock among the hens
who ignores the poor one the knife. With this passion of yours to show as great, with attitude

and only with that to become Pound, it is a little bit difficult. Let alone

You have to learn Provencal and Chinese

THE CHILD AND THE FIRE



Back Then the soil used to smell like paradise
And the night used to bite the wind

Which was crawling in the burned spring

As a child he was learning that the night had no teeth
and the wind changes his skin like a snake

to dress the spring’s seed

As time went by he was learning that the night

Is lying through the open window caressing

a nude child with moons on his chest

As in deserted roads blows

a story as old as hatred

as old as the dead who beg

for paddle cuddles to sail in our sleep

as for years now dogs and merchants scramble

the ashes. He was only learning that

everything that changes from within sets fires

and only when it is been made fire forever rises high.

TWELVE YEARS

Since a clamp crashed her mind



and she became a skein of unmoving bones

she used to hold my hand like a baby who
holds tight her mother’s finger
she used to bring it to her lips forgetting

the sighs, the curses and the groans. One day

before she closes her eyes firever
I caressed her ever honored snows
And said : sleep. I will see you again tomorrow,

I spoke to her ear. And tomorrow came

With a sucking death rattle in a distant angelness
before I could say a ‘thank you mother’
that for twelve years like a secret

and undelivered letter was hanging from my lips.

Translated by loanna Bakalakou



Natasha HADJIDAKI

Dark Red

Tonight I am Theda Bara

lying on lion’s skin

in a Metro-Goldwyn-Meyer set.

It is Autumn and my sewing machine
has rusted, but I'll come to find you

as soon as my heart beats reach

their natural height.

I am Dorothy Lamour

as I float on a sea made of pearls and seagrass
behind the groves of Ecstasy.

I am Jane in the arms of Tarzan

and at the end of the comic strip

the child of the jungle will thrust

his knife in my back.

I am Anna-Maria Pierangeli and

I'm sitting with my legs open

on James Dean'’s silver shining Porche
just before he turned for the final
California Dreaming.

I am Daisy Buchanan

in this dirty hotel lobby



just before Jay Gatsby starts talking.
I am Natalie Wood drowned in the
red dress of Splendor in the Grass.

I am Janet Leigh naked in my bathtub

and I'm waiting for Anthony Perkins

on this rainy American night of Psycho.

I am Charles Manson’s wooden chick

and I invite you tonight for a blood bath.

Translated by Kimon Friar



Thanassis HATZOPOULOS

BEE-HIVE TOMBS

(THE ANCESTORS)

They lie in beds that sleep can’t reach
Still like prayers or

Like incense in a crisis of calm
Stripped of gaze, stripped of fear

Acrid in body and unarmed in soul

Dead that waited for someone to be found

To cover them and blind dream of a little earth
In rooms stripped of light and empty of ways
On their fingernails the echo writhes

On a marble slab they lay to sleep

Their mother’s unburied dead

An Antigone robust from her load
Stands by their hides and their shells
Stalking the light from the unburied

Men in the entrance guard the half-light
Her senseless waiting that never became

Nor was ever meant to become lamentation



HUNTER OF SOULS

(THE PROPHECY OF THE FORGOTTEN)

Not yet daybreak the hunter

With bird calls in his hands and lips
Invites birds’ voices

To enter the leaves of his lurking

To be buried in the dew

To be blinded in the torch’s glare

Voices, trills of souls whose souls

With likenesses of dirges, of lullabies

Try to deceive that dryads

May come to emerge in the morning mist

There where the first light condemns the darkness
To death on three counts

That there they may leave the shadows for the water

And after bowing to him
Before the rifle barrel

Be killed a second time

Translated by David Connolly



Lia HATZOPOULOU-KARAVIA

We Recognise the Angels No More

We recognise the angels no more.

They walk about amongst us without wings or haloes
usually in boots

instead of a white robe they wear casual clothes, even rags
whatever could possibly hide the nails

the marks of nails on their bodies.

They ride on noisy bikes, have earphones

drums, electric guitars, whatever could cover

the bitter memory, the jeering, the pounding of the hammers.
We recognise them no longer; moreover, we feel indignant
not one angel as promised by the myths

the grandmothers the high clergy and the simple priests

the poets and the painters —

bearing some emblem of the past

a faint smile golden hair light blue eyes

not one single angel corresponding to, say, one billion persons
while we had expected one for each of us

our guardian at the edge of precipices and a handkerchief for our tears.
We need the angels.

No one has told us the other side of the story

they stretch imploring hands to us

and others are unable to, they have no hands



they growl and snarl threateningly
wrathful angels of death

blind among throngs of blind people
the angels of our times

in the midst of desperate men, they themselves the most desperate.



Stratis HAVIARAS

LOOSE FOR A LITTLE WHILE

for Seamus

Terms ten the tenth time, ten times ten, ten times a hundred, and at the close of the
great millennium, loose for a little while, as foreseen and told in writing, except you
never knew it would be your lot to uncap the pit and unchain the beast. So long,
then, so long and no longer, the beast having in the meantime fattened and the pit
narrowed, the smell of rotting flesh and waste so vile all you need is a match and the
air will ignite and the pit erupt just in time for the Memorial Church bell tower to
strike midnight —if it ever does strike the hours past Five P.M.— the beast’s eyes
burning at the sight of you, at the sight of light, and you are having second thoughts
about your task, come to think of it, if you think not of it on your own, this hour
comes not from the cooling core of the planet but from another source altogether,
say a plagiarized mood-emotion-insight-experience, for when piecing together the
unprecedented carnage and firestorm of the Year 2,000 retrospectively, the clock on
the Mem Church spire did strike twelve, but whether it was midnight or noon it was
never recorded. They now say the end of the world is only the end of the world as

you know it. I say, Over my dead body.

KARYATIS

for Tatiana



A young Caryatid from the Treasury of the Siphnians signals me to approach, to
listen, to attend her. She has a clean, smooth face, and her cheeks look healthy, her
eyes bright in the rain and the morning sun, her hair twined with staffs of wheat.
When I am close enough to hear the voice between her lips (marble rusted by eons
of silence), she whispers, ‘Please, carry this capital, this burden of mine for a
moment. Beauty gives good weight, it won’t crush you...” I know the myth. Beauty
does give weight, but the capital doesn’t. The capital has crushed or diminished a
myriad. ‘But not you,” she explains, ‘not if you don’t cave in, not if you, the darer of
astral sandstorms, are not lesser than Herakles who relieved the perpetual carrier of
the firmament, Atlas, that he may take a moment or so to scratch behind his ear.’
And she says, ‘It should take me no longer than that to bend down and shoo that
living charm that adorns the strap of my sandal, that four-footed creep
archaeologist, that marble-foot-fetishist lizard, the age-old salamander that may also
have been sculpted in marble — how can anyone tell.” And she adds, with an archaic
smile, ‘It's once in a lifetime that you have this chance to risk getting crushed into
gravel; not to perish diseased, not to succumb to external erosion, to internal terror,
and not to live to regret it, but to carry that crushing weight for a moment forever,
your concept of the firmament small enough not to diminish you, large enough not
to choke in your hold.” So I plant my feet on firm ground, and the girl hands me the
whole world. And she bends to shoo the lizard from the strap of her sandal, and her
freshly washed peplos unfolds, showing the youthful elegance and strength of her
thigh. Except the lizard turns out to have been made of the same marble as the
sandal, and when the girl touches its tail her fingertips remain attached to it, fingers
of marble. I have carried the firmament for a moment forever, and if my hands were
free I would gently stroke her cheeks as though I were one of her sons or she my

daughter.



WHATEVER HAPPENED TO THE GREAT CICADA PROMISE

Seventeen years to be born, five weeks to die; Magis Cicada Septendecim, the
periodic cicada, said to live only five or six weeks after emerging from where it
spent seventeen years preparing for its brief life. Under cover of darkness, young
nymphs dust their fine wings and climb the nearest tree, determined to excel in the
arts and sciences, and get married and have children before it's too late. Sure
enough, the males are already waiting, having spent their first full summer day
noisily composing paeans, prothalamia and great multigenerational sagas. Or
turning out beautiful hardwood sculptures that would live a thousand years. But it’s
only days before the females are laying hundreds of eggs and dying, while the males
are still out there, wailing away. They too, of course, die soon afterward, wondering
what ever happened to the great cicada magic and the great cicada promise. I myself
am sitting by the window, typing down my ra-ta-ta-ta-ta thoughts on the subject,
still blaming others for my ineptness, compromises, and relentless failures. If the
artefact is flawed I'd say the tools must be crooked — mallet speaks no English,
chisel no Greek... The day ends, cold rain falls steadily until dawn, drenching trees
and vegetable gardens. I spend the early hours of the day tending the plants, wiping
the green tomatoes on the vine with paper towels before the midday heat can boil
the raindrops still clinging to them. Horses of ignorance draw the chariot of the sun
through the clouds toward the day’s first clearing. The workday is long and the
night full of paid informers and killers. The sun of justice and the moon of love shine

on overhead in all innocence, until proven guilty.



GREEN LEAF BUG WRITES ONLY AT NIGHT

for Elektra

The August moon rose over the island, and a breath of cold air crept across the
water. A fisherman, bringing his boat in, is singing a long-forgotten love song — the
love-part perfectly unrequited. Up in a pine tree, a green leaf bug is trying to finish
typing his novel before the first frost. But it’s still summer... But Bug writes only at
night... But summer night is short... But day goes on as if there’s no tomorrow... He
is typing all this. He reaches for his fountain pen and even does some handwriting:
If my hand is an extension of my mind and my emotions, and the pen with which I
write an extension of my hand, extension of what, if I may ask, is the difficulty with
which I write? Green leaf bug writes on even though night dampness slows him
down. I wish an angel were here to give Bug a hug. But like Rainer Rilke I'm afraid

she might crush me in her stronger embrace.

From Millenium Afterlives



Argyris HIONIS

Stories of a Time Past That Never Came

A JAPANESE MINIATURE PAINTER writes a poem on a grain of rice, while another
Japanese miniature painter paints the scene on the tiniest barnacle surface, where it
is naturally impossible to distinguish the poem from the rice. But if you pay
attention to how perfectly the writer’s ecstasy and agony is retraced on the barnacle,

you will be certain that someone is writing a poem on a grain of rice.

HAPPINESS IS A BIRD, said a Japanese wise man once, and the greater the happiness
the farther it flies. Grief is a tree and the greater the grief the deeper its roots. Man is
the soil. Inside him grief grows the deepest roots, while he sees happiness fly the

farthest away.

WHEN THE UNDERTAKER DIES, he is buried by other undertakers. But I like to
imagine him driven to his last residence by all the dead he buried in his lifetime, as
an instance of appreciation for his services, or even that he alone, with his slow
official step, carries his own self to the tomb, to lie down and pull the soil over him

as a blanket.

THE FLY TRAPPED in honey discovers suddenly and irreversibly that even the

sweetest death is very bitter.

From Motionless Runner



Athletics

HE APPLIES HIMSELF IN ABSOLUTE IMMOBILITY, to the erasure of every pulse of
body and soul, even the barely perceptible. A difficult sport, perhaps the most
difficult of all, to swallow ceaselessly, without remorse, all internal and external

movement. It is like asking a lake to remain unwrinkled, despite the thrown stones.

A HUNTER OF CHIMERAS, he has arrested numerous such monsters, only to free
them at once, not because he is an animal lover, but because he is certain that, were
he show these chimeras to any fellow humans, not one would believe them to be

genuine.

TO FISH THE MOON you need interminable patience and persistence but mainly
endurance in the face of sure failure. Moon-fishermen, armed with hooks or fishing
nets (or even buckets, when fishing in wells), usually sit on the banks of a serene
lake and wait to see the moon in the water. Fishing begins then and ends with the
light of day, when the moon retires into the dark depths. The fishing nets naturally
come up empty, the hooks are left untouched, but the dedicated moon-fishermen do
not relent and quit the game only when the moon empties out and goes into hiding
in order to regain fullness.

They say that if you bait the hook with a star, you're sure to end up with a
moon in your frying pan. But how can you catch a star, since everyone knows stars

are not reflected on the surfaces of lakes.



THE WRESTLER who decides to wrestle with time covers his body with oil so as to
slip from time’s powerful grip. But everybody knows time has no hands and

therefore no one ever slips away.

WHOEVER RACES with Charon and beats his speed reaches the end first.

LONG-DISTANCE swimmer inside a well.

Immobile on the Riverbank

HE WAS ALWAYS SEDUCED by stories of people to whom nothing ever happened,
people who lived without the event of their birth ever becoming noticed, people
who never died because no one ever felt their absence. Difficult stories, the most

difficult of all, told only with the mouth closed.

WITH THE USE OF ALCOHOL, he tries to tame the wild days, since alcohol obviously
has the capacity to repress the extreme, almost maniacal, and certainly useless

insistence of the everyday to become eternal.

WITH APATHY, he sees his dreams drowning. Hands in his pockets, he observes
them sinking out of sight. He has no rope to throw them, something to grab hold, no
life-jacket, no saving raft. He stands there immobile, almost content, watching them
drown. Deep down, there is a relief, a consolation, finally to be without dreams,
since dreams are known to have the ceaseless tendency to get shipwrecked and you

must ceaselessly engage in rescue operations.



From Esotic Landscapes. Translated by Stathis Gourgouris



Dimitris HOULIARAKIS

THE CONDUCT OF THE MOUTH

Mouth look not into the darkness

That growls and opens up before you
Mouth go not mad on the peaks

Score not your tongue with razor blade
Mouth spit not your teeth

Close not open not

Mouth your dead blood

Keep to your palate.

THE BLACK BOX

Who will find the black box of our lives
among the hapless smoldering wreckage
who will gently lift it out and then

who will delve into it solemnly

to analyse the causes of our tragedy.

Yet even if this is done what the benefit

since what was meant to be became



since pale we search the shattered
flagstones of our youth
and now we know no one

now we ask for nothing.

Yes better that the black box

of our lives be never found

better that it rot away somewhere in the fields
while the silent grass grows up around

till it’s quite covered

and all that remains is a

hump in the ground.

CHILDREN’S CANDLES

Light up the children’s candles once again
with your little ribbons tied around

light them up and shine on the dusty
waste and bow close over the body
cheerful candles that once we held

light them up and warm us just a little

be you the escorts to the cold earth

to the shadow and the stone.

If only we could suddenly awake



and there in the darkness

candles burn and drip

their wax on rosy hands

and we children all devotion

in the church with eyes of wonder

look ahead and wait and stand.

IN A PORTRAIT OF EL FAIYUM

Beloved face with long departed gaze you look on me
your black hair in the sand quite
faded your lips are cold

your rosy cheeks now funerary white.

Lovely face who may you be

what your descent what woes brought you down
what bodies tasted the joy of your touch.
Cherished face I have naught for you

but tender words; you're like me

you alone in this cold museum mausoleum

I too alone in the wilderness of the world.

Translated by John C. Davies



Elena HOUZOURI

Cotton Motherrland

That same moonless night also marks the night between the 8" and the 9% of
October 1967. In fact when the train with the many coaches on the Tashkent-
Moscow line arrives at the 1%t station in European Russia, in Orenbourg, the old
clock of the old stone-built station built during the czarist era indicates that it’s three
o’clock in the morning. Everyone inside is sleeping in the berths. Everyone, that is,
except Dr. Stergios X. Stavroula in fact is snoring lightly. Evidence enough that she’s
tired, mentally exhausted, and sleep finds her vulnerable, bringing to the surface
that innocence which she never lost, and filling Dr. Stergios X. with guilt. Even now
he is feeling guilty as he observes her thessalonian face, with fine aging lines
surrounding her half-open lips; with her eyes closed, there were guilt feelings even
though her well-intentioned look and her questioning silences didn’t always meet
his eyes directly; and that, because even to this day, with everything behind him,
with everything left behind him, and once again taking responsibility for his actions,
ever more difficult and demanding, because he isn’t deciding only for himself any
more... even today, I narrate, a voice intercedes between Stavroula’s innocence and
my guilt. For no matter how he attempts just the opposite, this voice is in his ears,
‘do you know what Orenbourg means, my dear, it means a ‘hungry wolf’, once people went
hungry there, and I'm afraid that they're still hungry there today, it’s a very poor city, when
you pass by on the train, you'll see their wooden houses — isbah they call them, and you
know how they make them? They place huge tree trunks one on top of the other, and the

houses look beautiful in the woodlands, you should see them, my dear, they smell of poverty,



but also of warmth,” that's what the voice was telling him when he was getting ready
for his first trip to Moscow, which in the end never took place. Now in the darkness
of this moonless night, how can Dr. Stergios X. make out the wooden houses of
Orenbourg, which they call isbah and which reek of poverty and warmth?

Yet despite the fact that the doctor cannot make out anything else except
poorly lit czarist yellowish stone buildings with arched windows — as of course all
czarist stone buildings were, as were also the central buildings of Tashkent
University Hospital — the female voice continues to sound in his ears, and strangely
enough he is not confused at all with the sound of the train, a fact that instead of
reassuring Dr. Stergios X., upsets him even more. ‘Do you know, my dear, what the
paramount characteristic of a Russian is? The need to believe. And right behind that?? The
need to be sacrificed. Russians love feeling like candidate martyrs. But what’s characteristic
of a Greek?’ Dr. Stergios X is confused, and while clearly hearing the question, as he
stores it into memory, is unable to hear his own answer; he thinks hard, ‘what had I
answered really’, as the train’s whistle sounds, indicating that in a few minutes,
seconds, Orenbourg, with its wooden houses, its stone czarist station, will also
belong to his personal story, just as the prior 18 years belong to his life.

Those years, Doctor, in order to bring you back to the sequence of the novel,
begin at exactly the moment — what irony of History! — that the Liberty revs up its
engines and begins slowly but steadily to move back out of Dyrrhachion harbor and
in a few minutes become lost in the moonless humid October night. Where can an
American-built vessel sailing under a Soviet flag be headed in the dark of night, and
better yet, what has been filled to capacity in the ship’s huge hold, as some Britons
with justifiable suspicions seem to have asked themselves, since the white blip of
this Soviet Liberty would appear on the radar of their submarines’ that were

patrolling the waters ever alert on the Mediterranean approximately all the way up



to the Dardanelles. Some persons indeed, the most suspicious and most
conscientious of them, must also have sent the required telegraph signals. Tap tap
tap tap ...Soviet ship located in the Adriatic... STOP. Tap tap tap ...heading towards
the Ionian Sea...tap tap ... following it . . . STOP. They were watching you, with good
reason they were watching you, because what would the Soviets possibly be looking
for in those waters, if you don’t mind my asking? “Didn’t we divide up into zones of
influence, gentlemen? Didn’t you agree that we would keep Greece?” Therefore, these
stubborn bone-headed Greeks had given Joseph Vissarionovich a real headache.
This Caucasic didn’t like Greeks, above all he didn’t trust them one iota, you don’t
know what trap they can set for you from one minute to the other, a Greek was one
who raised a paring knife against his shoemaker father, there in the Caucasus, and
the Great One hadn’t forgotten it, but that which he couldn’t stand the most was
their disobedience, their proclivity for doing whatever they wanted to do,
particularly their first and foremost indescribable leader whom he sent to Siberian
Kolyma, having remembered to send him packing the sooner the better, just as he
had sent packing those others, those compatriots from the Crimea, who went in "37
to cause him trouble, ‘but he’s a madman, as if he didn’t have enough problems and
went to create one with his civil war, I've got so many to take care of now,
thousands, I learned how it is to help someone escape and where to take them, no

way should Churchill, that English fat fox get wind of it, you understand, Comrade

Laurenti6, what they’re doing to me , you understand?” Like a wild beast, it is said,
the first-in-his-class Great Comrade Stalin would come and go to his office in the
Kremlin at ten, maybe even eleven o’clock at night — a time when he usually held his
meetings — in late September of 1949. With every step, pain(s) stabbed him literally,
winter sank deep into his bones, and his rheumatism began to flare up, Moscow

didn’t agree with him anymore, and then there were those terrible sleepless nights



to boot, and as soon as he would manage to shut his eyes a bit after sunrise, and

certainly in no way was he going to take sleeping pills that were recommended to

him by his doctor, Vinogradov7! ‘Why is the Jew so insistent? What's he up to?
Sleeping pills? And what if I don’t wake up? I'll fix that wily traitor, first chance I
get, I'll take care of him.” And so the aging Joseph, in all his pains and fears and rage
against those undisciplined and disobedient Greeks, and his mother wasn’t near him
to console him, to offer a tender ‘My little Soso” when he was a little boy in the
Caucasus, and would run and hide inside her apron strings, to be saved from the
vulgar shoemaker, Beso, that was his nickname, who through bad luck happened to
be his father.

And it is said how on that rainy and already cold Moscow night, Comrade
Stalin, Heart, Soul, and Mind of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, the only
thing he had on his mind was to return to the beautiful sanitarium complex
furnished with the most modern equipment, that had been erected at the year’s
beginning especially for his ailments, i.e., 1949, on the coast of the heavenly beautiful
mountain Lake Ritsa, well where else? In the Caucasus, of course, in Abkhazia, at an
altitude of a thousand meters, specifically, where Soso could once again return to his
childhood and suffer neither from his damned rheumatism, nor from his diabolical
conspirators who he felt were increasing in numbers around him day by day. For
that reason, he was in a hurry to close the subject on ‘Greeks’ as soon as possible. It
is said that there, where he was pacing up and down, he stopped for just a couple of
minutes — not even five, truth be told — in front of the great window. Joseph
Vissarionovich marveled at the Kremlin’s magnificence; and he believed that the red
glistening of the perpetual flame at the highest point of the medieval Russian palace,
lit up not only Red Square, but the whole world...the world that I rule!. He thought

deeply within his soul, and this very deep satisfaction, this endless pleasure that it



brought about at the same time a wave of deadly fear that choked him, and
immediately afterwards infuriated him to death. They say he turned suddenly to the
man who was following him quietly, but quite malevolently, waiting for his decision
which he announced as follows: ‘To Uzbekistan, to Tashkent. Take them to
Tashkent. All of our factories during the war have been moved there. We have need
for workers. There, far away, in the desert. And they’ll work there, and they won’t
cause any more trouble. Do you know what the other name for Tashkent is,
Comrade Laurenti? ‘The city of bread.” Therefore, these Greeks should be eternally

grateful: for salvation, for work, for bread.’

From Cotton Motherland, 2009. Translated by Sydney Kornberg



Katerina ILIOPOULOU

‘On weakened legs I walked around the town the whole day. I took photographs’

The Hungarian photographer Andri Kertez with his walking (during thirty years) wore out
the network of streets of at least three cities. Eighty-five now, confined (by grief) to his
apartment on Fifth Avenue in New York he photographs whatever is around him with a
Polaroid.

With the delicate movements of a glass statue he changes his position in the room. He shifts
the focal axis of his gaze.

He doesn’t need to go anywhere.

He says: ‘I forgot to eat. I took photos. I started at daybreak and waited until dusk. I took
photos again and again. I forgot my medicine.” Two years later in the book entitled From My
Window you can see the city melting through the window pane, you can see the shadow of a
hand menacing a shiny doorknob without ever reaching it, a diaphanous glass bust slowly
digesting the naked trees of the park and the twin towers above the window sill.

You can see what you don’t see.

He did come outside again. He photographed the spasm of a little girl running in the park
and the half figure of a man in black disappearing. In Paris he photographed himself double
closing his eyes and a crumpled half-opened white door reflected in the mirror.

Every day he collects the brittle honey-less wasp nests

Restless wax catacombs of buzzing.

Every evening he empties them in his bottomless archive.

There’s no way he can stop this

It’s not a place that would be possible to leave.

Every formulation, every construction of death



Is resurrected in the buzzing that seeks still more.
More snow and networks of traces

More mirroring of the shadow on the whitewash
More walking with a strange suspension of joy

When he lets the sting prick him again and again.

From The book of the soil, 2011. Translated by John O’Kane

HOW TO ADVANCE IN A FIELD

Even though there’s no door we entered somewhere.

At once we came face to face with the process of transformation.
Tens of tiny birds (previously invisible) took flight from the ground
Touching the tops of the standing crops.

Thus making them breathe

Making them take part in the flight.

Every corn stalk it seemed gave birth to a bird.

At a certain moment they stopped.

Not one of them remained.

We didn’t know yet how to advance

With our question pale green in the hand.

Had it been a well we could have cast a stone

And waited for the response

Or it might have been enough to seize some elements

(plants, a little earth)



In order to draw our conclusions.

That is to say by an attack or theft.

We decided to forget ourselves in our little choreography.
Forgetting just like entering is a departure.
What ought we to have left behind?

Giant thorns with a saturated orange color
Turned their heads in the imperceptible air
As if they were about to move forward.

In the whole place as we were approaching
What we would call center

There was only the sense of beginning.

The field, a clenched fist that wouldn’t show.

THE FOX

In the sheath of light she appeared
Crossed the road

A small brown fox.

And again the next evening
Behind a bush fleetingly

And another time only her tail
Swept the darkness

And from then on

Her paws walking inside your eyes
Her warm furry body

Quivering between us.



Always passing never stationary.
‘But who are you?” we asked

‘I am’ she said, “what is always in excess.”

TAINARON?

Here the days do not dissolve in the air
They drop into the water

Forming their very own layer

A surface of separation.

A hawk flies above the body of the summer
It dives again and again

Feeding and getting drunk from falling.
There is nothing here

Only crazy wind and stones

And sea

A random promise

Sharpens our lust with the blade of the moon.

When I arrived for the first time in this landscape of endings
The wind entered my mouth with such fury
As if [ were its sole receptacle

Until all my words disappeared.

% Cape Tainaron (Tatvagov) is the southernmost tip of continental Greece. Ancient Greeks believed it
to be the end of the world



Every tree receives the wind differently

Some suffer others resist

(I met a palm tree that gave birth to the wind and distributed it
in every direction)

Others shake all over and change colors.

I of course am not a tree

I sat down and wore the wind as a coat.

I bent my head and looked at the ground.

From its crevices, the roots of thyme

With their hieroglyphics struggled to enter the light.

Then the words came back.

THE SONG OF EURYDICE

Keep your promise Orpheus
Look at me

Cultivate with your gaze

The meadow of my wandering
Dig for me the journey with
The stiletto of your eyes

Cast your net and

Draw it up empty

Gather in the drops:

In each one

My face will be mirrored



I am the border which continuously recedes
The guardian of distance

And your song Orpheus

Is distance.

Don'’t leave anything untouched
Whatever thing you touch

Will never become your own

Every touching all the more foreign
The more foreign all the more gripping
And ready to touch you back

As it alone knows how,

To start up the dissolution machine.

And with a holding of your breath
All the blurred red takes you in.

Hold on to the breathless void and weave it.

HERE THERE EVERYWHERE FOREVER

I do not cultivate my garden in depth
I am only trying to cover the surface

Therefore, I plant footsteps.

If you strip waiting of all expectation
What is there left?

A constant presence.



To be sure, in order to be invariably present
You ought to learn to be absent.

Moyself, 1 picked out a white dress.

Others invented different devices

For disappearing:

A bee-keeper’s outfit, for instance.

Yet others, set themselves up inside a window-frame
and stayed stock still.

It appears static, but it’s not.

Duration is to blame, which crystallizes it.
The mechanism is:

Vibration

Abandonment

Faith

Annihilation

Joy

Not in that order

And without the feeling

From Asylum, 2008. Translated by Konstantine Matsoukas



Klitos IOANNIDES

To THE UNKNOWN GOD

A small remembrance
were you
Unknown one

in the infinity of His unknowing.

And the third day of Epiphany,
piece of a boundless sea

and memory of his reign

from the Andes

came to our time

a holy reference

water of an untraceable source.
And his nature

is in our inmost being.

A cry of flesh from his flesh
the holy of holies

of his agony.

Then the daughters of the sun
spoke of the impossible
of the surprise of transformation.

Tongues which are lost



in the manna of his love
recent diamonds

in the theosis of antiquity.

At these last words

appeared indescribable colours
angels of an incomprehensible night
divine appearance

blessed from afar

by God.

And the Unknown ever present
eternal person
king without heir.

He watched and the world was born.

In this splitting of eternity

where God did not resemble God

the dwellers of his throne

told us to wait.

There is, they said, a long way yet.
Beware of the steps

do not remain behind.

Restoration will not take place with you.
It will be made by one to one.

As for us we await



his next breath
in the hope that we may be assimilated.
Our life, incredibly,

an endless succession of deaths.

At this new beauty

whose ancient image is lost

the guide prepared for recognition.
And joy was mixed with grief.

It is not you, was horribly heard,
and the slopes looked at each other with awe.
The sky shuddered.

The climber then went on bitterly
on his way.

He crossed himself mid-way.

The mountain he was conquering

was called Negation.

FLEETING

The next door resident
permanently dissatisfied
persistently inquired if he was included

in the expansionist plans of God



For fourteen years now

a dried up desert

he anxiously awaited the invasion
of the hyperborean brothers

And his expectation was

a tempest

rain

destructive hail.

In those years

no wind was seen

and snow was scarce.

Although he spoke and spoke again
of redeeming femininity

of the ebony of the sky.

Afternoon and evening

in times of joyful weeping

often from his lips was heard
lettest thou thy servant depart

a reflection of angels

the untimely springtime of the stars.

And all this pain because
from his base

rockets were not fired
and in his century

interplanetary voyages were banned.



He too was an historic man
incarnate

there was in his mind a deep wound
the knife of infinity.

And he continually complained
about Dion of Syracuse

wishing his relatives well.

From Platonopolis

with love

an undelivered letter to the fortunate

was his mournful worry.

Daniel in the pit of the dying
wearied by deferment

by the auditing of deeds.

This man

a golden ant of God

at the borders of the world
had no possession other
than the war of flowers

the promise of the night.

And in his breast
the Greece of women

a bitter indigestible apple



he mourned,;
an unbearable triodion

the colour of his isle.

He went and in his going
the winter brightened
he came and in his comings

the eyes of prisons opened

the sun appeared once more.

Translated by Rhea Frangofinou



Panos IOANNIDES

Chinese Fondu

The formal dining-room shared a common wall with the drawing room or double
reception room. This wall, on the right as you entered, was covered from end to end
by a collage, about six metres long and one metre high. It was a composition of
photographs: animals and birds, fish and reptiles, shellfish, lichen, fruit and plants.
They were all cut out, mounted on a gold background, life size, without connection
or association. The photographs, taken by a master of the art, were so perfect you
might think that the inhabitants of the giant collage would escape at any moment
from their silent, stationary world and the konaki* would suddenly become a
garden of paradise or would be flattened by their by their unbridled flight.

On the opposite wall was a second collage, narrower about sixty centimetres
high, with the same gold background. This was a different collage: of forks and
spoons, ladles, serving spoons, skewers and tongues, knives and saws and butchers’
knives, of every age and kind from primitive ones of bone and stone to modern ones
of silver, steel, gold. All authentic, gathered from the ends of the earth, stuck on the
original wall painting.

‘Life in a jaw,” Kay linked the two compositions with their transparent

allegory.

% Jarge house or mansion



The oblong table or “tavla’? as he heard Paul call it, was laid with crystal and
silver and fine china. Around it Kay counted eighteen chairs, robust and made to
bear the weight of men “of large displacement.’

Three smaller tables had also been laid behind and at the sides of the big one.
Round each of them were drawn up chairs like those round the “tavla’. ‘Please sit
down! Wherever and with whoever you like,” said Jenny. ‘There is no protocol
tonight.”

The announcement caused the guests —all of whom were at home with the
strict formality of the house— numbness and inertia. For a few moments they were at
a loss, undecided as to how to act. Some, the most intimate, hastened to sit in the
places which etiquette normally assigned to them. Others, the less daring, waited to
see where friends and acquaintances would sit.

Kay, who naturally belonged to the second group, was about to sit at one of
the smaller tables next to Barry Mikailovits when he felt with impatience the arm,
long as an anaconda, wrap round his waste. He recognized it before he saw it from
the touch and the weight.

‘Though we have no protocol tonight I have reserved a special place for you’,
the host told him. And went on, “tonight you are Number One! You noticed, I
imagine, the invitation...’

With this, one of Kay’s queries was answered. The numbering of the
invitation was not chance. How could it be? So far, so good! But the explanation
raised a new question. Why was he, of all of them, the guest of honour? He, the most
lowly of them all? What had Carolos thought up? What was he planning? The arm
led him to the big table, opposite Jenny, between the Minister of Coordination, and

his fiancte.

%7 Jarge table in traditional style



He sat down. He drew his chair up as much as possible. The Minister smiled
coldly at him, leniently. The ‘fiancie” was the mature spinster he had danced with a
little earlier. He heard them call her Joanna and immediately there flashed through
his mind the explanation of the joke that Litbranski had made. She was the ‘certain
Miss Joanna Mylona’ and the ‘brainless’ gorilla she had fallen in love with —that’s
how he had described him— was none other than oily, hairy, tall from the waste up
but short-legged Minister of Coordination, Mr. Maleas!

Behind the semi-circle formed by the heavy silver knives and forks and the
glasses, in full array, was the menu, standing up and half open. He hesitated to take
it, to study it as most of his table companions and Miss Joanna on his left did as soon
as they had sat down. He tried to make out from his place what the long list in
elaborate French included but it was impossible. The acute angle between the
opened pages and the optical angle of the menu did not permit it.

He lifted his glass and moistened his lips with water. He noticed the crest of
the house engraved on the crystal. He looked round. It was repeated on all the
cutlery, on the embroidered table cloth, on the silver napkin rings.

As soon as he put down the crystal glass a waitress appeared at his side
(until then he had not seen her next to him) and refilled it to the original level. Then
she vanished again! The same waitress appeared several times later when he had
swallowed the first drop of white wine, when he rolled the red wine round his
palate and so on. She came and went noiselessly and was positioned so skilfully that
she remained completely out of sight for as long as the plates and glasses held the
first serving that each guest received. As soon as the level of the glass fell or the
plate half-emptied, the houri became flesh again and restored the order of things
precisely. Unless the abstemious turned her away, as he himself did on two

occasions.’For goodness sake, I shall burst!”



Kay noticed that the same or more or less the same thing was happening to
all the guests, regardless of the number on their invitation, with the same
professionalism, grace and order. He noticed, too that the guests were not silent and
discreet like the houris who materialised and vanished next to them, bringing nectar
and ambrosia. They shouted, told jokes, chewed noisily, gestured, laughed loudly
and in a room which, just as all the other rooms in the house, did not allow sounds
to enter or even slip through its boundaries, but kept them all jealously, preserved
them, magnified them, counterbalanced with those here the others outside... Kay, at
times, had the impression that he had buried his head in a bowl, a bell which echoed
above, around within him...

He noticed further, as the dinner progressed from starter to the first, second
and third course and so on with the precision and rhythm of a Swiss Patek Philippe
watch, that though the fifty-five or so guests had heroically attacked the appetisers
and snacks that had been served in the reception room they appeared very ready
now to do justice in full to the new harvest of ‘gastronomical magic” as the Minister
described it to his friendly fiancte.

The menu which Kay did not open but exhausted included a starter of
prawns, mussels and crabs mixed with pickles, capers, finely chopped gherkins and
set in aspic. The first course was ‘Iberian eels’, in size and quantity like spaghetti,
with optional dressing. Then came lamb — neatly shaped cutlets cooked in bred-
crumbs and a mixture of garlic, rosemary, crushed coriander, parsley and other
herbs. To accompany it were served beans, potatoes no bigger than marbles and
small pastries filled with spinach or grated carrot and cheese. Then followed the
surprise, the ‘clou” of the evening, the third main dish, optional: ‘Chinese Fondu’'.

And to cap the meal, desert, coffee, cheese and cigars.



As for the drinks, three wines were offered which clearly bore the same
name, Carolos: ‘Carolos Blanc’, “Carolos Rose’, ‘Carolos Rouge’. As Miss Joanna
explained to him when he asked her after she had unexpectedly and in a friendly
way lifted her glass and toasted him, they were all three a special order for the cellar
of Carolos. A well-known winery in Limassol had prepared them for him from rare
varieties of grapes. Special order, too, from a winery in Paphos, were the brandy and
liqueur. Mrs. Carolos had given her name to these: ‘Jenny of the five stars’ to the
brandy and ‘Commanderie de Jenny’ to the liqueur with a taste between passion
fruit and papaya.

Although Kay had gone into the dining room determined to eat only a little —
he was a small eater and at night ate only fruit or salad— tonight he could not resist
the temptation. Each time the waitress came round he thought like the ladies
outside, ‘shall I or shan’t I?” ‘I'll try just a mouthful.” But in the end he was carried
away by the smells, the flavours and the appearance and emptied his plate. What he
sedulously avoided was finishing the second helping, which the ‘invisible” waiters
placed before him, willy nilly, as soon as he finished the first. This was not because
he lacked the appetite —far from it— but for tactical reasons. He had noticed that
when you finished your second helping before the others at the table you were
confronted with a third one. This happened to the Minister two or three times,
without of course him seeming to be displeased. Because the lamb and herbs was
really a dream!

But let him not cast aspersions on the Minister. It happened to him too —
through ignorance rather than from a desire to please Jenny and Paul- with that

incredible fondu!



Events developed rapidly and he was trapped. Before he managed, tipsy as
he was, to alert his defence mechanisms, he had already perpetrated the crime and
he had been the first to commit cannibalism...

At some moment, between the second course and the sweet, Paul announced
to the lovers of Chinese food that he had a surprise tonight!

“Who is brave enough to try it first?’

Everyone with ‘oui’, ‘jawohl” or simply ‘yes” and ‘X-®" with raised hands,
with the chinking of crystal and laughter, readily proposed himself. The sole
exception was Kay. He was always conservative in food as in love. Perhaps because
he had not yet found an ‘Olivetti’ cookery book and bed.

‘I first tasted this dish in Shanghai,” explained Paul. ‘Since then I order it
whenever I travel to the Far East. It's difficult to make the decision to try it,
especially for us Westerners who have no imagination at all when it comes to
cooking. However, once you take the plunge you love it for the rest of your life.
That’s what happened to Jenny and me! We haven’t served it at our parties before
because we didn’t find the ingredients in Cyprus, first and foremost the fish Betty
Boop. The scientific and Chinese names escape me so we, or rather Jenny,
Christened it like that. Well, after a lot of effort I managed it. An acquaintance of
mine who was returning from Sydney via Taiwan brought me several dozen a few

days ago.’

From The Unearable Patriotism of P.F.K.



Alexandros ISSARIS

After Sunset

Death is quietly whistling in my sadness
It spreads on my limbs like a bruise

A worm that climbs to

My heart.

The distant landscape sinks into the mist
Peacocks are in hiding

Freezing weather.

[ withstood it for years

In seas of fickle colours

Like the desert’s echo

Like smouldering hope.

My mother walked on tiptoe
Right behind it

Saying prayers and incantations.

Loves of mild months
Earth in my empty mattress
Fleshy roots amid

The spirit’s stones.



Angels” hallelujah arias
Beneath transparent domes

A phallus as from a pool of blood.

Clouds went in and out of the room
Memories reclined

And I on my back counted the wounds:
94 828277767573 68

Nothing ashore.

I waited for the waves to withdraw
That I may incline and see

The plain of dreams

White shells, conches

Kouroi, turtles, fossils of kisses

Medusae and music boxes.

I think that I only by
Moulding light of mud
Reversing the sunset
And pawning my body
To the sky

Will I memorize what little is left.

And when our bare feet
Will step into the black sea

They’ll ask us: did you love?



With heads hanging
Cheeks burning
Bitterly

We'll whisper

Oh yes, again and again!

I always remember

Remember last year

Ten twelve years ago

A tell figure in the rain
Remember the hill and the train
The back glowing in the light
The chestnut hair in the park
The festive night

The sweet-scented dark armpit
The brittle words in my ears
The lilies in the frost

The first snowfall

The hundredth kiss

I always remember

Remember nothing.

You rise as if out of sleep

With a broad-leafed embrace
And you shape undecipherable.
Rose saliva with pencils of remembrance

Sperms spasms against a copper background



You writhe with light. Dusk.

Brook, brook, brook

Water will flow

Time will come

We’ll reach the sea

And with our brothers

The butterflies, the gazelles and the Centaurs
The lizards, the eagles, the violets

We'll become drops without memory.

But just before

We'll stand naked behind a wall
And when they ask us

Did you love?

With heads hanging

Bitterly

We'll say: yes

Again and

Again!



Victor IVANOVICI

Standpoints in Balkan Literary Comparativism

(FRAGMENTS)

[...] The need arises to reconsider the epistemological orientation of literary
comparativism in the Balkans. The subject readily lends itself to meticulous
consideration. For obvious reasons, however, I will now briefly elaborate on just a
few points (three, to be accurate), which are of course subject to further discussion.

1. The invasion of South-East Europe by the Enlightenment towards the end
of the 18th century resulted in the immediate dismantling of the single historical and
political pattern to which all the nations in the region had more or less contributed
intellectually. I am referring to the Byzantine Commonwealth -after Dimitri
Obolensky- or rather, to put it more accurately, to its late phase, which in a well-
known book Nicolae Iorga, a Romanian historiographer of international acclaim,
dubbed Byzance apr0Os Byzance.

Furthermore, Romanticism -which generates no conflict with the
Enlightenment in our region, because ‘tamed’ (V. Nemoianu, The Taming of Roman-
ticism, 1984) when it arrives— further contributes to this course of development in

two ways:

® On the one hand it helps construct the individual ‘national identities’ of
individual ‘cultures’, by endorsing any local differentiae specificae at the
expense of the Byzantine — post-Byzantine genus proximus. This is effected
within the ‘master narrative’ [le Grand Rucit] of each individual national
history, the compilation of which constitutes a major task and aspiration of
Romanticism. Extensive chapters on the common past are thus practically
‘deleted” and ‘re-written” as episodes in each individual ‘narrative’.



[See, for instance, the diametrically opposed appraisal of ‘Phanariot rule” and of the
Greek Revolution from the Greek and the Romanian historiography viewpoint

respectively].

* Romanticism engages in directly linking the newly formed cultural patterns
with a more ecumenical centre, which will henceforth be located in the West.
National literatures now claim their due within the so-called Weltliteratur
(Goethe), which is identical with the Western Canon. The ensuing
epistemological processes are inversely proportionate to those referred to
earlier: unlike what happened with the dated Canon, where specific points of
difference as well as the detachment of each ‘national culture’ were
underlined, within each ‘national culture” features contiguous to the West are
sought or even invented.

[Thus, again in the context of the two cultures of the region I am most familiar with,
several Greek theoreticians and historians overrate the contribution of Byzantine
men of letters in exile to the launching of Western Humanism, even as they speak of
the Cretan Renaissance; their Romanian counterparts, on the other hand, detect
Gothic style elements in the popular architecture of Northern Transylvania and refer
to a multi-faceted and manifold ‘Romanian” Baroque at the beginning of the 18th
century. Along more or less the same lines the Ukrainians claim their own version of
the Baroque: an offshoot of the Polish Barok Sarmacki — even though this is not

readily acknowledged in the Ukraine]

2. If the above is true, and if —as I tend to believe— this double Romantic venture was
crowned with success, we are logically led to the conclusion that, at least as regards
South-Eastern Europe and at least as regards the modern period, the comparativism

of influences has lost all its objective underpinnings. For about two centuries now



there has been no direct contact or interaction between Greek, Romanian, Turkish,
Bulgarian, Serbian... authors, intellectuals or artists, not even a common reception of
external cultural stimuli, only distinct instances of reduction to Western reference
systems. ‘Balkan comparativism’ ought to be redefined methodologically as a

comparativism of parallelisms viewed under two headings:

¢ The first involves the comparison of domestic cultural products with their
presumed ‘prototypes’ (literary and art movements, intellectual and
ideological trends and so on) in the area of the Western Canon. What is at
issue here is determining which specific ‘refraction angle’ the reception of
these ‘prototypes’ involves; but also appraising whether, how and to what
extent the opening of each ‘angle’ is (or is not) affected by factors like ‘national
tradition’, mentalities and so on.

¢ The second phase will involve a comparison of individual ‘refraction’
instances, in search of analogies and differences. Such elements (if they exist)
constitute what we call the ‘Balkan dimension” of the local realization of any
aesthetic or ideological current or movement in the West. Yet this dimension is
neither ‘specific’ to nor ‘inherent’” in the objects compared; observable only as a
deviation from the Canon, it essentially constitutes an extension of it.

3. My final standpoint might appear the most daring of all three. If nowadays:

¢ the cultural patterns that have formed in the region are directly linked with
West- European culture and dissociated from one another,

¢ whatever ‘originality’ they possess can only be conceived of as a Western
Canon ‘refraction’,

¢ while their common dimension is construed as a deviation from it, hence as
an extension of this very Canon, then Balkan comparativism, given the
European reference system, is also in need of some criterion for a careful
assessment of the ‘contribution” of each culture in the region to the above
processes. This leading role belongs to the specific cultural pattern which —its
historical-cultural presuppositions being similar or analogous at the outset—
appears relatively more advanced than other ‘national cultures” of the Balkans
in terms of Europeanization.



For reasons that are beyond the scope of this paper, I believe that such a
measure of comparison can indeed be supplied by Romania, a country which can
boast both a broader and a more constructive contribution to the intellectual
movement of the West, having achieved a fuller and more solid assimilation of the
Western Canon. In short, the comparative approach to any literature in the region
can only benefit from being paralleled with Romanian letters.

[...]

Before closing, however, I wish to be allowed a digression and a personal
thesis statement.

In my paper, I noted the loss of our former cultural identity, which was
derived from a single cultural model, as well as the gradual but also direct linking to
the Western Canon. When it occurred, this change of ‘paradigm” must have been
painful; still, we are neither the first nor the last to have suffered something of the
kind.

In my main professional capacity as a Hispanist I had the opportunity to
observe from pretty close up how similar processes —in Spanish-speaking America—
have long been the cause of hermeneutic deliria involving strong regret over the
supposed “dependence’ of the supposed ‘colonial” intellectual production upon the
cultural market of the supposed ‘metropolis” (that is Western Europe and USA). To
realize just how ridiculous these ‘supposedes’ are one need only consider the fact
that nowadays this ‘dependence” has at last secured the participation of Latin
America in world cultural events on equal terms, as well as that its ‘colonial’
products are nothing less than Jorge Luis Borges, Octavio Paz, Julio Cortazar,
Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Mario Vargas Llosa or Carlos Fuentes... In the Spanish-

speaking world, ‘bloomers’ of this kind, produced in monotonous abundance by the



‘School of Resentment” —as so aptly pointed out by the Western Canon theoretician
[Bloom 1994/95, 30]-, feed off the remains of a Third World leftism, toned up by
injections of made in USA academic ‘political correctness’. In any case, these
arguments must also greatly appeal to the ears of our ‘right-wingish” nostalgics,
who are constantly flinging all sorts of arrows at the decay brought upon the time-
honoured ‘Hellenic-Christian tradition” by Modern Greeks ‘euro-starvelings’.

As far as I am concerned, I find it absolutely positive that, both culturally
and otherwise, we have cut ourselves off from a satiated, archaic model and joined
the modern ‘paradigm’. Far from being levelling, this evolution opens up the
horizon of Weltliteratur, which can only be conceived of in the Western Canon
framework. There was of course a price to pay, too, which was, until recently, the
lack of contact with the immediate cultural context. The situation largely holds to
date and constitutes an objective reality, which is why I have taken it to be the
starting point for the views expressed above.

However, things have been somewhat ‘loose’ lately, which, as hoped by the
advocates of postmodern evaluation relativism, may be seen as foreshadowing the
eclipse of —~whatever— ‘canonicalness’. I do not in the least believe this is something
to wish for, if it entails the ‘Balkanization’ of the Western Canon. If, however, it is to
bring about the abolition of the one-sidedly hierarchic centre-periphery relation,
with the simultaneous re-establishment of the Canon cohesion upon the principle of
polyphony, that is on the basis of multiple and multiply connected and related
centres, then the emerging change will prove particularly fertile.

In our epistemological sphere, for instance, there emerges in this case the
possibility of supplementing comparativist parallelism with a comparativism of

mutual encounters [...].



Roula KAKLAMANAKI

Yannis and the Other

However much he tried, he couldn’t get near. The wall was impenetrable,
misfortune great. It was the tears of a brave being streaming down his cheeks, but
the eyes would not clear. Everything was blurred. Just like that. Unable to fathom
the reason why, he fluctuated between corruption and incorruptibility in his effort
to find a way into his soul.

Because everything was to be found there. Both Yannis and the Other, and
what intruded into love and banished it.

Because this loss was not only immense and unfair, but also, and more
importantly, unwarrantable. To find the thread implies to find the reason. To hear
with your own ears and see with your own eyes.

Yeah! The enemy was insidious. Invisible the veil, immense his power, and
time on his side.

Yannis was neither a beast nor a saint. Just an ordinary Yannis, of those you
see in the street, who, even though stooping, taciturn, with a vacant stare, the usual
cigarette in his mouth, you felt like approaching, greeting, finding an excuse for
entering into a conversation.

But Yannis didn’t have a ready tongue. He wasn’t easy to talk to. When he
wasn’t eating or drinking or smoking or speaking (rarely, when it came to the latter),
he played with a twitch on his lips, a game varying from anger to indifference.

And that was the problem. “All other things make sure of explaining

themselves or laying claim to the mystery,” says the Other.



‘Lay claim to the mystery,” repeats Yannis between his teeth.

‘From anger to indifference. That's what I want to know,” persists the
loquacious Other.

And Yannis bends over slowly, slowly, even more than his usual stooping
position, to the point that he has difficulty in seeing the lower half of his
interlocutor’s face. He looks round with due urgency. He finds a stone, or something
that looks like a stone. He fumbles it in his right hand. Then, lifting his arm
diagonally, with an analogous movement of the body, he hurls it. Bingo! The stone
lands beyond his field of vision.

‘And woe to him who gets in the way?” asked the anxious Other.

Yannis chuckles to himself.

The Other grows cunning. He sits in a low chair, brings his hands forward,
wriggles them, places his palms on his cheeks, and props his elbows on his knees.
He is trying to think.

Yannis chuckles again.

Perhaps they had already come to an understanding.

For it was exactly then that it happened: what will connect us with Yannis’
mysterious anger and his even more mysterious indifference, and with the stone he
threw not unintentionally, without rhyme or reason, in answer to the Other’s
questions.

Be that as it may, not even he realized what had exactly happened.

Not only unexpectedly, but also inexplicably, he found himself recovering
from a lethargy; coming round after being anaesthetized; as if surfacing from a great
depth —sea, well, subterranean life— and asking: “Where is the Other?” His voice

reverberated a thousandfold. His mouth shut.



‘The Other! He’s asking for the Other!” A discussion was heard from afar,
which also resounded with echoes.

‘Just a mishap,” he was told. And as the echoes gradually diminished and he
began to see and realize that he was in something that looked like a hospital — that
all around came and went stretchers with injured people, nurses, doctors and other
medical officers distinguished by their uniforms, some white and others blue, he
asked what had happened and where the Other was.

‘The Other? What Other? Everybody is an Other. Each one and an Other.
There’s no Other of your own. All the Others are Others. One goes, another comes.
Sometimes no one comes or more come.’

‘My Other was there.

‘Was! Past tense. Then. Once. But who wasn’t?’

‘So sudden?’

‘Not sudden. For ages now!

“Who hit me?’

‘Everyone did.”

‘Is there no culprit?’

‘The culprits are many.’

‘“What about the Other?’

“The Others are many.’

‘So sudden?’

‘Not sudden. For ages now.’

Until Yannis stopped using his wits and resorted to his senses, trying to
contrive a means of protecting himself.

‘And the Other?” he asked himself, forgetting for a moment the new

situation. “What Other? The Others are many!”



And someone who was attending to his wounds burst out: “The year 2000. A
round number...” Then, abruptly, he swallowed his tongue. But Yannis, too,
recovered quickly and resumed his calculations. Taking things into consideration,
weak as he felt, bedridden (well, something like a bed), wrapped in bandages
(maybe his entire body and his head, with openings only around the mouth, the
ears, the nose and the eyes), he tried to piece together those words necessary for his
being. He, himself, but also the Other, whom he considered an essential existential
link, and whom he couldn’t see, hear or feel. And this is what worried him, as he
kept confusing him with “What Other? The Others are many.” He sought the Other,
although he suspected that same had met his fate, something which plunged him -
not surprisingly— into the depths of grief, while also causing him anxiety about his
person and his position in the world. An anxiety not entirely justifiable, at least vis-
U-vis the important issue of the Other, by all accounts no longer in existence. ‘I must
have a good look round. I can’t content myself with what they tell me. I should rely
on my senses. I can hear now. There remains for me to see, smell and touch. Even
feel,” he said to himself once alone. There was no mirror. Whatever he saw was a
repetition of what these people had spoken earlier. Indistinguishable distant sounds,
a faint light as if through slits forming the shadow of a network on the opposite
wall, and on the ceiling nothing of interest. His faith in his own instincts began to
shake.

Until he remembered those three things that occurred before the incident
which brought him to this new and unexpected situation of Himself and the Other.
He had thrown a stone far, far away, without knowing the outcome of his action.
The Other, who was always standing by, said: “Woe to him who gets in the way.” He
sat opposite him in a similar position, and they looked at each other. They agreed on

a number of things without exchanging a single word. [...]



Translated by Yannis Goumas



Dimitris KALOKYRIS

A Cat Called Age

They say that King Cyrus was raised by a one-eyed female dog. Zymbragos by the
dark Charybdis. Telephus, the illegitimate son of Hercules, was brought up by a
doe. Paris, of the Trojan War, was raised by a bear. No need to mention of course the
wolf-nursed founders of Rome, but we will recall the fine Aesop fable about the cat
which, in some unknown way, had fallen in love with a young man and pleaded
with Aphrodite to transform it into a woman. The cat’s plea was heard and the
young man was quick to respond to the wiles of the feline-born beauty. Now
wanting to test whether the young woman had also been spiritually transformed,
goddess Aphrodite sent a mouse her way. And she, upon catching a whiff of the
rodent, left the young man high and dry in bed and ran to capture her dinner.
Raging with indignation, the goddess of love turned her back into a cat.

But Alcozaran was raised by the absence of a cat.

We must also make mention here of Lewis Carroll’s bodiless Cheshire cat, of
Bulgakov’s diabolical (and keen cigar-smoking) cat, of the introverted Prince of
Chavarese, who was cat-ified in 1925, and of Eliot’s divers silly cats. It is rumoured
that the tame old Chan, a cat belonging to a European doctor living in the outer
districts of Saigon until 1899 (the year aspirin was invented), was a debauched
opium smoker.

Brecht’s Herr Keuner did not like cats because he did not consider them a
friend to man. However, when some stray whined outside his door, he would get up

and let it into the warmth of his home. “Their plan is a simple one,” he said. “When



they yowl, there will always be someone to open the door for them. And when
people stop letting them in, they’ll stop yowling. But even yowling shows some
progress.

Being in favour of vocalness, we proceed progressively and unabashedly to
the modern city. The city of people and the city of cats are found one within the
other, commented Italo Calvino, but they are not the same city.

And yet Alcozaran was born in the city of Toledo and what’s more, on April
28th, 1896, the day that the statue of the Charioteer in Delphi was dug up. His father
was a merchant of white linens and his mother a natural blonde. He had two sisters,
who were, in turn, on the plump side but crushingly respectable. He studied law,
owned white cats (Bellfinia, Ystaspa, Cojones and Miamor) and he was fluent in
German.

He showed leadership, mild ambition, an inclination for recognition and all
other features that co-habit in people with high levels of uric acid in their blood. He
remained among the conservative while he had an arranged marriage with the sister
of a noteworthy clergyman, who had even unexpectedly served as a naval officer.
He acquired a wary daughter and the life-tenancy of a ground-floor shop near
Madrid’s central train station. He loathed cold coffee and any form of rebellion.

During Franco’s regime he found himself working in the diplomatic service
in countries of Central America where he metaphorically won laurels and literally
won nominations of honour. In the summer of 1962, I think it was, he had a
disagreement with the then Minister of Foreign Affairs and in the throes of rage sent
a decorative bronze inkpot flying at him, causing scratches upon the said Minister.
The incident was hushed up but it contributed to his being demoted to
commonplace position in the corps until he was finally forced to voluntarily resign

from civil service.



For a time he wandered around with his spouse on unofficial visits to
cosmopolitan capitals of the world, spending modest amounts of money on the
gambling tables and entangling himself in French conversations about the high
intelligence quotient of the cat; perhaps this was his way of discreetly rekindling old

acquaintances.

What is the relation of philosophy to humanism? None. To the Freedom of the
Press? Minimal.

On the balcony of some hotel in Zurich he coincidentally read an article
about a rhapsodist from Knossos named Thaletus and about the philosopher
Theano, also from Crete, the legendary wife of Pythagoras, who, as you may
remember, formulated three main theories: first, never breed swallows under the
eaves of your roof (a most unwholesome habit of dire consequence) and second, do
not describe the image of God in the circle of a ring. The reason is obvious.

So, in late March of 1968, we find our traveller in the loft of the monastery in
Arcadia. Was he occupied with the dark truth about the holocaust? Was he
concerned about the tremors of the desert? I do not know. Zachariah the cat gazed
into the night air rising from behind the walls.

The benevolent Alcozaran decided that this was the land for him. He rode
the bus around the neighbouring mountain villages and finally found an inhabitable
room near the corner coffee-shop in Myrolithos.

In the years of Ottoman Rule, the area had been plagued by a dragon of
feline form, which gulped down fire of any sort. It was not a slight of hand; it was
merely the nature of its nutrition. But the world was getting cold. No one could
cook. There was a famine. As the story goes, Saint Myron went to visit this dragon

one afternoon in the threshing floors of the fields. They argued and in the heat of the



moment he threw a pebble at it. What followed was a miraculous rainstorm of
stones of unknown origin which buried the Saint. The dragon repented, took on the
Saint’s form and ended up as an archimandrite. On the hill that was formed by the
storm of stones the present town flourished.

Time passed, as it always does, with uncertainty. It's true that the villagers
considered Alcozaran an outsider. In spite of all their fabled hospitality, they viewed
him warily and provided him only with the bare necessities. This unusual stance
originated from an unconfirmed rumour that this man was connected to the
importation of a Spanish breed of sheep called merino, which had not become
acclimatised to the White Mountains, a fact which had grave financial consequences
on the area; in addition he was also suspect because the marrow of the sheep in
question was certifiably thought to eliminate the desires of the flesh.

It was only the warrant officer that deeply valued him because he
instinctively considered all Spaniards to have identical political ideals, that went
along with reborn phoenixes, the emblem of the Greek dictatorship. I wonder if he
knew my motto that democrats cannot love cats without being punished. I doubt it. I
think he felt his vulnerable authority being attacked at the times which, according to
custom, the sericulturists of the province spread false rumours. Let us remind you

that this method is believed world-wide to speed up the hatching of the silkworm.

Alcozaran, however, reconciled himself diplomatically with the kittens Xasou and
Charkia and lived for four months watching the light play on the clouds. He wrote
two commanding letters to his wife: the first one to say he was still alive and the
second to request the monographs of Alexander Garden and Michel Bigon (the
guardians of the ethereal gardenia and the colour-begetting begonia respectively)

because he had recently developed a sudden interest in horticulture.



One night he rose from his bed to make a visit to the outhouse and upon his
return saw himself pale and immobile lying in his bed. He immediately collapsed.

The village doctor, Athanasakis, administered first aid and then threw up his
hands in despair. Relatives were informed via the embassy and they found him
well-steamed, sowing wheat germ to be consumed at his funeral.

For three days the Spaniards wandered around the village gesticulating
wildly. At least they consumed vast quantities of omelettes and boiled chicken at the
local tavern.

The priest was finally informed that Alcozaryan had fixed his gaze on the
ceiling and was watching the angel, so two dark-skinned peasants lifted him by the
armpits and made him walk around the bed (because he hadn’t yet filled his life’s
quota of steps, so let him take them and be done with it).

They took him down to the Catholic cemetery in Heraklion in a truck.
Funeral announcements were printed in two languages, where all his titles were
mentioned, but unfortunately with inexcusable typographical errors. Close by the
relatives stood the warrant officer in full regalia, some unknowns and a cat called
Age.

On the spot where the cat later died no moss ever gathered.

Translated by Thalia Bisticas



Tassos KALOUTSAS

From

Regarding Sophoula

‘Pay off your debts, find a job and come . ..” we heard her say to Antony a couple of
days later. One could tell just by listening to her words that she had lost all
confidence in herself, and all confidence in her strength. Eleni once again reminded
me that this was exactly who Sophoula was and she would have found it strange if
things were otherwise; if she suddenly were to change into an independent person.
‘Don't you see the situation she's put herself in?” she told me. ‘I can't see how, after
all she's told me, they are going to get back together. Deep down she has always
been a romantic!” We also learned at around the same time that Antony had
continued his crooked ways, as if he had never stopped. Perhaps this time he had set
his mind on a much more purposeful track. Regardless, he went crying to his son
and said, ‘Better for her to leave, since she is the one with a lover, and we can live
together in the house,” as if he had ever lifted a finger when it came to taking care of
their home. Then one morning he made a phone call to the bank and, with a
somewhat wretched air about him, let her boss know that Sophoula had made him a
cuckold, and with a fellow co-worker at that— and further, if he wanted, he didn't
have a problem with naming him. It went beyond all measure. Sophoula locked
herself away for two to three days in her house and wouldn't see anyone; with us,
over the phone and with utter despair, she said she wanted to slash her wrists.

She also confided to us that everyone at work began to look at her as if with
pity. At the end of the same work week, during a meeting, she felt a pain in her

chest and she couldn't breathe. Words failed her. Soaked in sweat, she was



overcome by the urge to vomit. She fainted and didn't remember a thing afterwards.
Her friends from the bank grabbed her —they truly did care about her —and rushed
her to the hospital (to two hospitals to be exact), where, if only for a moment, an
ignorant nurse smacked her back into consciousness. Hospital regulations required
her to stay for awhile so tests could be conducted, but she left in the afternoon. Her
brother came for her. The doctor's prognosis was 'hysteria," as her body trembled for
all those hours in the hospital; she had lost touch with all those around her.

I almost didn't recognize her when she came to visit us one afternoon. She
had a grim look on her face, her body was emaciated and a bit hunched over and her
legs were like two quivering twigs wrapped within the creases of her dress.

As dictated by her anorexia she continued to drink only milk and coffee, her
weight dropping to around thirty-eight kilos (my daughter, at the age often, was
around thirty-two!). I couldn't believe she continued to travel the streets in her
condition. She experienced dizzy spells, had trouble sleeping and began taking pills.
We nostalgically discussed the days we spent during the summer at our country
house. She said that ‘he” had unexpectedly come down from Sozopouli one day and
appeared, without warning, in her bedroom with his dog. He looked completely
different, with a tuft of balding gray hair, sunken cheeks and a toothless mouth; he
had aged before his time. He addressed her in an audacious manner, ‘It's my house,
and I can come and go as I please.” He wanted, he said, to once again live with her,
to begin things anew, like a happy couple and proceeded to demand that she cook
for him. The next night he attempted to have sex with her against her will. With
what little strength she could muster, Sophoula pushed him away; “You disgust me!’
she threw at his face and watched his eyes as they flared with rage. He chased her
into the hall and slammed her hard to the wall. She fought him off and managed to

escape, locking herself in the bedroom. Her heart raced as he banged on the door.



He was unrepentant, without a dime to his name, demanding that he be the only
one to care for his wife, expressing some very belated concern. After the fight, he
even once offered to drive her to the bank.

Sophoula, after the last miserable episode he put her through, simply
couldn't tolerate looking at him anymore and moved her things into the house she
grew up in to live with her aging father. Later, at dusk that very same night, my
wife's uncle, a Mr. Panayioti, heard a dry crash as he was in the kitchen on the third
floor, but he couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was. He had just finished preparing
another glass of milk for his daughter, and was on his way to give it to her on the
balcony so she could drink it in peace, in her little corner, as she had grown
accustomed to doing. Even he couldn't manage to convince her to eat some mashed
potatoes that he had prepared for her. During these last couple of days which she
had spent at home, away from work on sick leave, her father had displayed the
same touching care for her as he had in the past. At the moment, though, he had
been startled. He took slow, deliberate steps towards the balcony with a feeling of
dread not far behind and when he saw the crowd below and heard the ruckus he
added to it all with a yell of his own. tore at his hair as his body went numb, and fell
to the ground.

No one could tell with any certainty if it was an accident or something else.
After all, it occurred around the time when the shadows began to darken due to the
oncoming night and there were no witnesses. Sophoula. some concluded, had stood
to drink her milk, leaned over perhaps a bit more than she should have to see
something below in the streets and may have lost her sense of balance and fell. The
rest was gossip that spread from mouth to mouth, in whispers.

The funeral service was held in the cemetery's chapel and Sophoula's

remains were laid to rest in a closed, white casket. We followed the procession



towards the gravesite, with Uncle Panayioti in front, in tears, held by his grandson.
The old man's knees gave out as he knelt atop the grave. Some said that it would
soon be his turn, since she was the only thing keeping him alive.

During the reception which followed there were few who remained silent. They
could speak freely now about the emotional drama which Sophoula had lived
through all this time, about her anorexia, which had turned her into just a shadow of
her former self — barely half of her former self — and about her nerves which had
literally been smashed to pieces. Deep down, she was simply a child, a colleague of
hers told me. She was such an innocent soul that it could only be expected that she
wouldn't be able to live through it all. We suddenly noticed, Eleni and I did, that
Antony was missing from the mourners. ‘He didn't come,” Sophoula's brother spoke
softly into my ear. ‘My nephew told me he forbids it!" Lately, he continued to
whisper to me, they had managed to meet a couple of times, just the two of them, in
an attempt to find a solution, but not only was one not found, George wouldn't have
anything to do with him and had left upset. For the first time, he said, they really
had the opportunity to discuss certain things and he couldn't find any common
ground with him. How could it have been possible for his mother to waste her entire

life on such a low-life!

From the corner of my eye I looked for his nephew and saw him sitting at the
end of the long and narrow table, silently squeezing a glass between his fingers,
deep in thought. It was difficult to believe that this tall, sturdy young man, with his
muscular physique and broad chest, was Sophoula's son. One would think it was
the military service which had toughened up his features and transformed him into
what appeared to be a mature man. I also learned that soon after the meeting with

his father he managed to trash the pills he had been taking. ‘If he dared to set his



foot here he would kill him!” his uncle added spoke with a low tone in my ear. ‘But

even if he doesn't show up, I'm not sure that he's going to get away with it...”

Translated by George Fragopoulos



Ismene KAPANDAIS

Floria of the Waters

Chapter 1

I knew I had to go, I knew the time had come for me to go, even before I closed his
eyes — yes, it was I who closed his eyes, yes, it was I — but I believed it beyond the
shadow of a doubt only when I retrieved the trunk from deep inside the armoire.
For the last twenty eight years it was inside this little trunk that I had stored my
clothes.

I opened it, and as the musty smell struck my nostrils along with the faded
odors from the savory and dry rosemary we use to keep insects away from stored
clothing, and as I saw my ‘multicolored rags” — that's what he said when he first
caught sight of them, ‘Give her,” he said, ‘some clothes to wear, I will keep her, I
don't know what she can do, we'll see later, just get her out of those multicolored
rags and dress her like a Christian” — when I saw them there in front of me, I knew
this was it, that the time had finally come.

I shook them and laid them out with care. The colors have faded here and
there, and in a couple of spots I'd need to sew the seams that have come undone, but
even so it's a good thing our clothes are made that way, wrap-around skirts and
over-sized blouses, because otherwise how could I have worn them after so many
years, although I have not gained that much weight or lost my shape the way she

did, but still a girl's body is not the same as a middle-aged woman's.



Tomorrow, after the funeral, I'll put on my clothes and leave, and this time it
will be final. The other two times, once after the incident with his son and again,
years later, when he returned from his trip to Leucas bringing with him that
nondescript who will be standing, dressed in black, beside his coffin in church
tomorrow, that's why I had left, to make him run after me and bring me back
because I knew he would come running after me, but now that he is the one who has
left, such gestures have become pointless.

Tomorrow, as soon as the funeral is over, I'll put on my own clothes and
leave. These last few days, that was the thought that kept running through my
mind. I realized it, I could see that the time was finally drawing near to take to the
streets, that for so many years I've been living an unnatural life that had to end, that
I had been wrong to live such a life up to this point, nailed put in the same spot, I, a
gypsy of royal lineage, condescending to live off ‘the crumbs which fell from the
table’ of another woman — the other woman always existed, always, present or
absent, it made no difference, the other woman in whose place, the place of lady of
the house, I never sat — this thought kept running through my mind over and over,
but the certainty came only when I opened the trunk and caught sight of my clothes.
Of course, there had been that frightful scene earlier over his corpse.

“Who closed his eyes?” she asked, a bit out of breath.

I had sent for her when I saw he was worsening, but if luck was against her
and she didn't make it in time, it wasn't my fault.

For twenty six days, she on the one side and I on the other, ‘one on the right
hand and the other on the left’ fixed and immovable, we tended to him in his
illness. For twenty six days neither one of us left his side any longer than required to
take care of our basic needs and, as fate would have it, he ended up dying in my

arms.



I wasted no time. I stooped down and, after kissing him on the lips, closed
his eyes. I had won the final battle. At the moment of his death he belonged solely to
me.

As I was folding his hands across his chest, she came in huffing — she gets
short-winded easily ever since she gained weight.

“Who closed his eyes?” she asked.

I stared her in the face. No, I did not want to show I held her in contempt,
but in the hour of death I think it is permissible to overlook all those silly rules. ‘1
did,” I told her, and her hand fell forcefully across my face.

They separated us at once. They managed to hold me down, that is, but not
before I had yanked out three of the five remaining hairs on her head. She hit me
again and again with the hand on which she wears the ring, their wedding ring, and
blood ran from my split lip.

‘Let me go,” I said to the slaves restraining me, ‘or I will put a curse on you.
May you never bear children and may your flesh begin to rot,” and I kept on cursing
in my language, realizing that the sound of incomprehensible words frightens them
more than words they can understand, but it was the artist who put a stop to the
frightful scene.

‘My lady,” he told her, “‘calm down. Our master has died ..

At first she looked at him as if she did not understand what he was saying.
Then she gave a slight shudder, the way horses do, and turning her face aside, ‘Take
her away,” she said. ‘Get her out of my sight.”

Then she made the sign of the cross — from left to right, as her religion
dictates — and knelt beside him.

‘Tell me,” the artist asked me before letting me go through the door of my

room, ‘have you given any thought to what you will do now that ...” and he waited.



I gave no answer.

‘Perhaps you will go to your daughter ...?" he asked, pausing again.
I wiped my lips and squeezed them, trying to stop the bleeding.

‘I'm going away,” I was ready to say, but as I looked up, I saw his eyes, eyes
full of pity, and my voice froze in my throat. Then I buried my face in my hands and
began to cry.

He didn't say a word, nor did he make the slightest move to console me. He
stood there and listened to me. When I calmed down, he said, ‘Send for me if you

need anything,” and left.

Translated by Rick M. Newton



Tassos KAPERNAROS

IWASH MY HANDS

My left hand

that has not written a line in all its life

has gone crazy

and in its old age has donned rings and bracelets.
And the rings are all old

Bishop’s seals.

An illiterate and useless hand

capable only for waving from a distance.

A hand that, were I to be drowning,

would, like a casual bourgeois hand that happens to be passing by,
only be interested in not getting wet.

A hand thirsting for greatness

a hand, crazed and despotic.

II

My right hand, an indefatigable worker
who never loses his way.

By day or night,



exchanging caresses, slaps, and handshakes.
By day or night,

albeit lettered, a faithful servant.

It would like to write nothing but verse

and yet from the day he was born he has
undertaken all kinds of hard labor.

At times carrying shopping

or a soft pillow

and then at times a provocateur or an infantryman
clueless when it comes to jewellery,

my large-bond right hand.

And yet ever ready

to flight itself to the dogs for me.

THE HEAD OF SAINT MARKELLA

Five centuries my throat slit
on this seashore.

And yet I do not live here.

I am not an empty skull
that struck roots in the deep
in a sunken grave of the sea.
It is as if I were elsewhere.
In an Eden of time

perhaps butchered perhaps not



but with eyes fixed on the altar.
I do not live here.
And yet my back is moistened

by the vapors of the sad sea.

Hunted back then, I dragged myself

to the desolate bay.

To the line where waves die.

Back then there was no pier

upon which the future dead

endlessly stroll.

I remember,

time comes when man remembers all,

a shattered boat

immersed to the neck in the water,

the terrified hush of springtime

nature. My father’s knee.

That was all I managed to see. For the knife flashed
and all my paths flared up before me.
Whichever I had chosen

would have taken me out into the open sea.
Five centuries.

Time for pondering.

For whoever has

things to ponder upon.



Translated by Peter Constantine



Tasoula KARAGEORGIOU

THE KERAMEIKOS TORTOISE

If you are lucky, like me,

and find yourselves in April among the graves of Kerameikos,
all of a sudden you may see her

swishing and swaying

through the green shamrocks.

And if the grave steles around you stay still
and if Dexileos on his horse revels in his death,
even if you are moved by the art of silence only,
pay a little attention to

the miracle God painted on her carapace,

yet even more

her stubborn, indifferent crawling to the graves.

(Tortoise the Greek,

homeland of mine, tardy sculpture, passing by Hades.)

INSIDE THE WHISPER

And if all of our places have gone,



I feel while sitting

on the wooden bench

here in the shade of the fig tree
staring at the aquatile plants

which flood the Eridanus banks

I feel that there is a strange ‘nostos’
for it’s the time souls come out
outside time,

far from time,

and free

from forms caged

in time

they make oleanders bend

and myrtles wave

and always ask for the mystical signs
so that the memory of water shivers

so that recognition comes.

(Emigration lurks outside

With its shrill sounds;

Here, inside the whisper, lives our deepest homeland)

THE MARBLE BULL

A copy in his place



from above stands over the area.

And he is now trapped in the museum atrium
—he, the authentic Dionysius monument,
an old Kerameikos emblem —
the marble bull with the animal fury
with the fierce look and with the bulky body
bending the head
about to attack oblivion,
he snorts and gets fidgety

ready to escape.

I feel his tremendous rage from his open nostrils
like a shiver indefinable, like a mysterious puff

rushing and blending sexually with my coward anger.

(The way things work out,
the room’s windows

will surely break into pieces).

THE ARCHAIC KOUROS

He didn’t lose his ghastly, unearthly ‘smile’
even when in the ground

facing downwards



—this was his posture when he was found —
even when in the ground
served as material for fortifying

the Themistokleian wall.

He’s now standing upright
a splendid sample of archaic sculpture

bright masterpiece of 7" century Art.

Don’t think of beauty that always triumphs
look only at Kouros moving forward,

with a mutilated leg,

soaring over the grey dust

consoling the humbled

—like the pride of the sky that blossoms in the ground.

THE BEAST

Today again 8 o’ clock in the morning
we run to get guzzled

by the escalator that rolls endlessly
towards the pandegmon underground,
we run to get devoured

by the iron teeth.

The Kerameikos Tortoise, 2011



Fellow passengers of mine,

we are nothing but

a wall painting in the nave of a Byzantine church
lonely souls,

cramped, in the underground queues;

what makes us push each other

to get into the mouth of the Beast first?

IN THE COMMITTEE

The Committee members sniggered
while reading

Iphigeneia’s CV

with the Greek metaphors

which denote

words forgotten, out-of-date, like ‘sea’.

While other candidates hold postgraduate degrees
and legal stamped copies,

she’s only obsessed with

that old story in Aulis.

She gets old, you see, and she needs

to redeem a bit of dead calm.



But who cares for winds nowadays

(The birds are still at any rate and the sea is calm;
hushed are the winds

and silence broods over Euripos®)

The Metro, 2004. Translated by Vasso Oikonomidou

28 See Euripides’ Iphigeneia at Aulis (lines 9-10), translated by E.P. Coleridge



Vasilis P. KARAGIANNIS

Sweeper of Leaves

A permanent resident of Kozani, every other afternoon and once a week, on
Wednesday mornings, he sets out on his way up the chapel that used to be known
by the name of Low Saint Elias, walking up through the historic cobbled street of P.
Papasiopis or through that of Delmouzos.

He zigzags his way through the two ascending trails that cut through some
huge, magnificent boulders, which lead to the area known by the name of Skr’kas
(protruding rock in Slavic) to the hill chapel of St. Anna and from there to the
desolate Xenia hotel, eventually arriving at the church of The Saviour’s
Transfiguration, the so-called Low Saint Elias.

This is personal territory to Mrs. Sweeper of leaves, the local leaf-gatherer.
The lady in question loafs about the streets dressed in motley attire of colored rugs
and heavy trainer shoes, her wrinkled earthy-looking face deeply furrowed like a
ploughed field. The open grounds there are hers in their entirety. It is here that she
piles up all her movable property consisting of all sorts of trash and junk that hill
visitors and church goers dispose of in their fly-tipping habit. But despite the vulgar
spectacle, the ugly sight of it all, our lady does perform beneficent and pious work.
The hill, replete with deciduous trees which cover the entire place with leaves and
pine-needles throughout the year, can easily fall prey to fires. She is there to sweep
away and gather every single one of them, no matter what season, with due zeal,
genuine ardour, devotion, true love, and in perfect, immaculate order. She is there

daily to attend to the chapel yards, clean the grounds, condition and fix the



vegetation as well as see to the smooth continuity of its growth, the stray cats of the
area being her sole companions. She shares her supper of sunflower seeds, as well as
her life with them — both cats and sweeper lady being under the protection of a stray
God, preserver of all the poor and lonely creatures — while she is resting on the
yard bench of St. Anna...

She is mute, deaf and dumb by birth, hence the phrase ‘here comes the mute
one’ hurled at her in abuse by the local brats frequenting the central square and the
adjoining pedestrian road with the chestnut trees in its centre.

When the night falls, she is out and about on her rounds with a huge crutch
on her side. Walking with a firm step, she descends the hill and crosses the main
pedestrian road of lifelong boredom. At around 10 p.m. in the summer, she assumes
her usual position within the niche of the entrance to the local jeweler’s shop,
stretching out her hand shyly to beg for whatever passers-by can offer. She is
constantly at war with the young brats of modernity who will not let her co-exist
with the rest of the world. They dash at her in numerous ways, either to ridicule or
beat her just like they did the other day when the stone they flung at her gave her a
black, swollen eye. She keeps recounting the incident in her own special way,
narrating, in her own silent language, her anger, her rage and pain. In the end, she
crosses her fists in similar fashion to that of criminals when the latter get busted and
handcuffed by the police, implying that this is the very same treatment her young
tormentors-persecutors would surely deserve.

However, for the wretched town children of the nearby flats there is always
an abundance of stones around to use. Deprived of proper countryside grounds and
thus lacking the open space required for their all-time favourite stone-throwing

battles, they substitute their game by way of throwing their stones at the said one,



Mrs. Sweeper of Leaves, whom they have turned into their own much sought after
object of their semi-wild, cruel, ruthless games.

Each time he meets her on his way up or down the hill or while he is
strolling about her territory, she becomes aware of his presence solely through eye
sight, addressing him in the silent language of the deaf and dumb, her very own
language which she has been a true master of since childhood. Her interlocutor
keeps losing track of the conversation, tending to agree, most of the times in error,
both with what she is actually saying and what she really means amidst a host of
inarticulate cries and telling gestures.

You go past her, but she is totally unaware of your presence, lost as she is her
own thoughts, those of her own silent world. She is, moreover, afraid of mingling
with the other, respectable ladies of the congregation who go up the hill every
Wednesday to attend the Eucharist mass at the chapel, within which everyone are
supposedly equal to everyone else. For her part, she insists on staying outside, while
nostalgically looking in through the windows of Saint Anna like a persecuted
animal. She won’t enter, although no one ever forbids her to. Some innate
reluctance, bashfulness rather, forces the Sweeper of Leaves to keep some sort of
safety distance from this closed, even hostile church community. An exile in her
own native land, she patiently waits for the worldly crowds to depart, so she can get
back to her cherished kingdom of the leaves she sweeps, the weeds she uproots, the
wood she gathers and the trash she keeps piling up, all being part of her world and
of the sacredly insignificant life she lives.

As for him, he always makes it a habit of lighting three candles every time he

enters these chapels. Often, there is a live prayer burning next to them.

Translated by Anna Koustinoudi



Dionyssis KARATZAS

SOLITUDE BIRTHDAY

Bitter sorrows

and seawaters.

THE DAY OF WATER

Born on the Day of Water

I was christened by Love

on Abyss banks.

As a grown-up I encountered the night
and transformed in

discourse and writing

I fought

to conquer your heart.

But you

you simply gave all your blood

to an oblivion tree.

Should I know
I could become soil

which you recall in every raindrop



deeply in your roots.

IN THE WATERSLANG

You speak seaslangwise?

In a kiss

of waterdrops

L will lavish upon your body
and

when I reach your

deep, delicate darkness

on a dead island

I will anchor

where to meet all angels.

ON YOUR DEPARTURE

When you go

not frighten the birds.

Instead,

vigorously withdraw heaven aside
so I can count Night like Home

and cork the sea so firmly



that water cannot stop
and rain cannot fall.
Ignorant as I am

I may slip

and get drowned in solitude.

Translated by Nicholaos Chryshochoos



Vassilis KARAVITIS

A FEW FUNDAMENTAL QUESTIONS AND PERHAPS ONLY ONE

How they say goodbye to love
How they fall in love with loneliness
How they tame fear

How they take in pain

How they disuse hope

How they exile faith

How they trust thought

How they get used to doubt
How they slip to apathy

How they end up to silence
How they transform life

How they deceive death

How they keep on asking

How they find out an answer

How

ABSTRACTION



He hopes to reach sometime
Another degree of happiness:
To recall the world

as do the dead

And also miss it.

MEASURE OF SELF-KNOWLEDGE

After some thirty years
Of fruitless revolution
You understand at last
How simple

How easy it was

For the world to exist

Some twenty centuries

Without you.

DISCOLAND

There was here once silence.

The finest thing in the world.



RETROGRADE MOTION

I ripen
As a futile fruit
and as a debtor to soil

(which feeds me slyly).

Written in English by the author



Olympia KARAYORGA

Nights in Cairo (a return)

ONLY THE RIVER KNEW

Only the river knew
The miles of desert I had walked

in cold conceited cities
Trying to grasp their locked up

fake wisdom

And now it smiled a liquid smile
as it passed

the boat of light

the boat of joy

that held us in its arms

high up between the moon and sky

For I was back

Where life, my life, had started
And now I knew

And now I saw:

The sand, the pyramids enveiled, the eyes



of this ancient land
Was all I had ever wanted

Was all I had ever needed

As now I need your hand

(Cairo, November 1993 — thanking Seif for saving this poem for me)

SLEEPLESS NIGHT IN CAIRO

No, I didn’t want to share this night with
my room

—room at a hotel

every door locked

every life locked

in a hotel—

When you were there in the same
city

Though in a different dream

Smiling at a different non-mine

face

A face maybe not glad, not so
glad to see you

As mine would have been



By candle light after so long
By Nile light after so long
By day or noon or evening light

after so long

So long, so long as to see

My tender skin become a scaring stranger,

My wondering eyes lose their daze of
lasting innocence

And my body going its way without me

without me,

without...

Just come,

—the door will open of its own accord—

Stand behind the tall chair where

I sit writing this poem

Into this deep Egyptian night that

Won't, won't let me in

And take my head,

My ageing life in your two hands
—your young, your slender oh! perfect,
young perfect hands—

And the poem will stop

And my ageing life will stop



from ageing

At last—

And then the moon will kiss the Nile
And nothing will age

anywhere

anymore

—for I am tired of ageing—

At last

(Poems written originally in English)



Ioanna KARISTIANI

From

Suit in the Earth

The freezer with the AIDS virus, mother.” Kyriakos Rousias, after a silence of three or
four hours and absorption in notes, little lights, lenses, half-turned round, pulled his
mother’s black kerchief a little to the side, and showed her at the end of the corridor,
behind the empty desks, BL3, the prohibited zone, which was where the large black
refrigerator, like a two-doored wardrobe, marked in yellow DANGER - AIDS - HIV,
with billions of viruses in frozen ampules, double-locked and at a temperature of
minus 80 degrees, also stood, She checked her fingers on her knitting, so as not to
lose any stitches and followed him with her eyes, without comment, until they
returned, two minutes later, he to his computer and she to her purple wool.

Rousias had first seen his mother’s hands, the nails battered with old, slain
blood, at the age of seven, when he put on glasses, five degrees of myopia in the left
eye, three and a half in the right. Up to then, he had seen half of what other people
did.

Many of the things which they had considered normal ever since they were
babies —a lammergeier carrying off a wild cat and the ensuing mayhem in the
middle of the sky— Kyriakos became aware of at the age of seven, and the child was
staggered, because everything came all at once, suddenly the world around proved
longer and higher, at least four times as big, it wasn’t a vineyard, a garden and the
familiar Valyris, Pateros, Sgouros, and Klados families.

In his adult life, he wrote off many persons and things, he left as a bridge to

the things of the past and the old place his mother’s hands and one or two personal



possessions. In major difficulties, in certain long, sometimes all-night, telephone
calls with Hatziantoniou, just Hatziantoniou, because of the host of Georges in their
small, closed circle, or with Germans and Chinese who were associates in his work,
even with unknown postgraduate students, sick people or relatives of sick people
from Crete and the whole of Greece who, whether or not he was the right person,
turned to him, he wouldn’t allow the person at the other end to say good-bye, as if
he couldn’t bear to ring off, he would constantly draw lines on his forehead with the
cross he wore and dig up old stories, make up questions, draw out confessions,
prolong the dialogue, prolong the monologue, to drag out the phone call.

On the day of his birthday —Friday, 17 July 1998- Kyriakos Rousias lost the
little cross given to him at his christening. And after he had disturbed and lifted the
cushions, he investigated the recesses of the settee, combed through the long-haired
rug, turned his shaving kit upside down in the bathroom, shook out his briefcase,
searched his dirty shirts which were left about everywhere, rummaged through the
leavings of yesterday night’s small party for his forty-somethingth birthday, come
on now, come on, he begged a thousand times, but the little cross didn’'t come. At
twenty past one in the morning, he set out for the laboratory, to look there. He left
behind the tall trees of Gaithersburg and took the 270, which he once had called
‘Technology Corridor’ and passed, with some self-satisfaction Comsat with its
satellites, Human Genome Science and its genetics, Perkin-Elmer with its computers.
There are some highways which are all order and boredom, as if their left-hand lane
had tired of looking at the right, and the right at the left — the 270 was such a case. It
was still night, traffic light. Where can I find an amulet of the True Cross to send
you? — the cassette was a present from Hatziantoniou, he’d been for Chicago all
along, which he’d been listening to since 1974 and had distributed, and with him

Rousias had learnt it by heart, together with his friends, overseas Greeks, the



diaspora, and Americans. So Kalatzis was singing, a normal sort of voice, never in
great high spirits and party mood, and it sounded as though it was coming from
across the way, like a neighbour in his white vest at the window, and perhaps that’s
why they liked it that bit better, it didn’t distract them from their work.

An amulet for her to keep, even if she doesn’t love me, the cassette went on,
Rousias entered into the song, Kalatzis was singing about an amulet, he meant his
little cross.

The voice would keep him company on the forty-six kilometres to Frederick,
as if he had his wife next to him —if he’d had one- and they had been talking quietly
and a bit boringly, about familiar things.

And with his mother, when he had a bad conscience about the long silences,
though he wasn’t the only one to blame, he would put on the cassette at home, in the
car, in the laboratory when he took her with him for company, Kalatzis, mother, he
would tell her.

When he was twenty-eight, he’d brought her to America for three winters,
for four or five months each time. They’d listened to the songs hundreds of times;
they too were a part of their silence.

His head was still heavy.

Someone from Kolymbari, who had his reasons, had sent him as a present a
demijohn of old Kissamos wine and they’d downed half of it together with the
Polish chicken which the Epirot’s Lilka had cooked for them, don’t you come
because we’re not going to speak English, there’s no way we’re going to translate for
you, they’d warned her, as usual.

Kyriakos Rousias the Cretan turned forty-three in the company of the two

Georges from work, the Voliot molecular biologist, the Epirot physicist, and Lilka’s



chicken, exactly as he had turned forty-two the year before, forty-one the year before
that, forty in exactly the same way, thirty-nine, and so on.

In the sparse conversation they said various unconnected things, raised their
glasses to the toast —death to women- and in low voices, as if they were conspiring,
broke into their songs and again it was the best moment, as if the three of them were
going arm in arm on a major nocturnal binge.

At Gaithersburg, outside, night was everywhere and the moon nowhere.
They didn’t know how it had got lost, it had been submerged in their boozing, we’ll
find it and we’ll leave like gentlemen, the two guests promised.

They got drunk twice a year, in April on St George’s day, either with
Hatziantoniou in Chicago or with the Voliot at Rockville or with the Epirot in
Baltimore, an hour away —he had lived there since he worked at Johns Hopkins— and
they got drunk again in July on Rousias’s birthday.

These two piss-ups were absolutely necessary so they could forget the
competition, the hypertension and the workload face to face with death.

The toasts continued, to football, to their villages, there was the mandatory
one to Asia Minor, a concession to the absent Hatziantoniou, to Dior, as they called
their friend the thoracic surgeon, because he always had one or two needles pinned
under his lapel, for sewing.

Then the Epirot, whom they called the still married one, as if to say get on
with it, get a divorce, got up from the rug, which even in summer was always at the
foot of the settee, took off his shoes and socks, gathered up Lilka’s tupperware and
announced that he had a good offer of a job from a university in Australia.

‘One less George,” was the way he put it.

Once again, Kyriakos Rousias caught Frederick napping.



There wasn’t a soul about in the little town, a light at a very few windows,
some chatting-up, marital talk, illness and insomnia, one July with ninety-eight
degrees Farenheit and humidity which stuck to your skin like celluloid.

Four or five streets all in all, little two-floor wooden houses, painted a faint
blue, a faint pink and cream, something like primary school paper cut-outs next to
the vast former chemical warfare military base, fifty kilometres north of
Washington, which for some years now had hosted three thousand researchers of
the NIH, the National Institute of Health.

There were some two hundred Greeks, one of them being Rousias.

‘The night bird again,” said the guard, and, without looking at Rousias’s ID,
raised the bar.

The silver Achiura rolled unhurriedly over the flat area, over that level affair
which a row of distant lights over there, seven hundred metres away, made to look
like a waterfront in the earth. Its lighthouse was the sole tall building, the four-
storey dark-red anthrax building, haunted, mother, he turned to say in her ear
whenever he brought her to America and dragged her with him to work so that she
wouldn’t be on her own at home, particularly at weekends, when the laboratories
emptied of their scientists, secretaries and cleaners. Then, without the Japanese and
Spanish smiling at her condescendingly and supposedly taking notice of her, Mrs
Polyxeni was at home ensconced in her chair and at the same time absent, present
wherever her thoughts sent her, two or three places all in all — to the events of her
life, which had not used more than these.

Mrs Polyxeni had no problem with the language, she was quiet in Crete and
even quieter in America, nor did she want any dialogue with her son, so as not to

interrupt him.



The two of them got by between the small and the large centrifugal
separators and super-separators, which were like washing-machines, and the high-
precision balances and the PCR.

The old woman didn’t ask any questions, as if she knew about such things,
and Rousias, bent over buttons, luciferase, fireflies, mother, he would sometimes say
to her, winking, and she would go on knitting, with the ball of wool unwinding at

the feet of her son, the desks, the machinery and around her black slippers.

He parked outside his own laboratory, the parking lot was empty. He stuffed
the cassette in his pocket, unlocked the iron gate, and pressed the switches to turn
on the light bulbs.

It was ten to two in the morning. There was no need to shout is there
anybody here, night work was a kink of the Greeks and the two Georges, hard
drinkers, would already be snoring away in their beds.

He jammed his eye to the microscope, a first movement out of habit, he then
began to search at random, to lift up piles of prospectuses, diskettes, to stick his
finger into the box of paper-clips, to turn pencil-holders upside down.

The wastepaper baskets —empty; the carpet— swept; the corridor —washed;
the glass partitions— without fingerprints; the toilet-sparkling clean. Their Puerto
Rican had a mania for cleanliness, not a pin escaped her.

She loved Rousias, because when he talked to her, he looked her in the eye,
the others simply looked in her direction. She called him a sweetie, poured away his
cold coffee and gave him some hot, and it was only his absent-mindedness, which
didn’t make her bark. She went through the wastepaper basket and picked out his
glasses case, keys thrown away and twenty-dollar bills, dusted them down and left

them on the desk.



The night of the seventeenth of July — nothing. And to phone her he would
have to wait until a decent time.

‘Hey, Rita, you're like my godmother,” he would say to her, and certainly
they scored a draw on breasts, my little cross, fuck it, he would complain to her, it
can’t have got lost somewhere with the chain as well, but fat Rita with the swollen
knees would be fast asleep and so Rousias, with his hands in his pockets, wandered
round the fifteen offices of his associates, everywhere there was the menu card of
the Chinese restaurant, some SOS deadlines, the Pan-American congress at Keystone,
March 2000, photographs of their Swedish girl who had gone back home, to
Karolinska, clumsily torn pieces of paper with fax numbers on them, the behind of a
top model with sand clinging to it, the German with family in the Samaria Gorge,
and Mr Babis, father of the Epirot, photographed standing smartly to attention next

to Jackie Onassis’s grave.



Takis KARVELIS

From

Metaphassi

[17]

It’s time we got accustomed to holocausts.

If a house catches fire

or someone in a moment of despair

decides to immolate himself

or some racketeer walks toward us

disguised as a respectable homeowner or a pimp
we have one hand held out for a handshake

the other one on the trigger

and that’s how we while away our lives.

Translated by Eleni & Bertrand Mathieu



Nikos KASDAGLIS

From

Shaved Heads

It wasn’t the first time I promised marriage. I did it once before I got drafted. There
was a man from the village — we’d been fighting since our school days and he’d
always get beat, except when he was with his friends.

We grew up and stopped the kid stuff, but he could never abide me. One
day, coming back from the fountain, my sister tripped and fell. Fotis happened to be
there at the time and he made a dirty comment-what would she do now that her
little jug was cracked-and stuff like that. She cried all the way to my uncle’s house.
But that wasn’t enough for him. He had to make the sluts he had seen in town none
was as well built as my sister. He forgot, though, that he had sisters, too.

I heard about it as I was irrigating the truck farm. I dropped the winch and
ran. There was a group around him when I got to the coffeehouse. They saw me
from far away and shut up. Fotis stood up and grabbed a bottle before I could get to
him.

‘Did I'hear right, Fotis? Did you bother my sister at the fountain?’

‘That’s right’.

I almost choked. In my village, I was considered the best fighter, but right
then I couldn’t be satisfied just to beat him up or knife him. I couldn’t get even with
that sort of thing. His friends were on the lookout to see when we’d tangle so they
could part us, but I turned my back on them, instead. They eased up and started to

laugh.



The next day Fotis was out with two of them, knives stuck in their belts.
They were afraid. I'd come on him unawares, as though I couldn’t knife him at
midday in the square if I wanted to. But I was biding my time.

I went after his younger sister. She couldn’t get to the fields without running
into me. After a lot of manoeuvring, I managed to get her to sneak out of the house
at night and meet me. I promised her everything till even I didn’t know whether I
wanted to trick her or if I meant everything I said. Before day broke I took her back
to her house and told her to tell her father that I'd be back that evening to ask for her
hand.

She was afraid to tell him what we did.

‘Don’t worry about it,” I said. “‘We’re going to get married anyhow, right?’

When the sun rose again, it shone doubly; sucking air into my lungs, I never
felt such joy or saw how beautiful the colours of the earth I dug were, or breathed in
its smell, I sweated and dragged up water, washed up with both hands, lay under
the shade. My mind wouldn’t leave the girl.

But in the afternoon my mood weakened as the sun fell and I began easing
up on my work, wishing the sun would never set. Night fell and I was still digging
away, saying to myself that it'd never do for me to leave the row half-done. Then I
stopped everything "cause I didn’t care about the row, I just didn’t want to go into
the cafe and do the dirty work. But it couldn’t be helped ’cause the villagers, for
days now, laughed whenever they saw me in the square. I ordered mastiba at the
caft -I was treating— and a group gathered around me. But my tongue was tied and I
talked about a calf of my coumbaro and the late tomatoes that hadn’t budded yet.

I was wondering whether it wasn’t better to go and ask for her hand after all,
and maybe I'd have done it if the evil hour hadn’t come. Fotis showed up, looking

for me.



“Yiannilo, I've come looking for you to let bygones be bygones since you're
going to join our family.’

As though I needed — I laughed.

‘Get lost’, I said. “Cuckold’.

He didn’t understand right away and was stunned.

‘What's the matter, Yiannilo? Why're you talking like that?’

‘Cuckold,” I said again, this time venomously.

Then he understood and changed colour. He lunged to grab me and we
exchanged punches before being separated.

Afterwards, he locked his sister up in the house and beat her all night; the
neighbours didn’t sleep at all listening to the racket. We had another fight, this time
with knives, and if I hadn’t been drafted, one of us would have killed the other for
sure. When I was in Basic, I got a letter from my uncle saying that the girl couldn’t

take the abuse any more; she left and never went back to the village.



Angela KASTRINAKI

The Terms of Faith

When Ulysses went abroad for twenty weeks,

as a visiting lecturer at various universities,

Penelope retreated into her shell.

She gave up cinemas, tavernas and her correspondence with N.

From his point of view, N thought that now they would communicate easier and
meet each other more often. But Penelope was rarely in the mood to go out and
when she was, she visited some close friends or her in-laws.

She now contacted Ulysses almost everyday by email.

She reported on everyday life, her thoughts and her dreams.

Anyway, at that time, she dreamt only of him.

As for Ulysses, he tried in vain to ‘have a nice time abroad’ as he put it.

During his outbursts of talkativeness (loneliness seemed to hit him hard),

He confessed to Penelope that he had tried to stimulate the interest

of a postgraduate student — unsuccessfully, since the young lady in question was an
ardent Saturday-night-Sci-Fi-viewer (those movies full of mummies back from the
dead) and on Sundays she attended morning mass at the Greek Orthodox church;
the whole thing made Ulysses realize that he couldn’t keep up with the pace and
habits of today’s youth.

Penelope did, of course, complain bitterly about these attempts of his,

as she did about his constant babble.

So she remained faithful for twenty whole weeks.



For twenty whole weeks, her only thought was the absent Ulysses and her only

concern was their correspondence.

Three days before his return, Penelope met Z.

And while Ulysses was struggling to cram into his bags

all these piles of loot from his travels

(mainly books), she was putting little Telemachus to bed

and started hanging out.

The anticipation of Return

had agitated her.

She welcomed the expatriate with open arms

and arranged for telephone dates with Z;

they would be in contact secretly and they would meet whenever

the situation allowed.

Yes, after Ulysses’ return, Penelope found herself a friend who
was quite difficult to meet.
She couldn’t help it: she just couldn’t exist without

someone being away from her.

Versions of Penelope, short stories, 2002



Nikos KATSALIDAS

Maternal Temple

A priestess now, she walks to the altar of the fountain, bent, exposed, deeply
absorbed in the waters, she offers invocations, libations, raises her head shyly to the
ceiling of the sky, covered by God'’s offshoots, with naked breast, to wash, to comb
with unction in the healing waters, to perfume her bosom. Her boobies were quince
different in her youth, that sacrosanct enticing temple of the teat that nurtured our
world. What happened, where has it gone her left breast? What happened, where
has it gone her rosy, roseate teat, the spout where fits of milk gargled into my
inflamed lips? She takes out her blessed, her holy only breast now and holds it hard
in the lunar fist. The other has gone, she says, gruesome stabs cutting metastasis’
storm and maybe bitches ate it down in mortuaries, in vaults. Or, maybe, professors
emeritus experiment with her bosom’s cells. Unibreasted now the mother stands in
her handicap, she washes her only breast and stuffs it back inside, because it's well
in there, he has forgotten it and Charon should not see it. Because, she says, he
might have cut it off as well, the black Charon, when he passed on his black horse by

her alley one day.

The Heraldics of Thrush, 2008. Translated by Klety Sotiriadou



Rina KATSELLI

From

Blue Whale

[11]

My wife says that the bad thing about me is that even though I'm a refugee I've
found a way of furnishing myself free of cost with many blank sheets of paper,
which I fill up without control. But in this world, if anyone has any duties, it is to a
clean sheet of paper, which he alone must fill up responsibly. No one is too
unimportant or too great not to do such a thing. So I, the least of men, whom
injustice has forced to get rid of his Christian name, feel that I have that duty.
Sometimes I wonder whether this here is my page or I must start somewhere else,
and I lie awake at night tormenting myself. As long as I am unable to find an answer
the least I can do is to continue writing to seek the answer with the wish that you,

friend, fill your page whatever it may be.

[12]

As I have introduced the subject of sheets of paper and writing I shall say a word
about my cousin who takes writing extremely seriously and struggles to find the
money to have her books printed. She came yesterday and we discussed literature,
philosophy, history and the like. When one is in her company one has no choice save
to talk about those subjects. When I mentioned to her that I am writing something,

which I shall send to 19 acquaintances, she was brash enough, to suggest that I add



several pages of her own. She said she wanted my acquaintances to read some
explanations about her last book, which had been misinterpreted. I refused because I
did not want to get mixed up with the bran for fear that the chickens might peck me.
I am poultry farmer, I raise and sell hens and I do not want to allow myself to
become their food. Fundamentally she got what she deserved. When they take
everything you own, your squeals are like those of pigs, which disturb the public
peace, cause trouble, but are futile. I have never heard of a pig being saved because
it squealed while about to be slaughtered and I know that because my grandfather
was a butcher.

You may ask, ‘Mister D.G.C. what are you doing; don’t you squeal like a
pig?” No! I'm writing this especially for you friend, so that you are careful and you
do not let them take you to the slaughterhouse like they took me. I'm shouting now
to prevent your screams. I am aware, not only of my own worthlessness here on
earth but also of the worthlessness of our planet in the vast universe. If, however, 1
send a warning just to you alone I will feel that I have done my duty as a human
being because as far as I am aware, up to now no pig has squealed in order to save
the other pigs from death....

Although I turned down my cousin’s request to put her writings here, I
regretted it at the last moment. Deep down I am good-hearted although my wife
remains unmoved by that. “That “deep down’ always remains ‘deep down’. I never
see it come to the surface so that I can see one good day from you,” she tells me.
How did I come to change my mind? When she got up to leave I was tempted to ask
her why she tried to present in art form her experiences and to publish things that
normally should stay locked away in her drawer. She replied that she no longer had
a drawer since she was also a displaced person and that a great man said ‘if there is

something good about art today it is that it can serve man to he/p him understand



himself and the reality in which he moves’. I wanted to learn his name. ‘He’s a
famous director who makes quality films. His name is not important,” she replied.

I was ready to argue with her but she seemed very bitter. I guessed that she had
problems and troubles because like me she was a refugee. My heart softened and
goodness welled up within me. What a pity my wife was not there to be proud of
me. I asked her to give me what she had written and I promised to add something
here. Today, through the post, I received her literary work, the little book which
contains her experiences during the Turkish invasion and the subsequent loss of her
home. The reasons for their presence take up eight closely-written sheets of paper

which begin:

“This book is a small cry of pain from the heart. A small cry of pain, which was
brought about by the blows which the powers of injustice and evil wrought on
me, on you and on the who/e of Cyprus — a small cry which I should very
much like to stifle. This little book disturbs me unbelievably and I should be
extremely happy if it disappeared from my life, from your life, from the life of
Cyprus and from the face of the earth. I shall retract it. But how? Can they take
back the blows which gave rise to it?’

Afterwards, in a typically feminine manner she gossips a great deal about niceties

and continues:

‘This book does not set out to cover historically everything that happened in
Cyprus in the second half of 1974 — a person who could do so would certain/y
be admired. A cry of pain so personal and isolated cannot include everything
from alpha to omega. This essay is given to those who have the ability to
understand human suffering so that they may get some idea of what
happened in the ruined place, what happens when people are made homeless
and destroyed either here or in another corner of the earth.’

Again she says many things before she adds:



“This little outburst of anguish which has become a book is disturbing. Please
tell it to keep quiet by removing the reasons for it, if you can. Each one of us
can do so, if he sits down and tries to work things out, if he thinks rationally
and unemotionally yet humanely and struggles for the salvation of all of us.
With the above precepts each one can do something for the salvation of our
country, and for the salvation of the who/e world. If you cannot do so, follow
the example of a friend of mine who cannot bear to see in the newspapers and
magazines photographs of children with bloated hungry stomachs and the
slaughtered bodies of fighters so she quick/y turns to the pages where she
finds pleasant short stories or literally immerses herself in the humour
column.’

This book, which is a cry of pain, disturbs its readers but nothing is achieved
by provoking those who were forced to utter that cry. They did not want such things
to happen and they would be the first to wish that they did not have to write
accounts of such things. And do not ask what others would have done in our place
and how they would have either shouted or kept quiet. Who is so sure of himself
that he knows what he would do in a given situation and if he would be able to
shout. It is not easy to have a voice at such moments and more than that to have the
courage to express one’ s feelings. It is enough that this voice is sincere and if it
appears somewhat oppressive you have every right to stop up your ears and shut it
out. It is nothing more than a small insignificant cry among the screams, which you
did not bother to hear. As for me, I very much regret that I sinned by surviving and
writing my experiences, so I ask for forgiveness.

I found my cousin’s book very mild, and many of my refugee acquaintances
agreed. I noticed that if you live through a terrifying experience and afterwards you
see it transformed into an art form it does not satisfy you. Whatever is expressed as
art is lessened in impact whether by words which are of limited endurance and

significance or by colours which everybody strains to describe as perfect in regard to



their harmony. Perhaps the cinema with its devices can capture some of the terrible
realities and I would agree with the words of the great director... But the cinema is
almost always a commercial venture. For that reason, even here I'm afraid of
describing how they took from me all the respectability I had inherited directly from
Homeric times. I do not know whether in a few years time I'll dare to write
something. The events of 1974 are great wounds inside me, which, if I scratch them,
will bleed making me burst with revulsion at the emotional portrayal of the
horrifying reality I lived through.

Such revulsion I felt when I looked at some so-called famous paintings, which
attempted to show the horror of the burned bodies of our brave young fighters
whom I chanced to see and whom I took to the hospital during the weekend of the
invasion. In remembrance of those young men who were roasted alive by napalm
bombs, the artists paint pictures of those same young men, their faces bathed in
serenity with a few superficial bullet holes here and there. That serenity and those
few bullet holes heighten the physical beauty of the young men and at the same time
makes me despise the triviality of art because those pictures had nothing in common
with the heaps of human pulp which I had seen in the trenches. I ask myself if those
who survived the destruction of the town of Guernica and who happened to see the
painting of the same name by Picasso, felt the same. I'm not trying to blame the
painter or my cousin for the little book she had printed. The thing, which drives me
mad is how art reduces reality to mediocrity thus cheapening it. Perhaps man,
instead of expanding his horizons, limits them. Thus works of art with a message
have ceased to speak to people because the latter do not bother to listen and to hear.
They learn English, French and Esperanto and they speak those languages. Others
consider art as floating in a void and they are certain that today art has lost its link

with man and that it no longer functions in society, and now is above it and they



insist on “art for art’s sake’. Thus man stays outside the language of art, he hardens,
he casts aside humanity and his natural self and he has become a synthesis, which
has no relation with the infant, which comes forth from the bleeding womb of his
mother. For that reason it is high time we produced an artistic form, which speaks
directly to us — an anti-art of necessity, which will represent the current tragedy —
the tragedy of a grain of sand in infinity. We should try to portray the disappearance
of the blue whale and the destruction of a Hellenic core and its culture in Northern
Cyprus in a way that no way diminishes its significance. It should satisfactorily
portray the destruction of Byzantine murals, the broken crucifixes from our
churches, and our cemeteries. These and many other things happen and art has the
duty to find a way to speak without minimising the significance of such events so
that everyone can understand, not only an elect few, even if such works of art seem

cheap and even if they are fit only to be sold at fairs.



Kostas KAVANOZIS

Pork and Cabbage

The chairs were part of a set, along with a round table, her taste, and she saw no
reason not to buy them. Furthermore, her husband had no objection, having noticed
the price which relieved him of the burden of justifying their purchase with their
fine quality and practical purpose; there was also the color, dark brown, a color most
appropriate for a kitchen with brown cabinets, a fact he posed often as the main
reason for agreeing to the purchase to whomever noticed the new acquisition, but
seeing that no one paid him any mind, he resigned to listening along with everyone
else to the reasons expounded upon by his wife, who pointed out their sturdy and
high back, the weave of the straw matting, how well it wrapped around the frame,
indestructible those chairs. As for the table, what could you say, it served its
purpose, didn’t take up much room, not that there wasn’t room to spare, and which
could be made larger if need be. Reasonable as well, his wife went on, to which he
nodded in agreement, she had a good job bargaining with the carpenter bringing
down the price considerably to her husband’s great satisfaction. This was no time
for frivolous expenses since they had just bought the flat with his retirement bonus
and a not so negligible loan, paid off in installments from their monthly pension, not
that it wasn’t enough, but at their age they had to put some money aside for a rainy
day. Life can be full of surprises.

Their son wasn’t there when they brought the chairs home. He was still

living with them and it would be another year before he moved into a tiny one



bedroom apartment to be near his job, much to his mother’s dismay. Come now,
she’d say, that job is not forever, and why would you want your own place anyway,
there are expenses — why don’t you just save the money. In any case, he wasn’t there
at the time, but even if he was he would have paid no more attention to the chairs
than he did when he came home a few hours later. He barely glanced at them, said
hello and plopped himself on the one that would break three years later, though not
irreparably so, during one of those negligible in cause yet frequent and intense
family arguments. The chair was comfortable enough, but he didn’t particularly care
for it. He said nothing, of course, since he had no say in the furniture and the decor
of the place in general, though his parents intended it for him — they had already
bought a place for his sister when she got married, which she is now leased out to
pay the rent where she is living. In any case, his mother would never go along with
anything he suggested, she had definite ideas and once she made up her mind, no
one could convince her otherwise. With time, this particular chair inaugurated by
the son accommodated all three of them, as well as the daughter and her husband
whenever he came along. Plenty of relatives and friends also took turns sitting on it,
those close enough to be seated in the kitchen, that is, most often women chatting
with the lady of the house, either discussing grandma, who, by the way, had
repeatedly availed herself to that chair, the weather and its turns in the days to
come, the meals they prepared obviously in harmony with the weather, they might
even have discussed what the government may be up to, and even discussed the
wife’s younger nephew, the son’s first cousin that is, the one doing graduate studies
abroad, a grave concern for his parents who feared not only the dangers lurking in
that foreign land, but also the tuition which was too high for their means, since their
son hadn’t gotten a good scholarship, though he still hoped and searched and his

parents continued to anticipate, while claiming they had come to terms with it,



tightening their belts until their son finished his studies; he was nearly done, they
said, he would do his military service, then find some good paying job if he was
lucky, seeing such things are difficult. At times, sitting in that or any of the other five
chairs in the kitchen, the student’s mother wondered aloud whether it was all worth
it and was weary, resting her back against the chair, wondering what sort of chair
rested her son’s back so far away. She was not impressed when she visited him once,
her child lacked the most basic of conveniences, but what can you do, that’s what he
had chosen for himself, she couldn’t stand in his way; he would eventually make
something of himself, her son would, she knew that, he had always been a good
student ever since he was a child, his teachers still remember him. She wondered
whether she could send him some food, worried he would come back home
emaciated. Rinsing some fruit by the sink, her sister interrupted concerned her own
son was thin as well, not eating well since he went off on his own, he comes by for
lunch of course, but God knows what he feeds himself at night. It was such and
other things that were discussed in that kitchen, with emphasis on the weather, on
cooking and most particularly the state of family affairs.

The day before her son smashed the chair on the kitchen floor with all the
strength he could muster, Monday noon it was, the daughter called just as the three
were done with lunch and said she” be coming to the city for some shopping without
her husband and would spend the weekend with them. She had been living in a
rather small provincial town for the past five years, a place where other civil
servants like herself and her husband served their tour of duty, and from time to
time she indulged in some shopping in the capital city, clothes mostly, seizing on the
opportunity to spend some time with her parents and brother. She lived in a newly
built house, newer than her family’s — they had bought the flat from the previous

owners at a good price — and her kitchen chairs were somewhat different than



theirs, more contemporary, as the mother was in the habit of repeating to relatives
and friends with plenty of smugness and unable to conceal a hint of criticism,
perhaps insinuating that her daughter’s taste would eventually converge with hers;
she had no doubt her children had taken after her, and though it wasn’t yet clear, it
was their lack of experience and once this deficit was made up for, their good taste
would emerge without fail. The daughter is doing well for herself, the mother would
say, no children yet, but there is plenty of time, she is still young and might as well
enjoy herself with her husband for the time being, they have steady jobs, their
income is good enough for their circumstances and most important, it's regular,
children will come eventually. She was more concerned about her son, not so much
about his age, well over thirty, it was his attitude that worried her, and she talked
about this to her husband for hours on end in the kitchen, or while carrying on with
her housework, and he sat in one of the chairs listening and nodding in agreement.
The husband never initiated such conversations and had them all memorized by
now, our son must come to his senses, he must find something permanent so he
could have some security, he is still so immature, when is he going to find a nice girl
and settle down, so and so’s daughter would be good for him, her mother is
interested, she brings it up all the time, and the girl’s got a steady job. Though he
never started these discussions, he endured them with sincere interest, or so he
thought. Afterwards, he would leave the kitchen, he would make his way into the
living room, turn on the television and listen to the news, the weather, temperature
was no joke, the norther or austral winds brought on remembrances from his youth,
weather conditions had changed since then and that’s a very serious issue, he would
say, and whenever his wife complained that he didn’t care about their son’s future,

what do you want me to do, he’d say, I can’t help it he hasn’t got a brain in his head.



When the daughter was done talking to her mother on the phone, she spoke
to her brother who promised to take her out Saturday night; and where could he
possibly take a married woman especially in this weather, the mother thought but
said nothing, content to observe to her husband later that it had been a while since
the last time they were all together, and what a great opportunity it was to spend the
weekend with the children, she’ll even make walnut cake, a dessert she knew both
her children liked, though her son had been staying off sweets lately, why is that,
she wondered aloud, could it be there’s something wrong with his health and he is
keeping it from us, he’s got such a temper lately, have you seen how quick he is to
pick a fight, she said to her husband at night and he agreed but reassured her, that’s
the way he’s always been, and then, the temperature is going down tomorrow, he
observed, make something nice and hot, how about pork and cabbage, I'll go to the
butcher shop in the morning and then to the farmer’s market, it's Tuesday
tomorrow, his wife added, we have no more fruit, get plenty since our little girl will

be with us.

The following morning, the wife was busy giving the kitchen a meticulous
scrub down and carefully dusted the six chairs. Last, she dusted the one her son
would smash in a few hours with such strength it would fall apart and rattled
against the floor, albeit free of dust. She would have exhibited the same
thoroughness in dusting had she known it would break, no excuse for dust on a
household item, regardless its state. She was cooking in the meantime, her husband
was done with the shopping very early, pork and cabbage, it was a good suggestion,
just what a cold day called for, and she secretly hoped her son would eat a little
more than usual, that child has lost a lot of weight lately; she would have his sister

talk to him hoping to get something out of him, how and where he spends his time,



who he keeps company with, if there’s anyone in his life, alas, she knew nothing
about him since he left home she thought to herself as she was winding down her
housecleaning and smelled the strong and rich aroma coming from the pot; her
husband smelled it in the next room where he was ironing his son’s clothes; the
aroma wafted throughout the house, we’ll be dining well today he said, what time is
he coming, meaning his son, as she shut the kitchen door to prevent the smell from

permeating the entire house, it’s hard to get rid of the smell of cabbage.

Translated by Connie Mourtoupalas



Nikos A. KAVADIAS

From

Flight in the White

Nausicaa, what is happening to me is strange. I'm flying, Nausicaa. I am telling you
the truth; it’s not a writer’s fantasy. Don’t laugh at me, I have the feeling of a strange
event, and it is indeed strange the flight in this tunnel of bright white light —if it is
light, for it doesn’t blind me— with the strange but beautiful music —if it is music-
that comes from everywhere and nowhere. I am flying with unimaginable speed,
knowing neither the way nor the reason, nor the destination of this flight. And, the
other strange thing is that I don’t care, I don’t feel fear or enthusiasm. It is like being
a machine; I have no emotions, although I retain their knowledge, and simply I
register what I see, hear, and read — not books, Nausicaa, but thoughts and feelings
that are appearing in front of my sight at high speed like passing on the screen of a
computer. I can’t find any other way to describe it for you, but you can understand
how important it is for a writer to be shown in such a simple way the inmost worlds
of people, their secret lives — the really hidden ones. This was my inaccessible
dream, right from the start: to penetrate the mind of people and witness first hand
events that are authentic — not substitutes; in other words, Nausicaa, to write THE
BOOK. This moment, however, when I have the possibility of doing it, I don’t care for
it at all. I only know. I know that I know what was happened in the past, what will
happen, and what exactly all these people feel and think; these people, whom I see
as being simultaneously children, adolescents, young persons, middle-aged and

elderly, in a perpetual present. Should I call it dream? In dreams, however, one



doesn’t see so many details, neither colours, nor oneself; yet, I see myself lying down
on our bed, in our bedroom in the small house of Rafina — near the bed I see the
night-table with my watch, my pills, my eyeglasses and the glass of water on it, a
little far from it I see the armchair with your unfinished needlework laid on it’s back,
my woollen jacket hanging on the clothe-horse that we had bought from
Monastiraki — and at the same time I see myself in Corfu, being a seventeen years
old boy, and having the sudden idea to estimate the age of the old houses from the
layers of the colours that I discern in the wounds of their walls: the grey-green of
mould, the carmine, the white, and the ochre. Nevertheless, in the same scenery
there are also present the members of our family, each with it's own motions and
characteristics, and other places and landscapes of our island, and other people,
friends, known and unknown persons, to whom I stare all the time feeling nothing
but the knowledge. The faces are coming more and more closer, growing in size as
being looked from behind a magnifying lens; at the banks of their wrinkles there are
discernible layers similar to the ones that the wounds of the walls of the old houses
have, and the pores of their skin seem similar to craters, whence hidden loves,

sorrows and hopes spring up like fumes.



Ilias KEFALAS

DREAMS

No, I can do without dreams, murmured my father. Because even in dreams I am unhappy.
Even in dreams I feel tired. Besides, dreams are like flowers. With choise earth and regular
watering, they blossom and flash in the garden. But lackihg earth and water, what garden
can grow? Hence, from our poisoned lives, what pleasant dream can blossom? No, I can do

without dreams, stated my father, in his endeavour to get rid of life” s nightmares.

SILENCE

What a deafening void dead silence forms. I beg, beg, for a few secret whispers, a hint of

rustling yellow leaves, a far-off breathe its last on me, sending shivers down my back.

AGAIN SILENCE

I know her window is open, and that the wind is caressing her. Silence that extends. Even as
far as here I her shawl waving. And the silk of her stockings creaks, as though a predator has
grasped her two legs and is squeezing them. I rub my hands that the crust of silence might

crack, for if she calls for help, only I shall hear.

SNOW’S HESITATION



Steps in the snow

They come and go

The soles empty

Having shaken off man

Stripping him of his existential weight
This, at least, will remain

The empty footprints

You can believe it, I say to my mind
And afterwards:

—immobility—

—hesitation—

What do you hope for?

The darkness encircles us

Amid this snow- white silence
Come, come

You, so near and yet so far

Come to me

Before we depart forever

No thought can save us

No dream can take us far

THE BLIND MAN

It’s not only a matter of seeing

Others should also be able to see you



Said the blind man switching on the lamp.

The room instantly brightening
The night was repulsed
But it found in the light

Its airy crutches.

He, bathed in the light
Thought that if there was something he could see
That was words

Which limpidly rolled in his mind.

Innermost words, warmed

By his mind’s solitude

Deeper than anyone has ever known
Crimsoned by the down’s darkness
And the blaring of a sun that rose

Behind the mountain range of knowledge.

Only with words do I see

The blind man repeated

As though using a torch to fence with nothingness.

SOLITUDE

Solitude, said the bird pecking at



The wind’s fleeting sighs.

Solitude, said the wet moss

Drinking the leisurely drops of rain.

Solitude, echoed the forest

Smothered with its dense darkness,
And the soul’s hollowness echoed: solitude
And the river’s bareness replied: solitude

And the ancient thirst implied: solitude,

Only solitude (everything settled
In this black stuffy nest).

And where was 1?

Where was I and said nothing?

What were I and the word didn’t house me?

Or was I the word that housed everything?

THE SOLDIER

The young soldier is reading



A letter from his sweetheart

Sat on the ground like a silent bird
With the smile of a god at peace

A ravine between his eyes
Dripping salt

And fingers plucking harp strings

Without cease

Up flies his beret and settles
On a pole

Out of his pockets come fags
Matches comb mirror

And a drachma note

OLYMPUS

Like a hovering nest of clouds
Powdered with its thick snow
Olympus flies skywards each morning
“Are you real or false?’

Grandpa would shout enthusiastically

Looking admiringly at the mountain’s ivory aspect.

Be it of water or ashes the years go by quickly

Grandpa is a remembrance now



And the mountain there stalwart and invincible
Inciting its white edge into the void

Looking immaculate

Broad and sharp and finally

Imposing itself on the clear sky.

Grandpa’s words are whetted on my tongue
“Are you real or false?” now I shout

And entranced I look admiringly at its holy cone.

JACK

Jack, is it snowing up there?

Jack, is it raining?

Who has hung out his snow-white sheets
Which spread and flutter in the sky?

Like the waters of a white sea do they rise
When it foams with the wrecks of dreams

Alarming us with its roaring.

So, Jack, tell me. Is it snowing up there?

Here it’s a cool high summer

Here it’s night

Here blows the wind of misfortune



I want to leave
The roads are closed
Our orchards have no fruit

Something invisible scares us and worries us.

Jack, Jack, Jack,
The dragon is here.
Where’s your bean stalk?

Cough, sneeze, laugh, and let me hear you, Jack.

THE THINGS

The things that are born inside us
Are in a hurry to go
Only their anger lingers on

Eating silence and love away

I have found my life as I left it
One evening of summer
Since then I have borrowed sensations

To be conscious of my fall

Translated by Yannis Goumas



Maria KENTROU-AGATHOPOULOU

THE MOTORCYCLE RIDER

What happened

To that noisemaker

Of the midnight before

That rode his mechanical animal
Roaring on the asphalted road
Without brakes

That had fun, during sleeping hours,
With our brain

Here inside

The crippled skull

On the midnight before

As I was looking at the new moon
Outside my window

I heard a strange noise

Coming from high up

And I thought I saw him:

An angel on a motorcycle
Crisscrossing the roads of the sky
Looking in sorrow at me

Through his broken mirror



Please take

A nice picture of me

Riding my motorcycle

[ want to send it to my girlfriend:
One hand on the brake

The other fixing my curly hair

[ want my leather jacket

And my iron helmet

To be in full view

Above all, they should be clearly seen
The vertigo on my face

And that premonition of inevitable

Death

From Marine Journal, 1981. Translated by Dino Siotis



Panagiotis KERASIDIS

The music we grasp

The music we grasp leaves us.
Reality’s so-called birds of pray
that train in abeyance

ripping freedom’s music scores
emitting groans of immortality,
songs almost.

Felicity’s gaps that we stutter.

Musical pieces that we utter

in the language of those absent.
Wounds that remain voiceless

with the eloquence of those present.
As though we are stubbornly giving
the kiss of life

and the breath sticks to the spittle.

Sounds of suffocation
of an irritated body seesawing,
a hungry drama,

with the speed gathered by the fall



when they push us to make us fly.
Whereupon we leave the breath free

to flee into its nightmare.

With wind instruments

proclaiming the touches taken from us.
Groping such deep mourning.

Such crumbs of sound

that emerges from the nails.

A deep cut from the string

that at night we tighten.

Music that children grasp
when they play and roll about
in the earth of forgotten graves
through friction composing

a different lullaby.

Rousing.

Spouting distillations of senses
that failed to become feelings.

When we sing as though cursing.

The music that we played alone
with the keys of silence,

of the last breath.



The music played by the eyes

In the wind of shipwrecks.

Permanently mendicants demanding
that the music we grasp in absence
belong to us.

Just as the drums of life

belong to the skin of death.

Just as the drums of death

echo the scratches on the skin.

Translated by David Connolly



Yannis KESARIDIS

The Dirty Dress

The stain on Seva’s dress appeared just a few months after her wedding. It was
midday and her husband had come back early from his usual haunt. The meal
wasn’t ready; she hadn’t been expecting him. He staggered in and started
complaining.

‘And change that dirty dress, haven’t you got anything else to wear?” he said
finally before going to lie down.

She was puzzled. A young bride in dirty clothes. Why hadn’t she seen it
herself!

She went over to the mirror.

The years passed with the dirty dress clinging to her body, with that stain
just below her right lung. It was brown in colour, like oil.

The first time she saw it, she put the dress in a basin and left it to soak in hot
water. When it had dried, she spread it out to iron it and saw: the stain was as bright
as day. The whole dress shone brightly and the oil stain with it. She carefully laid it
out on the bridal bed and saw her body writhing inside it, just as when she had
slipped out of her mother’s womb. She felt it belonged to her more than anything
else in the world.

This swaddling garment that had received her body. And there on the right

was a shadow all her own.



At first, she hid the dress and went to look at it from time to time. She cared
for it in the wardrobe as though it were a baby. She aired it, cleaned it, hung
mothballs on it. Each time she looked at it, she felt it was her protection, a coverlet
for her body.

In time she came to believe that it deserved more than being shut up in a
wardrobe. She wanted its warmth to spread over her body and so, one morning, she
wore it tight to her skin. And she never again took it off, stain and all.

That evening when she saw her husband fall down drunk in the front yard
and collapse in the snow, it was the dress that saved her. As she was unable to drag
him into the house, heavy and drunk as he was, she got a thick sheepskin, wrapped
him in it and lay down beside him in the weather’s white sheets till the morning.
Her body wasn’t affected by either the cold or by the earth’s damp.

That same evening, she realized that the dress was an amulet and the stain a
guardian angel come down to earth to protect her.

For years now, she had been enduring the life of a widow, burdened with the
cross of loneliness and with her amulet clinging to her skin. Her husband’s days
were numbered in drink far more than in the caresses he gave her, and his departure
from her was inevitable. Her only consolation was the dirty dress; a smell of
mustiness for those who came into contact with her on the street or in her tiny room
on