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- - ABSTRACT

’ . o ' Children of Byzantium
‘ Short Stories

4 . v ) N

Katherine Viassie
‘ “s \/ N

-

¢ “ >

W

Eleni is “the central character "in this series of linked -
short stories. The opening story begins in the early years
of the century in'a Grdek village with Eleni's betrothal ;o‘

the‘Greek—Canadian who has returned to his homeland to claim

a bride. The storles follow Eleni ‘through the years as she

~

e e

and her family- try-to find a way co reconcilte—their vision
"of the new world with their memorles of the old.
Immigrants search for paradise in the new world, much

the way poets sought perfection in the world of Byzantium.,'
K) -
.
Yet neither poet nor immigrant can leave the old world

o

,behlnd..

"You will find no new lands, you will find mo other seas
The city will follow you."
- Cavafy



B - T, . o
4 b ‘ * ’ 0 ’
) 3 , .
v o - . . o ., - . / X P
A . B R . y e _ / o
. g . i
- -‘ - M - v + oo ) " ¥ ’
. 4 - * ' G —
‘ - - ? » - - - - e «
. . . - . . .
- . . . . ., *e ‘
r‘ 0 - ’ ‘.
. . .
. N ‘. P - ' ! . . ‘
o B . s v, e 2, ) " '
o ! .
Lo N . I_./‘ : , ] . R . v . v . ] / . .
.’ B - t . . ” : - L s ~ W A *
. ) . . R . , - . .ot R ° . . N\
. ' 4 oo, R N - - o
4 ' - ”o- w . “ . L
. P T - 4 . - R P N
s ‘ . .- - . . ‘ . . ’ -t
. . > . ‘ ' - .
. e > . . \ * - . - ‘
. . . e - . 3 , g e N ', . ,
, . - . . .
L, Lo . oL ' - . s ) ’
. . . u '
. ' ' to. B \\ - . . o (
. .
£y tT. . ’ a2 . ~ : o
N » “ ) . ® . . . I v . . '
v .y e . y Lt . , Lt . i . .
. , ‘ ’ C. . f :* N N . . .
- o ' ! M - -
» » ‘v . > . . o - " . . ’» . N ,
L v - R Y / > .
- . o N . . .
. . s c o o ' ) , K >
~ ‘ .
. L . . T i ': v . -~ * . B ‘., . N ~ :
M e, - -
“ A - .
. ':— ’ M Ve - L 3 + .o ‘ ' M ' N - l‘
- - N ' N ‘ 3 a * a ) ’ e Al
. . . .
. <. .+« tm . CHILDREN OF BYZANTIUM ~ : :
2 ! & . R A , X ° ' i ) . . - ©
. . -1 ’ ‘. " ' v M . N T * i
' . - ! ¢ = *r ." x
. . v - S N N . .
L) . - a, * 2 ’
e ¢ . : ) .y o
~ N3 < ’
| s . . » - - &, K . 0 M
R . . N r‘ . R s ,‘ * «
- > - " . '0 '/' : ’ > ‘, & : “ . ’ ’
R . . . 1 ‘.
.t . - + - . . - v N .
. \ . . s " Iy - B . v :
L] . <
s ) oo A Garden With .Flowers o ool
4 v -
\ : . . . ’ ‘ ’ ———
. i ¢ o ’ , The Fi r Tr .. « v ¢+ . » rg - R i
4o ; ,'_‘; . AN ‘ . ’
. . ) . '
. . - . . . GOd ' S. Will . . » .x - . L] . 41 ’
. . . M . ‘ .
A . 4 o M 1 .
N + D N -
Lo Children of Byzantium . . . 59 - ‘ :
. .. k4 * - * ’ )
- L
. . , . A Bit of Magic" . v . . . . 78 ., . .°
] ey, N . ' * . ’
"L e - )
, g e, . .
! . . 2 ? A g -— T .
L. . Uy rrangements . J . . . . . 97
& A N
® N . s . . . . . N
" . N . M .
’ , . v . , * Brothers e o o6 o o e o ]_.09 * ’ ’
! M * -~ N " . R . - .
- ” LIRS
~ R 3 !
S . ", B Propéer Goodbye . . . .,. 121 , <.
- L , . ]
- o , . -* . . = '
. - » . . U 4
\ b
. . 4 . e ;
' ’ ‘ . ’ - » N - - : ' .
\ PR ™ -
: N . f . .
, . ’ ‘ . T .
~ ’ - ~
. N . . .
" -
B Y ! P : .
. R .
} - ) N = P . ’ ! N + . -
. - . (S s . .
. . ° i . . ' R . , -
. . *
\ a . : . K b
’ N - A - s . . .
- . *
$ o . W - »~, \l n‘ . . "
“' . "\\ [3 . i
, . o u.ﬁ « ¢ - e N : a ‘\ ’ '
N ~ Y “ N 4 ot t‘- . R . " -
” * N RO . . 4 .
+ .\ u - N ¢ °
i .
’ . '\\ T |
: , . .
J s v -
T Y , .. . . N y



e

g

. -

"~ town he'd left as a boy to seek his uture in the new world. .

7.

He was thirty-one-and 1ooﬁ§Bg for *ﬁife to take back to the

place Eleni knew only as ameriki, /the far-off land that had
a ‘\\ \ . . . B ¢+

" claimed so many of her townspeop{;.f His visit was all the

. women and girls talkeq'dbout those lush Augusﬁ days, each

’

one eager to see vho would have the good fortune to he

[y

chosen’ for ‘that wonderful 1life across the seas. " N

It was a Sunday when Eleni first sav Costa. She and

her three.sisters were taking a late aftern;;;\ﬁtfellj as

- —~

they and most .of the townspeople did on hot summer Sundays;‘

Eleni was -wearing her /first grown-up outfit. Her mama had

1 ~

L : / \ ]
sewn the white cott petticoat and blouse,' while ah aunt
had woven and dyed/the material for the overskirt in a

Py

bright sky blue; /Ainder the watchful eyes of another aunt,

 Eleni had careffilly threaded the. floral designs of poppy

red.onto the gkirt and bordered it with ribbons.of gold.

r

KN
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and blue. Since her sisters weren't old enough to cover -
their heads in'public or to wear embroidered skirts,nEleni
felt very special in her new clothes. .

Arms 1inked, chattering, their chaperoning parents a.

few steps behind, the girls made their way ﬁp and down the

main street. The leisurely walk always took the same path,
' f

up to the park where the band played under the shade of 'the

pine trees and children chased balls around the fragrant
daphne bushes, then bacﬁ down to the whitewashed church byi

the sea where each knew one day she would be'mahried, '

-~

Though the boys and girls of the town always walked in

separate groups, and anxious parents were never more than ‘a

-

few steps behind,” the youngsters managed to make contact
with theif eyes, sometimes even whispéring as they passed.
Occasionally a note would find its way into a willing hand.
But that day the girls were too preoccupied witﬂ watching
for thé amerikano to pay any ‘attention to the local boys. N
Eleni was eager for a glimpse b0f the stranger in the

. «
sparkling whité suit, gaily striped shirt and straw hat

N

that everyone was talking about. Her girlffiends, who'd
alreadly seen him, had pronoucned him very gdod looking with
his dark wavy hair and handsome mustache. They were all
‘curious about the.amerik;no who dressed like a foreigner,
but who was Greek like them."

The towﬁspeople were used to foreigners. No one could

understand why, but every summer a few of them would

\
°

disembark from small boats, books in hand, and point to a

.
—

° >
, b
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picture of the ruined ﬁarblé‘biliarﬁ Ef %heoanc;ent tempie.
The’plder‘bpfs would act as guides).ieadingxthe newcomers
alohg the\welltvorn path through the dlive gfbve and up thg
hill to the plateau’oﬁerléokihgithe'sea, later imitating
the exciteé-eiclamationSJPf the visitors ag-they tramped
over'éhe stumps of marb}e. Néne of the men ever'seeméd
cohﬁortable in their‘stiff-collared,shifts an&‘tight pants,
and the townspeoplé wopdéreq‘whi they'didn't,wear 1;ose

' blouson *tops and pantaloons'. ‘

But ,this stranger was different; he was one of them;
one yho'd gone off to the ney world and done well for
himself. Some of.the‘townspeople saiq yhe& reﬁemberéd the
boy Cosgg; hqdn't he played'in the band on Sunday
“afternoons? worked for his Uncle §}ephaﬁ6 in the taverna?
run off to aﬁeriki with 'his cousins when they'weré~me;e
lads?

When he finally appeared in the distance; Eieni looked
his way, and saw that indeed he did cut a\handsome figure in
his white suit; she especially “liked the¥way he wore his
i straw hat on the back og hiﬁ head so that his sleek black’
hair shone in the'suniight. As he came cioser she;lowered
. 'her eyes, fér she knew it was not Eroper for a young girl to

——

look directly into a man's face in public, but her sisters
nqued her so hard she stérted to giggle. In the énd she
had to turn the‘other way. When they got home her giéters
squealed in delight asithey pronouned that the'amerik;no

had stared at her guite openly as he'd passed, not once but
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‘A few days later her mama ca;led'her into the house

from the back garden wh%:e she was playing with her -sisters. .,

Eleni expected to be told to take a message to one of her

L3

aunts down the road or to help with the meal, but when she

rushed in) 1aughing, hair dishevelled, she saw‘the table set

-with the special bLge-embroidered'clpth, the good éﬁasses,

. and a piate of 1oukoﬁmi, the sugar-dusfed~sweets reserved

for guests. Costa was seated next to her papa.

She had always known that one day her parents would --
choose a husband for her, but when she was told of their

. !
'decision she was shocked, for she hadn't realized it might

happee 80 quickly or that’ it might mean going far away from
her family. Laughing and teasing with her sisters about
gofng to ameriki'as a bride had been in fun;. she'd never
exﬁecﬁed anything 1like that eofreally happen. '

After Costa left, Eleni apprbaéhed her mama with her
fears. "Foolish child!® her mama cried. "A fine man wants
to marry you!" Her sieters talked of nothing but the

glorious-life she would have in far-away ameriki. Her aunts

beamed when they were summoheg and told of her gqood fortune.

A}

—"He didn't even ask for a dowry," her mama announced

proudly.

Eleni's papa took her aside later that evening. "You ul
know I would never send you away except for your ownféood
he told her. "Costa isya fine man." She had heard her
parents' night-whispers,\ﬁﬁew about the &ifficuley‘of

N
)
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'finding‘dowr¥/money for. so many daughters, knew as well that
it was rare to find a man who would marri‘withéut a dovry,
even if he didn't need one; it .was:a mats%r of pride to be
able to say you had received so many’goid,;igg or so many
stremata of 1and.‘ "He's a fine man," her papa said once

°

more, and she believed him, and tried not to Phink of .how
much she would misé her family. .

The next afte}noon,-the good embroidereé cloth on the
table along with bowls of sweets and glasses of liqueur, the
family in their'ﬁest-clophes,'Costa came calliné once again.
Almost immediately he took a gold rrngrwith a tiny sp;rkling
stone out of a blue vélvet‘box and placed it on Eléni's
finger. "Thisfis ﬁow—engagements are formaliged in my new
cﬁuntry," he said to them all. "Your new coun}ry,“ he
‘added, turﬁing to Eleni who gazéd at the ring in awe. As
far as she knew, a plain gold'bénd servéd’both as .a sién of'aga? .
the betrothal and to bind the couple in marriqge; oqu the «
very wealthy wore rings with,precious,étdnéé.

After the engagement, Eleni and Costa strolled together

-

in the park, or sat in seaside cafes, but always in the
Y . 5
midst of family, parents, aunts ang, uncles, and, of course,

her yqdnger sisters. Eleni's initial fears of leaving home
subsided with time, and she soon found herself dreaming of

the romantic adventure awaiting her in fabled ameriki as the
c. &) ) = .

wife' of a handsome, wealthy older man wﬁo would treat her

like a princess. . L LS

v

_There were dinners at relatives', toasts to the future

°

..

S
. b T
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of the happy couple, talk of the wonderful new life Eleni

would have in the place Costa called kanada.. Since they

s
,

were never alone, Eleni didn't have a chance to ask him the
many questlons that were bubbllng inside her, but she Knew
there would be time enouﬁh for talk after they were husband Y

and wife. N

Then suddenly”Costa had to leave Greece™ His business’

required that he return quickly, Eleni 4 papa told her after
Costa was gone, but arrangements would be made for her to
join him. She asked her mama why they couldn't have been

‘married in the church by the sea and” travelled to amerlki'

a together. "Your Papa knows vhat he s doing," vas all her

mama said. Later, wheh Eleni heard talk of war in far-gff S
Edrope, she understood that sonmmow the wvar had changed ‘
everything. . .

After Costa had gone, Eleni and her mama, aunts and
sisters spent their -days gathered areand the table
preparing Eleni's trousse;u. Petticoats and blogses'were
sewn, along with cslourfqlloverskirts; lace-trimmed sheets .

with matching pillow . slips and'embroidered tablecloths

"were brought out of the trunk and freshly washed and

ironed before being repacked for the trip.

In the meantime, Costa's letters began arriving.

Whenever a new one®canié, Eleni would slip it into her

pocket and rush out into the garden; she'd sit in the
furthest corner under the peach tree, and drink in the words"

from her betrothed, shivering as she read mbout how he

g——

A -
B . . .
L] . ‘.
. .
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dreamed of her at night and how he was countiné tpe hours
un£11 they could be ﬁogbpher‘as man and wife. He also
wrote about the Europeaﬁ Qar that had begun sdéon after.
he'd;?r}ivéd hoge, explaiﬁed how it was sléwing down )
arrangements for her passage. She 6idn't like to think
about a war far away. It had nothing to do ;ith her in
Gfgece and Costa. in amefik;. FA: Eleni, who'd¥never been
further than the few kilbmeters it took to reach her

[

grandmother's inland village, Europe was as foreign as

4

ameriki, or eyen distant Athens. 1Instead of war, she

thought about Costa and how one day soon he'd say in

person all\phe words. on the pages of his letzﬁrs.' She

“»

2

tied ‘them together with a slip of white ribbédn and hid

them away from the prying fingers of her 1little

> ——

compléted for her passage. Eleni-was told she could take
only one suitcase anq a satchel. The lovely clothes and
beautiful linens her mama and aunts had been éarefully,
pressing and folding into the trunk had to be left behind.

Because of the war, everyone said.

\

So with what few things coulg—ke packed, she kissed her

. -
sisters, hugged them ﬁ&ghtly, asdured her mama she'd be

fine, and climbed onto the carriage with her papa for the

day-long ride to the port of Piraeus, where He ‘'would see her

safely aboard the ship that would take her to ameriki, to

4

the place Costa called kanada.

YA o

¢

—

siste#s. ‘ . ’.‘
It was the following summer bgfore arrangements were

.

B
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© " From his jacket ‘potket, her :papa took the stiff piece

of paper vitﬁ‘the foreign 1ettering and showed it to her as

they tbde: Winnigrg, Manitoba, Canada. One of the clerks

in &he office, vhosé “bility with the European alphabet was

better than.hi§,~had ink d.it.onto—the paper along with

Eleni's name. Costa had sent instructions that-such a card

. , ~
to .remove the card or 1osé-it, since, once off the boat,

it

would be the only vhy‘she could be . 1dent1f1ed and put on the

right train Eleni‘s papa haﬁ.wondered Why “Costa would not

meet the boa¥ himself, but had been told by the all-knowing

clerk that Winnipeg vas .a long vay from the sea.

¢

<

] * - i
"{?& ufiderstand about the train?" her Eépa asked as

carriage rumbled aiopg the dusty'coastéi road high abd%é

A Cot e L oK .
sea.- : S , L

'"Ob. ies, Papa," she assured him. "It'Il be so % -
exciting! First a boat, then:é train! . I might even gét

ride one of those, new horseles§ carriages. Do you think

i

-

. T ’ \ ’ ..
. was o be made and pinned *mto Eleni's cloak. She was never:

A

the.

the

Costa might ﬁave'one’ I don't really mind. 1f he doesn t.

fruit’ trees, just 1like ours!" —_ v l -

F'a)

.But he will ‘have a fine house and “a garden w1th flowers and

Eleni stepped down off . the train, her satchel clutched

in her &rms , UnS:re ;hich vayzio go, shewiboked back up at

the train man vho'd almost pushed her off. He was

«

. N -
s .

a » M .
! ’
.
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mot1on1ng her to join the peOple mbv1ng toward a flight of

-~ stairs. As he'd ‘palsed her on the train a few ‘minutes .

* -

,earller, he d poirited to the card pinned to her cloak difty

-~

now and cqued up at the gdges "Wlnnlpeg," he'd sald and
.6

)

gestured out thé window. ‘She 'd jumped up, fo%lowed him

and Tlustered with ;:e otﬁer§ around the door waiting for
rthe train to stop. ; '
. She should have t;keg a few minutes  to tidy up, fix her .

-
IS

A ]

hair that had come toose tnder her kerchief. 'wﬁat if Costa

saw her looking so unkempt and said no, this isn't the Eleni

[
I chose, I don't want her% send her back? Costa wouldn't do

that, -He was a good-man.

.Her parents had entrusted her to
. P ' :

v .
him. She held her head hlgh. still cldtchihg the satchel -
/ . ’

close to her; it was all Bhe ‘had left from home.

o)

He; large case vwith Lts,beautiful trousseau was gone.
It had diséppeared from uﬁq?r her bunk, along with her few
gold coins. They had been sewn by her ﬁahaf{nto the '
g Boéice of a winter blouse| well-hiddqﬁ by folds of material
and émbro;de}y. Elenj had shown her new outfits to, her
P babin mates and had}béen pleased rhen £hey'd complimented

her on the lovely materiall, the exquisite design. But the

~

loss of her clothes and mgney, the frightening seasickness,

P : .o A
the -unféexpected chill when she'd stepped onto land, the .

‘., stuffiness and foul éhel}s on the prain, were all but

forgotten as ‘she stood onl the crowded, noisy platform and ‘

., looked around expectantly for Costa. — ,4
! . a t

She touldn't see beyond the throng of jabbering,

-

N
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shoving bodies that now surrounded her.\ One hand clugching

| ¢he satchel, the cher holding the kerchief fast to her
head, fhetlet herée;f be.carried along, praying, that Costa
voulG'appegr to rescue her. She stumbled down the’ stairs.
At the bottom, in the madhouse of foreign words screaming

past, arms grabbing sobbing forms, no one reached foi‘her.

She wanted to rush back upsthe stairs, tell the train man
he'd made a mistake, ask him to please take her to the
kanada where her betrothed was'waiting, a garden of flovers

in his arms.

A man touched her shoulder. ‘!¥e tried to shake him

»

off. ,He persevered. "Eleni," he said. "Ela."

+

-~
"Costa," she vwhispered, refusing to move, yet relieved

to be able to speak Greek again. "I'm waiting for Costa."

.

"Ne," he nodded. "Costa." He tried to ta?e%her

satchel. She held firm. “élau“ he said again. Come - She

«

found her voice, tdéld the gruff-voiced man she wouldn't

leave without Costa. "I will take you to him," the man
.said. "I am his cousin, Alekos." ‘
Costa had ‘written about his cousins and business v

partners, Alekos and Pavlo, yet she haan‘t expected one of-
them to meet her. She‘vanted to ask why Fésta had not come
but she dfdn‘i dare speak so openly to a man; evén.if,he vas
a cousin. Instead, shg handed this Alekos her satchel,‘
pulled hWer cloak more tightly about her, ;nd folloved him as

he veaved through the crovds.

Outside ére station, on the street, she was startled by

7
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the drabness of darkly dressed people and talligrey
. ) \ = :1
buildings, so different from the light colours of her town. ™

Carts and carri bes stirred up dust ‘as th‘ey”clattered by i

.drjvers call outf angrily in their harsh language. *In the

I
. middle of the wide road, noisy little‘ trains clanged along.

a t“'/
One of those horseless carriages she’d heard dbout rumbled

and rpttled into view, spewing black sSmoke as it passed. It

was not only dirty in this place she'd come to, it was also
, N

painfully loud. And this peculiar man, Alekos, didn't even

\\walk beside her; he lunged ahead on the planked ~wa-1kway,'

A . T

turning every few steps to ‘touch his hand ‘to"his'hat’ as if

_in grgéting before going on. He stopped suddenly beside one

4

‘n

of those clanging trains, turned and scooped her up-onto it

-

‘Thley sat side by side while the train jangled along;

I3 -

stopping and s\tarting in jerking fits, while more of those
» * .

grim—lfaced pgople in their‘sorhbre ciothes climbed on and
off. ) / v

Alekos said nothing during ‘their long ridé. Then he
goti up. "_Ié_l_a," hg said, yanking her by the ar.m‘. She “f'

scrambled off behind him. He took her arm afgain and,

4

dodging carts and people, ‘they zigzagged across the road.

3 . -
They went along ‘another planked v‘:)alkyay, lined with more of

-

those dark buildings. ‘More grim-faced people shuf fled by.’
He paused at a dé‘orway, led her inside, up a nar?ow_ dark
staircase, down an equally dark- hallway, stopping finally at- ‘

N

a door that opened to reveal a smiling face.

rd 4 - 2 .
""Ela, paidi mou, ela." Come, my child, come. A woman
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v urged her inside, and Eleni almost burst into tears at ,tfle\
. .

sound of those warm words and the welcoming smile. It vas

Y

: ' : : .
« the first time since she'd left her papa at the ﬁrt of

S
Piraeus that Eleni felt safe. She -wasn't sure what it was
about the. woman; she was quite a bit older,; certainly not as
» 0ld as her mama; one of her younger aunts perhaps, but

. - . /
different. ' . N .

N s
Alekos rushed away with hardly a word. The womdn

introduced herself as Matina, his wife, and askeg'Eleni if
) 4 . - . > v
she wanted food first or to wash up. ' Eleni+ who'd eaten;

only bread and “_dried fi-g's since she'd gotten of ¥ the boat
four days'earlier, was ravenous, but ashamed to be‘se.en é,o
< ' -dirty. Most .of all she .wanted td ask about Coéta. But' her
tl}roat was dry and all she could do was shgke her head.
Matina seemed to understand, helped her off Vith' her cloak,
and her kerchief, . told her to rest on the couch, then ‘
disappeared into another room.
Eleni felt comfortable enot;gh, put it-vas so dark and
' ~draﬂb ‘in the small room. She didn't wantf.to ‘be critical, the
. woman had been \so nice, buT except for the heavy red
' ' cu.rtains and rejddis'h, almost black, walls, everything‘ was

. v brown. There'wasn'f. a touch of sunny brightness anywhere.

, She wg»% glad it wasn't her house.

£ »

- "Come and vash now," the woman sai\d: from the doorway.
She handed Eleni soap and a towel, and led her to a large
bbwl of steaming wWater sitting on the counter of,. the

f

kitcien. . . T : v
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"Thank you, Kyria Matina," Eleni said.

.;Welre not so formal here. Call me Matina." '

Eleni couldn't address this woman-she had just me£ in
such an lntimate‘manner, but not want}ng to offend spe'saié
nothing. She_concentratedmonlfolling up her sleeves ahd
giving hersel% a good washing,'theﬂ she sat down to a bowl
of soup that tasted as éood as the/best of her mama's.

_WCosta will be here soon," Matina sgtd, as Eleni ate:
ou understand what happened?" Eleni'shoogxher head.
*Alekos didn't tell you?" 'Her voice rose. .“gh,'that tool !

Elen) put down her spoon, looked up in'ala;m; ’"No,tno,'it's

shoulder. "He'll be here sodn,;don't you worry. |That idiot
hus a;a of mine," she went on. "1311 bet he hardly said a
wprd to yoh all the/yay‘here, you poor little thing." ¢
| ‘Costa was comfng. Hé;would take her away éd their home
with the garden. It would be light and.airy like he? ﬁouse
in Greece, only mucﬁ bigger. After 511( hé was/a rﬁch

S
amerikano.

After Eleni had eaten as much as she could, Matina took

her into a bedroom. She almost cried‘when she saw herself

in the glass. Matina shushed her, prushed the dirt off her
oo ‘ -
dark-blue travelling skirt and made¢ her put/on a fresh

blouse she took from a cupboard. She combedftﬁe tangles out

o

/

~
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af Eleni's hair, puffed it into a higﬁ bun, and refused toQ

let her cover it with the kercpief.‘ "Anly peésant'women #

wear such things in Canada," she said. ° )

i )

Eleni felt practicail& naked without her head covering

”

‘andxwondered what Costa would say, but’ then she remembered

Ihié foreign dress and the ring he'd given her and realized

EY

'he'd‘prpbably ekpect her to ?ecome an amerikana in her ways.

When Costa rushed ini breathless, apologetic, his

cousins flanking him, she waé shocked to see he no longer

wore his stunning white suit and straw hat. He was grey and

rumpled, like his cousins, all three of them dark and sombre

like their new country. . ) 3

Eleni waited for Costa to say he would take her away
0 :

from these tiny, dark rooms to their sunny home with the

gérden, but he said nothing about leaving, and she spent the /

/

/
Alekos. Costa and Pavlio slept on the couch in the other y.

night in the small bedroom next to that of Matina and

room, the one they called the living room. At first shg/
- ( , .

believed this would be the arrangement dnly'until the-
wedding, but as time passed she realized thgt this apartment

was to be her new home. Once they were married, Costa would

-

givé up his place on the couch and join her in the bedroom

v

Plans for the wedding took place around her. She

explained shyly about losing her clothes and her few lira,

" hoping Costa would offer to buy her a new wedding dress. ~ -

"You can wear my green crgpe," Matina offered instead.

"We'll have to take it in a bit at the waist, but it'll be
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/' fine." She patted Eleni's hand and went on to talk about

the Priest from the ﬁussien.Chprch vho would come -to the
_ - .
apartﬁent to perform the ceremony. Eleni didn't know which
shqcked}her most, the'fact th¥t she Vduid-ﬁot be married in
a church, or that the service that was'to bind her to Costa
for life would be in a foreign tongue. It seemed to Eleni
tha% she understood nothing of this nev country.

She was never alone with Costa. Except for the day' of
her arrival, when he had s;:yeé with her and Matina, he was

gone all day. One of the men had to get to the market

early to buy the fruits and vegetables for their 1little

store downstairs, w;\¥§ the others cleaned and é/; up the .

displays. All of them worked long 1ntq the evening,'and
vhen they came upstairs for their.supper they were too
tired to do more than eat and smoke‘Sefore falling into bed.
It was;onlygon Sundays that Costa had the time to take pleni
oﬁt, and someone else always came with them. ’

‘They took walks along tree-shaded streets whe;e Eleni
saw huge houses with wide verandahs,ané enormous gaggens,

larger than anything she'd ever seen in Greece. Costla

explained how most houses in Canada vere. made of trees that

vere chopped down and turned into something he €alled wood.
The larger houses, maneions owned by the weal hies£ peopfe
in the city he told her, were made of something else called
brick. She couldn't understand why rich people who could

build any kind of houses they wanted made them drab brown

or murky red. Her whitewashed house would have shutters, *



blue and clear like the summer sky, and pots of flowers in-
every window. She wanted to tell Costa that, and 5O many
other things, but she knew she had to wait until they were
married before she could speak ope51y to him.‘ .

The day of her 'wedding, Eleni put on Matina's.green
dress, herkown'plack shoes, and the.tiny'hat of black net
and feathers she and Matina had made together. She tried
not to ihink of the white dress with the pale blueiaﬁd,rose
embroidery she qouid've worn at home, of her sisters;in’
their colouaful outgits, heé\pareats walking ﬁer to the - °
church. by the sea where she'd'alﬁays dreamed dEﬂbeing
married, the dancing and singing that\would go on into the
summer night under the fruit trees in theisr garden. She *
tried to remember that she'd been sent away for her own
googg.that the husband her.papa had chosen for her wae a
fine man. He was; he treated her kindily, they all did.

She should be grateful. But all she could think about was
how much ;he missed her mama and‘ﬁer sisters. And this
place, this kanada she'd come to, was not the amerik} she'd
dreamed about.

She came out of the room, uncomfortable in her

)

strange wedding outfit, and joined the others waiting for
A
thé Priest to arrive for the ceremony. They all sat

'stiffly around the table, each holding a glass of brandy

bought especially for the occasion. Pavlo, boyish and shy,

stood up and made a toast to the bride while Costa handed
[}
her a bouquet of yellow and white flowers. Eleni's eyes

'

94

T 16 -




17

filled with tears at the gesture, and after the ceremony

she took one of the white buds from the centre of the
arrangemgnt to press later between Costa’s letters.
There was a special dinner with more toasts and candied
almonds to sweeten the union. As the evening.progressed,
and the good wighes,grem to include many children, Costa
squeezed Eleni's hand, hidden beneath the.hanging folds. of
the téblecloth., It was the first time he'd ewer touched
her, gxcept to take her :rm crossing the sﬁfeet. Then
Alekos, usually the quiet one, stood up, and in his g}uff

voice, which up to-then had frightened Eleni, made a warm

declaration of welcome. He topped off his words with a

kiss on her cheek that causeé Eleni to blush. The others

laughed, and Matina said it was time to get the old boy to
bed. Pavlo wished them gll vell and disappeared into the
nighﬁ.'

Costa tookgEleni into their room, and she waited’ﬁor
him to become the Costa of her\getters, whisper his words of
love, gkplain why they'd heen staying with the others all

this time, and tellgher he would soon take her to their very

_ own house with its garden of flowers and fruit trees. But

it wasn't like that at all; she cried out “in pain(and Costa
: . p)

shushed her, reminding her of the others in the next room.

Those were the only words he Spoke to her. Aftef, he

stroked her forehead for a moment, turned away, and fell

- asleep, while she 1lay quietly in the dark and wept softly.

The next morning Costa left very early‘to pick up
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ffresh fruit.

. _ 2 ‘ 18
and vegetables -from the mérk'ﬁ{ and Eleni wrote
her family in Greece telling them how happy she

wvonderful her new life would be.
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The wind began to whirl the snow around Eleni's face.

She shivered and drew the woolen shawl more tightly around
' her head. ngglingvher toes inside her galoshes to make sure
-she étill could, she continued élonglthe street of beautiful
houses. She was almost at her favourite. It was set back
toward the river:and had a&;;de driveway circling the -
spacious groﬁnds. Sometimes she sa; carriageg pulling out,
and once a motorcar bassed her as it entered, but she was

\

L__néver close enough to catch evéq;a glimpse of the ladies
and gentlemen as they rode by. Inside the house livé§ a
sixteen year old, just like her, but a zégi, a tall, fair ,

»Canadian, who spoke-t;e language of the country with-ease.

.Dressed in sweeping gowns of embroidered silks, she'd spend

her days eating 1ouko&mi and sipping drinks out of sparkling

long-stemmed glasses. Her husband would come ho%e early in

the afternoons, respendent in his officer's uniform. She‘'d

of fer him sweets and a liqueur. They'd sit together on the
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couch in front of the window er?looking th€” snow-covered
- garden with its magnificent, tall trees.

The eQergreens that abounded in the,grounﬁé of the huge
houses qucinated E}eni. They were the oﬂiydgkowing things
in this strange new land she'd come to thgt'hadh't crumpled
up and turned brown with the passing of summer. Even vhen

" the snow had begun falling, they had kept their bloom.
"Isn't it a miracle, Costa," she'dxsaid excitedly to her
husband, "how the cold doesn't.change them?*

) A~stinging blast of frigid air whipped across Eleni's
face. She gulled the shawl down over her forehead and sunk __
her chin deep into the collar of her coat. Tﬁe snow swirled
about her ih gusts now. Even though she hadn't reached her
‘gavourite spot, she knew it was time to turn back. Soon it

, would be impossible to see. She'd learned, in the few‘
moriths she'd beeén in Winnipeg, how guickly the prair%e wind
could take fire. She bent her head against the coid,'turngd
away from the beautifu} houses, and started for home.

Costa, with his cousins, Alekos and Pavilos, would ?e ﬁungry

after a gghg day in the store downstairs. $he oﬂly Yoped ’

there wouldn't be an¥y mention of war tonight. It seeﬁe&////

that was all the men talked about these diYs.‘ | \,
— At the épartment, Matina was in the kitchen grinding.

the meat for keftédes, the meat balls they were having for

supper. Eleni quickly shed per outdoor clothes, put oé

warm slippers and an apron, and began to chop up the onions.,

‘ "I'm going to try asking Costa once more to teach me




up, that the

"Eleni to stop washing so they could listen.
* O

14

.
[ - - !

English," Eleni sald, determinéd“that this time she would

6

convince him. ‘ Lo

~a -

""We're Greeks in this house," Matina said, mimicking
Costa. "If you want to learn," she said, reverting back to

her own voice, "you'll have to do it on your ovwn, like me."
\ v

*No," Bleni said emphatiéally. She knew Matina did

things behind Alekos' back all the time, but she refused
, * 14

-

to be that kind of wife. ,
Matina. shrugged and started mixing an egg into the
- ' - -
ground meat. Eleni wiped away onion tears and kept
Y * . . . ; '

-

chopping. ' ) ) - -
The men were tired over dinner and haf@ly spoke, but it ‘
was later, when Eleni'and Matina were in the kitchen washing

"heard Alekos.

t at war!" : .

<o

"We're

-~

"Canada‘ s." ’'Pavlo's voiqe was undsually harsh.

"But not Greece!" . X ' .
"We're Canadians, Alekos."
. It was the first time Eleni ever heard Pavlo talk back

to his brother. Even Matina seemed.shocked. motioning
\ . . ) .

-y

"The Canadian Army is asking for volunteers to make up

<

-another Division." | ’ \ . ' L

"We need you at the store!" .
The argument carried on even after Eleni and Costa went -
to their room for the,night; Theh doors slammed and there '

#

was silence. - . .
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"Do you think Pavlo s right?" Eleni whispered in the
dark. ‘ ) o ' Do

*It's not our quarrel. Costa said, and she didn't know

if he meant the one between the brothers or the war itself,

v

b%t_his tone was abrupt eno;gh to tell her he didn"t want to

?

talk about it. He was probably upset that Pavlo had spokgn

50 rudely to Alekos; it was nnlike him. But surely Costa

. Q 1 ']
knew that g;VTo—vould never defy hif brother. After all,

Alekos was the eldest. She thought about vwhat Pavlo had g . Jyl
said, that they were Cahadians -- she didn't feel Canad;en.

Cana?ians were the ladies who walked aloqg the ét{get with g

a; air of’SeIenging, who wore tﬁeix\clothes w%th 3nisi§xj///

grace, who spoke opernly to shopkeepers. ' Eleni sighed and

'curled up- on her side of the bed. This wasn't the time to,

fe v

oy, ) Con
A few nights later, when tney were getting ready for

bed and Costa seemed in a‘good,mood, she mentioned it.

ed

"We all speak Greek here," he said. "Wha% do you need
to knov English for’" ‘ - s

»What about when- I go out on my own?" she asked.

-

'"Elenaki mou," he said, usihg her name in the en@eaqing

manner; his voice soundéd more like her papa's though. S
"It‘s dangerous. to wvander about By yourself. . This is {
Canada, not Greece." o T, . ' ‘

“I walk to the river and along the etreeﬁ of beautiful

3

}
houses every day," she pointed out. - ' "ra - Ty

.On;y a short distance, and in a éafe'geighbourhoo@.n
. ‘ e
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'+ "What -about shopping?" She was begihning to feel the

'xfgtiiity of a discussion they'd had many'&imes before.

N 4
He smiled and put his arm around her shoulders. "Don't

'I look after you, Egenéki? Why are you so worried?"

& -

It was useless. Stiil, she couldn't be :like Matina
A .' )
" and teach herself to read by picking.up the newspaper

whenever thg,men were away. No matter how much she 11ked

Matina,.Eleni knew it was wrong of a wife to defy her

i
{x 2
.

husbard. . . ' - I

Eleni continued -her®walks an? tried not to daydream
aboﬁt whét she couldn't have. Costa was a good man,.she
reminded herself, even if the life he'd offered her in
Canada ‘was not what‘shé'd ex

-

but some days she missed

ed when she'd left Greece,

mily so much she

became ill. On top o everything else, in the last few

days she'd begun to feel unusually drowsy in the afternoons.

"No walk today?" Matina asked.

"I'm tired. 1 thi;z 1'11 lie dowh instead." .,
’ N
"Last. night you were falling asleep over 'your supper,"

Matdpna said. "Anything else peculiar happening?"

“‘—-——
. "1 miss my family,*,%leni said. "I guess that's why

2

I'vke been feeling sick."
"What kind of sick?"

"My stomach. I want to throw up, but I can't."

“"In the mormings, especially?"

‘ *How did you know? Did this happen to you when you
. (r_ X . o ’ )
first came to Canada?" \ . .

.
.

‘
-
p . * .
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Matina 1gnored Eleni's questions, aéking instead a few
<

' . of her own.
"Many women would like what you have,"\Matida said .

¢
. -finally.

"How can you say that?" Much as she ‘liked Mﬁlina:
there were times Eleni made no sense out df things she séid.
. ‘"Because you're gokgg to have a baby; ysu foolish
;7 ' child;" ) . —- '_
Eleni drew h;réelf up. "Oh no, not me. No b;by. Costi
ggreed," she sgid with assurance.
;Agreed’to what?*"

Eleni knew she wasn't supposed to talk to}h Lusband
about §uch personal things, but she ‘also knew wﬁa% happened
when girls got married - before~the year was out the first
baby would-arrive -- and she wanted to make 'sure it didn't
happen to her, so far fromqhef mama. Mstina was~the only
woman she knew, but Matina didn't have babies, she wouldn't

.'be any help. No. Eleni definitely wasn't going to have a
, Fbah<\a11 by herself in this frozen country.
' "Costaiaéreed tq'whatQQ Ma}ina asked again.

"No baby," Eleni said, really too embarrassed to say .
more. She c;uldn't tell Matina how one night lying side by.
side in their bed, she'd had the courage to finally speak te

dosté about her fears. She hadn't actually been able to say
the word "baby" to him, that was talk only for women, but

S . to.-
. + .. she'd told him how much she missed her mama and how she

¢

couldn't manage certain things-alone. He'd been kind,

- —_— —
- . N
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teilfgé her not to worry, assuring her he knew how hard it .
was for her to be away from her mama and her sisters. He'd
eyeé said that when there was extra money, afteg'the war, ,
they'd go and visit.
0 She turned back to Matina. "I told Costa,” she said :
finall?, "and he understood. So you see, no baby."

' Matina said nothing more, but that evening she and .
Alekos disappeared iﬁto their room right after supper, and *

then Alekos came back out and tbck Costa aside. .Pavlo sata
\?ff in a corner reading the English newspaper he brought
home every night. Eieni busied herself with the dishes and
vondered what was going on. ' ' .
In bed that night, .Costa touched her on the shoulder
. , .
the way he did.those times he would reach for her in the
‘special way. She waited, but he didn't move. "Eleni," he
said finally. His voice Wwas gentle, but it ;:; the tone he
would use’vhen he'd admonish her not to éo too far on her
walks, or when he'd remind her to write her parents. 855
wondered what she'd done this time. "Elenaki," he said, %is
voice more gentle, and this time he gathered her in his
arms. She was relieved and waited for him to start that
other, but all he did was hold her. Then

Pl

God's will," he said, and she caught her

always talked about God's will when sgmeone died or when
babies came.
She pulled away from him. "You promised, COsta!" she

. -
cried. "You promised!" o



farther'away.
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"Elenaki." He reached for her but she drew even

"I can't, not hére, al% alone," she cried, the fear of

having a baby forced upon her overriding the fear of

’ '
upsetting her husband. "You can't make me! I won't!"

kY

N I

"It's out of my hands,” Costa said.

Eleni refused to listen.- "I know you're my husband and,

1/

I must obey you," she said, firm in;her resolve, "and I will

»

W

.in everything else, but please, Costa, not this." She

couldn't say anymore. She was starting to cry. "Please,"

she sobbed. "No'baby."

Costa sighed, reached for her once more.. "“Come to

sleep now, moro mou." ' Little one. S

"?leasg{ Costa," she begged.

Pad

"How cah I explain?" He seemed to be talking to® '

someonie else. .Then he turned back to her. "Tomorrow," he

P
said reassuringly. "It'll be better tomorrow." She took

comfort from the words, certain now that she'd convinced him

/

and that in the morning everything would be fine.

But she felt that -same awful sickness the next day when

she awoke. It was late and Costa was éone. She groaned as -
she got up, her insides queasy. "Panagia mou, have pity

on me," she pleaded with the Virgin. "I can't manage 1

Not so soon. Look at Matina, she's a good wife, and you

-

_without my mama.. Please, Panagia, don't give me a baby.

< . :
haven't given her babies yet. 1I'11 be a good wife too, I |

promise, Papagia mou;4I promise."
~5°

RN ¥ oy




nothlng came out.

o d . o .

ATl -her fervent eupplications did was qpke“her even :
- N
more ‘nauseous, and she was sure now that even’ the Viggin had

-

forsaken her. .,She dragged the chamber pot out from ‘under

e

- the bed, hunched over it, and tried to get rid “of whatever

it was that_ was tormentlng her, but, as every other morning,

-

- -

Utterly miserable, she pulled: on.her robe, weit inside

and slumped onto'the'qbuch. Matiné came and sat beside
. @ . . .
her. "’eqsta didnt't explain, did he”" ’

-

"Explaln what’"

» . . g ‘ . L ? N -
"I didn't think s0." She took Eleni®™s hand and placed .
. .:"'Q,[

it over her abdomen. '"You have a baby qrbwing in there.®
[ 3

"There's no baby!" ‘ bl

‘*;., - ’ . ) o~
"You'll feel it sdon. .It'll grow and start to move and

kick." . 0

. "It-can't|be," Eleni insisted -

"You can‘thank Costa that it is. ;
Eleni groaned in confusion. First Costa had agreed to
no babies. Then he'd told her it was God's will. Now

Matina was saying it was his fault. "] prayed to the ~

Virgin,“ Eleni said, struggling with her thoughts..

"Come here, you §i11y thing." Matina gathered her up,

smoothed back her hair. "I have some explaining to do."

¥ So Matina told her and Eleni sat listening in.

N

.disbelief.m, All thoge nights with Costa, when he knew yet

went ahead anyway. It was his fault. His. She'd 'never let
. ra
him near her again. Never. No matter what the marriage

¢ .

4’,



. 28
' ' /
vows said. But it was tod late now. She really was going

to have a baby. In early summer, Matina explained. How did

she know so mueh?

4

- "You're 1lucky," Matina saié, dragging her up out of her

dark thoughts. "Some wives want babies and ¢an't have

1

them. " . .
- ] "They égn%have*ﬁine," she snapped.

" That night, when-Costa reached for her in bed, sghe

B

. -’ -
turned away; it was the}first tigeféhe‘d ever Wone that.
The next afternoon, even though she really wanted. to
sleep, she willed herself out oﬁ*)he house, put instead of

her usual walkwalong the street of .beautiful houses she went

-

éown to the river its€lf, frozeh solid, right.out ohto the

-

centre. She stood there, willing it to crack open and

swallow her up, but it didn't. Of course it wouldn't, .

L

* Evérything was against her in this frozen country. Costa
' - had tricked her, over and over, whispering softly in the

. night, all so he could make her have a baby. She hated him,

L

hated them all)y.and most of all she hated the baby.

n r N
Eleni survived the vinter and morning sickness. She

watched the snow melt and green grass reappear apd the
frozen river turn to the murky black she remembered from the

time before the snow had begun falling.' In time, she

stopped being angry with Costa and tried to be happy about

a
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the new life growing in;ide her, the way her Papa instructed
in those long,lettéré from home,- but she could nevef get as
‘énthusiastic as everyone else in their 1little household.

Pavlo seemed espgciallyotaken with the idea of a
babg, constantly asking Eleni how she felt, if she was
tired, helping her carry things. Eleni was relieved that
there was no more talk of him joining the army. He yas‘
spending most of his free time away from.thg apartme;t and
Matina said he probably had a new girl friend, but Eleni
thought he looked too sad for that. ’
Now that the worst of winter wag over and all she had
. to éontend with was mud and slush, ;1eni took longer and
longer walksz There wasn't much else to do. Matlina
pushed her away if she got near a broom or mop. Eleni
didn't mind. She was gettiqg too aﬁkward'toqbend easilg; ‘
\either'her belly got in the wa§ or her back ached. Even
sewing and embroidery tired her. The only time she forgot
about her conditioﬁ~was vhen she was out walking. The

dardens of the beautiful houses were turning green again,

.and at her favourite was a tihy new fir tree.
$

One day, Pavlo surprlsed Eleni by arriving home with a

funny bright- red contraptlon he called a sled. "For your

’

walks," he said, and went on to explain how it would glide
along on top of the snow as she pulled. "You put thé'baby

inside," he explained.

’.a

"But the baby will come in summer," she said puzzled,

and not sure why.’ ' v !
. \\>{“
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"Agg/aftéf/that, winter." He smiled, but.his.eyes
/‘ -
as sad as ever.

o

were

When she mentioned the strangegpss of the gift to
Costa, he shrugged and said the thing would prdbably come

- A
in handy.

"But winter is so far away, Costa."

"It'11 be here, soon enough."

The baby started its life early oﬁe June morning.
éieni cried out in pain for her Mama. ‘Over and over she
dcallé@, but only Matina was there, crooning words that _
didn't help, and a strange old womah who hollered angrily %t
Eleni. ‘
"Push!" the oldmwoman yeiled:as she spread Eleni's legs
apért. s .
v Eleni didn't understand ‘the English word, but she
grasped the meaning from ﬁhégéestures. R
"I can't!" - She clutched at Matina: "Tell her I-'
can't!" The old woman frightened Eleni. She didn't know
Qhat was happening to her, why there was such pain, or o
why this horrid woman %35 in her bedroom screaming words*
at her she didn't understand. *“Tell her. to go away," Eleni
pleaded with Matina. '
“Soon," Matina murﬁureq, holding Eleni's hands

tightly in hers. *"It'll be over soorn." Eleni screamed

%

'

-
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and cri;d'for her mama. "Courage,’Elen%ki;"\ﬁatina .
soothed. "“Courage." ) |
She. had no courage%/éhe moaned to Matina, yet -

somehow, in'spite of her fears, and midst her cries, the

b?by managed to geé born. With its screecg of arrival,
&Eleni's pains stopped as suddenly as they had begun, and

she fell back onto the drénchgd pillo;s in disbelief. ..

The pgr;ib;e 0l1d woman grinned, patted Eleni on the arm

~-

and éisappéared out the door. )
‘ Eleni watched in wonder as Matina cleaned the infant
and brought it over'to the bed. "She's so beautiful,
Elegéki," Matina said placing the tiﬁy bundle in the
crook of Eleni's arm. It was strange holding a baby, Her -
baby, her daughter. She sqiinted.at the funni-looking
wrinkled little thing. Its eyes vere slit shut, but its
tiny mouth sucked at the air, and she wonéered if it was
hﬁngry.
E%eni expected Costa to be disappointed that it was
a girl, but ﬁe seemed. genuinely pleased when he was
allowed into the bedroom to peek at the scrunched up
little face. .He kissed them each on the forehead and
suggested they name the baby Angeliki aféer Eleni's mother.
. Eleni wasn't sure if she could really 1love the: tiny
Ereature Fhat clawed at her breasts and howled through the
night. Yet as the days passed there would be moments when

she'd feel overwhelminély protective of the 1little thing.

The strange mixture dk\i%elings frightened her and she
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prayed to the Virgin for guidance, for she knew mothers

vere supposed to love their ildren all the time.
When the forty-day perfod of confinement was over

and moth§r and babther allowed out of the house, Eleni

'dressed‘themcboth and hurried out into the fresh summer day.

S
She stopped to see Costa at the store downstairs and watched

proudly as his customers put aside their beans and carrots
to piékle the pink-wrapped bundle.i;?leni didn't understénd
the foreigi words, but shé‘kneﬁ £rom the way the ladies
looked at Angeliki that they were saying nice things about °
her baby.

After their visit, Eleni wheeied the baby ca{riage
along the old familiar road, explaining to her daughter as
they went about how sad she'd felt at ;zrst in this strange
land, and how frightened éhe'd been at the thought of having
a baby. "It's not sg._bad now, Angeliki," she said.. "Except
at night when you don't\;et me sleep."

As they neared the river, ﬁleni.told her daughter about
the wide béulevard of mansions, with gardens as large as

open fields. "Almost as beautiful as ours," she said, and

went on to describe the garden at. the back of the house in’

*\,\.

-

Greece where she and hérksisters had played. "We'd pick

fruit from.our very 6wn -trees," she said. "Peaches and figs

~in summer, oranges in winter." She smiled in remembrance.

"We'd cut sprigs of s&eet-smeliing jasmine to twine in our

hair." She went on to tell her daughter how she and her

.8lsters liked to walk down to the sea. "Sparkling blue and

S
L]
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clear," she‘explained, "not like the black of this river, .
Angeliki. It's uglf here." She wﬁispered this, as if |
someone ﬁight overhear, though she knew thai'even if an&one
did her words would be as foreign to them as the}rs Vepe‘to
her. "The language they speak isn't ugly tﬁough. "1 1ike'
the sound of it. But your Papa says I don't need to Knbw \
ehgléiikal“ !Eleni  leaned over the carriage. "When you get
big, we can learn together. 1It'll be our secret."

"Eleni stopped when she reéched her favourite house,
picked up Angeliki and\geld her so she cguld see tﬁe litile
fir tree in front of the large window. "A happy young
mother with a beau&%ful little baby lives‘in that house,"
she. began. "A beautiful baby, just like you." Angg?iki
squirmed a little as Eléni continued, then quickly éeli
asleep. Whén she finished the story, Eleni kissed her
sbaby's fuzzy‘little head and put her back into the
carriage. She covered her with the light blanket, smiled
down at her, and started for home. : . .

As she turnea off the tree-1lined boulevard and onto
the stretch of road 1eading.to the apartment, Eleni
noticed a man in uniform watching her. She averted her
eyes. There were many soldiers on the streets these days, )
and she didn't like the way some of them just“stood“there
aﬁd stared. She kept her eyes down as she passed.

"Eleni;"

She stoﬁped, startled at the sounJ of her name.

.

"It's me." —~
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She turnsd baok 1n alanm. "Oh, -Pavio, no!" .
_ "I had to % this, Elenf:, No one understands, but I
. had to.". ﬁe paused. "I thought you might." |
"I don't!" she cried. "What does‘thismwar far away
have to do with us? 'Nith you!"” —_—
"It'11 be all right," he said. "I'll be back before
you know it," -
"Have' you told Alekos?" .
"‘ﬂu T He shook his heagi "I'm going now to say goodb&e.w
"You mustn't,” she insisted. "Alekos will be upset."
"I couldn't leave without saying goodbye."
"That's not what I meant!"” -
"I Know, Elen;ki " J
"I'll miss you." Tﬁ;t wvasn' t what she meant to say 4

Y
either. 1In her shock and confusion, her words were coming

out all wrong. "We'll all miss you." L
"Will you write to;Le?" '
- She nodded. Tears were nearing the surface. $he
mustn't cry. What would Pavlo think of her?
But he didn't seem to notice. He was 1eaning over
the carrioge. Angeliki had woken up. He pickeo her up

and cradled her in his arms. Then they walked home

together, Pavlo holding a gurgling Angeliki, while Eleni

vheeled the carriage.
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Ther warm_fall days quickly turned cold and Eleni knew

it was time for another long winter. She dug out her

galoshes and heavy out®r wear, found some good warm clothing

for Angeliki, and got out the bright red sled Pavio had
]

given her. He'd said he'd probably be back in time to pull.

her a few times himself before the winter-was out, but he

been gone over twp'months now ?nd they hadn*t even heard

2}
-

\\ from him. .
- \ :

.d.c

‘No one talked about it, but they were all worried. The

- men pored over the daily newsbapers.n They vere looking for

= \ news of Pavlo's division, Matina explained, as she scanned

the pages herself. Eleni had stopped asking Costa a long
> time before to let her learn English but sometimes she
picked up the paper and stared at it as if it would someh

-

give up its secret world to her. It never did, and she'd

(o}

&P end up throwing it down in disgust. _All she wanted was to

find out about Pavlo;'hg was family now, her cousin, and

* was in danger.

he .

.
»

Her baby and her chores keht Eleni busy, but every day,

as soon as Angeliki woke from her nap, Eleni left what she

vwas doing and took her for a walk. They always took the

-

same path, down the road to the river and then along the

street of beautiful houses. The day it finally snowed}

" Eleni bundled Angeliki up,,and threw on her own coat and -

T \ galoshes. With Angeliki ﬁnder one arm, she struggled to

\ Jget a grasp on the sled.

‘"You're crazy," Matina said, picking up:the sleds
M ' \

4

&
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She carried it down_ the stairs.

E . S A
] " "Thanksg!"™ . ¢ .

*Be carefuﬁ.' ‘ . . L
, "We'll be fine! . - {

R +She atopped'eff at the store downstairs since ‘Costa .

. liked*shoving off his daugﬁter, and he warned her not to

" go far now that the snow‘had started. : - .
Sl "Only as far as ...'" she Began. . %’ 0
. , :'"I'khow.{ He'bmiled-ap t;er.~ "The~street,of'beautifu1
. heqses." e S : . '

1
each other - these days. .In the pvenrngs, Vhen he was home,

1//§he'd be serubbbng baby Zioths and undersh1rts in the“ )

T vashtub and hanglng them by the stove to dry. Most of the

time, vhen she'd fall into bed exhausted he'g be fast

~

. asleep The.few times he'd reach fo&gher would be quick and

silent in the Qnornings, she'd be up before everyor;,e to
v

iron what she'd washed the,night before, since 'nothing ever
dried completely in ;he cold apartment. Sometimes, Q
especially in the early-morning darkness. she'd yearn f;r

. thése days before a baby‘%adﬂreco;e a part of hz: life, but

/uhen she was free from uork and Angeliki was asleep in her

[

" cradle or avake and following Eleni with her eyes and

gurgling, she'd be filled with such exquisite love .for her

‘
N .

tiny baby it was' almos€/painfu1.
Hhen ahe began feeling 111 in the movnings again, she

didp't ‘need Natina to tell her thé reason. She prayed to

¢

She lookerd shyly at her husband. They hardly gpoke éo_

-
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the Virgin and tried to-feel happy, but all she could

think about was having to look after“Angeliki when she félt.n

[y

so sick. ' And next- year there would be another little one.

[y

. "

Costa z;;ned Eleni'té'look after.herself and the

little lives she was respoﬁEible for and not.to be so -

-

foolish as to insist on taking Angeliki out every day. He

P4

d@dn't need to worry; Eleni's walks became fewer and -

. shofﬁer; some mofnibgs she could barely struggle out of bed.

THe only bright spot jn their lives was that.letters
from Pavlo had ‘begun arriving. " They were few, and brief,
and told them nothing about wﬁere he "was or:-what he was

doipg. All they knew with any certaintly was that on the

day a"particulai letter had been written he'd been safe.

. They hung onto their hope and waited anxiously for the mail.

. \ . I
One evening Andeliki became feverish and cranky.

While Eleni made sweetened camomile tea to soothe her tummy,
Matina tried an alcohol rub, but nothing they dié’stépped
\ .

the crying. and they had to walk her all nfght. The next

aﬁéy she cé“ldn'i keep‘her food down. They t;ied everjﬁ\

rememdy they\could think of, camphor fpubs, poultices,

7

castor! oil, but nothing helped. Finally a doctor was ) ’///

.o . o

called. - .
. He advised alcohol rubs to get the fever down, but his
stern 'manner frighened Eleni. If she had been at home, she

cried, her mama would would have called old Marigo to chant

.and burn special leaves and get rid of the evil spirits that

]
had entered her.badby's little body. Couldn't Costa find
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socmeone lié‘i‘e to do that, -she bégged? But Cbsta Aid nothing.
‘ She and Matina took turns, walking the feverish baby, .
rubbing her littfe tummy with alcohol, rocking her in the
Fradle, but nothing seemed £o make any difference. When she
began turning her 1it%1e head awae even:frog the bit qf

camomile‘tea they'd been able to get insjige her, Eleni

- became frantic. !It was her fault; she hadn't wanted a baby; °

she'd taken her out in the cold and made her sick. b

13

*Panagia," she prayed to.the Viréin. "Please makeomy

L3

baby well. “I'11 be good. I'll never complain again. —
'Iiil be a good wife. I'lil wgite my parents every ook,
I'11 have all the babies you want me to have and I'11 ﬁever
take them out in the cold, only please, please, Panag;a,
make my Angeliki we;;."

The docto; éame égaiq, but nothing changed. Eleni
heard the familiar words "God's will" from Costa's lips but
_refused to conbidér wvhat they meant. Everyone tiptoed
;round her as if she was the bne~who was i11. Costa urged '
her to lie dq¥n. but she refused. It was her fault her
little baby was so sick, hers. She was bad. 'She needed to
tell Costa that, and to ask his forgiveness, but she '
couldn't even look at his face for fear of the condemnation
she would see there. . ‘ ' '

Matina coaxed her into bed finally, and she fell into
a deep and dreamless sléep. When she awoke, it was to

day;ighp streaming in the window, to silence, .and to‘an

‘empty cradle.’ She wanted to believe her baby was in the
. . ) \--—'-\
. . / \\\

i3
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other room with Matina, h;ppy and smdliné, but she knew B
better. B
She struggled out of bed, trying to ignore the rising
feeling of nausea. She put her hand over her abdomen.
"Forgive me, Panagia. I promise this time I'l1l be a good
mother."
. In the living room, Costa and Matina were alone,
si®ing side by side on the couch.
"My baby," she said.
“I'm sorry, Eleni," Matina whispered, rising to her.
- Costa held,hfs head .in hiswhands. . ) . ( .
_"You took her away," Eleni c¢ried to him. "You thought I
didn't want her and you took her awéy. But I do want her.
I love her. Please bfing my baby back. Please, Costa."
Even as she was saying the words she knew how. foolish they
wvere. Her baby was dead. It was God's will. Not even Costa

could change that.

"We thought it would be easier for yoﬁ this way,"

Matina said.

Eleni sank onto a chair, nausea overcoming her again,

.only she didn't know if it was from this new baby or from \\v/

‘the awful thing they were doing to her.

. "I want to see my baby," she whispered. She needed to
hold/ her one last time, tell her she'd be going to Heaven

where Panagia would vatch over her and where she'd be safe.-
A . .

” Most of all she heeded to tell her she loved her and didn't .

mean it when she had those terrible thoughts.

LY

-
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"She's gone," Matlna cried. "Don't you understand!"
She hadn't meant to let her baby get cold and sick’, but
every time’ s%e'd try to speakr to teld them, they'd shush
her. It was her fault though, ‘and they knew Lx, that was

LS

why they wouldn't let her see her baby one last time to say

goodbye. »

~

They wouldn't let her go to the funeral either,
insisting it was to keep her from getting uspet in hef
condition, but she fnew ig‘waa'her punishment. No one would
tell her where her little baby was buried,(and she didn't
knov how to find out_on hq;ﬁgyn. That too was her
punishment. g

. Every day during,thé spring and summer and even into
fall, while the new life grew inside her and she mpurned the'
old, Eleni walked along the tree-lined street of beautiful
houses. She'd think of Pavlo and the way Angeliki had
settled’hapgily in his arms on that last day he'd held her
and she'd pray for him-stiil far away. She would péuse,
each time, in front of the hou;e of‘the happy young woman
and gaze at the small fir tree. She liEed to imagiﬁe her
" baby resting in just such a garden with an evergreen to.

» gshade her. In time, Qhat shé imagined’ she came to believe.
She never told Costa, but when the war was over and Pavlo

- came home, she took him there one day and showed him éhe

spot. : “
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The chiliyen ran up as soon .as they heard the
knocking. "Get away,"'Eleni said. The boys, recognizing
the irritation in' their mother's tone, drew‘back,'but thela
toddled even closer to the drafty kitchen door. “Stephano!"‘
Eleni cried, and the boy gfabbed his little sister by the
straps of her overalls. She shrieked and squirmed but he
held fast while Elen; opened the door. Matinawas in the
porch, stamping her feet and brushing the snow off her .
baby's blanket. « e
"Come in quickly."
' nYou undress Irini,™ Matina said, "handing Elenf//p
baby. "I'll take my th&ggs of £ out here." -~
| "Come in, for heaven's sakes," Eleni said. "You're
letting in the cold."
N .
"Everything's wet." . e N
"It doesn't matter!" Eleni cried. "Come int!" S

Matina pushed off-her galoshes and hurried inside.
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Angela was still screaming her indignation at being kept
prisoner by her brother. The’othef tvo boys stood silently
in a corner of the kitchen. Matina threw off her coat and
scooped up her little niece. Angela gurgled her pleasure at
being rescued, while Stephano ran to his brothers. Eleni
started to undress Irini.

Between the two of them, the iomen managed to keep
Ange}a entertained while they untangled Irini from mitts,
scarfﬁ cap, coat, overshoes, gnd’leggings. IMatina hung the
lot, along with her own wet things, on the clothes line
Eleni had strung up behind the stove. Before long, the two
babies were crawling happily toward the corner of the
kitchen to see what Angela's brothers were doing.

Eleni poured water into the 95151 for Turkish coffee,
added sugar and powdered coffee, and put it on the stove to
heat’. . e -

"Mama, she's taking my soldier! ... let your sister
play with you! ... ig's mine! ... get away! ... be nice to
your cous{nf“

Eleni took a bowl of koulourékia from the cupboardsand
Matina offered cookies all around. fﬁll mouths were quiet
for a moment. €

"Mine! ... NO! ... gimme! ... MAMA!"

"

Matina tried to shush them with more kou;ggrékia while

Eleni poured the foaming coffee into tiny demitasse cups and

set them on the table.

= r

"Gimme! ... NO! ... mine! ... MAMA!"
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) "Outh " Eleni screamed. "Get out!":

g

ﬁj The noise from the corner of the kitcﬂén stopped and
three little boys scrambled up and through the swinging door’
ipto‘the dining room. The babies §tarted to cry in earnest.

G
r

Eleni covered her face with her hands.
Matina took the babies into the living room and sang to

them until they were tired enough to be put to sleep. ’
L}

"The boys are playing quietly now," Matina said when.
she came back in?o the kitchen.

Eleni was still sitting at tpe kitchen table as though
she'd been glued to the chair. "After two years," she said.

’

"] supﬁose it was meant to happen."

" "Ah, Elenaki.! Matina shook her head, gathered up the

A

younger woman who had been her dearest friend for éb long
“and held her clbs@% "We'll doisomethiné, don't you‘worry."
"I won't swallow foul-tasting powders! Or stick sharp
- needles inside me!" Eleni shuddered even at tbe ghought of

'what some women did to stop babies from being born. Sh;}h

-

" had decided to start it inside her.
Matina smoothed back Eleni's hair. "None of those

things," she said. "I've heard of a doctor who éoes it.

Some of the women ...""
1

“Oh, Matina, I can't!" Her cry was muffled in Matina's
embrace.
.- &

Matina pushed her away. “What are you going to do
then! Keep having them, one after another, year after

}F

Al
always been too frightened to interfere with a life once God

Oy



year!"

"What Lf Costa finds out?"

"Well what if he does? He's not the one who has babies

4
underfoot all day. Who does he think does the mountain of

laundry those little babies make? And all the %ooking and
feeding and dressing? Look at you. You're exhausted. He
should think about you!" v

"Oh, Métina, don't say that. He does think about me.

-~ , -
Costa's a good husband.” .

"If he's such a good husband, why ... oh, never mind."
She pulled Eleni close again.

Eleni shivered in Matina'g arms. She.coulqn't think
straight. She had been so éertain all these years that
babies came into this world or left it as a result of the
will of  God, and that even if a person didn't understand why
God gave babies to some women and not to others, it was
something that was never.questioned._ You prayed apd hoped,
and then left it up to God. .Eleni, not wanting to bother
God directly, had turned‘to the Virgin. She felt certain
another woman would better understand. ™"

"I don't know what to do," she cried to Matina.

"Let me get the name of the doctor," Matina said. X
;it'srsafe wvhen a proper doctor does it," she went on, more
gently now. "A doctor wouldn't do something that wasn't
right." :
‘ "Do you really think ...?2" -~ ‘

"You can't go on like this," Elenaki," Matina said .




finally. ‘ !

As the diys passed, Eleni considered all the women
who didn't think it was wrong to interfere with God's will,
women who took matters into their own hands. She wasn't
sure if she had such_éourage. But she didn't thinx she
had the courage for another baby either. Whichever way her
thoughts took her, she was in turmoil. Wh?t would Costa
say if she were to do this terrible thing? Could she trust
the doctor? What if he told Cqsta?. Every night she'd fall
into bed exhausted, and all she could see in her lifg, year
after year, was another baby, another baby, another'baby.

By the time Matina came/ by to tell her she had the
name of a doctor, she was Foo worn out to protest. ~She
prayed tb the Q;rgin to forgive her.

{

&

The day it was to happen, Matina took her baby and went
to Eleni's to wait for Kyria Voula. IY vas from her
daughter, Xanthi, that she'd learned aﬁgii the doctor, and
between them they'd mgdé the arrangements. Xanthi had

(

contacted the doctor; Kyria Voula would look after the
children; Matina would go along with Eleni. It would all be
done-during the morning, when the men were at their buq%est
and less apt to come home unexpectedly.

"What if someone ffﬁds out?" Eleni was bouncing a

cranky Angela on her lap.
[
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"ianthi won't tell anyone.‘ Neither will her mother. I
promise you." ° ‘

Pavle and fimotheos ran in,_éemanding cookies. Matina
handed them each two and shooed them away. In anticipation,.
she’handed one to Irini crawling around her feet, and .

a

another to Angela.
S . wcosta might come home," Eleni said, shifting Angelé
to a ﬁore comfortable pqsition. "Or.call."
"Kyria Voula will tell him ve've gone to Eatons."
"Costa didn't give me any money’ to go shopping!"
"Oh, stop worrying. We're only iooking. Anyway, men .
don't pay attention to such‘things." ) -
"I'm scared; Maﬁina." . .
g promise you it'll be all right."

. . The childrén ran screaming when they heard someone at
the front ?oor. Angelé squirmed off Elgni to go and find
out what was happening. Irini followgd along behind.

Kyria Voula discarded coat, scarf, galoshe;, and
quickly took err the children. She dug candies out of her
apron pockets, handed théﬁ_éil around, then she picked up

N -

Irini in one arm, Anqela in the other, and started for t

-

kitchen, three curious. little boys eagerly following. "@o

on now," she said, turning to the women. "We'll be fine."
The children put out their hands for more candies. "You'll
have to sing me some songs'first. What songs do you know?

Let's see now;" she befan, "how about ...," and waved Eleni

and Matina out the door.
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i Matina dragged Eleni along ther walk. "Come on," she
said, still buttoning up her coat. "The old woman knows IEPRI
what she's %oing." - ) :'
"I didn't tell her about AngeiE's teeth," Eleni said as
she”pulled her hat qowﬁ\more soggﬁly over her ears.z |
"She's raised enouéﬁ\cﬁ ldren. She'li‘figure’it out
for herself.»’
"I suppose you're right." ‘
She shivered and Matina took her arm. They huddled’
together against the wind as Qpey walked the two bﬂbcks to t
Portage Avenue. I? vas too cold for conversation, but once
on the street-car, Matina talked contlnually. Eleni knew it
was meant to get her mind off what she wvas about to do, but
she couldn't concentrate on.what Matina was sayin;. Her
thoughts ran to her children, at home with Kyria Voula, a
nice woman, but not famiiy. What if spe didn't know how to
iook after the children properly? Eleni rarely left them
with anyone other than Matina.
On the street again, the two women held onto each
other as they manouvered elong some fresh tracks, keeping

clear of horse droppings steaming up from the snow. Matina, &,

pointed to a run-down block of suites, and they made their

|

~
- -

way inside. ’
Eleni hesitated. "This is an awful place."
"It's warm et least," Matina said, loosening her coat.
"Do you think it'll.take long?"

o
"Not long at all. Now come on. It's upstairs. Let's
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go." She took Eleni's hand and they climbed \o the second

\

ened it and drevw a reluctant Eleni in with her. A pair of

floor. Matina knocked at a door in the darkened hallway,
o

men's overshoes vere ?n a mat by the side| of the door, and a
man's overcoat ﬁuhg on & peg on the wall.| They took off
their own galoshes, pung up their coats, and stood silently
in the.hallway. Matina'opened her purse j&d took out some
bills. -\

"I never thought about ﬁoney;" Eleni said startled.

hl §

"Never mind," Matina said.  She clampeq her purse shut,
a'

" the bills folded now and in her hand. i) Rhéw you wvouldn't

3 , \

have any." \

;
\
"Where did you get it?" ) \

"I put some aside every week from the hoﬁsekeeping

M

money," Matina said. "And when I need a new gEir of shoes

or a dress, I tell Alekos it costs more than it does, and 1

¢ 2

keep the rest. That way I always have a littlL extra on

hand. 1I'm sure ydﬁ'd/hever do such a tﬁing," she added. .

by

She wouldn't even try. If she were ever to hide
soﬁething from Costa, she was sure it would show. She had.
no idea how she was going to hide this thing from him.

A man appeared from out of the darkness then, a big,

S
blond man. "Which one of you is it today?"

b
¥ Matina handed him the folded bills and pointed to -

Eleni. "

+

"Come along. I don't have much time."

Matina nudged Eleni and she started to follow the

Ty
¢ /

- ot ! [
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strange man down the hallway. She thoughg Matina was Sehind
her but when a door closéd, she realized she was alo;e with
him. She'd never been alone in a room with any man but her

husband. .

-

He motioned her to the table in the centre of the room.

—

"Remove whatever you have on underneath,"” he said pointingl
at her wvaist, "and lie down." She didn't understané all his
English, bup:she knew what he wanted her Go‘do, and she
.couldn't, wouldn't, take her clothes off in front of this

n' ' . M
man, even if he was a doctor. "I've helped a number of you .
p Y

—

Greek 1adies,“ he told her as he removed his jacket. \He

hung it on the back of the chair. "Come ,along now, m§7éear.g

-
¢

We don't have much‘tlme.
¢

She edded her way to the side of the table, too
frightened to do more. -
‘ 3
He rolled up his sleéves. "Don't worry.. I've

done this many times." She tried not to look at hiﬁ, but

s e -

she'd never seen such a big man, and so pale. He was

-

washing his hands now. "Pull down your underthings, that's
a R
a good girl.™ His voice was showing impati&nce. She

I

' récognized the tone, Costa s tone sometimes. e

.

She vanted to ask him what he vas going to do, if it
would hurt, but she didn*t have the English words. She’

wished Matina was with her.

4

ny really must insist we hurry righﬁﬁalong. Unlesé e

‘you've changed your mind. There would be no refund, you
- i

understand. I risk a great,dea} c&ming here, helping you
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"I sorry." she said 1nohalting'EnangFT-nThank you."

'y ' N ¢ °

¢ ghezstired straight ahead at a spot on the' cream-coloured

‘wall, slipped her'panties of f without raising her dress,

.y

and rolled her stockings down below her knees. She shoved

o

the pndergirmen; into her pocket, and got up onto the

~ stable. She squinted up at th bulb, over.her head and
2 * ¢ .

2

clenched her fists by her sidesg

" - **Lift your skirts,.my dear." She looked at/yhat he vas

motxoning her to do and she-lifted her dress-up to ‘the tdps
- of her knees. *"Higher, please.“ He 'pointed to her hips.
Trembliné, she yanked it -up. "That's good Now behd your
;egsg' She stifled a scream vhen he grabbed her knees and
pushed’them up. "Apart, my dear. Spread your legs apart.”

3

"His voice grew louder. “How you ladies expect me to do my

' job.wher you won't cooperate." His hands were flat on her

thighs now Spreading her legs, exhosing her. N '
She want7d to Kick his hands avay. to pull down her
skirts, to cover herself ‘and her shame that thlS man who
/ ; -
his tinéers in her most private. parts. Instead, rememberdng
‘at e vas here for, she held her'breath, sdueezed her
‘eyes shut and prayed to the Virdin.

N § clanking sound frightened her. She froze gt the
feel of sorething cold and metally. It was going'inside
her, that long metal prong, like a huge knitting needle, \

thrusting deep into her womb. It would break her open,

>

wasn't her husband vas looking at her, touchiing her, putting '
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her insides Jould pour out, her life would be over. She
held her breath, hef eyes and fi;ts‘as tight as she could
make them, and waiégd. But all she felt‘wés a prick and the
cold thing being yanked out. c

She opened her eyes. The doctéor was.at the. sink,
N

washing his hands. "You‘can ge?'up now," he said. "Go
home. You'll have a miscarriage." ' ¢ *

Eleni, pulled her dress down, praying fervently to the
virgin, ﬁhankipg Her that she hadn't died and ehat whatever
it was the doctor had to dp was finished and she could go
home. She'd understood tQat much of his- English words.

Shq‘éot dff the tablszlgshed and shiking. The doctor
was :olliqg down his shirt sleeves. He put his jacket back
on, picked up his pocket watch, glanced at it. "You're a N
healthy young woman,"” he said tucking tﬁe wvatch into his
vest pocget. “YouTII be fine." He came over and pattéd her
shoulder. She shrank from his touch. He didn't seem to
notice.. "Come and see me any ti?g." Then he left her alone

in the room.

She stood as though paralyzed,'uncertain of what to do -

next . el

"Are you all right?" She looked up, relieved to hear

\

Matina's familiar voice.
" n"He said I can go home." -
"We'll go. How do you feel?”

"There was no pain," Eleni said. "I thought there
e -*) ~
Y ‘ .
woula be pain." She pulled her panties out of her pocket-

~
A

N

\
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: and ﬁatina held her steady while she slipped them on and
pulled up her stockings. | , ‘
*Sit in this chair for a minute," Matina said."
Eleni hung onto heg. "I wvant to _go home." -
"We'll take a tax{." o
*The money," Eleni began.

"I have enough."” .

Hatinaﬁhelped her with her coat and boots, and took

. her downstairs. *I'll go out and find a taxi."
L ) "Don't leave me here!"

"You can't wal® through all that snow!"

"I won't stay here alone!"

"All right! All right! We'll take it slowly."

Eleni walked as fast as she could, but she was still

unsteady on her feet. By the timé Matina found a taxi,
they werg both shivering from the cold. |
*Are you all right?" Matina asked as they gptlin.
"iim.fine," Eleni said. o

P it Thd

At practically every corner she asked again.
*Fine," Eleni repeated over and over. “Fine." She
couldn't talk about the shame of having“a stranger touch her

in a place that was only for her husband, not even with

Matina. All she wanted was to forget. ' _)
. When they reached the house, Matina helped her with
| her coat and galoshes. Kyria Voula came out of the kitchen.

The house was unusually quiet.

"How are the childten?". Elepi and Maiina asKked, almost

)

e

~ -
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in unison.. %
“The boys are playing in thé‘kitchen. and the 1little
ones are sleeping. How do yof;feel?" she asked Eleni.
"Fine, thank you." /]
"All the same, you'd better lie down."
"I'm fine," she said. "You've been very kind, Kyria

Voula, but I can manage now. You'll want to be getting

home. . " : N

"I'm hét going anywhere," she said. lYou'd better lie
down." ] .

‘l “I have to QEt'QOSta his sﬁpper.” Her husband would
never forgive her if he fpund'out thét a man, even a doctor,
had touched her.' He'd never forgive her.

"There's plenty of time before supper," Matina sgid.

Eleﬁi shook her héhq. It didn't matter. She ﬁad to
fix her husband's meaff‘lﬁke a good vife.

"I'll make tea," Matina saié,

The old ‘woman shook hér head. "Something stronger."

"I think there's some mavrodafni in the cupboard,"
Matina said. ‘ -

Eleni insisted she was fine, she didn't need strong®
vwine or ,tea 6: to lie down, but neithér woman paié any
aétention. Matina took her upstairs, gﬁt her to bed anq
covered her. Kyria Véula brought up a large glass of the
sveet wine, forced Eleni to drink it, and told Matina to
stay with ker. "Don't worry about the children," she
said as she left, glosiné the door behind her.

\
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Eleni tried to relax, but she couldn't shopothinking
of Costa aﬁd‘vhat he would say if he knew what had gone on.
in that dark place. She explained to thé Virgin why she
had let a stranger touch her, that he was a doctor, and
doctors were good people and very smart; and asked Her to
g}ease qnderstand.- .
Matina gouldn't let Eleni get out of bed when the
babieé woke up. She took them both down to the kitchen for
something to eat, and Kyria Voﬁla went upstairs with another:
glass of mavrodafni for Eleni. ' ' X )
"No nlore, please,” Eleni said when the woman tried to
get her to swallow some of the wine. R
"It'11l help."

"But I'm fine.. It didn't evert hurt. I'm jJ;t a little
tired." | )

"You'll start feeling,something soon.h

"Nﬁat do ydu mean?" ‘

"Didn't the doctor tell you?"t

"I didn't understand his English%™ Eleni said, ashamed
to have to admit this. _

"You'll feel cramps," Kyria Voula said, "then the baby
will expel itself. 1It'll be like an agovol’."

*Can you'tell me in English?é ,

"Miscarriage,; she said, struggling.with the unfamilia;
English." “ -

"That's the word he used." Eleni started.to sit up.

"Rest, little one, rest," Kyria Voula said, gently

/N
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pushing her back down.

"I thought ‘what he did in that room got rid of it."
She couldn't refer to i} as a baby. It hadn't been vith her
long enough for that. She ‘put her hand to her belly. "You
mean it's still there?" " - | P

“It'il be over soon. You'll see. Then everything will
be fine." ‘ | -

éleni'felt like Such a fool. ‘She wouldn't have minded
so much if it had been Matina she was admitting her‘
ignorance to. She was used to Matina. Kyria Voula was kind
and elﬁ;?s heléful to the younger women, but she wasn't

éamily.

/

The craﬂFing started just as Matina had gone down to
help Kyrla‘Voula with the children's dinner. Eleni wvent
into the bathroom. If she was going to start bleeding she
didn't want to soil the bed.

"Are you all righp?ﬁ Matina. barged right in, not even
knocking. Eleni .was sitting on the toilet.

"Close the door, for heaven's sake." . '

"Has it started?"”

"I don't know. I felt cramps and thought I should sit
here."

”

"Are you bleeding?"

"I'm scared to look."



"Can't you feel?"

"Oh, leave me alone, Matina." She started to cry. >
"Stop yelling at me."

"Are you just going to sit thegé?" . -

;Go away." She sniffled. Matina handed her a clean
handkerchief. She waved it away.

"How abgut using some rags and lying down on the bed?
We'll put a towel under you. That way you won't q@ke a
m;ss." ' ’

"What if there's a 1o£ of blood?" She grabbed Matina.
"I'm scared.”

"I kno%, Elénaki, I know." Matina stroked her hair.
“But it'1l1 be all right. You'll see."

One especially strong'cramp made Eleni wince and she
hung onto the sides of the toilet with both hands. It
stopped and she took a deep breath.

Kyria Voula appeared at the door with some rags. "Put
these on,“'§hef;éi§ Eleni, "and go back to bed.™

"No! I'11‘stay here." Another cramp st#rted and she
c;i a out: ' - -

”"Come{pn, Elenaki. You'll feel better if you lie
down." '

. "The cﬁildren'will have to use the bathroom," Kyria
Voula pqinted out.

The cramps were getting stronger. She had no strength
left to argue and let them help her into bed. Kyria Voula

whispered instructions to Matina and went back down to the
. . .
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children. The cramps were coming more often now, each one
stronger than the last. "It's like having a baby%" Elekﬂ
gasped. Matina crooned to her and lay cool cloths on her
forehead. .
When she began to feel only mild discomfort, the way
she always felt the first day of her monthlies, Eleni\tnew
the worst was over. - N
- Matina washed her and changed her, then she pulied the
curtains shut and instructed her to go to sleep. Eleni
didn't want 'to sleep. She wanted to blot out what she'd
done, to get up and tend to the-cpildren, to Costa's supper,

but she was so tired, and it felt so good to be pampered.

b
She curled up in the bed and did as she was told. It was

just for today, she reminded herself, ,just for toé;y.

Shg prayed quietly to the Vi;gin, asking Her
forgivene;s if this thing that she had done was not
pleasing to Her, and for the ;trength to face up to Costa
and to her responsibilities as a wife and mother. "I love
my children, Panag{a, but- I couldn't manage any more. You
understand, don't You?"

She dozed off, lost herself in dreams, woke up dazed,
.s8lept again. Once when she opened her eyes, Césga was'

sitting by the side of the bed. He smiled at her and took

her hands. "Matina told me what happened, Elenaki mou," he

said. Eleni didn't know how to answer. .He was being so
kind. "It was God's will," he said, lifting her hands to

kiss them, and in that gesture she believed that he'd

A

e
4
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forgiven th, and she fell into a peaceful sleep.
The next .day Matina said they'd told Costa she'd had

a miscarriage and needed to spend a few days in bed.

L
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" CHILDREN, OF BYZANTIUM

Of all the fémily Pavlo alone was'still single. He
liked it that way. On Sundays he'd have dinner at Alekos'
and Matina's and playﬂwith&his niece, or at‘Cosba's and$‘/ﬁ=rﬂ
Eleni's where he'd be surrounded by their four. . !

No one had even mentioned marriage to him those first
few years after he'd come back from the war. With what
he'd beén through, they'd understood that he'd want to- have
a little fun, but, as Matina pointed out to Eleni, the war

had been over fof some time now. Alekos agreed. Jt was
/ ;

" one of the .few things &hey didn't'argue'about. .

"Why should I get married?" Pavlo said one day. They
wvere all at Costa's and Eleni's. The men were finishing .
their coffee at th}*dining room table while the women
qleared away the dishes and the children played on the '\
l1iving room ‘carpet. "Your wives invite me over for
delicious meals, and I have'your“children to éntertain me."

"You need a wife of your own," Matina said. "It's not

coaf
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3
v
natural.” i ’

~ "More nevcomers have arrived from Tﬁfkey," Alekoé\ggid.
"You want to marry me off to a Turk?"t Pavlo raised his
_eyebrows in mock horror. , 3
"You know what I'm talking about," Alekos said. They
all knev. It was an old story. Greeks had lived for
centuries, from the time of Byzantium, in what the modern
world célled Turkey, but what every Greek knew in'his heart
vas Greece. The city of Consténtinopl% was its centre. No
matter tha; the -Turks had taken its largest, most elegant
Church and turned it into a Mosque, or that they had changed

the name of the city to Istanbul: every Greek. knew it as

Consténtinoﬁpoli, after the first Christian Byzantine

Emporer. It was Greek culture that had given the city its
flavour and Greek commercial skills that had made it a
thriving centre. Greeks had even given it its modern name,
Istanbul evolwing from the Greek expression is tin poli,
going to the city. During centuries of Turkish oppression,
the Patriarch, Héad of the Greek Orthodox‘CBuf%h throughout
the world, remained firmly Roused in Constantinople

It was from this Holy élace that Turks had been trying
to oust Greeks since the earliest days of the Ottoman
Empire. Every few years another decree would be passed and
more éreeks would be stripped of property and forced to
leave their couniry. It was happening again now.

Stories of atrocities seeped out mainly as a result of

RS

letters from Greece, Canadian newspapers showing little
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interest in the goings-on of the Eaé‘ern Mediterranean now
now that the Great War was over.. As weil, nevs w?s passed
on from individuals who arrived dail}lfrom Greek settlement
thef'd fled along the Turkish coast. Some had been able to
buy their way out, while others had‘been forced to row away

.

in the night to nearby Greek islands. .
The handful of Greeks who now lived in Winnipeg,
remembering the fear and confusion of their own arrivals,
~and looking forward to seeing more of their own kind, ;
greeted the newcomers eagerly. Men helped with jobs and |
p{ipes to live, while wémeﬁ of fered clothiny and food. All
of them looked forward to a growing sense of community, the
feeling that they 'were no longer isola;ed individuals or -
'familieé who didn't fit into the Canadian. world. Although a
.few men had married ;éggg, foreign J%men. and had drifted
avay from the rest, most of them had no Canédian contacts

outside their work. They preferred it that way.

I could fipd miself a pretty little Canadian, an
engleza, to marry," Pavlo said, trying to joke ﬂis vay out
of the discu;sion the way he usuafly did.

"Don't talk nonsense," Alekos—said, serious as always
when it came to the subject of his brother and marriage.

,"An engléza wouldn't fit in here. She'd make fun of our
food, our songs, our way of speaking. Have you forgotten
how\;gpwas when we first came here," ‘he reminded his younger

brother, "being called 'dirty Greek' and other names we

didn't understand at first?"™
&
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‘The others were silent. Most of the time they'didn;t
talk—apout it, but they knew what Alekos meant. Even now
they were aware of whisgfrs anq could sense the unspoken,
crigicism Whenever‘%hgy Ppassed their englézi neighbours.
Matina and Eleni always made sure they and their families
wore nothing but clean, freshly-pressed clothing outside the
house. “The childrgn pla}ed in the safety of gheir own
enclésed back yards, far from jeering englezakia. The men
knew too-that those same ladies who shopped at their store
and called out gaily "how's thé family, Alec?" or "my what a

handsome arrangements, Paul,"” wou;q accept being spoken to

ohly in a deferrential manner. "Thank you, they are wvell,

Mrs. Armstrong" or "thank you, Mrs. Johnson. What can I get -

for you today?" -

A récéit Sunday, while the families had been walking in
the Public fark, they had seeﬁ Mrs. MacKenzie, one of their
olaest customers. The men had been about to doff their hats
in greeting, but she, no more than a few feet away, had
swept by them as .if they didn't even exist. The next
morning, in the shop, it haé been "my, what lovely peaches,
Alé&“ and he'd smiléé his cool, businessman's smile and
repliéd 'onejpound or two, Mrs. MacKenzie?"

Pavlo pushed away ﬁis unfinished coffee and escapeé
}nto the 1living room. He sank onto the floor, graybing at
children as he fell. ‘Delighted at the diversion,. they
jumped all over him, pulling him every which vay, until he

lay back exhausted, begging for mercy.

f
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"Stop playing the fool, Pavlo." Alekos settled into an '

armchair and took out his tobagco pouch.

"You need yolr own wife and children," Matina said once

“~

moie.m She put down an -“empty platter she'd just picked up

and took a chair near.Alekos.

—- . w

Eleni joined’ Costa\on the couch. *"Your life will be

A

better with a family of your own" he said | A

Pav&o sighed, dug his way around children for a
cigarette. . They, sensing unspoken qqut'rules they didn't
understand, slid off h%m,‘edged away and ﬁcllowed each other
out of the room and up the stairec‘ Pavlo goilup from the

floor, brushed off his pants, anddtook the other armchair.

’

"You've found someone. I suppose I should have expected

3 )

it." He 1it a cigarette and wvaited.
t

"Do you recall meeting Vasili?" Alekos asked. "He

~ - o «

-arrived from Constantanople last month " Pavlo did. The
man had come to the store, spent time in the back vith ‘

Alekos and been given he;p with lodgings and wvork. He'had

<

dropped in a few times since then. *“Vasili has two sisters,”

v

Alekos said. . T .
) ’ , \, . /

*Ah. I have a choice then!"

. ~ .
"Will you take this serjously!" Alekos rolled and
\ @

unrolled his cigarette paper arouﬁd the’ tobacco, Qbich kept

b I3 ™

falliné loose.
"I spoke to him myself, Pavlo," Costa put in. "He
seems like a nice sort."

Y

*"That's all very well, but ‘have you met the sistersg?"

a
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“They arrive next week."

¥

&
®“So. I have a veek'oﬁ-greedom."

Y

."Doh't you want to get married, Pavlio?" Eleni asked.

- #  "Someday,"” he said, not 1obking at her. "Not now." He

J

o
éﬁrfted in his chair, took out another cigaretten\
" v - N
z§omeday?“ Matina said.. "You're over thirty. Soon no

-

‘one will want you." ) ) - " e
‘wCosta was over thirty," Pavlo said, "and he did very

well for himself.”

-

“And I suppose you think Alekos didn't!" (\’/,\

wThat's not what I meant!" N ,
. - J

: oo
*Stop it, you two.". Alekos' voice cut into their
squabbling. "All ve ask, Pavlo, iévtﬂat ﬂqx meet "the family.

"#.  You may find you like the young lady."
“I thought there wvere two." "

I 4

"The olg’ie‘st has already been spoken for," Costa said.

i . ©
*In Brandon." ) v (O

. .
* » [y
© ., Up to now Pavlo had be’en able to joke his way out of
. - L
these marriage discussions, but this time they seemed more
‘ determiniad. Hé'd“have to go through with the meeting,

though he knew it would be a waste of time. E -
f ¢ g

7

» \ . * .
N .._ . . ‘
.
\ :

a ’ Matina set the dining table with her blue embsoidered
.acloth, a bowl of .yellow and white chrysanthemums, and her

good. china. Shefadaed long-stemmed glasées and a decanter

¢~ .

™y
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of the red wine Alekos and Costa made every fall. Platters
of baklava and Greek shortbread covered the sideboard, along
with the nev demitasse cupé’for Turkish coffee. .

Alekqs, dressed in his best suit and tie, welcomed
Pavle into the kitchen and hanPed him a glass of wine.
"From the special barrel,” he said, touching his brother's

glass with his own. “For a special occasion." Pavlo downed

»

his glass in one gulp. »’Alekos poured him another., By the

time Costa and Eleni arrived the bottle was half empty.

Eleni smiled at Pavlo and disappeared into the dininﬁ’room

.

vhere Matina was still fussing over ‘the table. Alekos

filled a glass for Cos#a and they started taiking about *
NI ) '
the difficulties the new immigrants from Asia Minor were ~
| . .
' ' ‘ having. It didn't take them long to mention Vasili and

e

\ his sisters.
/ ~ X Pavlio, who up to now had stayed out of the
‘ conve;sation,’sboke up. ‘"Did he tell you how they got
away?"

. Alekos and Costa exchanged glances. "The. parents sold
wvhatever they had to buy paésage money," Alekos said. "They
knew if the Turks captured Vasiii he'd end up in the army
and they'd never see h;m again., As for the girls, you know
very well what would've hapgened to th;m at the hands of
~Turkish soldiers.*®

"We all have our sad tales." Mgtina was sfanding in

\

the doorway.

”/; . "Stop it, Matina.” Alekos' voice was sharp. \
.

bl

f
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"I wish you two wouldn't quarrel on my account," Pavlo

-~

said.
. . ’ =

"We're not quarreling." Matina wvent over to her
husband and pefcﬁed on the edge of his chair. He, in turn,
-put an arm around her waist. "You see?" She quickly
disentangled herself and went intd‘Q;e back pantry

_Pavlo was used, to the harsh words that flew betweéé
Alekos and Matina, and he knew that was-all they were,.
words, but stiil he hated hearing'them. It had begun to
bother him after he'd come home from the war. Being over
there had changed him in ways he couldn't talk about. .
Watching men die around h@m day after day while he waited
. for his %wo death nadn't been the worstwof it. It had been‘
the whimpering and the c¢rying during the night: fearful
men, himself included, huddling like babies,'ashameén yet
unable to be brave. '

. When it had ended and he'd come home, he'd immediately
told Alekos and Costa he wvanted to sell flowers in the
store, along with the fruits and vegetableg. They'd thought
‘it strange, but humoured him, and had been surprised at his
success. He'd stérted staying out 1até, partying every
night. .None of it had been enough. In the early mogning
) hours he'd wake up sweating, startled by a dream he couldn't
remember; the bed would be wet, and’ it would be like those
times he'd lost control in the trenches. Ashamed, he:é~try

to ﬂhde the sheet, but Matina would grab it from him and

shush him, gently, the way she'd done when.he'd been a

\k .
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chil?. \ )

What she didn't know, what no one knew, was that he
still had an occasional accident. It -waé why he never let a
giri stay the‘night, and why he'd vowed never to marry. g;*
couldn't confide that to anyone, not even to Matina, who at
times was more like his mother than his brother's wife.

She'd been on the boat with him, Alekos, and Costa, and

4”at the end of the voyage they'd gone on to Winnipeg

together. Pavlo, a young ten jear old, had accepted Matina

o

without reservation, never questioning how she had come to |
be part ¢f their lives. ' ' '

When she'd had a baby after éo many years, Alekos had
turned into a crazy man. He'd filled the apartment with
flowers and waltzed the newborn infant around in his arms .
all night. For days he'd stayed closeted in their bedroom
with his wife and baby.

They'd gone back to the%r old bickering ways soon after

" Matina was up and around, and then, the small apartment N '
overflowing wi;h childten; and money coming in more
steadily, the two couples had'decid;d it was time to
separate, each moving into a new home.

And*now they were insisting it was time Pavlo did the
same -- married, had children, settled into his own family
life. ’

Alekos was pouring the last of the wine when Matina

rushed in. “They're here,®" she said. "Coming up the walk."
14

The men all looked up at her. ,"We can't let them find you'
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in the kitchen!® she cried. "Costa: get inside with your ~

vife. Alekos: ansver the door." & i

| *And me?“ Pavlo asxed: "Should I stand on my head?"
*Just behave yourself," she said, pushing him into the

living room.

Thanks to\the moving pictures, they were all aware of
tﬂe newlflapper look, but none of the Greek women had had
the nerve to cut her hair or wear her skirts more than a few
inches above the ankle, and there were muffled gasps of
surprise from Eleni and Matina when the young women appeared
vith bobbed hair and dresses cut almost to their knees.

" Even—stranger, they both wore hats with such heavy veils it

\

wvas impossible to make out their featu}és.
Pavlo wvas curious ;bout the veils and watched as Maria,

wvho turned out to be the oldest and engaged, pushed hers up

wvhen it came.time ﬁo sit at the table. Anna, the one they'd

chosen for him, barely moved it ﬁigher than her mouth. All

he could see was her lips pinched tight, probably from

trying to balance that foolish veil on the tip of her nose.

He wvondered if beneath it she was as pretty as Eleni. Not

that it would make any difference. A good meal, and a

chance to drink ;he wine Alekos' kept for‘holidaxs, vas all ’r'

he expected out of this evening. \ r
ytleni and Matina were up and down conatantl;; urging

food and drink on everyone, at the same time joining in the

reminiscences about the old country: songs remembered from »

childhood; favourite foods impossible to find in Canada --

4

-
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Qresh figs, goat'é cheese, real olive oil; the smell of the
sea, of pine groves, of Church/on Easter Sunday. For the
newcomers,; these were recent memoéies, but for the rest of
them, so long in Capaaa; vhen they spoke of the past it was
as though out of a dream.

Pavlo, who couldlthiﬁk only of the horror of the lives
they'd 511 left behind, found it hard to join in, and spent
his time watching the girl, Anna, who hardly said a word.‘
Most of the time she kept her head bowed. 'She Sarely
touched her food.

The others went on to talk about life in Canada: the
huge Eaton store that sold everything; the black Fo;d cars
'.that even people like them could afford; the parties the
small Greek Community, held on' Sunday niéht; the Greek School,
on Saturdays where the children could learn their language.
There was no church though, Matina told them.

"Not enough of us," Alekos explained.

"Where dq you have your gatherings, your Greek school
classes?" Maria asked.

"At people's homes," Matina said.

“Maria finished her studies at the Eﬁglish Collegé in
Constantinople," Vasili said. *"Perhaps Qhe qould teach the
chiIdren in Brandon."

| "There éle even fewer Greeks there than in Winnipeg,"
gosta said about the nearby prairie town. "Hardly any

children."

Matina turned to Anna. "Did you study English?" The
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girl nodded. Pavlo looked at her with interest. The Greeks
he knew, except for the school teacher who had gone to high
school - in Greece and worked as a clerk in a shop, were like
himself and his brother, men who'd had 1little, if any,’
schooling in Greece. Their women were from the same sort ,of
background. Now here were these Greeks from Turkey who
could afford to send even their daughters away to schéol.

"Anna's studies were interrupted by the troubles,"
Vasili explained. -

"Vasili was to have started at éhe University this
year," Maria said. "Perhaps he can go here." They all
looked at the young man, whom they knew worked as a
dishwasher at a Greek restaurant downtown, and wondered what
sort of foolish dreams these three harboured. No one of
their kind ever considered“suéﬁ a thing as schooling. They
were too busy working to earn a living. University was for
the likes of the MacKenzies and Armstrongs who shopped in
their store, not for them.

Pavlo was fascinated nonthelesg. He wanted to&ask them
to speak in English, to see whether they;d sound liké
Canadians or more like the British he'd heard overseasx but
he knew how Alekos felt about English being spoken in his
home.

When they were gone, he expected Alekos to be critical
of those educated young ladies, so much above them, but all

Alekos wanted to know was what Pavlio thought of Anna.

"That heavy veil was out of place," Matina said, before
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Pavlo had a chance to open his mouth. "“Hanging down all
over her face like that."
‘ "It might be fashionable where she cqpes from,”{hlekos
saidl .

"She was hiding something," Matina said:

"What are you’on about now!" Alekos accused her.

Matina-s&owled at her husband, picked up two of the
tiny demitasse cups and disappéared into the k;tchen. Eleﬁi
"followed her. =
"Well?" Alekos prodded his brother.

"Couldn't we try a little Canadian-style courting?"
Pavlio asked, tfying’bne last time to turn it all int9 a
joke.

Alekos was having none of it. "You know that isn;t
how things are done." . )

"In Greece; Alekos. This is Canada. And that family
speaks English. They're different from us, educated. Maybe
they're more like Canadians than Greek;." He got up and ’
began pacing. "What do you think, Costa?"

"Gr@eks are Greeks," Costa said. "Np matter where they
come from."

"And we must band togéther against the foreigners,"
Pavlio muttered. ’ . N .

"In business you can be Paul and speak English, but in
your home you are Greek," his brother replied.

Pavlo knew it was useless to try to talk to Alekos once

he got that rigid ' look on his face. - -
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A few days later Pavlo was in his car on his way to
Matina's. She'd refused to tell him what she wanted, but
had insisted he be there at two sharp. He dpscked his watch
and s%epped harder on. the gas pedall She prébabiy vanted to’
question him about the girl: and that might be a good thing,
force him to admit openly to h;s fears. Matina would'find
something to say to Alekos. ~

She was waiting for him at the front door whe%?;e
pulled up, waved at him to stay w%efe he vaé, and ran down
the walk. "Turn right at Portage Avenue," she'saié as she
. ', éot in. "I'l1l direct you from there."

"Matina, what's all this about?"

“The gf%ter's fiance is in town for the afternoon and
they're going shopping for furniture. The brother is at
.work." Pavlio made no sense out oé what Matfnq was  saying.
"The sister never let her get a word out," Matina said.
"Didn't you notice?"

"She might just be naturally quiet," Pavlo saidf

"Oof, you're as bad as your b;other somef imes. "

He should've stopped the car right then, to%& Matina |
they were all wasting thgir time. She'd understand. Yet he
vas curious. He wanted to see the girl again, find out wha£
she really looked like, and what, if anything, lay behind

the veil. A brief visit wouldn't do any harm.

gl

.
AL IR . -
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At the boarding house the girl opened the door to their ‘
knéck, but drew back when éhe sawv Pa&lo, aﬁd he realized
she'd been expecting only Matina.' She covered her confusion
quickly and invited them both into the tiny sitting room.

Pavlo watched her as she rushed about, holding out "a plate

~/oifius;eet.s; tﬁéﬁﬂéigsseé ;}Tliqueur, finally sitting down.
She wasn't beautiful, but she had nice features, certainl& )
nothing)that needed to be hidden. 1In fact,'she wvas every
bit as pretty as Eleni.

"Pavlo wasn't busy this afternoon, so he came vith me,"
Matina said. "I hope you don't mind." -
) The anl shook her head, held her hands firmly on her

lap. She glanced from one to the other, then down at the
f;por.' Pavlio felt sorry for her. "Would you like to go for
a‘drive?"‘he asked, not knowing he was going to say the A
‘words until they were out of his mouth.

She jumped up, ran from the room, Matina following, and
‘Favlo sat in dismay: That was the sort of thing he'd say to
a Canadiangirl. He should have known better. He'd probably
offended her. - '

T A long time seemed to pass. He gouldn't imagine what
they vere doing. in there. -Finally they came back in, Matina
with her arm around the younger girl's shoulder. "Anna has

‘something to tell you,“ Matina prodded.

"] can't ... you said ..." The gir¥» wvas flushed. She

looked as though she was about to bolt again.

"Can't you ever leave people alone, Matina!"™ She was
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really pushing things, first dragging him here againsﬁ his
will, then trying“to force the poor girl to speak vhen she
obviously didn't want to. ‘
"Matina has been very kind," Aﬁna said, confusing Ravlo
- —————even more. Matina's?iled, disappeared through a.door, and
he was left alone with the girl.

She sat down across from him. "I can't marry you," she ‘

said, blurting out the words. "I'm sorry. . My brother
arrangeé>everything., My sister said not to speak. But I
must." |
Pavlo wasn't prepared for this. He had thougpt he was
the one to.make the decision. It hadn't occurred to him
. that the girl mght not want to mar;; him.
"You must tell my brother you do not wish .this

marriage," she said. "it is the best way." /

"I should have a reason," Pavlo replied.

"I am not pretty enough."

"You are very pretty."

"She pursed her lips, frowned. /"You can make something ‘ ﬂ"
up," she said.

Shé wvas intriguing him now. ’"Tell me why you don't
want to marry me." He couldn't believe what he was saying.
Until a fgv minutes ago, he had been fhe one trying'to think
of a‘vay out. Now he was acting as though he wanted her.

She stared at him. "I can't," she said, jumped up
and was out the door again, .conferring with Matina no doubt

about what to say next, how to let him down. She was
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probably on tye look-out for a vea;thy educated man to give
her wvhat she'd been used to in the old country. An ignorant
shop-keeper wasn't good enough for her. A simple ereﬁg
wasn't good enough for her. By the time Matina ‘came back,
he'd worked himself into a state that‘hovered betveen |
irriiagion and out and out anger.

“Angé can't marry you, or any man, she says, because of
something that happened on the ship. She thinks she's not

worthy of a husband." Matina paused. "Do you know what I'm

talking about?"

"She should have thought of that before," he said.
"Not after." )

"You don't understand.” Matina pushed hard at his
chest. He'staggereq for a moment, caught himself.

"What's gotten into you?"

"She didn't go willingly," Matina cried. "She vas

A}

forced."
*So she says," he snapped. ‘He might not knov about .
educated.creek girls from Turkey, but he knew about womeh.
He'd known enough of those. ' \
"I believe her," Matina said quietly. .
"Then you're a fooll" ,
"So was’ your brother."
She stood silently for a moment wvhile the impact of
vhat she was telling him sunk in. On the boat; she'd been
alone, then later she'd come with them, as though she

belongeé. And neither she nor Alekos had ever talked about

-

o -
P
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her past.

"Your brother believed me. He treated me with respect

%
and with love," she said. "I was frightened and alone, and

when he offered to marry me, I never thought of refusing

because of what some other man had done. I suppose I was

such a child I didn't know that some ﬁeople would say it . was

my fault." She put on her coat, her hat, her gloves, and

stood in front of him. "Are you coming?"

s

—

He waved her awvay.

-

His brother, who made so much of his Greekness, had

done what no Greek man would ever be expectéd to do: he'd

married a girl who'd been touched by ‘someone else. Not only

that, he'd put up with her sharp tongue all these years.

Pavlo knew if he were ever to marry -- and of course he

2
]

couldn't, but if he did -- it would be to asimple girl, a

1 \
n}ke girl, a girl like.Eleni. A man should settle for

nothing less in a wife. E£ven if it ;éqn{t the girl's fault.

No,

he could nevér do what Alekos had done.

She came out then. ~It was curious how she loocked no

different, after what he'd learned about her.

She stood in the ddorvay. "I'm sorry," she said.

"It's not your fault." He hadn't meant to say that:

Her story had nothing to dc with him. He'é be away as soon

he could politely leave. He'd aay”that he couldn't keep

Matina waiting: she's probably sitting in the car, he'd

say.

He stood up, put on his coat, wrapped his scarf around

~ S

his neck, g‘irpd up his hat, fingered it round and round the

4

-
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brim, then sat doin again.

\\j/~¢x . "Tell me about the college you went to in

Constantinople,™ he said. ‘
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N " A BIT OF MAGIC

*1 tolé Alekos T .could look for a job," Matina ?iid.
Vo . ‘ .

y."You can imagfhéyhpv he reacted to that."
. ¥ 2 " L)

S Eleni lay- down her sewing. "Even if he allowed ;té

1

. .
sfiesaid thoughtfully, "what would you do?"

, I don’t knbw!"™ Matina sank back on the couch, bit at
O N < ‘ N ‘F

;tﬁe e*ge-of aﬁfingernail. ."Maybe Anna has the answer in

_'ﬂ"‘- ;hasq cups of hég&(' éheitu:ned to her.sister-jp-law*who

»
*

vas coming into_.the living rpom with a tray of Turkish

O ST \ )
( , coffec. S ‘?ﬁ 3
! 1] , ' . ) *
J E}éni‘phshed aside a pile of English magazines and -
$ 5 ’ .

phildren'snggo%f to make room on théﬁspffee table.

1

" o ey pffe;ed~to help out," Arna szid. She set .down the
.trh9~ill hahded around the cqii?e; *Pavlo .refused to‘
oo . . ‘ o8
',. discuss it." -~ ;, o

e's r;ght}; Elepi 'said. "You hdye shall children to
bo (t'. ‘; ' ' - / . ' "‘ 3
‘ Nl o K'3 L2 ¢ o
. Matina put Qovnsﬁgﬁ'gptti?iii'Hhoroas youyand I,
. : Y ,
. r:‘w > ( . ~
& ‘F ) . (,‘\ . . ‘ .
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Elenaki, with ours at schdol all day, have plenty of time."
She twisted a strand df hair around her finger.: “Theré must

be something we're good for," she said, "something we can

L 'Y

do. Even wié?but Anna's education."®
—

"Costa éays things‘\ill get better sooq<: Eleni said.

" "How long have they all been saying that!" Matina

cried. .

k At the beginning, the’ depression fhad been just a word

v
to explain why they couldn't have the little extras they'd

T

become. used to over thé years, but lately it had started to

!
X

touch them in places they understood. Darning underwear and

socks that were almost threadbare, layering newspaper inside:

L]

. shoes that were worn thin at thé& soles, frequen£ meals of
fésolada,‘the bean soup they all knew from earlier years in

Greece, were daily reminders of the poverty they'd thought

was behind them. - { "

"Alekos complains every day about the rich customers at
the store, with their maids and big cars, who gon't pay
their bills," Matina gaid. "When I ask him why he keeps
selling to them, he says they owe so much he has to or

i g
they'll never pay up..’™

"

"I don't understanpd," Eleni said. She put down her
cof{ge, picked up her sewing again.

"Do yourthink I do? We fight about it all the time.

L]

.#That and everything else.”

Matina couldn't sit still, fidgeting with her coffee

cup, turning it round and round in her fingers, watching
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Eleni calmly darning one of her son's undershirts for the

80

dozenth time, Anna quietly sipping her coffee. Their

complacency exasperated her. She was angry with Alekos

T much of the time as well, thé’hay he'd criticize her

’"‘; whenever she tried to talk to him about money or the
possibility of her taking a job, what could she do, he'd

say' sarcastically, except go out and clean houses; or else

A

he'd turn pompous and announce that he would never allow

) ’
his wafe to work. ’ '

"Turn over your cup,” Anna said to Matina. "I'I1 have
s 4
»g;' time to rcad at least cne before Mike wakes up."
"All right. All right." She finished up the coffee,

put the cup upside down on the saucer, turned it three
AN
times, made a wish, 'shook the cup to make sure the grounds

4

vere well drainpd, and handed it over. .
- Anha p1§;ed the cup on the palm of one hand and rotated

lit slowly with phe‘fingers of the other, all the while

staring dévn at the blackened shapes formed by the coéfee.\
.For all her scoffing, Matin? couldn't help but get céught up

in the aura of mystery created by her sister-in-law as she
gazed solemly into 'the turning cup. It was all nonsense, of :
course. Matina knew exactly what was comingfnext. Anna

vou&? stop the turning and point dramatically at the cup, as‘

f?j all at once, it was magically made clear to her and she
‘could actually gaze beyond the coffee and into 1he \ »{
Cn

future. . “ ¥

A

“Enough theatrics," Matina sﬁfd. "Get.on with it.»
. ) ™

L}

\




81

_said sﬁarplyl "I have to be -sure." <

&

*"Wait," Anna

Matina let out a sigh; vqited asrlong as she could. "Do
you see a job or money fn there?" she asked finally.

ﬁnna pointed. "There, at the side. Do yoh’see the
bird? 1It's almos:t at thé rim."

"All 1 see," Matina‘said stariég in at the tiny cup,
"is the big'blump of grounds at the bottom. Doesn't' that
mean worry?" . . s

"Yes, but see how the vorfy diéappears? The bird is

-

taking it away." "

«"Tell me more nice things," Matina said, settling in. .
"I gell you only what the cup says."
.
~ , Anna found letters and good omens, prophesied much
acti?ityh and said Matiné's wish would come true. "I see
you all dressed up," she said at one point. "A masquerade."
"Oh, good, a pa{ty." ~
Anna shook her head very slowly. "You';l be the only
one in costume."

Mike's cries broke into their mood. Anna put doyn the

cup, smiled normally énce ggain, and went to get her son.

. N s
/ .
Matina was too\re tless to go straight home after she
and Eleni left Anna's. She went waiking instead, down one .

residential 5"!et and up anothef until she was practically

“1ost;, She realized where she was whén she reached a clus;er

o
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of small shops. In the days when they'd had their car,
they'd aomeéimes driven through the area. She paused to \
admire an, exquisite white crape evening gown at Belle's ‘ f4~/J

French FQshions and an'enormgus bouguet of deep red roses
that filled the window of McClary's Flower Shop, but walked
quickly by the display of 1mported‘£oods at Smith and Son.
A group of ladies in fur capes and feather hats.walking out
of Mofgan's Réstaurant and Tea Room across the street

caught her attention. When théy disappeared, laughing,

¢

around)the corner, she crossed over. She was curious to
see inside, but heavy curiains covered the windows. .A sign
by the door read: "Tea-Cup Reading by Madame Rﬁsa: Monday,
Wednesday, Friday: 2 - 4q". \ '

All the way home, Matina thaught about what she'd
stumbled across, and told herself that if she were ‘
superstitious she'd take it as an omen. Still, she ;
hardly slept that night, and the next morning, as soon as
Alekos had gone to work and Irini to school, she left for
Eleni's. On the way, she stopped at the gfocery store and
bought a small packet of tea. \

"English tea," she explained to Eleni.

*How do you make'&t?" |

"Like camomgli, I imagine." Lo

Eleni th a heapingo.spoonful of the tea into a

saucepan, added cold water and, put it on the stove. When it’

cg‘e to a boil, she turned the hea£ down, added some honey,
: ‘ .

»

and let the mixture simmer.

.
Lol
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"Don't use that," Matina said a; Eleni took the
strainer out of the cutlery dgayer.

"Whatfs gotten into you?* Eleni asked.

"Make sure lots of leaves get into the cups," Matina
said. Eleni poured as instructéd'and they watched the
leaves settle at the bottom of each cup.

"Afe\you going to tell me what you're up to?" Eleni
askéd as they waited for the tea to cool down enough to
drink. | |

P

"We're,going to tell fortunes," Matina said.

"Kg neeg coffee grounds for that."

"The englézi read tea leaves. They even have shops
whe{g you can go to d;ink tea and then have a Madame
somegggyior other tell your fortune." She looked ¢
impatiently#at Eleni. "You've seen them in passing."

"}ou didn't go inside one!"

"Oh, don't look's# worried."

"] am worried. You've been acting very ‘strangely
lately.* I wouldn't put it past you to go into one of those

places just to make Alekos angry." \They both knew how their

.husbands felt about women goipng into restaurantg or tea

rooms unaccompanied -- it was something 6n1y géggg,
foreigers, did. o\

"Drink, " Matipa said, handing her the cup.

"Fine. We wop't talk about it. I'd just iike to
know what you're Mp to." She sipped the tea, made ; face,

and pushed her cup away. "The englézi have no taste," she
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said. )
| "Don't be fussy." Matina drank and winced. They tried
adding more honey but in the end had to throw out the bitter
stuff in order to éet at the leaves. ;

They clumped’together in Matina's cup, but spread
themselves around in Eleni's. "There, you see, they make
different patterns,” Matina cried happily. "Let's find ‘
letters and trips .and bird and things now." - . .

"You've gone céazy. Matina," Eleni said finally. .

"No, listen, I have a wonderful ﬁfea, and you're going
to help‘me.“ It seemed reasonable, she explained to Qleni,
that 4f telling fortunes was as easy as Anna seemed td make

it, and if the englézi offered tea cup readiné in their

stores, why not dress-up in a costume, read tea cups in a

" restaurant, and get paid for it?

"You intend to turn yourself into: a giftisa, a gypsy.
and go out aﬁong strangers!"”™ Eleni cried. "What will
Alekos say?"

"You/don't think I'd‘tell hém!" ‘ .

For every sensible argumént Eleni could think of
against the wild scheme, Matina had an answer: no one would
eve; find out; the Ehildqen needed new clothes; Christmas‘
wasvcoming; but most . important of all, they nggded the.
money. ‘

Eleni gave up tryi&g to talk sense to Matina, peered
at the leaves stuck to the bottom of her cup and handed it

over. "All right, Madam Giftfsa, vhat do you see?™

B
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Matina-laughed and hugged Eledi; "I see a secret
admirer, a mysterious stran;Lr, sudden wealth, good luck in
the form of, ah, let's see ;Qw, what is it, ah, it's getting
lclearer, yes, that's.it ... the 17Eter M!"™ She paused
dramatically, looked up. "The letter M," she went on most
solémly{ "will be important to you. A person who's name
begins with that initial will Bring you great wealth." She
put down the cup. "How's that?" '

.

"How will yQ say all thoég things in English?"

"I'll be the mysterioué lady from the~m;stericus east,
lixe in the moving piétures. They aTﬁ speak f;%hy ‘English,
too." | |

"You'll need a special outfit, then, mysterious lady."

"That's where you come in, Elenaki." Matina smiled’

sweetly. "You're so good at sewing."

After a week of practising her fprtune-telling on Anna
and standihg‘still for Eleni who sewed~and fitted the
costume for the mysterious 1aéy of thé éast, Madame Zolta
Kas.ready to make her appeakance.

"ﬁhqt does it mean?" Eleni asked. .

"Zoltd? I don't know. Nothing. It sounds driental.
Better than Madame Rosa. Very. dull." .

"You vwon't be dbll in that outfit." Eleni surveyed her

handiwork. .Bits and.- pieces of materials from worn out
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dresges and paﬁéls from curtains that* had strangely lost ‘
some of their fulness had been worked into an ensem&}e\&hat
resembled nothing less than the most spectacular Hollywood
Arabian Nights outfit. <. '
Matina twirled around Eleni's living room bedecked in a
pair of emerald—greenJTurkish-like balloon pants aﬁd a
jewel-encrusted black velvet vest with, flouncing fed
sleeves. A long sc;rf of black chiffon turbanneé her head
tken draped around the lower pért of her face. .

"We need to make up the eyes," Eleni éaid, scanning her

creation. "And we forgot shoes."

They rummaged in closets and trunks until Eleni found a

pair of purple Chinese slippers embroidered with black and
’
silver thread. . Y

/

"Perfect," Matina cried. .
They mage up the eyes, lining them heavily din black,

then Eleni. held out the dark red velvet cloak that had oﬁce

been Matina's hall curtains, and Matina stepped ins%de.

~

Once Madame Zolta was outfitted to their satisfaction,

~Matina‘degided an all-black turbanned outfit would be

perfect for Madame's, servant.

"Oh,no! Not me!™"

]

" WElenaki?"®

a -

"Don't Elenaki me.,”I said I'd help with the sewing,

/that's all!® - ' . ‘

) »

"No one will recognize us."

"I can't go into a strange place full of fo;eiiners."

[
~ '

-

-




"We'll be together. I'll do the talking.™

"What if Costa finds out?" ¢

"How could he find out? Our own mothers wouldn't
"recognize us in such outfits!"

Eleni crossed herself. "May the Virgin forgive me." \

Matina jumped up and kissed .her.

Madame Zolta, swathed in her red velvet cloak and
heavily veiled, walkegkinto Morgan's Restaurant and Tea Room
the following Thursday afternoon at two o'clock sharp. She
was accompanied by her maid, cloaked and turbaned in black.
The maid carried a small black satchel.

Madame asked to speak to Mr. Morgan. He seemed a bit
taken aback when he 4aw the pair, bit he sat them down at a
table'jn the rear of the dimly-1it restaurant.

"I already got a dame who tells fortunes," he said.

. Mgtina shr&gge& out of her cloak the way she'd been
practicing and 1dwered her eyelids. "I am coming two days
'only,“‘she said in her best Greta Garbo voice. *"Tuesday.
Thursday." \

Morgan pulled a cigar out of his inside coat pocket
and twirled it in his fingers. "Tea edp reading eveyry day,"
he safd thoughtfully. Matina ﬁeld her breath. Eleni stared
at the téb}e top. He snipped off the end of the'‘'cigar, put

it to his lips, licked it around then took it out again.

-

SRk
e
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"Yeah, well, I guess it wouldn't hurt. Tell ya yhat,
ladies, we'll give it a try. Two éents a cup." Maéina
nodded. Eleni sat as though frozen. "WQgt'é your names?"

"Madame Zolta," Matina answered grandly, then gestured
toward Eieni. "My maid-servant."

"I only\pay for one."

"My servant attends me."

‘"Sure, okay ladies, whatever you like." He shoved his
ciga} back in his pocket. “Yoﬁ can start today," he said

'S

and left them at the table.
'S

Matina nudged Eleni, 'who was clasping the satchel.
"Take out the cloths," she whispered. Eleni opened the bag
and took out a p%ege of gfeen embroidered material fringed
in black. She spread it over the table top. Then she took
out a small gquare of pale rose sil} and covered the table
lamp with that. She\closed,£he sétchel, put it at her feet,
and the two women waited in silence.

L {
In a matter of minutes, Morgan was back at- their side.

"What the ... what's thig?"

"] will tell the fortunes now,' Madame Zolta said. "I

.
-

have prepared.*®
"Not here lady. You gotta go table to table. And get

rid of those." He pointed at the pieces of material

covering his lamp and his table. / .

_ "Madame Zolta cannot be without speciai cloths," Matina

said, "carried in special bag by maid-servant.” She tried

! )
to assume the look she'd seen on Anna's face vhenever she
0 ‘ \

L)
>
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was getting into the mood to read cups.

Morgaﬁ wa lked ivay muttering. They saw him go and
speak to the three waitresses clustered at’ the froﬁt, shrug
and settle himself behindi;he counter.

‘ Matina waited neivously, fingering the fringes of the
tablecloth, afraid someone would reco&nize her, vorried that
she'd get confused dur&ng a reading. Eleni sat in silence.
IThe two womeé watched for customers, but all they saw coming

t

in from the autumn cold were zégggrékia, couples who slid

into the dark, high-backed booths lining the side walls of
the gestaurant. ,T?e roﬁnd centre tables with petal-like
lamps hanging overhead é;emed to be reserved for the few
ladies who came in. ' h
The aftérnoon Vas almost over before two elderly
~ ladies, one in a green jersey and matching hat, the other in
a mauve print wi?h a black hat, walked up to Madame Zolta's

table, overturned te;cups in hand. Eleni jumped up and took

_her place behind Matina as they had praqticed. and Matina

gave each of the ladies what she hoped vas a good
af ternoon's worth of heavily-accented fortunes.
With their four pennies between them, they trudged home

i
later that aftenoon. . -

(‘f "It*'11 be better next time, you'll see,"™ Matina said.
"] was so nervous. I'm glad the place is dark."
"Don't vorry. We d?n't know any of - -those people.

They're mostly rich ladies anyway."

N N -
"What about the zevgarakia?".

i ’
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"They're too busy with each‘other\:f notice us."

F. _ - The followihg Tuesday, the sign outside the Tea Room
included a note about Madame Zolta, and that da;'the twd

wvomen went home with two nickels between them.

"You see, it's working!" Matina cFied.

Eleni was still nervous.

In only a few weeks ladies were lining upeavaitfng'
their ﬁurns to have the fascinating Madame Zolta léok iﬁtq
their futures. Soon Morgan began ‘advertising her a
Clairevoyante Extraordinaire. He suggested she begi
' . reading daily.

| "Maddme Rosa?" Matina ;§ked. : N

"There's plenty fog two." Morgan said fingeriqg his
unlit cigar. ‘

"We will share?" Matina asked. H&tgan nodded "Not the
two cents," she added. | '

"Don't worry lady. You'll get your full| cut."

*"Madame Rosa, she go to tables?" .

*Yeah." ! |

»
"I go to tables."™ Matina was feeling more comfortable

1

név as Madame Zolta; each éqy it became easier to make ub

pretty stories for the vell-dressed ladies who sat across
o

from her in the soft lights of the Tea Room.

g
\ AN

On the vay home, she exblifned Morgan's offer to Eleni.

\

“
g
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#ﬂea to tell them the truth.

. ; ' Yoo
vho'd only understood a few of his English words.”*‘You

!

,don't hqyg to come and ‘play servant gny more," ﬁatina said.
"1 don't mind," sQe said, but she did mind ‘and they

both knevw it. Matina was her dearest friend, and thg extra

mopey made a differeﬁce, but as much as she tried she -

couldn't s\op vorrying about Costa, cg;tain that he'd come

home one night with an accusation she would be unable to.

\ ’ ' L
\\ b ) . .
"I know you hate it, Elenaki." Matina linked thedil

arms. "It's all right."
. < ‘ |
"1 don't want to Yeave you alone."

*Servant must obey," Matina said in ‘her Madame Zolta

to discuss it further.

voice, and refused;
h S \

By the time winter set in, HaQamc Zolta had been at

Morgan's Restaurant and Tea Room long enough so that a;l the
/
children, Matina's, Eleni s and Anna s, had. nev.v% Liﬁ vests

l

undervear and socks. Their husbands didn't notice: nor did

they realize that fresh yarn rathcr than old was<*being knit
‘ !
into sweaters, mitts and scarves. It was amazing,~thcy vere

told ho¥ one 1itt1e soup bone coul%}make such a meaty soup.

Husbands, Matina claimed, vere easilv fooled. It was a

Sunday evening and they wvere in Anna’ s kitchen finishing up

{Efe dinner dishes. Eleni vondered i€ it might not he.a good
{

{

.\“

\

2,

’

i



\ "He is vhen we're alone, at home, and with the ’

~

s
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. - 92 .

“You can't mean thats,". Matina said. She . gtopped wiping

N \

a glass and stared at Eleni. -

/

)

<

, “They might find it amusing, you turning’ yoﬁrself» into

a gypsy and telling fortun'es," Eleni said. "They know how

you like to dress. up.™ ‘

Often, at part?és, Matina would disappear, only to ‘7ome T
back outfitted in some outlandi®h costume and start to -
perform. Sometimes she'd dance, other times she'd mimic
what she'd seen in the moving pictures. Alekos was one of
the first to 1augh\5't~h'er antics. ~

"You talk as though it!s the same thing!"™ Matina

snapped. "You knov they have no sense of humour when it

comes to their wives dding anything othe,/r than being their
' .

*

wives."

' "sShe's right," Anna said. X T

"Not Pavlo," Eleni said. "He's always been so, I don't

\\

know, modern, ‘I think." = \

children. But Pavlo won't go a'gainst his brother."

~

~ "'And we all knQw how stubborn my dear Alekos is."
\"'Th;t's why I admire you, Matina\,\" Anna said.
"You admire me?" Mati{xa sank onto a chair: ”frbu,‘ with
all,your schooling?" % - .

Anna threw her washcloth .int;o the sink. ‘ "You're ‘the L
one vho.-had the courage to go‘?ut 'and do somethiné gthat,nhad
to be done," she said. "You're never afraid, Matirr‘la.r
f:I‘ha;t;'as a wonderful trait." he . ‘ )

N "~ . \

5.



- In all the years they'd known her, Anna had never \

spoken\so passionately. Eleni was silent as she put the

l ' I
. , N w .
&< .

dishes away in the cupboard:\ Even Matina, rarely at a loss

~for words, .didn't know what to say ‘Her only refuge was her

role. "I'm not afraid- to make a fool of myself," she said '\\\\;\
? . .
with a .laugh, “if\ghat's somethng-to be proud of," a
,] . R ¢ .
1 > z . : .
V . k" ) .‘ * r' \'
. . “w ‘ . . v -
- ) ] .
. » -~ / '

Money was slowly piling up at home,‘well-hidden among

the linens vheré no one but Matina probed.r Every time she'd
add a few coins or bills to her co'&quion she'd think about

how good, the holidays would be this year. She'd find a way

——

- to explain the extra money to Alekos. The few dollars she 52

.'made vere nothing compared to the huge bills 'he had to'

contend with, but she fohnd comfort in the fact that she was

helping in-some small way by not having to ask for everyday .
- - N

things. It was even getting easier vith him now; he was

"¥till preoccupied vith business, but there vere fewer : y
fights. S ; - - ’ | -
in the\neantime, it gave her pleasure,éo appear at the

\

- Tea Room in her Arabian Nights costume, being sought out. by”
vell dressed ladies. Her early fears of stumbling over her |
English, -or of making the same speech more than once-tg_the
wengléses; who aLl looked alike; never happenea ?in time it
even became easier for her to vary the stories. It was as i‘ o
‘though, from the time she'd begun donning heé strange - -

\ 1‘ . \ ' . // . R .

' s R .
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-xapparel; hexr imagination had been given free‘reiﬂ, and,

-~

tales of'mysterious strangers,: of adoring ‘lovers and~jealous
dark~haired\women, were easily woven out of the patterns she

1

sav in the cUps.

-o

It amazed Mat;na, Who hated the cold and wvent out in

L]

w1iter only ‘when. it was absolutely necessary, that so many

1adies would brave the blustery weather nerely to have theirv'

-
-~

fortunes told. The couples who favoured the darkened booths
didn't seem daunted by the cold either. Each time she
. glanced over at them, huddling.togetherh oblivious to
everything,hut each other, a wave of néétalgia for the early
.- days with Alekos overcame her, hnt she,quickly dismissed the
N

past and returned to the important business: of, splnning

tales. : . . : ’ - "

o

On one especially bitter and windy day‘ﬁgt one lady was

‘waitrng for Madame Zolta when she valked in, something that
hadn't happened)since the first few times._ Matina aat,at:
_her.back table télling herself’ it had finali;itu}ned cold
enough to keep even her most loyal customers away, while -~

argulng back " that they may vell have tired of her and her
silly stories, ‘until she realized that what wadﬂreally
,bothering her was that she'didn't want to stop appearing as
Madame Zolta. It was no longe} just the ‘money they ssorely
needed that drew her to the Tea Room, or even the excit%ment
. of being someone else for a few hours eeer'dgy. it was

being admired and sought out bx‘these engleze who, with all

‘ftheir riches, still needed someone like her to weave a bit

L \ ’
.. . °

At
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of magi¢ into their lives. : o ) .

To get her mind of £ these confusing thoughts, she
concentgeted on the coupges.u They were mostly young, buq_an
older man wioh a yonngish.girlﬁriend caught her dye. The, ’
man had his back to her and a hat-govened*his.head but’
she could tell he was old from the way he’ hunched his back.
The girl was pretty in a modern sort of way with her short,

sleek hairdo, and a h@t perched on the side of ‘her head.

.She held a cigarette casually hetwéen enemeled finger nails.

Matina wondered about the man's wife; he surely had a wifef
she was probably at home tending to the children, if she

wasn't in another Tea Room hearing about a mythical secret

\admirer. ‘ \

A fgﬁ ladies mercifully appeared, shaking the snow off .
their fur ‘collars as they came in, and soon the room was
filled with the aroma of brewing tea.( Matina quickly
dismissed both her fears of being forgotten and the casual
love;qffairs around her, concentrating instead on her paying
clieno;. She flowed from table to ;ahge collecting herk
tickets, offering dreams of rouance to warm up the day.

She vae at a table with three ladies, tea cup in'hand,
when laughter intruded from behind. She turned at the e
infectious sound. It wvas the modern giri nith the older
man. He etood up then and hurneo, and for a moment, for a
brief moment, even in her shock, she saw clearly haqw T L

youthful the girlﬂs laughter made him.

Then in an instant he vas an old man again, an ugly.

.
LI

"
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old man, and she vanted to rush'up and strike out at his
gloating, leering, disgusting face, and tear at the girl; at
hex grinning young'face,“and at his, his{seupid, stubborn;
hateful old man's.face, that~was hers, - hers for over thirty

years, s1nce they were children, lovers, poor together and

N

-

happy, that pitiful aging man, nd different from .other aging

men, yet she'd thought he was, more fool she, aging woman

spinning dreams for other fOOllSh women .

s

Matina never\went back to the Tea Room. She burned the

~

costume and refused to talk about-any of it ‘with Anna or.
Elifi. At Chrismas.the house was filled with the fragrance

of roasting birds and honey-soaked délicacies, and at New

Year's St. Basil left mé@f\presents for .the children. When

Alekos asked héw she managed it aii, she told him she'd been

[
-

saving up and went on to talk of other things.

o
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. Angela switcged her weight to one leg. ‘ *

#,

"Stand straight," Eleni said. "I have to get this hem’.

even." :

Angeie squirmed; then planted her feet more‘firmly.on
-the stool. From where she was séanding she could look out
the kitchen vindow at the 1ilac bushes in the back yard.
They vere in full bloom now, just in time for the wedding. .
Irene was having what sh&'d always wanted, lilac-coloured
. ' bridesmaid dresses with a slightly darker shade for Angela -" Ce e
, . . as maid of- honour: vhen it vas her turn, Angela’ g _ ‘TJ |
»attendants would all wear the same shade of”cornf40we£ blue
and carry yellow daffodils:
."Turn," Eleni told her daughter. "Slowly.."
Angela did as she was told. A -
- "This~shou1d be your wedding dress I;d’fitting,ﬂ Eleni N
said as, she smoothed the folds of tpffeta. "Not a o
N . 2, . <A

. bridesmaid‘s dress." ‘ R iy ‘ - ‘ .




_ :“Maid-o{;honour, Mamg ) f "
] "Still not the bridey / L
c— "6h, Mama, don't startf? )
"Dont, 'oh, Mama' me. You show ng interest/ no fi
interest at’all." | |
'ﬁl o T "When I meet the right-man .;.P |
‘ ’ "The right-man!"  She was so fussy; this one waen't.

right, that one; it wasn't as though there vwere many
; ; /0 !
available men_to choose from;: Eleni couldn't seem to make
: p |
her' daughter understand. “Your Papa knows what's-best, 1like

< my Papa d1d put do ‘you 1isten'"

~ nThat ‘*VES“Tﬂ“tﬁE*UTdEﬁ“d§-A"Mama " Angela sald "When

\ . ()
4 3 -
\

T marriages were arranged.' ' 4

5

"No one forced me to marry you‘ ﬁapa}“ Eleni said. ,
"But I 1isbened to my parents, and they were right Yonr?
Papa is a good man.. "

i"I knon,.Mama.“
_ Eleni put in the last pd'

"\ ‘ © +  critically at her daughter.

talk you into wearing purple.

e L owIg's 1ilaéh;Mama."//
¥ . ’ " "We'll Have to put/a little rouge on Yyour cheeks. "™ -~
. . ?
"Papa won't liké/{/.' When she -was sixteen,nAngela had

o appeared at the dinner table one Sunday night, wearing povwder

and lip rouge and né'd made her go upstairs and wash it off.

/ - X
aughed and said it didn't matter how much

Her brothers had

guck she But on/her face she vas still a sdurpuse. She

g

- - ¥ N
. - . ' X > ¢ ) '
v ) ) . . ' . ' -~
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hated them. _Except for Steve. .Even though he teased | R
= L3 ¢
/vs sometimes, he was, never ‘as bad as Paul and Tim, who-seemed_
/;/: . to ake great pleasure in maklng her life miserablen T
- "We' 11 use very little. He won't notice.".
! | " [N . . ) R ., '
- - \ f «
- ' N

»

"She 't dri%ing me crazy. Irene shifted théxphone to © .

[y
her other ear. el

- v 1 s
: . "Mine's no better," Angela said. ' R
© N . ;. ‘ ‘

. . "You're not the one walking down the aisle next week."
"Don't rub it in. I get enough of\that here.. You .

-
* should hear my mébther: Irini is a whole year: younger than

you and she's getting married. When I was your ége I had.

. fifteen kids."

"A1l I hear from mine is how luchy I am."
"You are. Once you and George are married‘you von't
- o have to. listen to all that."

wAre you kidding? She'll be over.every day, telling me
whag to do!" —

"Not at night though," Angela whispered.

"LiSten, I have to go. I'm supposed to be setting the
“tavle." A
"What're you wearihg tonight?”

[ ) ' "Don't know. Don't care."

This wasn't exactly true. ‘Irene Ehew‘exactiy vhat she

was wearing; she just didn't want'to talk about it, or

¢

. . N te
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v “anyth§ng e;se.‘ Her mother had pickeg out the dress and the -
o jewelry, much the wgy she had picked out possible husbands,
with an-eye for what she thought suited her daughter.‘
'.§§;N\xThough her mother had been paradlng elig1b1e young -~ and
o so@etlmes ASL so young -- Greek men through their dining-
room battlefield steadily since her sixteenth birthday two
_years earlier,‘George,had been the first to show any serious
tnterest. The others had taken their meals, talked with her
fatﬁer, praised her mother's cooking, and hardly:paid any
atteqtion to/ her. George, who'd been invited ovef with his
perents ahd/Lome of their felati;es, had'seemed as
uncomfortebleias she. When. he'd calted the next day and
‘asked her to a movie -- het first date -- she'd been amazed,
her mother ecstatio. - - B,
- f ."Let's go out," Irene said.
S thought you were helping youfﬂmotﬁer."
"AIX I have to do is finish setting the table.
'Everything else has been ready for ages."$ She shifted tﬁe'
. phone again. "Come on, Angie." ; \‘
"Harmon's?"

i

“Okay."

/ Matina had been cooking for three days. Chickens

/ - . -

P weré ready for roasting along with artichokes; fish had been

' po ched and boned for the (irst course; homemade bread was

R
- -
~
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cobling_ on the kitchen counter, while cheese, olives, . -

pickl’es and the ingredients for tvo kinds- of salad were’ in
e ‘the refrigeratpr. o . , ,
-~ R \ - EIEN

She came out Of the kitchen and surveyed the dining

room. Melomacarena and baklava vere set out on the buf fet

LY \
for dessert, along with bottles of sweet’ mavrodafni for th&

+

~

. ladies and the stronger metaxa brandy for the men. -A

- ‘ decanter of Alekos' home-made wine was at one end of the

lace-covered dining table-. Irene had set the silver and
¢hina out nicely. At least she'd been able to handle that

- much. She wasn't much use for anything else these days.

[ 1 -

In the living room, pink carnations would fil1l the
crystal yase on the coffée table to match the candles

alrea‘dy in place gn the mantlepiece. "Irini!" Matina cried.,
VR ’ S
Irene ran into the room. o , -

T N
"I told you to fill the candy'diéhes!" o

‘ .
She hadn't, but Irene knew ‘better than to argue these

days. As if her mother hadn't been bad enough before, £rom

o t'h'e moment the engagement had been formalized she'd been in
I a ‘constan’t frenzy about some arrangem\ent or othér: should .
the regeption be at'their house, or at nunt Eleni's with |
its 1arger living room; carnations might make better
centerpieces than the 1i18cs Irene preferred which were ' a
pretty .and fragrant but shed; the boubounieres,ﬁ,the frot.hyl‘\/
"cule and ribbon-bedecked clusters of candied almonds 'that‘ ’
were given to. each guest to signify a sweet union, hadn* t >

'been made yet because the almonds still hadn't artived from *

Y ’
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Toronto, and the weddlng was only days awa».

Irene dut1fu11y fllled the silver canay dishes with

pink and white mints, then, when her mqthe; had checked the’
arrangement and found it acceptable, murmured something

’

about Angie needing to see her and ran out the door.

Carefully balancing the platter of dolmadakia she' d -
made early in 4he day, Eleni c;imbed the steps onto Matina's
back porch. ' She called'out and Matina opened €he screen:

door, took the platter and set it on the warming 1edge‘o£_

the stove. i ‘ . o .

“They'reﬂpergect,“ she said peeking under the cloth

’lcoeering thejvine-efapped rice balls. "Sit down, we'll
have coffee." . ST LT
" nYou ﬁave things to. do." .. 0’ )
Matina shrugged.’ "Everything's ready."' 4%&

. "For a few minutes, then."

Matiga got out the Qgi&i and filled it“wiéh vater;,then
added coffee.and sugar, while Eleni took .demitasse cups out
of the/cupboard. They had been doing this.for 8o many yeare
either in Eleni's kitchen or Matina's, it was practically
automgiic. To the chagrin ot their daughters, their mothers

scorned the modern coffee machines and continUed tofﬁake

‘coffee,the old fashioned Greek .vay. v

0 -

"] finiehed Angela's dress," Eleni sajd. "All it
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. needs ig a good pressing." - . Co
Maiine watched over, the Qgigi for the coffee to foam
up and, Vhen'it did, poured‘it inko‘the cups Eleni peid for,
her., Since Matina herdly sgid a word or a%%%ered anffof the
questions Eleni put to her about the 1ast—m1nute
preparations for the wedding, Eleni wondered why Matina had
'even wvanted her to stay. . ad
. - "Alekos thinks I've pushed Irini into this wedding,"‘
‘Matina said finally. "He says she's still young."

"At eighteeen? You and I were' younger "

“

*He's a fine young man,"* Elehi said.” The boy came from

L

a good family; his father had one of the finest flower shops

in the city and everyone knew the boy would take over the

" business one day; Irini would have a good life. Their match

was the envy of every Gieek mother in Winnipeg. "Irini is
lucky."
"My -daughter doesn't seem to think so. All she-does is

J(f mope around the house." ) . o
"These young girls expect too much." Eleni had  had

enougﬁﬁconversations with her own daughter to kne; that.

‘"What am I going to do?"

"Does Irene say she goesn't want to marry him?" ™
"She doesn t say anything'“ Matina said sharply. "On

' top of everything else, now Alékos says George might be '

™ 4

anxious to have the wedding so he won't be ‘cafled: nﬁ*"

"What are you talking abowt?" . = . l: Sk

ad
g

iR .
- M L4
° . R ' . oy

<y

"Do you think I've pushed her?" : _ .
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i "The war." I -
: U \
"What war?" [

"The war everyone expects before the summer #é out."

)

Matina'a Q;ice wds*getting the edge of.impatience it always

'got when she brougbh/up things she knew Eleni was ignorant

of . . . ) -~ LS s
. -

"Even if there fs a war," Eleni said, nwhat does that
P

-
w

have to do with Irene getting married? ,I was married dufing.

L]

a war. I even came across the ocean in the middle of it.

Don't you remember?" ’

N

“Of course I remémber,".MaEina said sharply. "You wore

-

my green dress. Yours was stolen on the'boap becausesyou're

k-

so naive you trust everyone." N

-+ . _"Do you Qant to tell me about the wedding or not?"
o2
"I'm sorry." Matina pushed her sleeves ‘up, rubbed her
Hands together, looked at her pitten fingexnails; she should

be giving herself a manicure instead ongféiing here talking

~-about -things that weren't ‘going.to changel. The boy was

marrying her daughter because he cared for her, not to get
out of going to war. Alekos and his- notions. "I'm being

stupid. 1It's nerves."
. . .
Eleni was beginning td get exdsperated. It was enough

she had to put up with Angela pouting around the house,

hardly helping with all the baking and sewing Eleni was

’

.

doing for her cousin's wedding. Labk at her now, off '

- ' CA
somewhere with Irini, neither on@’caring about all the work

"Even if there is a

their mothers were doing for ‘them.
0 . i Ll -~

3 U -

i L. v . . e e

°
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_war."'Bleni said, " i‘don't see what it has to do with

‘Irini's vedding. ‘Ahd I gon't know vhat you mean about
being, called up." N

/
/s

\

'It doesn t matter. ﬁ )Matina shook Yer head.‘ "It's

b \
Y

nothing Just nerves," she géid again.

Aky\' “ They finished their coffee ?Tmost in 51lence, each '

L

voman with her own thoughts, ‘Matina trying to put her

hisband's words out of ' her mind and to convince herself that
* +

© " her daughter vas indeed tortunate to be ma*rying stich a goad

boy. Eleni religvedlihat Matina had gotten over whatever"
‘had put her into such a staie earlier. -~

It wvas :rter‘%he 1e££ that'g}eni.began to woﬁg;r abopt
vﬁa£’Hatina nad said. It was nopsehse; sf cou}seJ this

_ - . . . . !
notion of an impending war. Costa would have told her.

-~
()

There'was never talk of war in ‘any of *the conversations .
she'd heard between him and his sons. Her sons. Steph?no.;
Paul T?mg She 'd managed to get used t6 the Engl%sh way‘d‘b
saying the younger Soys‘ names, but the Englisﬁ‘word,.Steve,
didn't’sound like Sééphanoﬂ Her Stéphah%. Het eldest. The
oné they'd take from her first. She was being foolish. It
wvould never cpm? to that.'ﬁlb couldn't. And ewven if there

vas a wvar, her boys'vouldn't'ﬁave to go'. 'No one vould force

R

thep. 'AleggE:Bys vrong to vorry-Matina that vay,*éhe .
- ‘

2

I

vedding ohly days away and so much still to be done.




-

ol * ' . . 108
"Arrangements," Irene gaid. - Ve

[ -

”Mothers," Angela said. ,

(X4 .

-

They climbed onto a pair of countet stools at Harmon's

', Drug Store. Albert snapped his fingers in their direction.

- i

' "What'll it be, 1adi@s’ A super-duper codlossal banana

split? A hot fudge cherry blossom‘supreme° .

¢

r ."Strawberry soda."-
- s

-

"Caramel sundae."™ '
'"Predlctably boriné. as usual." Albert sighed and
di,pped into_his'vats of ice cream to qoncect their o%ders.
"I thought: yeu were on‘q diet." '
g thought you were." | . r. L
"We won't be able g do this after you'reé ﬁafried."
"I geess net."
"Maybe sometimes." ) «
"Yeah." -

Thé«dkug store was busy as it always was on a warm
' {
summer afternoon. In the midst oL finger-waved 1adies in

@ \

I

floral pxlnts searching}vhe shelves for tZe latest in
patent medicines, of gentlemen in seersuc

er su@ts
requesting paéketsNQf digestive salts or cigarettes’, Bing

Cfosby crooned from the radio on the shelf over the-

counter and Albert daiad his soda- jerk act, imitating the

¢ patter he'd picked up from the moﬁTes. Outside, newvsboys

cried, "paper, paﬁer, getcherpaper.”
. oL

mDo you believe in fate?" 1Irene stirred her soda.

g

"Sure. If I sjit here long enough, Clark Gable vill

]
e s
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come in and sit next to meu"
"I'm serious."

*  “Robert Taylor?" | :
"Angie!™"® - . .

/ . & Angela licked the caramel from her spoon. "Why're y'ou
‘ < , of
< so grumpy? You're getting mar?ig,d., you're supposed to be

A

happy . " , ;

"I am happy." . ' .
"Sure." > )

"I am!" ' ' )

o .

“»pid you and ‘George have a fight?"
. L%

s

Irene pushed her soda glass, still half full, away from

her. "We ,ne'ver fight. George is a gentleman.”

-

,;" - "Not on yoyr wedding night, I hope,"” Angela ;mispered.
4

@ y

"Are you scared?"

"Keep your ‘voice down." Irene glanced arburid. The

[ 2 N -
stools. on either side of them were empty, but Albert was

*

;- . 1urk‘,ing'nearby.' ~

_"Are you?" Angela hissed. B
. "Yes. No. I don't know!"
° "1 would be'."

"f-:vezi if it was Clark Gable?" \
Wy \\

"I'd die if it was Clark Gable!" \ _—

An‘gela giggled. Irene punched her in the arm. Albert

glanced over from the milk shake machine and gave them his,
@ ) ,
Mickey Rooney grin; it was one of -his favourites.
B ) - '
, "

.

T ow
N . .
%‘-ﬁf.. » o : '
La ety e e s . * ’ . . a -
R TOTINE ST nyF ol LU . ' .

Irene reddened. "You're awful." , ) -

r
4
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Irene was mortified. "®o you thHink he heard?" e

"What do you caref Ydu're getting: married!" ' T

. "Yeah," she sp red/, which sent the two of them into ~

.paro‘)‘cysms of laughter, fn the midst of which they slipped

of'f the stools, grabbeg each qther énd stumbled giggling ’io
the door, \ : -
Albert's "hey!" got their a‘tt:entio_n and t.hey turned
- back, sﬁamefacedly’ digging a pair of dimes out of slacks
»

pockets. "Thank you, 1adies,"'he said, giving them a mock

salute. ) .

[ 4

This time, to the smooth accompaniment of Glenn Miller/,

they made a more graceful exit. They ignored the newsboy -

vaving his sheaf of black-bannered papers in their .

direction, linked arms, and ste;;ped off the curb. Weaving
» * . .
around the few cars that rumbled along Portage Avenue, they'

vaited briefly for a street-car to clang by on on& of the
,

pair of centre tracks, then quickly passed the 'rést of the

way across.

o

They took the long way home.

Eae T,
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- Paul was the last person anyone would have expected to

'turn tventy-one and serious at the same time. But that was

before he met Jennie. 'He_ was in oOfficers Training School in"

Regina- and the one thing he did not vant to do-on his rare
time off was spend it with- friends:of his parents' and -\

listen to them reminisce about the good old days in. Greece.’

} .- S .
Not only would he be bored, 'but surely a daughter or two of

marriagable age would be paraded for his 'ben‘efit;w he'd have

to be polite; they'd interpret that as interest;' all for a
\
" real Greek meal after months of_ dyspeptic English mess food.

He weighed the odds, considered the possible complications,

thoughtﬁﬁongingly of his mother’ s home cooking, and accepted

»
.

the invitation.

NN

When Jennie opened the door to iet him in, the girl-

a——

friends back home in Vanipeg, the good lookers he'd already

met in(Regina, and all the _svell girls’ wa‘i;ing for ;;im in *

', vEngland, dissolved into that one &veet face. His firm

n PEEN
» . ._‘ s

. . '
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a11 his ﬁraining to good use. -
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resolve, something about being £00 youirg to settle down, all
those great girls out tbere, The could&'t qu&te remember, -

crumbled even as she smiled. ,
N
,,,‘ T
. "He's too yRung to get married, Cqgsta!" Eleni'cried to-

her ﬁusband

L}
"You were worried he wouldn't find Greek girl " /;ELa
e

accused "Now he's found one, you complain!"

"He's just a boy," Eleni criedf It wasn't what she'd
meant to say. How could she explain to her husband? Her.
sons werelpulling awvay from her and there was notﬁing she
could do. Steve had enlisted as'soon as war vas deciared.
Paul would soon follow him overseas. ﬁhat did this war far
away have to do w1th ‘them, she'd cried to her. husband, t01

-

each of her sons in turn! None of their words of wisdom

offered her solace. Her only comfort was that Tim was to¢o

——

young to join up. * \ S

After months of classroom training and the odd we

in London, Steve was posted to the north of England. here,

' living in a hut with no water and no toilet, hé‘began his

final training session, hour after hour of trial run
air, followed by éhorﬁ oeriods of’rest'lying on his
1istening to the .relentless rain outside. other rh’n the
mail from home, there was nothing to 1ook forward 1

the next’ 1eave, and the knowledge that one day- sofn he'd put

~ v

- . o

end



ﬁould be the only chance he'd ever have to satisfy any of
[ "
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It hadn't been what”he'd ekpected'when hé'd sighed up. - .

. Growing up in the depression, while his younger’ brothers had

e

talked cars, Steve had dreamed,of flying. Inspired by the‘

careers of aviators like Lindberg and Amelia Earhart, he'd

‘yearned-tc soar to the heavens, to be transported higher

even than the clouds. And to travel. He'd always dreaned

[N

: of travelling. But heiping his: ather and uncles with the

, ”“family business after the difficult years had taken

precedence. Then the war had started.. Oh, He'd felt some

’1stirrings of patriotic fervour as he'd thought about joining

ub,'but just as strong had been the realizationqthat this §

. -

‘his dreams. ‘In the end, the Air Force had been his way. out.

)

The’wedding was in Regina just after Paul finished )

:training, and for his sake, in spite of the var and Steve!' s/

‘absence, they wvere determined to make it a festive affairr

i
Every one of his family drove in from Winnipeg.\ Tim,ﬂhis

brother 5 best’\man, was at the wheel of the 'family Packard,

. his father next to him, while his mother and sister, Angela%

" who would ‘be one of Jennie 5 bridesmaids, sat in ‘the back.

Aunt Matina.drove their Buick, Uncle Alekos snoozing next to

/

her, their daughter Irene and her baby in the back, seat,

Irene's husband, George, was somewhere in Italy with the

- Canadian Army. Uncle Paul, with Aunt Anna, Helen and Mike,

_-followed in their green Chevy. . . o

_‘After the\ceremony,-the faniiies, relatives and friends

..
,
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_gathered at the bride's house for a real Greek celebration.

] ~ .
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Rugs were rolled up, furniture pushed against the walls, and

the phonograph turned on. Jennie and Paul led the circle of

Y .. . -
dancers in the traditional sirto, clapping and whirling

, N . . - .
arotmd the living room with such enthusiasm that even the

old folks joined in. Tim snapped pictures to send to Steve

R

Reading Steve's letters, it was easy to have the

Sy

impression that he was in Englénd studying, and spending his

holidays visiiing the sites in Lonéon. He wrote about
visits to Buckingham Palace, Big Ben, Westminister Abb Y,
mentioned the Greek restaurants he'd discovered in London,
the Greek Church, even a place called a Greek House where
he'd go and meet other Greeks‘from the various Commonwealth
countries who -had been posted fo England. His requests for

-

news from home and the latest magazines sounded like the

criés of a homesick schoolboy. The only clue that Steve was

in the Service came from the Armed Forces Airograms that

were often resealed with an Opened by Examiner sticker.

Some letters looked even more official; for phey had been
turned into.tiny photoéopies, about a qﬁarter the size of a
regular letter. ’ i % -

\ "To save space in transport," Costa explained to Elen?
who guestioned the tiny replicaé of her son's writing. But
éven Costa’couldn't figure out how-the Air Force could ta&g

a photograph of a letter and at the same time make it

smaller.

~

[
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A few ﬁeeks after he and Jennie were married, Paul
freceived his overseas orders. .
"You lucky stiff," Tim said. ‘
’ "Take good care of my wife," Paul told him, "and don't

¢ v

. get any ideas."

Jennie was to stay with Paul's parents while he was

)

away: They both knew 1t'§ou1d only be for a few months and '
- - -he felt better havihg his family all together. Like his

brother, he would finish his training in England then fly

~

missions over“Europe. They might even be in\?he same crew,
a

-

. —l- " -~ he told his parents reassuringly. ’ .

»
i
. \

. The family stood together in the front hall, just as

'
s »

they had a year earlier with steve. Eleni held her son
tightly, then went and stood ﬁy the living roem window. She
R pulled the curtain gently across and watched her boy in his
dark blue uniform and officer's hat stride proudly down the’
front walk, his lovely young wife on his arm. Paul turﬁed
and wvaved before he helped Jennie into the car. Costa _
squeezed Eleni's shoulder. She held a handkerchief to her

mouth and stifled a cry. -

Paul was shocked to see the change in his brother.
Steve's once boyish face was drawn and haggard; it reminded
~ Paul of their dad's when they were kids during the early-

‘l
years of the depression.

Wi "I've just come from six weeks of round the clock
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flying," Steve said when he saw tﬁe look on Paul's face.
"I'11 be prettier after a good night's sleep." The smile he
aimed at his brother was set firmly around his mouth; it
didn}t reach as far as his eyes. ‘ |

"What about time off?" Paul asked.

°

~
" “They give it to us in a lump, nine days at- 'the end."

Steve took a leather pouch out of his jacket pocket,

unzipped it and proceeded to fill a pipe that suddenly.
emerged from another pocket. )

Paul had never seen Steve smoke anything but

cigqfettes. "All you need is a tweed jacket, Professpr,J

he grackea. '
. Steve packed the ‘tobacco into his pipe. "What do you
say to a night out on the town," he said, 1gnoring the

1l

remark. YA few drlnks, some dancing, pretty girls.’

.g.

"Hey, I'm married!'" -
"I promise not to tell your wife."

”my blg brother talking?"

“This is
"Things are differenu here." -
"What would I tell Jennie?"
Steve struck a match. "You don't tell her what's
really going on do you?"
. '"There's nothing for me to tell. ‘I'ye just starteéﬁ
training, remember?"
' "Right." ' C .

Paul thought he'd seen everything, but his brother

turned cynical was hard to swallow. . He himself was a new
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‘map as a'fesult of his merriage, and nothing would spoil
that, * War or no wer he intended:to stay faithful —- a
concept thet was newkto him, but one that he’wes détermineg
to héigur; stili, he'd be safe:with his own brother, and

4
. ' maybe with a few drinks under his belt Steve would loosen up

)
and relax. : ' o~
As it turned out, SEeve got roaring drunk, and the’
‘ .

two girls they were dancingswith'heiped Paul get him into a

‘taxi, waved goodnyght, and that was their big night on the

Y

town. The next mornlng Steve didn't remember a thing.

Paul wrote home ebout meéiing Steve, yet even to Jennie
he never mentioned the change in his brother. He wrpte\
instead abodtkqhe places he'd seen in London, about how much
fun it was to try Greek restaurants -- alehough the food
wasn't. as goed as his ‘mother's -- about Greek Church on
Easter with Steve, about sightseeing,with him whenever their
leaves coincided. Paul was anxioue to finish his training
"and get' into the thi'ck of things, but he didn't write about
that. P “ v - |

In his letters, Steve told about how good it was to see
his brother, occasionally mentioned what he calleq his work,
and always asked anxiously for news frop home. What he
really vanted to say was how scared he was all the time, yet
heijthen it was time to suit up it came as a kind of relief,
because he knew he'd be too busy to think about what he eid

. 1
night after night up in that sky he'd come to hate. He
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wanted to tell them how.l back in his own bed after a

\

mission, he'd tally‘up”tfhe number of his fellows who hadn't\ '

made it back, and he'd see aga.in the avful brightness in
that black sky when one of their planes had been hit. He

wanted to tell them t};at even when he finally slepf;,

by

explosiye bursts. of light would waken him and he'd hear

P
- » r

screaming in his head and it would be the terrified screams

of his buddid% burning alive in flaming planes, and those

~

- gries ,w’o&ld be mingled with the dying gasps of men and women

R . . \ , ra
and.children that he was bombatding night after night after

night..
LY

It was imﬁossible to write such things to his family,

to anyone, or even talk openly about his fears, his anger.

. Desperate now to obllterate the horrors of the world around

- =

him, and yearning for some ‘connect'lons vith a 1ife he barely
remembered, he began searching his mind for memories of
home, the sharp clear Prairie sky, his mother's .fragrant

lilac bushes, summer swims with laughing girls, snow angels,

—crocuses, dreams mingled with remembrances to push out the
7 ¢

darkness.
He began to write things down, scribbling words and

-
scratching them out, then filling sheets he'd immediately .

scrunch up in embarrassment, finally buying a notebook which.

he hid in his kit. Putting his' feelings onto ‘paper, evén
the act of writing itself, offered him some solace, and sqon

he needed a thicker notebook.

v
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When the brothers met again., _Steve told Paul about the

- P

-

journals he was keeping.
~"If anything happens. to me, I th ‘you to de'strof
them." - - 3 : .- 5\7 .

"Hey, come on, Nothiné's going to 1/appen to either of
us. " . \

"I mea‘n it, Pal. There's stuff’ I'\‘re'.vritten X don.'t.
vant mom and pop to read. And you }{ﬁow they send béck alil
personal e€ffects."

* "Okay. Okay. ‘ If you promise not to tell Jennie about
bur nigh\ts out . " ’
- Paul knew Steve was serious, but he couldn't talk
- seriously now. He'd just gotten his posting, been assigned
to a crew, and after tfuis leave he ;t:oo would be up in Athe
sk‘ies over Europe. He'd been too 1long in England' not to
know how dangerous it would be, with losses piling up and—
crews being reformed daily. It was getting hard to keep
writing cheery letters home.

Back at bggé that night, Paul found a packet of lettels ‘
from Jennie. He tore off his jacket and tie and settled inL/
for a good read: Barely into the first letter, he let oﬁt a
vhoop, jumped up and hollered until his barrack mates
started throwving pillows and then boots at him. '

"Hey, hey, stop, wait, listenlto this!" he yelled. "I'm
going to be a daddy!"

’ He tried to contact Steve, to tell him the §ood news,

but he couldn’'t get a 1line. All he could manage was a drink

A ’\A; ;
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with his buddies who shoved him around good-raturedly.

o .

Later, when he settled down, he read the rest of -
Jennie's letters. By now, he figured, she'd be well along. "’
The baby would be born in the fall. Maybe he'd be lucky,

and it would all be over by then. He fell asleep dreaming

of his homecoming, the hero's welcome, the banners flying,
v a
Jennie and their son, it had to” be a son, waiting for him at

¥

’ LY
The telegram read missing in action. Costa said that

meant there was hope. ’Eleni shook her head, cried out to
the Virgin and took refuge 1n her room. Paul vrote
reassuringly that there was a good chance Steve had been
picked up and(}és safe. Six monthsqlatef the telegram read

presumed dead.* Within a year shiny medals, engraved

documents, even a‘oondolence letter eigned by King George
verified the Red Cross report that Steve'e plane had been
shot down over France. There had been po,suryivors.‘

L}

Costa asked Madame Bourget who ran the dress shop
across ‘the' street from the store to translate a 1etter he'd
just ‘received from France. The letter turned out to be
from a woman who had been tending. the grave of his son.

The woman explained that the flyers who had gone down with

the aeroplane in the tragi¢ accident had been buried with

full honours in the hill overlooking their tiny village.

She was writiné,_she said, with“hope that ithvodld of fer

[

v e
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" comfort to.the faﬁily of the brave young aviator to' know
that their son vas being cared for in his final resting.

place. She herself took fresh flowers to the grave every

A
©

Sundig

Costa didn't tell Eleni about the letter. She had
Q v

broken down so terribly with each telegram that, by the

.

time final word had been received and they had learned
i \ .
for certain that Steve was dead, Costa had been afraid

.
1

for her health. He thought this new revelatiori, the letter

from France, would only cause, her more pain. o

- \ . L. <

When Paul came home, he had his broﬁher's«notebeoks. .

Steve's other things had been shipped home earlier along

- vith hid pipe' and toBacco _pouch, his torn Air Force '
identification bracelet, hig Air Force writing packet and
pen, photographs of ‘grinning Axr-Force offxcers, of vaving
girls astride bicycles, of 1aUghing girls in two- piece
bathing suits, of family at picnics and at Christmag, and
an aerogram that had arrived. teo 1late and pad been spamped

P

. Return tb Sender. . \ - {

Unable either to r@ad.or“to"destroy'vhat his brothe;”
g ‘\had wvritten, Paul had stuffed the notebooks into the bottom
of h%é bag. They'd. stayed there,,ﬂhdistugﬁed, cntil he
cemebho?é. but even then he couldn't bring himself to ook )
at them. He hid them, far awvay from everyone'é'eyes,

including Jennie's. Years later, when the“%embrie§,cf that
. , , . ! P

time had softened and he could look with "compassion at
. P , _‘ _ .

' .
v [ . - a
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phot.og_raphs’ of a pair of eager young Flight officers, he r
took out the journals. As he worked his way through the p
thick notebooks of familiar old writing, he realized, for
‘the first. time, how little he'd known his brother.
. ‘ WX \_‘ ——= ) -
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_ A PROPER GOODBYE R
Y .

T e o

Fleni was.on her knees in the garden when the phpfie
started ringing. She was kneadgng the earth around the’
freshly-planfeﬁ eggplant seeds énd.trying to decide whether

to cook chicken for the dinner on Sunday or a nice leg of

iamb. The grandchildren a1wa§é asked fgg chicken, but ‘

Costa liked lamb on a festive occasion. Her soné would

:vant to cook outdoors on that'cgntraption they'd bought her

the er before. They;é thought she was being'difficult
vhen QX:'g,refused to go néaf the\éhing. Would they have
undérstood if she'd told .them that in Greecé-they'd had no

choice but to cook in an outdoofaoﬁéﬂ’thét had to be

. watched every minute because in summer it heated so quickly s

& . ' ! '
the food buined, while in vinter it needed to be fed a
continual supply of twigs so the heat vbﬁldn't give out{

and that having hgr‘ovn lovely indoor stove which could be

(%ol

regulated by the svitch of a knoh meant a sort of freedom

to her? ‘ : v . ‘ .
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Costa understood. As well as the stove, he'd bought .
her a huge refrigerator that made {ps own ice and needed to
be defrosged only once a week, ang a washing machine that
rumbled quietly in the corner as it filled and emptied o
itself anh even wrung the clothes out so all she had to do
“was hang them up to dry. He was a good man, her Costa.

She'd make the lamb. After all, the family dinner was for ‘ 'S
his birthday. They'd already had his annual Name Day

\\\Party for family and friends, but the children liked the .

' éﬁnadian custom of celebrating birthdays.

Her Stephano would}ve been thi;ty—fouf now., Apd the .
baby, th; one she barely remembered -- there hadn't even
been time to photdgreph her before God took her awvay --
vould've been thirty-five. It was hard to mourn an
infant she'd known for only a few months so long ago,
but with Stepﬂano it was different. She'd agked Costa
over and over to find out where their son was so they
could visit,.take flowers, but all he'd say was it was
better left alone. .

The feeling that she'd let her children down wouldn't
leave Eleni, not with two of them gone and Angela over
thi;ty-and’still unmarrie&i It was so@etping she could
never put into words. All she could do was pray to the
- vir;ﬁn, asking forgiveness for she knew not vwhat. Yet

even with all her prayers,, the deaths of two of her
chilaren-continued to hang like a‘'cloud over the

happiness her others gave her, and the goodnéss of her. . ..

\ l o



&

123
husband.

The phone was still ringihg. Didn't Angela realize
iﬁ'might be he; Papa? He 1liked to dgo to the store every '
day -- to keep an eye on things, he'd say -- but he‘'d
often tire quickly and call Angela to pick1him up.

Eleni sighed, rocked back on‘;er Eneés. She'd better
go in and see what was going on. Anyway, there was nothing
more tb be done in the garden for now. .The eggplant vas
being stubborn asausual.. Unlike the zucchini that blossomed

beautifully year after year, nothing seemed to work with

the eggplant. She'd tried different mixes of so0ils,

.different patches of garden for a little more sunlight or a

little less, but the result was always the same: leathery/
lumps the size of walnuts. The worse thing was they seemed
to lie there, contentedly nestling among~the dark green *

Lol

leaves, mocking her. \

The phone finally stopped ringing as she got up off her
knees. She rubbed the loose dirt from her hands, went to
the side of the house,; turned on‘the hose and. washed her .,
hands. When she came around the corner, shaking her )
drippind hands, Angela was standing on the porch steps.

"Who Qas on the phone?" P .
‘Xngelq feaéhed out'to her mother.

"Did you answer?" ' y
Angela took her mother's hands.

"You'll get all wet." Eleni was getting impatient.

Angela put her arms around her mother, drew her close.

Al
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Eleni stiffened, then quickly pulled away, saw her .

daughter's eyes brimming with tears. "Your Papa?" she

r~

whfspered.

, 'Angela nodded. "I'll take you, Mama."

-

°

Eleni rushed into the house, grabbed a light coat to

t

ve - COvVer hér 0ld housedress and ran out the front door. Angela

was waiting for her in the car. ™ ' -

The drave ip silence. ' Eleni pulled her coat tight T

rl

around her. She shouldn't havé let - Costa go this morning.

T

Some. days, when he seemed more tired than others, she would

.

get after himsto stay home. Not that he would. But she'd {
- ' . \
try. This morning though, he had seemed almost his old

self, joking with hefias she'd helped him pick out a tie.

>

He'd probably done too much at the store, tried to help out

when he 'should've just sat qdietly and let his sons do the
. ;-‘-\ :

work. -

"Why didn't you answer the phone right away?"
3 ) - -
T was taking the koulourakia out of the oven -- I was

afraid they'd burn if I left them to ansver the phone." -

“?urnt ¢ookies are more important than your Paﬁa!“

"I'm sérry, Mama."

"I didn't ... oh, never mind." She couldn't sit still,
couldn't,ﬂove, it was ‘taking forever. Costa héd never been
s}cK, apart §£gm tﬁe recent{}i;édness, and that had only
started after the trip to Greece. %

- Visiting their homeland after so many years had been !

difficult for both-of them. Their parents had been dead for
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| + years, and the ‘relatives and friends they[d met after so
long had been unrecognizable. The stern, middle aged women .
who'd said they were her sisters had nothihg in common w1th
_the laughing childrenwshe'd left behind. For Costa it had
been worse; he'd found one of his brqthérs dying, anot@er\é
sickly old man, anq three of his aging sisgers sﬁatheé in

5

vidow's black. _ .

’ After a few dayé, ElePi had grown 9ch§tomed to=her
adult sisters and to being back in Greece, but Costa had

-~

.been on edge no matter what\they dh$ or who they saw. When

\ . hd'd‘suggested SQe take her sisters on a holiday to Rhodes,A
' she hadn't wanted to leéJEﬂﬁim, bﬁﬁ he'd insisted, saying

it would give’hiﬁ a chance to visit somé of the peéple and

places from his youth ﬁhat‘wqyld have no meaning for her.

Whatever past he'd relived while she was gone had done i

-

_'nothiﬁé but bring him sorréw,'an@ she'd always regretted

leaving him alone that time,. b o

* AN

"Can't you gdo faster?" Eleni said. Angela was

i

always so careful. : . o ‘ !
v 1 N ¢

"We'll be there in a minute, Mama."

.+ Eleni smoothed dobn her hair. She had to look nice for

C;;ta. "Why are you going this way?" .
- "He's not ab the store, Mama." ,
When Eleni saw they were turning into the entrance of
?5 - ) -thé Mfseracordia, her breath caught in her'fhroap. She'd

only been to the hospital to visit others, never for anyone

in her family, except the grandchildren, but childbirth was

A . . e
s R u 4
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different. Her sbﬁslwere walking quickly toward.the car.
N . :

Why weren't they with their papa?

Paul held the car door open and Tim helped her out.:
They huddled around her on the sidewalk in front of the
~entrance, but neither one spoke; Theﬁ she.léoked at their
faces. She clutched at the lapels of her coat, pullfng it .
éven tighter around her throat. She knew what they couldn't

tell her. "I want to see him." .

/ ’ - S
. "Mama, he's ..." ‘ ) //
. v #

e

.fI knoy. I want to see ﬁim." ////.,?\\\y{,/ -

‘They led her to a room and\Sthsaw her husband 1y;ngl6n
a cot, his head turned to one'gide,vhis mouth slightly open
as if‘he was asleep. His tie had been pulled away, and his
shiri~;ollar unbuttoned. In their bedroom that morning,
he'd held out two ties to Eleni, and\she'd'picked the grey
striped one, teasing him about how distipgu?shed he 1looked
in his new light-grey summér suit. They never talked about
how tired he seemed so much of the time, how haggard. He °
didn'ﬂ look haggard any 1onger; lying as though asleep, the
care finafly gone from his face. ”

Eleni had never seen death before./AShe'd known 'it,

but she'd never seen it. Her Stephano had died far Eway in
a strange place. As for the baby, one day she was there,
sick and crying, and the next she was gone. She used to
think sometimes that if only she'd known some English she

might have been able to find out where they'd taken her dead

baby and where her son had been buried. But Costa had
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.alvays said it wasn't necessary for her to know more than a -
few words of English to do the shopping. /ﬁe looked ‘after
everything else, didn't he? He did. He had. ﬁe'd looked
after her from the time she'd come to him as a bride of
sixtéen.

She reached a haﬁd to him. Her sons t;ied to hold her
back, but she pushed them away. His cheek was warm, soft;

he'd shaved in the morning before: Angela had driven him

”t

4]

downtown. She'd had his usualicornflakes with sliced
peaches ready for him in the kitchen when he'd come
downstairs and a second cup of coffee for Eleni. He hadn't
seemed tired at all. They'd talked about the dinner on
. .
Sundayrand how he was looking forward to seeing the
grandchildren. Eleni stroked his face, rearranged his tie
so that it was resting nicely on his shirt, leaned over and
°kissed his brow. Then she sat down beside him. She began
to whisper. Soon strong hands 1lifted her and led her away.
After, at home, a glass of brandy in her hand, at het
lips, the worried looks and hushed voices of family, .\
friends, Priest, drew in closer and closer until she gasped
out in suffocation. Even Matina, who'd been her first A
friend when she'd come to Canada, and was still the person
she felt closest to, could sa; nothing to appease her. She
ran out of the room, upstairs, threw off her clothes. Her
0ld chenille bathrobe felt gdod. She started for the
bathroom. A%gssa was waiting in the hall. "Let me. help,

Mama, please."
]
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"I'm going to have a bath."

¥

"Don't lock the door, Mama." - Angela wds clenching her
‘hands, a habit she'd acquired lately. w
"I'm going to - have a bath!"

"In case you need anything." Angela never raised her
& .

voice from that whining}tone. It was enough to drive a

- -

person crazy. - ' '
haY

'
s

"Flﬁé. I"11 leave the door wide 6pen sé you can all
come and watch!"

She slammed the door shut, locked it, and turned‘the
faucets on full force. ° She poured a handful of bath salts

into the water and tossed in some bubble bath capsules --
Pl

gifts from tiny grandchildren at Christmas -- lowered

\

hersgif into the water, let the tub £i11, turned off the

faucets, lay back and closed her ‘eyes. ' !

/
- ) I

Y N o
f

People came and went, walking up to the casket,

crossing themselves, whispering words to Eleni sitting

stiffly between her two sons in the dark-panelled room.

‘Costa was laid out on ivory-satin inside a dark
maﬂogony box, baskets of white lilies on either siée.x His
hair was neatly combed. ' He had on his good black suit and
black tie. Sﬂe'd wanted to dress him herself, but her sons
had said it wagi't allowed. And so strangers had tended

to his final needé, the way they had for her son. She
‘ ;

closed her eyes to'the image of Stéphano and tried to focus
Van

.\\
" N . .
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N > .
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on Costa as she'd seen him earlier on that last day, helping‘
- him on with\his—tie, or at bregkfast. She shouldn’'t have
- let him go out, he was tifed:’but she'd been thinking about
her gardening, and so had paid him little attention. She
. rliked her garden, liked the feel of the house when the men ‘
.were gone, only she and Angela quietly going about their
work, sémgtimes not talking for hours. A
‘ "We should go now, Mama. " Paul, sombre, 1ike‘ﬁis
father, squeezed her hand. Tim, on the other sfde, had his
,arm linked through hers. Their‘)dves sat across from them.
"Where's ydur sister?” -~
"Right here, Mama." Angela leaned across Tim.
"Go now, all of you. I want to talk to your Papa."
Ignoring the yhispers, nudgés, looks of concern, Eleni
\ ' insisted on her time alone with her husband. Matina paused
. on her way out. "I'll be fine," Eleni assured her.

.The Priest grasped her hands. "Think of your children

now, Kyria Eleni," he said. "Zoi se mas, life to the

. living."
The living, always the living. But the dead 1inge§ed
on. She would have liked to‘h5§e explained to the Priest ///\

that she'd never properly said her goodbyes to the dead -

—-d

. her parents in Greece, her infant child buried in an
unknown cemetery right here in this c¢ity, her son somewhere
in Europe -- but he'd only murmur men's words of faith that
meant nothing to her. It was to the Virgin she prayed

nightly, the Virgin who offered her solace.
~ . ?

». N ~
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“I'd like to stay here with .Costa a little longer,

Péter.“

> A

He left her finally to join the otﬁérs.’ They wouldoall
vaift for her so théy could go to the house together. o;ée\,
‘there, Paul and Tim would preside over bottles of liquor
and their wives wou1d~be in the kitchen with Angela g
spreparing céffee and‘filling plates withg aximédia, the .

crisp biscuits always served at times like these. Eleni
, xnéw -she was holding everyone:hp, but she couldgkt leave,

*
not yet. . She needed to say a proper goodbye to Costa and

this was their :last chance to be alone. ?
She tried looking down at him, at the stiff, white
figure in the casket, surrounded by floral tributes from
family and friends, the prayersnof the Priest still fresh in .
—~ the air, but all Eleni could see was her son, her Stephano,
dead alone in a ;;réign land with no one to mourn him, no
one to take flowers 66 his grave, no one to brush awaf the
leaves in autumn, the snow in wintexr; "Not even a
héadstone," she whispered, "nothing to mark the place."
She staﬁé d to cry. "It's not right. Those people who
sent him to war should‘ve ﬁeen able to find him for us."
She wiped her eyes'with the back of her hand. "It's ﬁot
rjght, Costa, not right." She fumbled in her pocket for a
-~ handkerchief, blew her nose. 7Remeﬁber how tall he was,

\

Costa, how handsome? He had your ey@s, always smiling.

I

Remember his letters, the way he described the places he

-

\ visited? Such beautiful words, Costa. Like poems."

;o
‘LJ
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The room was getting wvery warm. Eleni tooi'off her

coat, pushed the veiled hat off her head. She ééarched in
her purse for‘a clean handkerchief, "Forgive me, Costa. I
shouldn’'t be telling you these things, upsetting“you." She
wiped her eyes, paused to collect her thoughts. "You were
a good husband, Costa. That's what I sta;ted to say. My
prayers go with you." She crossed herself. "Keep his soul
safe, Panag;a. .hmen." A \ -

Eleni sat quietly, letting the silent tears flow, not

> I o : !
knowing any more. wvhether she was crying for a lost son or a

dead husband. ‘For a moment, she wished someone was with
her,'somg&ne who would help her undé%s;and.$’£ut who? Even
Matina could do nothing now. For all her kindness, she
hadn;t.been able to help when Stephano'had been taken from
her, or the first éiny baby. Like everyone else, she'd
hover, shush her when she'd try to speak, murmur o
conddﬁensgs{ talk about God's will. It was better this ;
vay, at least for a little while.

She sat for a long time; then, when she couldn't bear

either the silence or her own thoughts any longer and was

‘getting ready to face the otheré, a voice intruded. "Oh,

Eleni’, Eleni."” Both the voice and the ample body that
almost covered hers in an_embrace vere instantly
recognizable.

N Tasia was one of the oldest of what the childrenm
called the old-timers. Since her own husband had been dead

for years and she'd had no children of her own, everyone




[al

by

A

~

L4

N

, ” 132

v

else's life was Tasia's concern. Out of respect, no, one
exclyded her from any occasion, be it wedding, christening,
"name-day celebration, even funeral. :

v

npaidi mou, . my cbifﬁ," old Tasia cried. "My éear; my
child, ¥ she .crooned. "Such a»léss. Such a ffng man.*®

As wearisome as Tasia was even at the best of times,
Eleni was relieved to see her now, for the oid voman's

4 . _
lament would force Eleni to concentrate on mourning Costa

instead of indulging her own confused thoughts. ’ -

Qe "Ah," Tasia wailed. "Such a loss, such a terrible
loss ... a fine mén ... @ good man." Eleni iet herself

.drift Eway from the words, séarching he} cluttered mind
for memories, happy'memories, while Tasia droned oﬁ --
"good man ... well loved ... pillar of the community " ---

but all her memories were shrouded in pain. She tried to

" think about Costa and the vay he'd been before he3d taken

her to Greece and had begun looking ill, but that alwgys

took her to Stephano and the awful day the first telegram

‘gxﬁ?arrlved.

She didn't want to think about Stephano_ any more
today. It wasn't fair to Costa. She needed to grieve for
Costa, pray for ﬁgé soul. "So brave ... at his age ...
honour ¥is son." Tésia's ;ords were slowly' coming into
Jfocug. 'Po&r boy, ... taken so young ... honour his son
V.:. brave man .., travel so far ... honour his son."

| Eleni grabbed the old woman, stared her full inlthe‘

.

face.

-'/\



of ; do@i, and she was alone with the cruel words the old

~v0man‘had.thrown in her'face. pnbelievable,uords.‘

-~
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'Hy dear, you mustn't blame yourself,™ Tasia said. "It

a

vas right of him to go. " Take comfort, my child, take

.comfort. Costa did the~right thing." ‘ T <

“Right’“ Eleni echoed ‘ ; - -

nAt his age, and ill, to travel 80 far to ‘honour his

-

X *.son." Tasia“vas patting her hand, smiling through tears. -

-
&

!Stephano vill fest now." -« ‘ .

<

N

.Eleni Jerked avay. "Leave me. . Go now. Plea;e. Go."

She . heard the soft xggake -0f breath, the abrupt closing

S

1

i o
L ¢

They horrified her. Costa had. kﬁovn vhere Stephano was;

.
vorse,, he'd gone there'vithout her.. No. .He wouldn't have
¥ n o - .
done that. It was a mistake, Tasia vas wrong, she' d

-

misunderétood, vas repeating malicious goasip
Eleni shivened .8 She huddled back into her coat. Costa

had never been a cruel man.-;He vbuld not have denied her a"
'y

1]

tinal goodbye to her 'son. But the seed the '01d woman had

C

planted vouldn't be rooted out. and Eleni & thoughts £lew to

the early years-vhen their f,ist baby had died and Costa had

taken her avay in the night. Perhaps Costa had been right-

. to try ‘and | ptotect her; she had been a very young- bride then '

£ o
and the baby a mere infant. But Stephano? " She'd raised him

_to manhodd. Surely Costa would've‘seen the difference!

Suddenly her children vere surrounding her.  "Tell me

the truth."%he‘cried.” Pavlio bowed 'his head. "You can't

look me in the tace.' .she accused.

Cw
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“Papa didn‘'t want you to know;“ he mﬁmbled.

- Eleni gggsped‘her son's lapelg. "It's érue?  You mean
?f&t's true? Everyone knew? Ean'thét o%d crong?" She

clutched at him,: asping in énger. "Your Papa we;£ to 'the
grave? Did you go‘too? Did ybu? And me?__What about me?"

"Mam;, don't." Tim was hordihg her arms. "It's not

Paul's fault. Papa made‘us‘promise.”gd o
She éushed”ﬁhem both away. "ﬁhy?" she screamed at

them. "Why?" She turned on her husbard. "Why?" She tore

)

-

.her hands through her hair. "Why?" ~
"He didd't want to.upset you," Paul said. j
"Like you are now," Tim added.

"He wanted to spare you, Mama, to protect you," Paul

' \
added:

"Protect? Upset? How could you, €osta! ' How could
" fou!" She scxeamed and cried and Matina.came, tried to' hold'
\ .

her, shush her, .but she wouldh't be stopped. Propriety
meant nothing to her now. Neither the words nor the .

\‘\ . . NJ
feelings of others mattered any longer. Nothing mattered

0

except this betrayal. She clutched Matina's arm. -"Did you
know?" she demanded.
( Matina shook her head.

"I want to talk to your Papa," she cried to her sons.

‘ \ "But ’ Mama ® s 0 "

*Now." = /
- / - ~ ¢
-"Mama, please /a." @ ’
hd !

"Alone." =

.

.+



‘ | 135
"Eleni ..." :
' "I have to." ‘
Whispers,—nudges, looks of concern; all of them smugly
tyinking they knew what was best for her. Liké Cqsté. But
she'd have it out with him when the‘othefs were gone. She
took the'glass of water‘someone handed‘her, but reEdsed the

&
tiny pills probably meant to calm her down. She wouldn't be

—~—
e

éalm.’ She waved“évéryone way, shaking her headﬁ refusing
to speak or to listen to any of them, children} frieﬁ?s,
relatives, even the Priest. ¢ ' o
When they finally }eft, she crossed herself, beggéd
forgiveness'of the Virgin for what she was ébout to say, and

turned on her husband.

¢ ‘wwhat I said before, about yqu being a good husband,.I

‘alyays thought you Qere, even when I didn't agree with

everything you said, but’now I'm not so sure." Eleni's
voice was low. "You gave me many things, Costa, - a nice
house, there were no other women -- at least I'don'qﬂthfnk
so0 -- and you never gambled or came home drunk, so I‘should
be érateful. But you did other things I didn't 1ike and I
never spoke out. 'Well, I'm going to speak now."

She paused, swallowed, took ;kf her coat aﬁd laid it on
the bench. Her hat was there too; when did it come off?
She would have liked to have got rid of the black dress as
vell. She yearned to be back home, in her floral

houseﬂr?ss, a scarf around her head, digging in the earth

in her back yard, tending to her floweré, struggling/gith

A

v
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’(nows why, and no 1ife outside the house because you

!

136
the‘eggplant. But she wasn't. She was here, and there wvere
things that had éo be said: She crossed herself once more
"Forgive me, Panagia," she said again.

She stood up, leaned her hands on the arms of.the bench
next to her. "You kept me in darkness, Costa. Yes, in

darkness. I came to you a young girl and it was your duty

to teeeh me about this new country. When I'd tell you I

- wanted to learn English, you'd say we were Greek, what did I

need t6 know English for§ So I could speak properly to
people at.stores vhen I Qent shopping, or to the neighbours,
or read about what was happening in the world, that was why,
Costa!"

"I don't know what's going on so much of the time,
Costa, because you ‘kept me in darkness. When the children
were young, I didn't notice so much bertause we all spoke
Greek, but once the boys grew up and went into business with
you, it was different( After supper you'd send me into the
kitchéh with Angela so you could talk with your sons, and it

was always English, English, English! Why, Costa? So I

‘wouldn't know what you were talking about? And you wanted

N —

Angela like me. I was so proud, Costa, when you praised me

/
to our daughter and told her you wanted her to grow up to be

. as wonderful a woman as her mothgr. Proud! That's how

stupid I was. And what did Angela learn? All the things I
kﬁqv, things any fool can do, cook and clean and sew. And

now our daughter's growing old, with no hugband, heaven

-

;i; o J \
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wouldn't‘allqw it. When she started growing up you éaid she
musn't go out with Eanadian boys becaude they ggr;ﬁ't‘like
Qs and wouldn't respect her. Majbe you were right, I don't
know; I would've felt strange with\a zégg sonfinwlaw, it's
true. But, Costa, there weren't many)Greek boys to choose
fr?m, and she's getting old now, what's to become of her?"
"Something else, Costa. Do you know how I feel when my
little grandchildren come up to me,. hold out an English.book
~and say "giagia read" and I have to pretend‘I caK{: find my
glasses, or they're broken, or my head hurts." ‘

"Even the little babies can réad the language of this

'cbuntry, but not their ignorant giagia. Remember when those

—r

pépers and medals and letters-came about Stephano? You said
they were expressions of condolence. They were more
though, Costa. They told you where our son was, but you
wouldn't tell me. Paul and Tim say this was to protect me.
Was I so delicate, Costa? ' I gave birth to five children
and never mind how many I lost that yéu never knew about.
Did you know how hard that was, Costa, one baby after
another, and no machines then for the piles éf washing day
after day? How could I have done all that if I was so weak?
And what about crossing the ocean’all by myself to come to
you wvhen I was only sixteen?"

"Did you never wonder how a delicate flower could carry
lodds of washing up and down stairs and go for gays without

sleep because of sick children? I was strong, Costa,

couldn't you see how strong? But I was stupid, wasn't I? .

A3
.

[ N
sy wloy
~ m
S AL SRRt 7 AU




o 138
* - . a

Yet you said you respected me. How éouid;ﬁeu‘respect<a
stupid woman who can't read and write-like everyone else?
And how can I respect you now, Costa, and keep your memory
puré, when you've left me with this bitterness?"

Eleni turned and stood silently until she was co;hosed
ag;iﬁ. "All those years I told myself I was lucky to have
"such a good husband," she said quietly, her back still to
him. She took a deep breath. "I can forgive you for
keeﬁing me stupié and in darkness, Costa. I can even
forgive you for taking my baby aﬁ%y from me, But may the
Virgin excuse me, I will.never, ever, fﬁrgive you for
keeping the truth from me about my son."

| She turned to him, her fisg§ clenched by ﬁer sides.
"You paid your final respect to him, Costa, but you would

not allow me to do that. You did not have that right,

Costa, do you hear? Do you hear me? You did not have that |

right!"

She slumped onto the bench, closed her eyes for a
moment. "Forgive me, Panég{a," she whispered, crossing
‘herself, "but I had to tell him."

- She picked- up her coat, hat, gloves and purse, got upf
dnd, without looking toward the coffin, walked steadily out

of -the room. , --

N\

P - ~

Later that evening, after the others had done with
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their whispering and staring and hovering and héﬁ gone home,
",Eleni called Angela to sit on the couch with her.
"Did you know about Stephano?"
"No, Mama. Truly. No one said anything."

3
"Your Papa wanted to protect you as well, it seems,"

. ¢

Eleni said, her mouth. dry. 0 '
. "It's all right, Mama. I understand."
"I raised .you well, didn't I, daughter?"
Eleni pushéd off her black shoes, loosened her belt.
She remove& the rings from her fingers, the diamond Costa
had given her on their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary --
it was wartime; Stephano had just lefﬁ for overseas and Paul

was in training school --and the cocktail ring gor her

‘fiftieth birthday. two years ago, but she left the plain

- gold wedding band in its place. She lay her head on the

back of the couch, soft blue brocade to pick up the blue in

the Persian carpet Tim's wife had suggested when she'd
asked for .help ifn ‘picking out fabric. ’

She had much to be thankfui.for. She ought, 1like a
good woman, to dwell on that; For it seemeé, from all she'd
heard from her sons in the past few hours, anything their
papa had done, or notldoné, had always been with her best
interests at heart. And so he'd flown to visit Stéphano's

!.gfave that week he'd sent her to thdes'with her sisters.
They'd all known, of course. And for a long time ggfpre

that there had been adstone to mark her son's grave, and a

foreign woman paid to keep it clean and covered in flowers.
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Her sons seemed to 'think she'd take‘co;;ort_in the'knoﬁledge
that another woman had been looking aféer her child'g grave
these many years.‘ What strange creatures these men she'd
been living with, how distorted their ideas.

Eleni looked over at her daughter. Something had to be
done, at least for her. It wasn't clear to Eleni hew,.or |

!

what, -but she knew she had to try. ‘But first she needed-one

final gesture from her daughter.

D

"Would you go with me to visit your brother's grave?“,v

"Go to France?" Angela seemed surprised. "On our
own?*". ]

"Yes," Eleni said. "On our own."
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