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“fhe collection of short stories which-follows ™
} i -
has as a unifying hickgrouﬂﬁ ;he author'shperceptions . -
of Grqqgguéhd the G eek.peopie. The work is divided ‘
in three parts and utilizes both first and third - N
person narration. The first part deals Qith tﬁeﬂ
! b

search- for a2 Greek identity by a versona of Greek v
parentace who is a North Americaﬂ %?‘birth? and is ) ve
rooted in autobioeraphical experience. A tiilory

Y

of stories)get on the Aerean island of Amorgos follows \ I

LA - i
itants and the foreirners who visit it. The last .
part cbhtains g‘ério of stories utilizing differing

themes and writing styles. . 1 T

The idea behind this collection is tv rive

‘the reader a feeling'of the contradictions, cultural t. |

@ifferences and power of landscape inherent
in Greece; and the effects of these on-a |

North American.
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o guard the shape of man
_even when man has fled and is no longer there."
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- The boB\ couldn't 'understand Kow the tiny blue- cuhe 'ould )

w

pake-the clothes whiter. Hisndis\believing eyes stared into the
o

goapy water ﬁo see if it would happen.) Loulaki, he repeated to
| himself, lfoulauci. It wag the name his hother called it, but

at t?he store the‘m‘an who spoke orfly Engli’sl:x called it *bluing’.

No¥ it was no longer a cube but a mass of 'avy blue lines

trailing through the soap bubbles.c And gach time hi’a nother

pokeé the stick in’tok .t!;e ‘cio-thes the blue lines bedame Iainter :

'-'~:"‘;:" .and fainter, unti}l they disappeapéd altogether, ) ﬂ/‘

" ) "Why don't you go out and play?" . . .-
e "Because I want-to help you." . R )
B i ) - ’
v ~ ¥ -
‘ # c J




His mother nudged him away from the -i_vashing) machine «as

. . .
she replaced the coverYand -pushed t&he lever to start it again.
. e . .
“And the English boys are still at s_i'fhool,"' he saide .

'I'he\ pampa-té-pampa bf the machine filled the house as . ' !

.

it had all é'orninf;, and hehwent.back to rock on his eiarless

L]

rockin rce in a corner of the ki'tchen. -He liked the sofinds
() . . [ - ,‘ i
on laundry day and the piles of clothes resembling mountains. . .’

>

He made up words to rhyme with loulaki == ridaki, pontikakily,

fapaki==and sang them in time to the pampé—ta-;i.:;mpa and higs - |

-
o ’

rocking. , '

" apg you have a cold?"
N

"No=0," he sang.

a !

"Here, let me see." His mother put down the dripping

iheet she was about to pass through 'th;a wringer and came ovgi-; )

"Wailt=~git still a minute!" He felt her cold wet hand
on his forehead; it had the ;trong snell of Javel water which

he didn't like. 'The red apron she wore whenever she washed .

I

the clathes brushed against his face and he saw it was dirty.

. . ]
"Well, you're a little warm but I don't think you have a

temporature,"

-

Beforo he could tbegin rocking agaip the dodrt;ell' rang'.'
He quiékly got ‘off his h9rso to run and.answer the ;oo_x: ac
he always did. When he opened it a-strange man %n
a uniform stood b'erore hine ' T v

"Who is 1t?" called his mother from the kitchen.

¥ > - '

af
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1. . Bl ’
e "The postman," he called backe " N .
_"What doeg he want?® . .. .. T
A

+ . "He says he wants 'yéu' to come." .
The postnan had already passed earlier that morning and
LY . \ ‘ v ’ . .

 this was another one. The boy eyed the stranger in the ~

,

o

familiar uniform. He didn't haye a bag like their regular

¢ ’ . - .
postpan. He carried only a few letters tofether in"a bunch with _

J - ‘ A
. an eldstic around them. The boy noticed that his fingers weres

- . e /

stainéd yellowy=brown dnd he Smelled of cigarette smoke. > ©

A . . . / 4 , P 3

. ’ ‘ ‘ , His mother said in broken English: "Yes, what ig it?"

> . ¢

WRegistered letter. Please sigh here."‘ The’man opgned N

a little book and gave his mother a pencil.

“Registered? Who send m'e-‘-.-?" . C -
"Please sign her‘e,n repeated the man., His mother wrote
' ' |

cérefully in the book: “Thank you\." he saidﬁ He exchanéed.

the book fo[r' a_thin blue ‘envelope and then went down the stairs.

- v

-~

"Who is it from; Ma? From Uncle.Yanis?" He could tell .

T * . . B . . >
fron thp envelope that the letter was from Greece. - S

“

"Yes. But why would he send it regigtered?"
His mot;her wipéd her hayis on her apron and tore opén
s a single sheet of white paper which she

the flap, Inside

<
>

. & M - .
quickly unfolded and read. C ]t

‘e

" "Oh, dear Goq,-no! No, it ca(‘t be! No¢y no, nol” c e,

"What is it, Ma?" The boy rushed to his ngﬂ'ter'a gide  °

« Q . f .

. - i

L . . v

« . '
- . N .
4 . .
" - P .
.




but she ignored hic. o s .

« ."Oh, my God, tell mp it's not true! ?low can it be?
_An;l she=~g0 &oung! . Oh, my dear, dear 1ittle sister, how can

) * an ¢ . .
you be gone? ) v , . . ¥

v "What}%“t, Ma? Tell me!™ ~ =~ .« 7 -

3

Hia mothérts words were unclear now as she had-sat down .

. 1;1 the Yall chair’'and, with her hands on her face, had started’

[ - . -
.- v / ) .

to Cryo

. Frightened ard confused at the sight of his moth-er crying,

w

_he reached down .to’ pick up the fallen letter. He knew he

‘couldix't read it but he loocked at it intently and could never

o . ]

. \ . .
. remqmber seeing a letter with a thiek black border around it.

\ |

“ Inside the border was the funny writing he had often seen
.‘ . . . \

" before in letters from his unz:le and aunt.in Greece. It 'was

.. x 4 “
T a L

.ditfex"ent to the writing in his -comics and colouring books.

~Q
much, and he let it fall to t
y .
.onwlope of thin blue paper. Other letters 'rrom Greece alway’s

He, too, did not 1like this le[ter ‘that made his mothe; cry so

e rloor. Now he looked at the .

had sxampa of different colours on them, g‘ut ‘this one had .

a

the nost ho had ever seen. The whole envelope seemed to: be

covered in orange,. green and red stamps. ,

‘ ) /
"Get me a glass of. water, my boy.". His mothqr's voice

. &

) >
and ‘she drank it all-at aonces He saw that there were tears

- hY -
° . .
- o
.

an

 wis quiet and muffled now. He came back quickly with the water °

»

e




: - e i,wmy{. | ‘8 ,

still 1xi"he’r ofps.

\o - . "What' did the letter say, Ma?" ¢ \ )
| : L C "You're , too young to understand...your poor Aunt Maria N
A : ’ ¢ : v -

S got -sick and—-hnd‘ she didd. " Oh, Gbd I can barely think it \

- o

\ . let alone say ft!" And she started 50 cry againm. . .
¢
13 - ‘ >
Wiunt Maria? She died?" He had, only seen Aunt Maria in -

» . . .
\- "« ' two fuzzy pictures: one standing on the balcony of fier house :

'y R o iw Gre?ce, wearing only a dress when it w_ajns winter; and another

P -5 " .
: " picture of her playing }Pxe plano 1|€1: the house. The pictures
Jo .o & :

° were, sfill tucked into the side of the mirror 'in his parents? : ’
[N \.\ N

L 4

’ i

.

< - » room, next to theﬁ brown ones of Uncle Yanis and his. t‘amily‘

¢ -~

which had bé:e\x the ever since he could remembe¥. . ) '
, ", "Please, glon'tjcry Ma. Shef-ﬁ got better. Remember, - o {

you said.she'd play the pianc for us when we went to Greece.™ :

av -

Thié only s/gémcd to make his mother Ttry . even more and he ‘ . d
instinctively put his arm on her .back” to co;nfox_‘t ﬁg\_/ K ’ ~
"One daye~one day-you'll un&&s_tand..-she won't pléy h

the piano ever agafn.-.nor will she show us her beautiful

lemon tr%s.»..and—-and her house ovérlookins all of Athens." i
- LY N ¢ . . . L
His mother held him very closely for a moment and dried her :

tears with her free hand. Then she gotf up and slowly walked
., 5, . - . N R
P back to the kitchens In a few minutes lie again heard the

_pampa~ta~pampa of the washing machine. . ‘ ’ . . &
. e .. N

. - . » ’
He thought about ,the curled=-up pictures on the side of .. S




the mirror, and wondered if Aunt Maria had caught cold becaus

L :

she was only wearing a dress outsido in winter. Then he
A -
i 4 ) . )
B remembered the envelope and he toogugg to his room. There,

-

. . 2 . .
| 7 ’ place in™jhe clothes closet. He didn't want his brother to
j » - . .
come home 'from school and fake them; they were safe here.
Y , [ rd ' @

He felt pleaged with himse\f and cufiéusly happy. He knew
he would alwaya,remémpor the day the black letter came from
Greece because it had brought him so many stamps of different

o - colours, and because it had made his mother cry.

. ™+~ he carefully peeled off the stamps and hid them in his secret’

Ko
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FIERY BAPTISM K ,
{ v .
¢ The smell of the pines at dawn was so exhilarating 1 leaned

over the.ship's rail to inhale more of thé fragrance. So this
was it; the moment 1 had ;agried insiﬁb me for ne;rly twenty
dears etched into life and‘I struggled with my senses to prolong
it® Each second\the sun éhot up another ray, giving shape t;
the tugboat agead and to the shputing tigurg; grappling vith‘
‘the tov;ine on decke The smells, c;iea aﬁd images told me I
wa; finally in Greece.

We seemed to be stopped; not actually stopped but gliding
#

through a narrowv waterway, our engines ailencéd. %Corinth Canall"
. , . I \\\

>




|

o

! ’ the Italian stewar@?had called earlier through our cabin door, L

and I had crept out léaving my sister asleep in her berth: I

\ -~
~

wanted to savour our entry into Greece alone.

I

. Walls of blasted rock towered above so closely you could ’
almost touch them. Soon the can;i wag behind us and the engines
again“}everberated through the ship. The tugboat went off éo

: ' one side, its crevhjabbering in flawless Grggk. Somehow tPey o

soundgg ;ut of place: my ears ver; still trying to \bridge an R

- ocean between this Greek and the Greek spoken by my parents

» .. in North America ever since I could remenmber.

v .

My eiaf&;\Joined me and ;e‘gaz;d down at the hypnotic
. blue water. "God, I can't believe we're heret" I nodded and
~ Ieilabsed into a sile£ce which ;nly intensified our disbelief..
In a few hours we docked at Piraeus. AlreaAy\the heat of
Greeca,;aa making itself felt as we walked down the gangplank.
o The hin‘of the quayside 'as‘deétening. A fence sep§gated the

disembarking passengers—rostly foreign tourists==from the horde

of raggedy hawkers reaching through the bars. "“Chiclets!"

"Pistachios!™ "Sunglasses!® “Koulourakial" A pot~bellied
man in naval uniform waddled up and down, pushing back outstretched

hands. He growled, "You know they can'!t buy anything until they

0
o

go through Customs. Get back!"

Inside the Customs shed it was. surprisingly cool. No

air conditioning was necessary, it seemed; simply being out of

\

”~




" ignoring her. His beady eygs‘glared suspicion. MCigarettes,
¢ " - .

. been found out.,

12
A ' .
|
r 3
the sun was encughe. Mi’sig;er and I presented our passports

.

and were asked to wait. We noticed that other passengers were

] .
allowed to proceed wigp merely ‘a perfunctory chalkmark on their

-
N

. .
unopened bags. We waited impatiently. Finally, wher all other

passengers had been clearéd, two Customs men in plain clothes

v

approached us.
-

/ -
“Migster and Miss Xenakis," said one with a pencil moustache,

flipping through our passports. "You are Greek?"
f!es,“ I repliéd in Greek,, proud to anséer him in his own °
language, "but we were born abroad."
LD ! sée-‘ That is why you have foreign passpo%-"
“Anything wrong with that?" my sister broke in. "Is that
why we were made to wait so long?" - ' ’ \\\» (

"Have you anythang ‘to declare?"‘éaid the seqonQ one,

“
+

cognac, gifts for relatives? Yoh.gg have relatives here..ddn't ‘

~
¢

you? ”" . . / ) . s

"Why--uh==yeg=="

A -

’ ®
"Open your bags==all of them!"™ It was a command not a request.

An upheaval followéd—-clothes, shodh, beachwear, toveys,

a

books—-=as they dove voraciogsl& into ournd;gs. We 'atgheg stunned

\
and helpless. »

- | -

“What's this?" asked ‘the nouatacﬁo.

A w

"That? Uh=-it's long undeérwear,” i?said. feeling we'd




o

B »

‘ - At this moment I was cuf%%ng my mbther who had, with ali\

- =

good intontion, lMberally stuffied our bags with trinkets’ for

her beloved brother, whom she had not seen for twentyfjive years. ) ﬁ‘

We were emissaries of her continéiqg g&?ection and of thiﬁés ’
. IR TIN
she imagined unobtainable in Greece®:—.

<~ 3 “

N .« 9 -
"And these shirts?" put in the beady eyes, nbt to¥be

A : e

.outdone. “Surely too big %o be yours=~or are you, planning to

grow into them? You know, our food here is delicious but

¢

fattening!" Both men burst out laughing. My sister and I v -t S

s L4
o w -

exchanged blank looks.

: "You will have to pay’ dutd on these items,s declared Ehe
& , “ c
moustache, pencil poised and waiting. —

-~

This was the moment, I knew, to offer them a little

something—-ihe’classic Nediterraneaﬁ’bribe—-so we could be on

e
-

_ our way. But I hesitated (perhaps believing that'Greeks were
- ‘ j . ’ '
beyond such things), and the pencil was i;t in motion.

"That will 'be three hundred drachmas."

PR 4 . o ' e
¢ ~ - A quick mental ‘calculation.’ "Why, that's ten dollars!™
» - . . ’
T “I am sorry, it's the law."

Reluctantly I counted out some of the crumpled, funny—looking/

notes I had received for a travblle:'s cheque on board the ship.
Thep I replaced my passport in the blue tote bag kept for essentials’

- , s

- -




' . i

»

and turned to g0

} - ‘ "

oy Y |
’ : “Excyse me," cut in the seacond Customs man, "but what
° else is iA’that bag?" . Z
"This one?" I realized they had not inspected it. "Just

I
a shaving kit, some books, a couple of oranges...',

- "Ah~ha! Oranges!" he said triumphantly. It was the \\
discqvcry of the day. "Don't you know it's illegal to import
produce of any kind? We have plenty of beautiful orénges right

] ) ) ‘
here!" by
I feebly said something about not importing oranges on a

. : grand scale but merely carrying a few for our trip. Still, he o
’ ‘e .

held out his hand authoritatively, and one by one I grudgingly

~u
: emptied the bag of our prize Italian oranges.

= ) ( ’ "Phat will be all, Mr. Xenakis," said the one with the. "

moustache. "“You mays go now." ) .
We picked up our bags in a fuming silence and headed ’

towards the exit. Just before we reached the door, the beady=eyed

’

one shouted after use.

~ .

YAnd welcome io‘Greece!"
&

Four=letter words rushed t; my throat in retort, but I

«

éupprgssed them because of something in the man's voice: ﬁaradoxically.

he sounded sincere. : ‘ .

s

Outside the sun was blinding hot following the coolness of

the'Customé shed. We pushed our way through a kn&t of travellers -

and geéticulating localse. Figﬁting off an assortment of porters, ’

\
e, “ .
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vendors and guides, we reached the street. A buzz of activity

awaited us: the Mediterranean chaos of Durrell's Alexandria
Quartet was being re-cnacted for our benefit, it seemed.

The gstreets of Piraeus quivered with traffic, human and
motorized. Old blue and white budes groaned under the strain ’ e

<

of their cargo. A trail of'TZEf?I-belching motorcycles,

7

three-ihéelers and ubiquitous taxis whipbed by menacingly close.
4 -

° |

Everywhere g}ound us were a hundred different souls, pushf;g
handcarts, wielding broons, or p;odding mule=like under a )
mountain of flour sacks{ It Ias:not the Greece of th? tourist
brochures. ' . . a

I put down my bags to survey the scene and felt a surge
. of liberty. We were free of the ship, fr;e of Customs men,
“_,~r;yet,a 1ittle lost as to what to.délnext. No one has this feeling

) L

t
for very long in Greece, I discovered, as a jolly-=looking man
/

] apprpachéd use
“"Taxi for Athens?" he oozed in English.
S ' fWould it be too eipe?sive?" my sister turned to me.,

H

"How much?" I asked the man in Greek.
N #Oh, you speak Greek." He toned down his gmile. "Not .80
much.”
i had been warned on the ship about the wily Piraeotis,
the locals who live off the trade their busy port brings ine

. "How much is *not so much?'?" ' :

»
g
v

N N R f
T T T N
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"We'll go by -the 'taxi meter if you like," he said and
the smile reappéared.‘ .

"How far is~it?" my sister asked p deﬁply.

The man, not paying t%e slightést S;tention,.had already
loaded our bags 6n the roof rack and was Kblding-the door open
to his tiny Fiate. "Please, come..." He motioned.

"Well, ;t can't be toé far," I rationalized as we got in, -
"so it shouldn't cost too much?"

‘The Fi%& lurched forward and nosed ingo the mainstream of
traffic. In the back seat my s;ste; and I held tightly onto
'the cross=bar in front of us, Hur knees not far fgom our chins.
The driver had quickly.turned on the meter when we got in; now

- y

as we picked up speed the funny little dial clicked away like

a coffee percolator. He tried to make small talk, but)between
[ A

traffic noise and sheer concentration to avoid a collision,
little was said. T | ‘@
The chaotic streets of Piraeus gave way to the tree=lined |
) | boulevards of Athens‘and soon the quality of‘the buildings told
us we were nearing the heart of the Eity. It was midday and the
gity arteries were clogge&. our'drlver informed us, witﬁ workers:

going home for dinngr and xaploma, the Greek-.siesta. We moved

_off the main thoroughfares, smartly uniformed gendarmes orches{rating

the way, ‘into a maze of side streets. A short=cut to our hoteL;

he shid, boasting twelve years'! experience in plying these streets.

o

., :' ['
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& 1

L
- ,We sighed with relief whgn we arriﬁed at the Cairo Qi%y.
R6 1.4 B ) the hotel the ;h pping line had bookea\ _us. It was awa&
from the touristilentre of Athens, one ;f thége sfuple,°cdbe-like
buildings we had noticed lining the *oute. Severai balconies
crowned its ihigo facadee The driver unloaded our bags off~the

-roof rack and, insisting he cargf them all himself, lﬁmberea »

through the dborway to the reception desk. l -

"How much do I owe you?" I had meant to note the fare, but

my view of the mege} had been obscurex. »

-

‘ - ""Only two hundred and fifteen drachmas," the driver said.

»

The - smile now reached to his murky brown eyes.

~

"Only==!" I mocked, sensing we had been gypped. Another

mental calculatione. "Thatfs over, seven dollars!"

~

"Please, sir.P.:e said earnestly, "come and inspect the
R meter." ] )
I stalked out to tﬁg\taxi, the driver at my heels. There
‘on the meter was indeed tée figure 215, 1 felt a flush coh;ng:
to my face. My eyés averted his while I nervouély shuffled
through”the strange bluo, red, green notes. I handed him the
- exact amount, deliberately excluding a tips” i
\ "Thank you," he mumbled, the dark head nodding slightlye.
I nodded back sullenly and was somewhat puzzled; were quek

taxis only for the rich?

Inside the hotel an energetic desk clerk signed us in,

Y

o
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1 . ; »

pulled down a room key and summoned a youth to take our baga=~= 'L ;
& r] * Fe - B

“

: ’ seemingly in one fluid motione "I trus;t you will find the room
to your liking." He peered up through,his glasses. "Please call
on me for hny assistance==city to\urs, guides, ni“_ght clubg==I can

. arrange anything for you." I believed him. \
"Well, there is something I want to ask you."

“"Anything, anythinge All you have to do is say it!" He.

b shuffled a mound of street maps and brochures into neat piles

-

as: he spoke. . . 1

( . ’ .
/ "Well, what I want to know is==" I paused. "~=is how much T

should a taxi from Piraeus cost? Normally." ) . !

Y
i
: i

™ ' . "From the docks?" He .stopi:_egi shuffling and took dff his ' L
1 glagses to chew on the endse "OheooI'd say no more than a -L/I
‘. {

' _hundred drachmas—including'pﬁgs." . |-
< ¢ . v
"Ah-~ha!®t 1 polfncédi The beady=-eyed Customs man echoed I

‘ * L
inside me. '"Our taxi man charged us two hundred and fifteen!"™ /

. "He robbed you! Didn't you look at the meter?" . /
. / ’ ,
- . "That's justyit. That was the fare shown on the meter. Ie

N
3

’

It clicked dike crazy!"

7 "Aheooel know what happeneds He put the meter on "doubnle

tariff'...80 you paid twice as much as you should have. The 4

+

. thief!" His tone was solicitous: what must we be thinking of

)
-
“ 3 A o

his country, it said.

My sister was saying something about a bath and some lunch;

)

P
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: with noisy hq'kere, market people, passing workers. And beyond,

. the Acropolis. The Acropolis!

=
[

80, we headed .towards the elevator -where the boy waited with

7 ! ] A
. our bagse N .

f" ' "Oh, Mr. Xenakis," called the desk clerk. "I will heed

fo

{ .
your passports for registrgtioh with the Alien Police,"

{ . . .
"IT1l give theq‘to you now==' The blue tote bag coqtaining

i

- my .passport, travellers chequesvand chertsﬁgﬂ books was nowhere -
’ RoDaa .
R . 4 .

in sight.

"Yod‘musﬁ have left it in the taxi," said my sister. ©

Panic and gléom followed. The desk clerk assured us
, - ¢

he would do what he could. We went up to our room in
.silenc;. ‘The boy ;ent in first, dépositod our bags and flung
.open the ahqﬁtered doors to the balcony. - I steppeéd onto the
balcony and was stunned by thl whibgnega of ﬁhévlight, a

Mediterranean sun so dazzling you could not pinpoint it but

only guess its general direction. Below, the streets crawled

[N

in the hazy skyline, I could make-out the familiar columns of

- .

'

I contemplated our arrival. The Customs men, the streets

g -

of Piraeus, the ride into Athens. Everything seemed more
_dream=like than'over in this quality of 1ight which obscured by
its very brightness. The to;éphone ringing in the room stdpped

' : - . M .

ny runig#tinso ' “

/




£

6

"Mr, Xenaktse.." It was the desk clerk's voice, now rising

7

v

frantically. "Mr. Xenak?;}/it's ﬁere...your little blue bag - -‘ :

is here with me."
"But how did you get it?" ' ’ ' 5
1] q; .

"The %axi\driﬁer brought it. Juyst this minute."

-

I went down immgg;ately, but of course the driver had . °

2

alread§ gonees 1 tpfé!into the bag and found-eve;ything, -The

gassport, the travellers cheques, even some Amerii7n banknotes -

r

I kept for emergencies. MNothing had been touched.
Upstairs, I lay on mg'bed weary with relief and excgpement.

The unaccustomed. heat, the events of the day had taken their toll.
. . - LY Tk
A lunch of sorts was brought to our room but I hardly ate any of y o3

LN

it. Aftar(é/;hile I showered, changed clothes and generallxv

-

felt calmer. I had avoided.the moment too long and mow I had . ‘1!
to do it. * L e L
I picked up the dial-leséﬂtelephone and the desk clerk : e

repliede He sald he would dial the number I gave him and ring
me back. I put down the receiver. In a minute or two the phone

rang again. Apprehgnsivei},ﬂiwﬁicked it up. g
- - . o ~ 4 . ’

L]

"H-hello, hello. Uncle Yanis, is that you? This is==this ~ .
is your sister Katerinats boy. We've arrived...we're here!"
The first thing he asked was whether I had brought the e !
u ' ’ (

long underwears

. .
? 0 o b
- "ﬁ oy

e T et
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i

Soumeoiie was chanting. A deep rumble that undulated between /'

n M '

. layers of'aleep and iakiﬁg.’uﬂfil it pierced ;hréugh the layers

, and made me open my eyes. I sta ‘d at the pruae dark beams overhead

3 -

fas»neither agleep nor dead,

tor‘aevérql seconds and, decidin

[Cand

. - . turned to my wife, who was alrea
Lt P .
Before I could form words the noise came up again, amplified to g-

0
.

i awake and reading in bed. R

.

o roar. A thick chorus of male monotones was coming throuéh the wallg! B -
; . "What time is 1t?" $
5\ . . "Darling=—yoh're awake." .She put down her boo@. ‘"Ié?s -

. . only eight." L . -




. "Then what!s all that racket?"
[ ¢ 1 - \
"The Sunday church sebvice==on the radio. next door," she’

o

dasr w
D)

- T:i'

replied, equally annoyed. ';Only somec}ne's playing with the

b '

Kyrie elaison.. .KYRIE ELAISON...blared the voice, the '
4 . R ‘ ' ‘ o

volume goiné up ar;d down. : * ’ ;

-

-"Hellas, Hellinon, Christiapopn=—'Greece for Christian N

Greeks'!," I mumbled the juntals slogan sarcast;fcally,‘ It
< * .
recalled something my Greek mother had t»ried to teach me as a

[N

child. L :

14

The sanctity of our leisurely’Sundays had been gsiolated.
Something had to be done: we couldn't just lie there, assaulted
! ) :

by this liturgy ‘of the air. A complaint was hardly the way to -

meet our cneighbours in Rafina, yet it seemed justified. We had

P - '
cubed house earlier in the wéek. Now a meeting was inevitable.

s .

Kyrie elaisopsts.Doxa patricees

ity going Qtell t;hem to turn it down,"- I smaid, putting
on my robe. "Nip it-in the bud. ;,If .we don't, it might cyﬁ’tinuo
k4 -

all day=-maybe all summer!" ~ ' '

© 3

“"Now don't say anything harsh," 'rned my wife, no doubt

T . o y o B
recalling previous confrontations with Greeks.

. ', "Don't.worry. I've found out what works." s
R Outsjgie the sun's glare made me squints I stumbled through
S e

3

. the rose bushes and fruit trees to tha (onc/e/ separating the two

only caught a glimpse of them ‘since moving into the small white= S




s B
g e o~ <«

. f .
v houses. 'The Kyrie elaison here reached deafening decibels. On
\’ . . j P N ¢
the neighbour's patio a bald, middle~aged man slouched in a

lawn chair. Next to him a young boy, very tanned a5nd weafing

A

only shorté, fiddled absently with an expensive=looking portable'
radio. The man read his newspaper, oblivious to the noise.
& t
"Excuse me," I-ventured in Greek. No reaction.” "EXCUSE MEI"

The ma'n put down his paper and looked up. "Please, would you

'mind turning down your radio a 1ittle?™ I could not have been
more polife, clearly énunciating ?rédﬁ:' and motioning downwards. °
The man got up, brusquely pulled tpe'ﬁoy away from the radio

arid turned i\'t off completely. The tinkling of an incense burner

°

hung briefly in the air. An equally deafening silence followed.

Then the man cuffed the boy on the ear for his mischief.

-

'"‘I didn't mean," I started lamely, "for you to turn it off."

-

. The man nodded his bald head vigorously and repeated:

"Entaxi, entaxi==it's all right." .

"Thank you," 1 nui‘.tered and picked my way through the

>

° e

thorny bushes back inside. ,

"Marvelous!" my wife beamed. "How did you do Ht?" -

"Pofitenoaa." /
\

“Politeness? I thought you threatened hlan.;'
. g o , .
{\ _ “Never works with Greeks, Courtesy, on the other hand,

thr\?n them. They can't refusegyou, or 8o it @eems. But.I .

-
> . ’

didn't mean tome"

3
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"That's a good tactic!" She hadn't noticed my chagrin at

’

depriving the man of his weekly benediction. "Now vescan get-

some sleep."

“Slqep?&>You must be joking! I'm all jangled after that.
/—/

6Lf neighbour must have thought I wag an atheist and couldn'{
take it. That boy of Jris was fooling around with the knobs and
got whacked." . T ‘ Y -
"Well," she said, trying to console me, “you can nap gt
iaploma time this-afﬁernoon."‘ oo -
The day was off to a bad start, all .the worse because 1£

was Sunday, our respite from work. We had chosen the Ii%tle port’

. of Rafina for its few distractions, the best of ‘which was an

opalescent Aegean. We'd rented the summer house through Greek

friends who had visited us in the States. It was situated well
4 .

‘
»

away from town and had only one other house next to it. ,Ifs
location promised:the tranquility we both'neededg Ito finish
work on my dissertationa and my wife to séructuré nev,coursée
for the fall semester. But, I was beginning to have dou%ts.
>0n our arrival 15 Rafina we had ‘eagerly explored the area
and quickly found its wide expanse of beach.: True to the tourist
brochures, the water was "an emerala grgfn deepen%?g to cobalt

o

blue". No mention, however, wac made of the tar which defaces

- . 1 4

‘almost every beach in Greece. Black sludge was cverywﬁyre on

¢ ' v

the rocks and sand. Stepping gingerly over it and into ihb valer,

I had been plunged 1n$o another world: bright red coral, swishing

o
'
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} . .
anemones, gaily striped fish. Rafina, I'd thought, was quite

\ a find.

Looking forward to a leisurely Sunday swim, we packed
. - .

towels, sun lotion and books after breakfast, and walked down
, i
to the beach. It had been deserted on the weekday but now it

was filling up with day=trippers. Cars and motorcycles poured

A

right onto its sandy reaches, menacing the sunbathers. Family
|
. clusters arrived trailing air fattresses, inflatable ducks,
reg}mente of children. Games started up; and between paddle

ball and beach soccer, one's territory shrunk t3 the size of a

' -

, -«  beach. towel. .-

\\
"It‘il let up," said my wife, sensing my agitation.

But it only got worse as’the morning wore on. Vehicles |

.

‘of every description now popped through‘every approach. ' Three= J

wheelers transporting meat carcasses on weekdays were pressed
) into Sunday gervice, ferrying the owner's family and beach g;ar.
. ’:‘gvespaa;ﬁgiata, Volkswagens==even a dump truck t§at disgorged an

$?}ontire ;ian! ~Ih9§§¥&{d these people come frém? Surely not from

‘ﬁghe town. Thoy canme, I.l;ter learned from our lang{ord, fro; .

- A‘thens—fifteen miles alay—'t\hg\;‘ !iurgeoning Athenian middle class
acono.té find its place in the sug; Only why did it have to be
‘Rafina's\?uuz

Tho}e were fow people actually in the water considefing
N AN

2"

the masses pI:aont, tho'Greeke'not being a hation of swimmers.

: (Pffhapa Leander swinming the Hellespont had proved their pdint and

P

~




R . , ~4
) ' 26

: 3 R
. . , . . P

. . @ -
now they felt they could rest on their sandy laurels.) Most of

s

them were childrenhsplashing playfully at thé water's edge. I

L . .
tried to read one of the tomés I'd brought with me, An Etymology

.

of Joyce's Ulysses, but it was no use-=Joyce's Dublin was an

unbr;dgeable distance away. Besides, a commotion had started in -

the water nearby and the shouting precluded concentratione

*

A stocky woman in a bulging swimsuit appeared to be chasing

someone through a maze of bathers, shrieking in a fishwife's

voice. Ella Yorgo! Ella exo Yorgo! In another instant I

«

caught sight of the object of the chase: the berry-brown boy

who earlier had robbed me of my sleep. From the shouts and yells
/

I could make out that the boy==Yorgo=-—had bullied a smaller child

into the water. The woman eventually caught Yorgo and, dragging

‘him back to the family fold, clouted him roughly several times

around the ears. His sobs could be héard all over the beach.
I recognized the bald pate of the father who, unconcerned with the
proceedings, toyed with.a large cassette recorder.

"What's going on?" My wife, sunbathing under a thick

‘e -

layer of Coppe;tone, sat up.

{
"It's our friend ’hbm nexs door,” I said venomously. "He

-
pushed another kid in the water and got :::gked again-tbis time
by his mother. They take turns."

A ninute later, turning over on my beach towel, I beheld

a curious sight: the woman who had slapped and screamed at her

80N was now acfuhlly kissing him! Even the father, acknowledging




'

3 . 5
his boy's existence, patted him good=naturedly on the bottom
. PO , .

4

and allowed him to play with the thpe recorder. The offspring

Y

must have gaid some endééring thing, something to make them proud

he was ail theirs. I could not._bridge this.distance either: yhe

emotional fluctuations, of the Greeks were beyond me.

The heat soon got to me and I went to cool off in the water.

I pulled hard on my combination crawl-backstroke as though to

get away aé fast as.poséibléf At length I stopped and floated

" 4in the calm beauty of the Aegean as 1'd done earlier that week.

But today the cries and shouts pierced the calm and made me lodk™ ..

back at' the beach with disdain. An unlikely mosaic! It did not

agenplika the same places

Similar scenes must bgq going on all over Greece, I thought.

It wasn't the fault of the place, it was the time. Sunday, that

<

111u§ory day of rest. Tha_sdbdining of so many people in such

a finite perioa of time. The eibrucia;ing drive from Athens
alone==through chokeq_arterigs browq with exhaust fgnes, through’
endleas suburbs of G;ecg ticky=tacky, qff’the six=lane onto the

hairy two=lane highw&y."bunper to bumper since early morning,

jockeying with some of the world?s most aggrgasive driverg==would

r

curdle the will of the brawnlest truck driver elsewhere. But not

of the Greek Sunday frippor.

v

t

When I returned my wife was
rind casually floafed-by as I swam to her.

"You missed the farewell/scene," she said.

the water's edge. A watermelon




-

.
-

[

"What happened?" I could.tell by her tone it was our
neiéhbburs again. It seems that'the parents were ready to
leave but'Y;rgo, of course, was playing in the water and would
not come out. The mother had stood on the beacﬁ screaming Yorgo,

fevgouﬁe! over and over, threatening to leave without him. But

.

Yorgo blithely played on for anéther five minutes while his mother
‘3creamed herself hoarse. Another battery of slaps greeted him
when he finally camehﬁut. ‘ -
""No kisses this Fime?" I said spitefully. An intense dislike
for Yorgo was forming insige me, and a foreboding for the days ahead.
We retiurned from the béach sooner than we 'a;ted, vowing —

never to go again ‘on Sundays. As we left we noticed many others

Ky .

leaving too, heading in droves for home and dinner. The.main meal

in Greece mystifyingly coincides with the'hottest time‘of day;
and it occurred to me that on Sundays this would be the ideal
~time to set out'for the beach. But we wouldn't want to risk
another day like todaye. ‘

After a light salad lunch we retired to'the bedroom fo?

xaploma, the siesta of Gréece. (A fine Mediterranean custom

vwhich we took to wholeheartedly, unlike many toreignére who
resist the idea.,) The cicadas outside.chirped louder as the
midday heat intensified. Hardly any breeze came through the

full=length shutter doors, but the’darkneae they provided gave

the 11lusion of coolness. Illusion of coolness...

Y
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i
Yee-ah-hooo!...Yeo-ah-hooo{

The peace of sleep ?ad no sooner come than it was broken.
I lay there staring up at the overhead beéms againe It was a
famildiar moment.

“Now what the hell is that?" I fropped myself on a shaky
elbow. ' C e

J

#Sounds like our friend again," my wife said wryly. She

too had been rudely éwakened.

Yee~ah=hooo!...Yee=ah=hooo!

u

A repeat of the morning. Only this time it was tlive'. A

PO )

chords of young warriors filled the air, but by far the loudest

voice was unmistakably Yorgo's. N
WThat kid=that kid needs his head bashed in! That would
shut him up." 1 sensed my blood rising. "I'm going to throttle
the little bastard!" ‘
“Now, darling," she pleaded, "dodﬁt lose your temper."

I threw on my robe, fluné open ihe shutter doors and,

dazed momentarily by a scorching sun, stomped across the garden
i

. to the neighbour's fence.

Yee=ah=ho00!+vv.Yee=ah=hooo!

1 was vaguely aware of sweat pout%ng'dovn ny face 6nto my
L, .
robe; my throat was parched. In the neighbouring yard I cou}d

see four or five boys playing on-a mound of earth, a game like

3

King of the Castle. On top of the heap, as I'd oxpectéd, was

. -

e
IS
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Yorgo shovieg‘back all comers, yelling at the top of his 1ung§;\

He stood there defiantly in a bright fhme-colourcd shirt, easily
- -

. —
g ' the biggest of ’tjg/boyé;.
I grabbed hold of the fence dnd rattled it as hard as I
could. “Yorgo! Yorgo!" I shouted, "Listen to meeseI'm talking
,to you!" The bgys stopped and looked up. "Yorgo, you stop t;.hat
yelling right now!" I commanded. "You know damn well it's xaploma!
And it's against the law to distul:b people at this hour!% My
voice was cracking but something spurred me on. "If you don't
stop, I'11 call the police! And if that doesn't stop you=" I
blurted unco;xtrollab;Ly, nye L‘l break every bone in your body!"
1 was out of breath and could barely sece through the hot
)wsveat in my eyes. I heaz:d th; boys whispering a‘mong‘thenselves.
In another moment there were adult voices on. the t‘mck patio. ‘I

released my grip on the fence and turned my back on the crowd

" of Sunday visitors at the neighbour’s. 1 went back to the house,

<
9

wedry and con fused.

P

o Later in the afternoon my wife suggested going in to town
for dinner. It-'%s an excellent idea as our Greek trienda\ had
. told us that Rafina had many good eeaft;od restaurants. We sf:,artod
our walk to the port just as the sun was setting in a soft f,ire
behind Mount Pendeli. It was the 'beautiful hour! as'we called
it and with 1: came the cool of the evening. Fx"-agrancaa of the
oleanders and pines of ﬁtica wafted through the air and felt

soothing.




’ J As we neared ‘the fringes of town we could gee ;everal

.
1 h . °
[N A -

-

hox

groups of ﬁeoplé élso strolling towards the port, taiking ang < °

gesticulating as they went. Soonhwe came upon a Luna Park,

\ .
alth%\ugh we'ld already heard its cacophany, where children towed : v
\
t_hoir parents tO/&PiOUB rides and amusements. Bumping cars,

Whiz~o=plane, Duck Pond, Riyiera Express==a Coney Island in'

miniature,. seven thousand miles away. We walked on towards
* Y o

B
the restaurants. With each step the crowds grew thicker "yxd

noisier until\ we reached i:he harbour. 'rHere -the hubub made you

foei like a spectator in a stadium. Masses of Sunday strollers

thronged around us; we were Jostled b; children playing tag,

Even cars and motorcycles miraculously threaded their way , . )
t;lmugh, 'honking continu‘oual_y. The cool night air had deen
displaced by the sultriness of human bodies, the fragrance of

earlier moments by the stench of exhaust fumes and fried fish.
No: one in Rafina, it saoem_ed, ‘atays home on Sfinday n‘ight.
We chose a restaurant at ‘Eh.e ftiar end of the waterfront
where there were fewer People. Wmtairs on an open@air
terrace which commanded a panorama of the town and sea. On the
horizon a pa}e orange half-moon was coming into view.
"I think 1'11 have some regl mullet," I said to the waiter,
"and a side order of squid." -Hy wife ordered thq same fish but -

not .the squid.

~N
¢

¥We waited in silence, observing the passing scene. Just

‘then a loud commotion started a few yards from the restaurant.

1 e ’
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{</’;:}Yw us.

< . &

"F;om the terrace I could see a knot of bodies quickly gatheriﬁk&

There were screams and I leaned over to see what had

.

haﬁ}ened.

“

In the centre of the crowd a man was leaning over someone.

‘ ~
Next to him the wheels of a fallen motorcycle were still spinning.

Then the man moved slightly and I could see the prostrate figure.

From the lime~coloured shirt, tanned skin and cropped hair, I

recognized the boy! A flash of panic went through me: was he

. /
hurt, or perhaps even dead? I now found myself praying for

q

my senseless threats not to come true.- I even asked forgiveness
n

of the saints my mother never got me to believe in.

~

In a few anxioqs mome;ts a man with a doctor's bag arrived.
He‘ogscured my view but soon I ﬁea:d familiar ngbing and realized
Yorgo was at least alives My wife had been speaking to me for
severalhminutes but I hadn't heard a word.

"What is it; darling?" she repeated, perturbed at my anxiety.
"He doesn't re%lly seem hury. Look! He's standing up...and

!

walking around now. He's going to be all right."

-The crowd milled around for a few more minutes. I sat down

in & cold aweat. My wife looked at me strangely, but I was at a
loss to explain myself. p -

The sizzling platter of pink fish arrived ringed with lemon

slices. My wife neatly divided the row of mullets and:served thpp

+ +on the plates before us. I sat quite still for a long time,

v
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looking out over the water at the brightening moon. I_thought
about the day and about qu;go. I t;hought abot..\t the"Gre ks
and 'their’.emotional outburstsg, and about my parents and the

. Greekness they had passed on to me. "Hostly, I thought about.

*

paradoies and contradictions, and bridges that could never be ..

-

built. . . o
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"But in the shallows

a speared octopus pulsed out its ink,

and in the depthse~=, oot \,

- 1f you could think where the beautiful islands ende ) *

4

/ : - ' .
I watched you with all the light E da‘rkne'pf I have."

is, Three Secret Poems f
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The boat was late. You had to allow for that with the =
- Aegesn swells and cantankerous Greek engines. ‘It,’bumped through -

the last foam=crested waves berox.-o settling into the calmer water

Amorgos. I said its name to myself.

oo

A fuzzy chunk of headland poking

caused by the island ahead.

eyly.out of the sea, slowly

| N . .‘ ’ eouloacing) like a’ pieture coming into focus. ' ’
v I was getting anx)ious ’to land-te'n hourg bopbing on the séa S w
. can io_gp a very '.long' timew=and sroving’ a’ bit fidgety abo:'xt '%aeing |
%?. Yo .‘ the Davidsons asaip.; It hadﬂ been s8ix years since we stood at ‘
- ‘Lo;an Airport, Paul, Julia and I, 'an&,aaid our goodbyese. Their . '- .. )
: Gro;k Odyssey they kopto_callq.ng‘-l;: & hop here and ther; all

k4

EL N
&
«
»




- N
over the Aegean until they'd found their island. And now here

' it was, its steep rusteoxide mountains catching the ‘last of a

a

"June sun, 1oomi~¢'\g,‘in'\the distance like the spine of a sleeping
“ animale : ‘

;o . . : B

L | Aix‘arm carrying a coil ¢f roi:e int‘errdpted my ruminating.

J . "We landing in ten minutes," the Greek sailor carrying it
- i

! , .

said gamely invEr’iglis'h‘. "Pléase to move back so T throw rope-—

L3 -~

\d ’ 'yes?" .He'wrestled with the rope as though it werg a bO*ﬂﬂtr‘i‘:toxl')

v

finally mastering it. I thought I'd try his English rather than

(have him test my shaky,Greek., *

» : >

N
N ©  "Were they gold on, the island that the boat would be late?"
s - - \ -
- : CERY IS - ) * : -
’ I asked, wondering 'if the Davidsons would still be there to meet me.
ta o

1}

"Surey! he “smiled casually, “the captain he telephone by

2

. *\ o
c Uow radio. But. the island .peoples they knoy“bod always come late. Hal"
; ¢ i o

2 »

' \The Kanaris swunig ind the bay of Katapola and for the first

- ’ {

time the ubiquiteus whitewashed houses iining the porte=-which one

aQ

! < was thej:rs?‘-came into- view. The sight dt them made the-paseﬁ%lgere
AR * N N ~

-rush to one side df t'he bsat causing it to list precariously. And

¢ \

3

f the chatter that had been in- the background ever sinte we left ®
Piraeys now rose to 4 crescendo. Returning husbands, families,
relatives and friends leaned impatiently over the rail as though

e

to hasten our arrival.. Our lateness had merely heightened the ~

5 a * -
. anticipatioh, doubtlesgly reciprocated by the crowd waiting on the

L) ) , , ' e >
’ .» docke < %,‘n; )
- o ’ . I remembered how envious I felt when Paul and Julia wrote .
’ o . . ‘ : :
‘ IR : ﬂ ‘ :
| rd ' ° w - .
| ‘L:" ' ‘ ) '

L . ) * : .

¢ ! o * - ) ‘w‘ ’,
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. ziagnth.in Greece, away frem hot studio lights end darkroom;chemicals,

37
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tdfaay they'd at iaet found an island=—unspoiled, out of the

way==on vhieh to settle. It had taken nearly two years of -
islaed-hopping, and werking in Athens during.the vinter, but

had bgenzw;rthA@t. From their description% in leistmas cards
lnd'occaaional letters it seemed an idyi‘ic existence: unhurried
days by a magnificently clear sea, 'here éaul would go spear=fishing
to catch the day's dinner, while Julia turned out magazine stories
and read prodigiously. It was a Qif‘ i;d‘ofteg yearned for, and
even took Greek couraes in preparation; but any plans fizzled out

ovary time a tonpting photographic assignment came my Iay. But

enough was enough. A taste of ahother man's drink had become

"necessary, and I decided to take up the Davidsons' standing invitation.

- e.-‘h

A

. ¥
uld help to restore lost yearnings, reshape vague dreams.

[

, Paul Davi soh had, in the years since otr daye at the Rhode

H

Iif;nd School of Design, fully justified the confidence of those

who'd granted him the school's highest award. He had made something

" of, a name tor ﬁimeelthxtirat as a graphic designer, then as a

pJ&nter. On Aaorgos. he\wrote, he had all the time to paint and !

.eXplore new directiona in hie art- and the shows he had 1n New

!ory/ind London had borne hin Qut.: 1 was on aasisnment on the
West Cbast when he had his New York show, and couldn't see him.
But he must have sold well because shortly afterwards the§3d
eought the house on Amorgos.

I wondered how Julia got n;png"ith the place—~it was, after

-




. A a
allj“quite a change from Beacon Hill. But .even more of an
'§> . adjustment was getting used to the rugged ialanders} most of
1 R . ;~
' whom, shg‘once wrote, had never been as far as Athens.' And:then

¢ I remembered how bubbly and sociable a greafure Julia wase==why, !

she could even make friends in the Arctic! At any rate she had

a string of stories to her credit,“&nd the women's magazine§~'ere .

o ° / .
erying for more, or so I gathered from Paul's cryptic note before
. Y
I left. !

Syouting and squawking now filled the deck of the Kanaris as

the vibrating engines finally ceaaqd. he coasted towards shore.
The squawking, I noted, wﬁs genuine enough as many islanders were
}Loming home with baskets of live‘chigkens. I scanned the waiting
masses on the dock for Paul and Julia==had they received my wire?=w
but it was impossible to picku;ut one face from anothpr. Surely‘
most islanders would know theXAmeriéan couple.

No sooner had the passengers set foot on lapg than a human

tidal: wave surged forward tosmeet, hug, kiss and cry over them.
<

Shrieks of joy were followed by tears of reunioq. A Greek on

./ .

baard had told me that the whole island turns out to meet the

¢ ‘ boats; 1# certainly seémed so today. For many, the arrival of K
v -

-

the 'eekiy boat from th; mainland was the most eiciting event -
pf'. e week, and for most weeks of their lives.

%Msk had fallen- giving ;n effect of filtered light over
everything. ; loo;ed out over the sea of dark, yﬁbbing heads

and eventually spotted a tall, boardod.figuge at the edge of the

" erowd. s
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. .
"Paul! Hey, Paul!"™ I bumped my way towards him as he met .,
.. e halfway. We shook hd&da, clapped each other on the backe.
"Hi!. Thought that old tub would never get here. Good to see you
-againli®

@

"Hi, Tim, glad you made it all right. You haven't changed

)

N

a bit since Providence. Did you have much.of a sea? Here, let

me give you & hand with your bags." C
\ 5 :

We floated along the mainstream of the crowd towards the

a

village centre. As we walked I told him briefly about my flight

-

from the States and the stopover in Athens. "And how's Julia?

Did:ahe go‘hone early?" ‘ “
“"Julia's fine, Tim," he said quietl&; and added; " the last

. . -~

time I heard. ?ou see, she's nq:Lfn Amorgos right ne'vf~f"/‘ , *
"Julia's not hére? lhefo 18 she?"
"Let's go in the caf$ and have an ouzo."* By the quiet,

almost constrained tone in Paul's voiée f sensed someth;ng had

haﬁpened andiunvillingly tried to guess 'haé it was.
Boat night had brought throngs of people into the waterfront

caté. Paul led the way to a tabl; where a couple‘of islanders

N a

' @
-had kept places for us. They emiled widely, shyly, as Paul

L3

introduced me, mwore out of courtesdf than anything else, and we

P

all shook hands. The café owner, a gregarious man called Nikos,

¥

came over to 1nt§oduda himself, and soon he and Paul were conversing

\ :
rapidly in Greek. . , )

"You speak Greek like a native," I s?id\envioualyv'atter the
' / H

w

‘ ) . £
. sl N sl .. - . oy 3
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owner had left us. "I couldn®t catch everﬁthing he said."

% "He wanted to know what you thought of the current political

’ /
situatibn. Nikos is a good man, but he's obsesged with overthrovigg

the dictatorship."

t

Quéstions about Julia rushed to be asked but I had to.hold
. them back until Paul, in his own methodical way, said something
first. I could not hide from myself the disappointment. of her
~ -

absence, for I'd looked forward to seeing her as much as Paul or

-
“ "

-Amorgos itself. | - |
}

v "Did you bring enocugh film?" he said after we downed a fiery

1}

ouzo. "You won't find any here. I think I wrote you that."
"Brought stacks of it, which the Customs guys.in Athens
didn*t appreciate! And the trusty old Leica. But -Paul="

s “Thatts good, 'cause therets a.lot to pﬁotograph here. You

should get some good shots of the monastery. It's the island's

&

claiﬁ to==t
"Paul!" I couldn't stand it any longer. "Where khe hell's
‘Julia?®
A He looked do'n!into theAeupty ouzo gléss in silence for ?
few seconds ‘before his clear grey eyes locke? onto nine., "Julia's -
gone, Tim," he said at last. "She went back t6 the States a few
months ago, back to BoFton to work for a nasazino.ﬁ
“But I thoughtee.." I shrugged, spquhlea; at the news. K
’

"You thought everything was just fine on our little island.

Well, it was up until a year ago, I guess. That was when I had a




. / a . \ ) )

show in London." He looked into his glass. "It was never the .

. N
- -

c’ .
| same after we got back here."
¢ YBut I thought she loved it here?" :

"She did==for a while. ‘Especially the first couple of years. .“

o

But then she got fed up witheeoh, s0 many 1ittle things. ’She

coyldn't get the books she wan%ed, things from the States would

get lost in the mail, the food turned her off-nothing'to choose

from. And $hen the people began to get her down." ‘
"The people? 1 thought you vr9te me the islanders here‘were

4{Lally lovely peéple—-hospitable, helpful and all that."

&

0

"They are, they are," Paul nodded. "B&*‘3ulia found themes
¥

well, limited I guess you'd call it. Thatt!s it. They just

-

weren't stimulating enoughe You know, she was.used to that Belcon

ﬁill aeé. The pa;%ies, the weekend Jjaunts, getetogethers with
frienda. It all came back to her when we were in London w;th
some friends of ours. We had a great t%me"together-doing the g *
pubs, thg\reataurants, Soho, Chelsea, you name it. Anyway, ;ho' -
upehot"as that ;ﬂe couldn't"sattle into our quiet routine when

we got back here. She wag reatlo;s, found fault iith svery littie

J .
thing, had had enough of the island mentality and Greece in general."

'"But at Chriatmas,” I said, "she wrote me a few snippets in

? N

* your card about a broken water pu-p{/a'run-in with the mayor or
something==but not a hint aboute..this." - |

. Paul ordered more ouzos as thogsh to summon strength, and

went- on. "It was in Jihuary that ahe!d made up her minde I °

v

e

v
-~
13
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. -
told her she should go back for a few months, an extended holiday.

J
But she wanted to work, felt she was s@agnating here."

I took a gulp of ouzo when Nikos brought the fresh round, and

tried to articulate my dismay. ‘ * . . :

o

"Oh," he started evenly, "I held out hope=—February, March, ‘ . \i?
Aprile Thought she might change her mind, come back for the summer. \
She always loved the summer here; except for the Meltemi winds, it's

a lovely time. But then last month I got the letter about her ‘f
i\ .

magazine job. She sounded so excited about it, and everything in

general. Then I knew for sure she'd never come back." ‘
_"Well, ?aul," I said, treading carefully, "I'm sure you

thought of==of going back with Julia==back to the States, I méan;"‘ ' |
He looked into the distance'and nodded dreamily.j

"Oh, yes, T thowht about it. I thought long and hard=-and, well, >

I just couldnft. I couldn'gego back." He lodked at me now. “This

places«othis island. You see, Tim, I'm painting better than ever

.hgre. In the States I could never do the wdrk I'm doing here." T

' We sat awkwardly still for a few moments, eﬁ%eloped by the
febricity of boat night. I thought of Julia thousands of miles .
away, and had trouble reconciling the picture: for all the years .

I'd known them the two had been inseparable. b

YWell," Paul broke the silence, "we'd better go up to the
house. You must be tired after your trip."

He paid for the ouzos and we said goodnight to the 1slandefe

around the table. Outside, night had fallen and the sky glimmered

4
s .
1 .



- with a million tiny holes. ‘The absence of a moon added to the .-

‘next to his studio. It was the room, he told me, that Julia used

_ fresh paint giving the 1n§rossion of rocks breaking up, cascading

~down. It wasn't finished but I could gueéss the result would be a ° T

. 'very powerful painting, ' . o i,

b 43
A NN ‘ '

number of stars lighting our way to the house. Across the bay,
the braying of a donkey oscillated briefly in the air.

The house was a'classic island house with simple lines, a

/’
s

fresh coat of whitewash. Paul 1lit a smoky kerosene lamp as we

went in and its dim yellow light reached to the corners of a very .

tidy room. He gshowed me around the house,'point{hg out the

idiosyncrasies of ¢aps and ldmps; I put my stuff in a small room

to work in.’

"I've made up the divan; it's more comfortable than it looks.“

‘"Were you working on anything today?" I asked, curious.

»

“Uh, yes, matter of fact I was. I normally work until

-

sunset, then it gets too dark."
"Can I see 1t?"

q:sﬁro." We went into the studio. "The place is a bit of a

neggwm

///,a/ﬁ;'put down the kerosene lamp by an easel which held a

large canvas. On the white expanse were several bold strokes of

o,

SOnnins my curiosity, Paul reached into a stack in the cornmer ' - 1

and hanﬂod me canvas after canvas. His sunburnt hands released

- '

ay " ) . > -

-
]
.
%o
g
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he 4

them gently, almost lo;ingly, as I held each one up to the

’ . Ly
’ \ o

)
}lickeging yellow flame, ‘ ' -

There vere'paintings of seas gone wild 'itﬁ fury, of craggy
mountain péaks penetrating serenely blue\skies. Therg was
canvas aftér canvas fhxtaposing fragmenia,of-rock, qarth and sun’
in such variations that it made me dizzy to look at them after
a while. . He had caught £he sharp, blinding colours of a hundred
Greek suns refracted through the opal hues of the Ae;ean. hﬁe
had made the island over\in the prism of his mind, had trangpoaed
it onto canvas. No living creature brok§ the purity of the
elements.

e&Hy a:yle's chang;d since you last looked."
. "Yes,* 1 said _almost in a whispgr, "yes, it has."

It would be a long night ahead, and I knew that in the
narning I would not see the same island I haduseen earlier tonisht.‘

I lay back on the divan and looked out at the stara. Somewhere

in the night I could hear the sound of Julia at her typewriter.

3
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e
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It couldn't be much further now. I scrambled over the
o !

sun=glazed shale liningz the path to the monastery. The d9wnhi11

<
«d

part was even more treacherous than the climb over the mountain.

How did the monks do 1t?‘ Did they use the éure—footed'island,\ ﬂ |
mules to get to the village? A }iefce gust of tind,;ame at me
and I grabbed at the shrivelled thyme bughes to kegé from ;a1¥ing
6veb the edge. I'glimpﬁgd down the sheer face offthe cliff: «
below, the gale winda had whipped the Aegean into a boiling
frothe QI looked apay anh again pushed in%o the teeth of thg ’

— - -~winde ¢« Sweat tricklgdudévn from inside ni‘stra; hat making my .

- ' " eyes tear; a salty sweat that could not qhench‘my thirst. Nikos,

the café owner in the village, had uoiely said that it was just
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over the top of the mountaéin. He forgot to say what an ordeal '

it was to get there.
. 6;1y t?e elemegtSAQere my witness: %he stony Greek earth,
a translucent blue sky, the furious sea. And T was right to come:
alones Paul Davidson, my artist friend on Amorgos, had recommended -
the mbnastery as a good photographic subject. But now the ';lk
itself had become a challenge, a fight: if you won you earned
the right to see the thousand=year—old monument. To my éurprise, -
the path 'ended suddenly when I turned tH; 1ast~bend. Standing

N

defiantly ahead was a massive iron gate, once ornate and imposing,
now rusted and_aﬁout to fall off. Medieval in design, it was the

kind of gate that warned of an impregnable fortress ahead. 1t , ' -

blocked out the sight of whatever was beyond; it blocked out the

sky. I paused to catch my breath, then leaned hard against it. *
It qreaked open, giving me goosebumps. .
\ I looked up, my eyes drawn by some giant magnet: there, as
though hanging in mide-air, suspended somewhere betweén sky and
sea, was the monaétery of Amorgose. It nestled high in the cliffs
at the end of a neat c;bblestone path. 'Huge grey boulders'ran
Jagged along the skyline, protectively ringing the tiny structure. - :
The villagers said it was a thousand yeafs old.»"But a fresh coat | V -

of ihitenxh—-traditiodally painted every Easter=emade the monastery

appear almost new. Here on the windward side'of the island it

- stood away from any living thing, touched only by Meltemi winds

and occasional thin clouds.'




-

"asn‘t really standing, but hunched over a ¢rooked cane trying to i .

\

’ stopped long énough to take a few photos and eageély walked up the

" blind man: eyes open, seeing nothing. A coolness drifted over my

) ‘vhat seemed an interminable corridor. At the end was an opening=-

‘

The sight of the monastery made me forget my weariness; I

. <

amooth cobblestones. A large oak door appeared to be the ohly .

entrance. . I paused. Was anyone heré? in the village'they hadp't

said a word ‘about the monks themselvese. only presumed there

-

were some to keep the faith, there spfemed 1ittle else they could

do here. {

\
1Y

I rapped loudly on the thick door agd waited.  No one\came.

I pushed hard; it swung open with a noisy, drawn-out squeak.'

et

Blackness inpide. A ?oal blackness that made me feel like a

body,'hich felt soothigf after the scorching trek. I gréped along
M a v

a small courtyard surrounded by wooden doors and tiers of monastic
cells. The walls were freshly ;hitewashed, but instead of an
iridsscent glow they gave off a coél greyness. 1 stooé very still
for a moment and felt an uncommon peace.

I Jhlked”tﬁ éhe courtyard and timidly called out. "Is anyone
here?" ’No answer. I called again, but the silence w;a broken

¢

only by the pounding of waves in the distance. 1 didn't hear the

cell door open, but when I turned around I was startled. A very

old man in a.flowing white beard was standing a few feet away. He

keep his balance. I noticed his faded blue cassock was wrinkled

4

and dirty. I could see that he too had been startled .and adjusted

~

- 1 /J "
.
.
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‘

. his gaze to get a better look at.the.intruder. -

.

) "Kali mera," I greeted him in my broken Greeks '"I==I called

out but there was no answer."
. \ '
“"How did‘you get in?" asked the old man in a gravelly voice.
| | | 2. & “y . . ‘r"h
| X "Wasn't the/door locked? I was agleep taking my afternoon xaplama'

A

B

‘ ) and didn't Aear a thing.“' I strugegled to make out what he said but

I seemed to get the gist 'of it.
5 L4 L ~
“"No, it was unlocked so I juay walked in. I hope it'? all

y right. I'm just visite=" - \.

i

"All right? * Of course, it?'s all right,” he croaked loudlye.

“The French tourists must have left it open this morning." He'

stroked his beard absently. It was verf rull,_ﬁnkempt and went
down to his chest. Around the mouth it was stained bright yellow
. i

with nicotine, L.guesqgg, as his gnarly fingers were also stained.

Fo ‘ .
"Come to the visitqrs! room. I was about to make colffee," he

‘ .
- \ ;)

added and shuffled ahead. . \L L
. l c(.’/
The monk -took a second corridor leading off the courtyard.\e

- " He ushered me into a small room, motioned to sit down, and hobbl

L
d
off tolmaké the coffee. S g
I sat in a:corner of the roo?/pn’a divanjstutted with straw
and looked aiound. My exhaustion now made itself felt and i'

breathed deeply ‘to overcome it. Thoughts of the climb receded a
I slowly became transfixed by the sight before mee Tucked away
in this tiny, overfurnished room was a millenium of history, a

veritable Pandora’s Box of religious treasuragf‘ It made me feel

[4 : , !
. . . , 4 R
N E . ’ R - : r !
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. - as though1%§me had been tightly crammed in the confines o{

these tiny walls, never to escape. My eyes were instantly

o i

¥

‘ drawn to the most imposing treasure: five or six gilded,,pol&chromed

Byzantine icons scarred with cracks and termite hole&, yet still
"™ ‘e T a
- erying out an eloguent, dbvout beauty. Jewels of Greek Orthodoxy.

- :\“u

- Their liquid golds, maéentas‘anﬂ vernmilions gave out a ', o

\

. N .
warm, reassuring glow==comforting images still alive seven centuries
after their creation. ‘ |

-

I got W from the divan to examine each icon. A reverence
] .

grigsbd mp,.hn'uncentain believer. Thtzygh the Byzantine seript

o

\\\\\\ lovingly lettered around the halo of each figure, I could ba}ely
decipher the names of the saints once familiar in my chilhhood apd
N e
nov forgotten. I stood back to scrutinize them one by one and

v

it ;suddenly struck me how remarkably individual each figure was,

L 4

having its own peculiar character. Yet'one emotion on these
golden faces was tommon to tﬁem all: serenity. The long, bearded

faces with almonq eyes spoke of an oriental gerenity, inseparable

’ C ‘ ¥
* from the sanctuary wh¥ére they rested.

[

) I wanted badly to take some photos of the icons but felt it

‘would somehow be sacrilegious. They were like nothing I had ever

—— . . s . .
’ e aeen before. Th?y 'erew§pthing like the icons the antique dealers
- v . . " " 'C .
\v’ . in Athens ‘tried to pass off as originals, but could never duplicate.

!

Of all-my vivid impressions of Greek antiquities this was a rare

monent and for an instanzt I was lost in time, far froﬁ this century.

v

. "— 1 had glimpsed into the‘past and understood the blissfulness of

0

s




serenity was also on/theift faces.
. A .

b ]

R . .
erats""SailinQ to Byzantium"=eits holy fire, its singing=masters.

1

! My gaze shgfted to.agother wall and I was bfought forward in

L <
time by a ro\dof yellowed photographs in sombre -black frames. In

4 o ) ’ P L. &
sharp contrast to the serene icons each picture showed a group of” "
} . .

monks posing at the entrance of the monastery. The oldér photos,

. bréwn with age, ghowed forty or fifty monks curdously resembling

a regq}on of olh.boys at #choole The fresher=looking pictures had

. progreeaively fewer monks in them, mutely -telling the story of the

-

monasteryts decline. There was no 1ogiéal comparison, of course,

e - e &
but I couldn't help seeing these saintly=looking.beings as icons
. . ;\ L . .-
too, a continuvation of the’Byzantine originels: the unmisgtakable

1
-~ 4

I tried to Jfind the old monk somewhere in the photogfabhs

. " . PR (¢ .
but couldn'tl and while I vas stil lookihg he shuffléd through

bl ]
the opea?doorway carﬁyinr a tray full of cupa and’ glasses. He .

gset 1t on a low table covered with a plastic tablecloth.
J\

"For you," he said, extending a glass of" yellow liqueur.

.

‘"t is Kitron. It will revive you after the 1ong¢wa1k here.

‘q .

The monks or the 1sland of Naxos near here make@i& from their

own lemoné. They, ‘send us s6he by . caique when the winds &re

kind." hé said in'his fruff voice.

J

. "Thank you," - I sipped the Iemony syrup andﬁfel@ its S
bitter sweetness on my tongue before ;t trickle& down te waru \
- . > N
my insiQes. 1t was strong and welcome. I reached,tor g slaas‘
-‘\‘ , .
. , t/" «mr“,
? ﬁ l .. *‘
T ‘.) ) . " B
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v
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' slightest interest in me or why I had come to the monastery. I

Gaulloises, carefpli} took one out and put it to his lips. His

[

a

of water to wash it down and notjced there were three cups of
é:}kish coffee. ‘ . | . T
 "Who is the third~coffeelfo}?"-1 asked, trying to get the
Greek syntax right.

. “Oh, that is. for the other one," he said offhandedly, "H

1

aust have alegg longer than usual. We take our xaploma about tlis
b . ) . it Sl

time, but the other one, he's always up before I am. He is . N

3}

younger, you see." He spoke slowly and deliberately. His voice

was not unfriendly but rather indifferent, and he showed not the A

represented something from the ougside world which he accepted

~

without question. X N

»

“

The monk sat facing me on a tattered chair and reached into
his floppy old ‘cas#ock. He pulled out a\plue and white pack of c

. { ‘ 3 .
unsteady, veiny hand struck a match and 11t~the cigarette« Then p

looking at me he remembered to offer one.

s o

"Would you like one of ;hese?' Tﬁéifrench toﬁrists gave them
to me th;s ;orning. They are not bad fo£ foréign ciga’%ttes but
not as strong as Papastratos Numbez\§9ven, of coursee. . That!s g&é
kind I smoke ih?never the other one brings back supplies from the 3o .y

P

-village." . : e

"Thank you, I'11 try one," I said. .I no longor wondered’
)

about the yellow atain on his beard and his harsh voice, not if
3 . ‘ , . - - -
his Greek cigarettes were stronger than thesé! We smoked in silence |

H ‘.
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Y 1

for a moment. It félt odd féking smoker's commu%ion in this

holy place with a man who:actually lived here; He belonged Aere,
yet it suddenly_occurred to me he had'said nothing of religién ‘
or prayers. When he got down fo the butt, he held: hig thumb and
forefinger close to his lips'so as not to - waste any of it.

‘ \
"Who is 'the other one!?".-I asked.

"Pater Yanis? He is the priest of the monastery now.
Came here on1y~1aé§ year," he said tersely.
"And how long have yﬁu been here?" - =
A halfésmilé came through hip beard and his watery brown

eyes crinkled a bit. "itts beentso long, I've almgst forgotten."

He-scratched his mane of 1ong white hair. "Must be about thirty=

five years," he said indif%®erently. J ~ i}
"Thirty=five years!“ 1 éxclaimed>//;:arly a lifetime! I
choked on my firét sip of Turkish co;fee-it was b}aqk %2$ sweet,

. Bweeter evén than the one N;kos made in the village café. After
several weeks in Greece, I still couldn't accept the syrupy
demi-tasse of black liquid as "coffee". Invariably, I'd take one

?ﬁsip too many and end up with anmogfhful 6t-dregsa

. The monk sat back smoking another pungent cigarette. He
~looked ab;iractly out the window and slowly talked about his 1life
on the island, as if he‘werehthinkigs outiloud. He had originally
come from thé mainland and when he was youngef aﬁd imgood health,
. ) . .

\\\° % he ;ould got_out to one of the many small Yillgéea scattered

arq?nd the island. This would happen three or four ﬁimoa a year,

>
and then only to replace a priest who was 111, or to asaist in

+

ot ®
) .



the villages.

.

Chrigtmas and Easter services. He said he had no pdrticular

skills and ;ould serve at nothing else, but that didn't bothdr him.
Now he was too old to leave the monastery. He hadn't been to the
village in two or three years—-the walk being too strenuous—~and had
nét missed going there. 'Nowahays‘he was content to receive the
vigitors that cahe from varioﬁs.parts of the world to see the
monastery, fo offer coffee and have them sign the visitors! book.
(He pointed to a large, frayed book bound in brown leather and
gold-edged pages.) The priest, Pater Yani;, he related unhurriedly, .
showed the visitors around the monastery as he found even this too .

v

tiring. There were just two of them at the moﬁastery now, as a h

- monk had died last year. This left only Pater Yanis to go out to

"Don*t you find ého lonecliness unbearable sogetimes?"

. He- " turned his gaze from Fhe small window overlookiné the sea
and looked at me as if for the first time. "Oh no, I've grown used
to it all these years," he saiq without emotion.

‘Jugt then the dogr opened and a tall briéht-oyed man with a
buahy'black beard came iﬁ. His flowing black cassock 'as'immaéglééw.
a clean white éollar circled his neck which gave him an air of

clerical.author;ﬁy.

"Kali spera! Welcohe to our humble qonastery," he said in

P

a well=articulated Greek. "I am Pater Yanis. Where are you from?"

o 4

he asked inquisitively. I told him. "Ah, we haye many visitors
' ' . oA

from America., I have a brother in Chicago. Have you ever been to

Chiéagp?“, He didn't wait for a reply. "Many of oPr islanders have |

#
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relatives there and I will go myself some day."
I felt a little out of breath when he finished. The stark * _.
contrast between the two men was baffling—=how could they ever

live together under ‘the same roof? Before I could say qnything“

-

the priest went on in a thick pontifical voice.
"You must let me show you.our little chapel.- It is theﬁgldest v

. 3
in all the Aegean with many treasures in it. People come from

everywhere just to see the icons in this monastery. They are from

"

the eleventh century==very holy icons, you know," he said proudly,

and finished his coffee in two sips. Whife he talked he ‘never

" .once looked at the other mork nor cven acknowledged his vpresence.

I was beginning to fecl hot and sweaty again; the sight of

this lively man in dark robes was overpowering and made me fidget.

Unlike the old man, he did not seem to belong here in this holy

place. I saw him more suited to the village church or somewhere

on the mainland.
“"Yeg, I'd 1ike to see the chapel,” 1 séid, suddenly feeling
- [} <
restless. ' . ' v :1—-

“"Please follow me," said Pater Yanise.

4 & . I4
Before we left the old monk looked up and said.quietly: "You

mustn't forget to sign the visitors' book before you go." Had

0

ha—perpeived my uneasiness? 1 went ogér to the 1ittle corner
: o

table where the visitors' book lay open and signed below the

three 'French names. The book smelled musty. As I left with Pater

) .
Yanis T smiled warmly at the monk who in turn nodded his fleecy head.
r - )
. ° \
{ ' -




o
' The priest walked briskly ahead through a series of

corridors and passageways like a medieval maze, chattering all

poa—

the while. We passed row upon row of old wooden doors which led

to the cells when the monastery boasted over three hundred monks.

Now they were empty and locked up, he said, tombstones to a dead
' past. We went into the small chapel which smelled of incense and
va: 11t by a few flickering candles. Pater Yanis made the sign Jf
the cross And qgttered a short prayer under his bfeath. He pointed
opt antique silver chalices, pewter }ncen;e burners and some.
Byzgntine icons in front qf the altar. The icons were done in a
style similar to those i; the visitors'! room, but somehow I felt
they were not as sacred. I suddekly felt a strong urge to leave

l

and said so to the priest. : - .

"Wery 'ﬁll,_py soq," he said patronizingly, his white teeth

smiling. "But first I wonder if you wouldn't mind taking a picture

L

of me and sending it from America." I nodded.

We wended our way in silence back to the main courtyard where
»

=~ . N . ‘ ‘ , . -
. . the old monk reappeared hobbling on his cana. I asked him if I could

P

. take his picture too, as I had really ¥Wanted to photograph him.
g - He just shrugged, not minding one way or another. 3 -
- o “Pictufg?" he croaked. "All pictures lie anyway. They are

not~f1ke real life." I took several angles and told hip I'd send

it élpng with Pater Yanis!. He merely shéuggei again; he hadn't
emiled or posod\hs the priest had done. (
Na . , N

"I should be going," I saide "It will be dark soon." \




“"You must come to Amorgos and visit us again," said the
Pater. "“And remember to send the pictures," he added cheerfully.
A}

"0f course, I promise. Thank you for your hospitality..

Yaasas kai Adio!" I said in farewell, and made my way down the

-~
-

dark corridor th;ough which 1'd come in.

I£ did not seem so0O forbiddingly dark now, as if my eyés
were seeing it in ; different ligh{. I thought of the monks gnd
'dndered whether the&fsaw the sky and sea arouna them as an
idyllic setting, a haven. I wondered if they believed that-— (\M/
cuﬁped high in these rocks-they were nearer_to their Heaven.

v

Or/were they in fact self=imprisoned in an impregnable fortress?
/

T7e prisoners and, the jailers.
' My predilection for such a haven had been eclipsed by
fhe thing itseif, by its cruel, indifferent beauty. I had found

what I came to find, only to leave empty=handed. I Began to see

how such a terrible beauty could come to possess a mane The -

‘real beauty, it seemed, lay in the struggle, the unending fight

with these elements, and the eventual coming to terms with thenm.

For me, it bad been the gruelling trek to reach the monahtery

‘and not the man-made .sanctity I found waiting there. It was the

trfp, not the destination that mattered.

’ : x
?he monks watched from above as I walked down the cobblestone

pathe When I reached the rusty iron gate I turned to wave goodbye.

Only Pater Yanis waved back. The old monk wasn't there.

d




| AMORGOS: ROCK

o

It was unusual for gomethipg to be stirring in the housé
at that hour 6f the morning. But there it went again. Nikos
Ipushed back the s"heet and propped up his head on th: flat straw
rillow. The noise wasn't from Két:__’g!a‘. She was lying very still,
sleeping on the_ side away f;om him. Nikosvrup_b_eﬂd the sleep fronm
h{s eyes and lopked around the small, orderly roome. Whatever it
. was, it must bg coming from the boy's room next door.

1

‘J
N "Taki,"” he said in a hoarse whispér, "is tRat you?", No
i
answar;- The shuffling stopped, intriguing him all the more.
He stroked his walrus mustachea then got up and went to his son's.

roome. La

s
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Ty o oy om L
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"Taki! Why are g;u up 50 early? Thgre's no school today.
And Ihy-are you dressed like Sunday?" asked Nikog, puzzlede.

Taki stood in the centre of th; tiny‘}oom, half into the
blue suit he wore t% chyrch 6n Sundays and holy days. When his
}ather spoke he averted his eyes :;ich'instead caught sight of the
row of boats bobbing in the harbour. It would be ;indy out today,
he thought; too echoppy to go out fishing.with Kyrios Panosd Butj
he touldn't(go anyway becguse the teacher had told them== 1

"Where aré you going all dressed up at this hour?" demanded
Nikos in a stage whisper, trying not to awaken his wife. "Answer
ne!d

"I wanted to go before you woke hp‘because I knew you wouldn't
let me."

"Go where?" _ “ : e

"To school."

""But there's no achéél todaye. You know what day it is!"
Nikos said gruffly. D ‘

Taki‘looked up uneasily. "Teacher said there would be no
clagses today. But ther;'s a visitor coming...because it's Nationa}‘
Liveration Day. An important man from Athens. And we're going,
to sing and recite poems about t;;-" He hesitated, fearihg his

father's reaction. "About the Revolution," he gaid finally.

"About the Revolution!" cried Nikos in disbelief. He was

fully awake now, no longer worried about disturbing his wife. . .

. &
:
.

T



@Q&@&w&ﬁﬁ%‘ *’“-'

<\/ 4 S - o

“About the Revolution!" His eyes stared incredulously at the boys
I ‘ . ,
. .
Nikos stood motionless in his bulging white undershirt,

eyes on his son. He ran his fingers through his bushy salt and

a

pepper hair. He did not want to beliove that a child of his would
t

try to deceive him by sneaking out 1nto the grey morning to pay

homage to theme For years now the dictatorship had made his life
— . . .

‘a nightmare. —Not that the police had ever bothered  him or his

family. They had let him run his little café in Katapola, the
port of Anorgos;‘,f)'ithout any troubie. No, it was the harsh fact
t\hat the res'ime had turned his beloved Greece into a nation of
bootlickers aud 1nformers. He hated the guts of those in po‘er,
and said 80 to his friends a.t the café. But that was it: he no

longer knew who his friends were. Who could you\trust?

» l : .-
"Get undressed and go pack to bed," the father ordered

and returned to his room, as thoﬁgh the tufning of his back on

the boy was undisputadbly the last word.

His father was always like that, thought Taki. Pronouncging

- final Jjudgment, passing The Law, on him and his mother. He couldnt®t

. do that with his customers at the cdfé. No, 4t was his family,

and he was the one to decide everything. ‘h
Taki stood erect in his blue auit.'presaed only yestorday by

his mother. He wasn't.a child anymore. After all, he was twelve .

now, and caught his/ share of fish whenever he went out with Kyrios
. ug

Panos, the jold fiqherman. And bvesides, hadn't his father said

e

aften onou;h that he was no longer a boy but almost a man? Taki

*



again felt his father'!s penetratiné glare.

"Well? Do'I have tF take them off for you?" the man said
mgnacingly.

"I want==I want to go, I—I must go to school==the other boys

-

wiil laugh at me if I don't go. Besides, the teacher saide.."

"] don't care what the teacher said!" his father roared.
“She's a puppet like all the others! You think your friends will
laugyﬁ eh? ﬁhat'do you think everyone will say to me? 'Nikos
Lekaris openly defies the dictatorship but quietly sends- his
son to sing about-it.! Ha! They can laugh but nof at my expensee"

“"Teacher saides=it=wit Jas our duty==to==to g6 today. Our
dutyhto the country, Eﬁe said." |
’ .Nikos sighed impatienti}. His stubby fingeés ran through
%ie heavy mustache that was his trademark on the 1siané. In the
ne*t room he could heaf his wife stirr?ng. '

"Wl}bt is it, Niko? Anything wrong?" called Katina.

"MNo, it's all right. Go back to sleep," he said. "He sat down
on his son's tiny bed, crushing the straw mat}reaqf Taki looked

. .- o ) o
“down at the floor.
| '"H} boy," Nikos started slowly, fqndlins'his mustache, "you
know what your duty 13—-I:ve told yoﬁ often enough. Your duty ip ‘
to your fami{y and to all free n@n. And we must believe thgt t6

free our country. Anything else doesn't matters That, my boy, .

is your'duty,:and mine and the duty of every Greck!”" He was about

to continue his.1little speech when his wife came into the room.

h ‘B -~ ’ x

° « o
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"What 1s it, Niko? Why 1is Taki all dressed liite Sunday?"
Katina asked sleepily. The boy, seeing his motherl'&wen“t quickly
) “+
. . to her, sllently asking her to be his ally against t{ae power

before them. The womarll‘ put a hand goftly on Taki's 40usled hair
and gathered in her nightgoﬁ with the other. |

“"He .wants to go to school, Katina=mou, to the ‘Enslavement
1Day' ceremonies," said Nikos bitterly. "“Some military pig is
coming fron;‘ Athtens to make surc the islanders are in step with
them. Those bastardge=they?re even br;xinwashing the kids!" There
was vengeance in"his voice. It seemed to say that things would

N ;
be different if he ever had his way. o

“"The teacher said we had to go today," Taki told his mother. ~

s

“J1f I don't go, the other boys will l;nov that Father kept me
home-..and—anﬂ‘ they!ll call me namea!"die looked for supp‘é)rt.
“Names?" cried hie father. "What's a little teasing when
your gountry?s freedom is at stake? Anyway, I aon'tr want a
son of mine to be called names: .You,lmock the teeth out of the

’

' first one who calls you anything but Takis Lekaris. See if anyone

¥ o

tries a};ything after that!" _
atina Lekaris had lived with her husband's nightmare since

the regime began. Although she herself had no strong political

conyictions, she always sided with her husband on principle.

Nikos invariably got into heated political arguments in the café, and

she ﬂott'en thought he went too far in hig candour, but said noth{ng.

v
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She saw the darkness 1ift from Takit's face.

Takli nodded agreément .

tempers "But don't you see, Niko, if ybti forbid Taki from goiné,

. exactly the same principles At’least give Taki the chance to

said 80 time and again, haven't

62

; . _
She thanked her saints that the military police miraculously ‘had ;

not locked him up for such open defiance. !

A%

“Perhaps it wouldn't hurt, Niko," she yentured. “After all, they're

. probdtiLy only going to sing some 5111y songs and recite a few poems."

Longpey

-

. "In the namo of the Virgin, Katina!" her husband retorted,

getting ‘up from the bed. "They are actually brainwashing them with

911 that crap.”

“Yes, I know," she sald quietly,'tightening the sash on .,h'ér T

nightgown that concealed her plumpness. "But if you have any

é

faith in your sermons about the evils of dictatorship, you'll know

that nothing they say will matter," she added, a- plea in her voice.

Nikos slapped his hande against the sides of his wrinkled

pajama pants. "!‘fo, no, no!- I will not allow my own son to add

to the bootlickerse It1]l be the laughingstocieof the isl;and}"

» - His wife clutched the boy's shoulder and braced herself. .

She sadid with a womants gentlenesq,‘ trying ndt to arouse hia' lightning

et ¢

.

you are as guilty of dictatorship as they are."

‘Nikos sensed he was being cornered. "gh, that's different.”

"Not at alll" said Katina; more sure of herself now. "Itis

make up his own mind==—let him choose-~—he's old enough now. You've

A3

youzs

<

l‘. ‘




"Yes, Father, let me choose," echoed the boy. -A glimmer
r

came into his wide brown eyes.
A Nikos Lekaris was not a happy man at this moment. He had
virtually been checkméted‘by his own wife and, worse still, by . 4(

his own preachings. He sighed a heavy sighe. "But the boy'!s mind&:

.
‘ /
~ »

is already made uﬁ-—look at him."

A\ . "Well, maybe he'll change it. There's still time," Katina

¢

said, sensing victory.

Nikos looked sharply at his son .for what seemed an eternity.

His mind ieigheg—as it alwag_ra did--?:hq possibilities and
consequences. Finally he spoke, ﬁrmly yet with gentleness. . B

. \ "Well, my boyee.oyou do as your“con‘science tells you to do." An |
N 3 .

. uneasy feeling gnawed away somewhere inside him. Was he doing

_the right thing? He left the room without saying arother word;

. ¢
his wife followed dutifullye.
- . Taki's face 1it upe It was the first time his father had :

relented on something so important to hime The Law for once had

' not been pasgsed, and he was overcome wit}'\.the prospect of the -

dayﬁ aheade
g ., Less than an hour later, th¢ sun was ar¢hing over the shallow
- \. ;{? \ /
', ) wourrtains .of the island, warning ‘t{ho faint azul*e colours of

Anqrgoe bay. _ The Kwind was no longer whistling; and the tall N

. cypresses resumed their unwavering sentinel over’theAdusty road

v

3 to ‘the harbour. No one was on the road at this hour. No one except

‘ ‘ \ - - - .
the cloud of animated dust streaking around the rocky bends. Past. ‘ -
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%
the cubes of vmit.ewashe'vh‘ou ses, past the magenta-domed»ﬂ?&pels.
- . f -
~ ' :
Down a11 the way to the harbour. For a split secend the‘ dust .t b

parted\.to reveal a- small boy running wildly, then atumbling hard. ) . }‘
) . - LY - ]
E '&‘aki picked himself up and, panting k‘as hé had all the way,

c

continued running at full speed. He didn't mind the tearsin his
~ \

" jeang nor the. trickle of bright red c;ming from the scrape on

' o

h{s knee. All hé< could %hirlk was Ythe time.
“ & 'y -
“If Kyrios Panos hasn't left yet, we'll have a good catche.

The boat will be full of fish today'" he said to himself.

DRFIPPEY

"Kyrig Pand! Kyrio Pano!! he shouted, séeiné the old man
- to e

in-the distance. %On the prow of an old caique vigth blistering

. »

blue paint, a kindly ‘014 man wit‘h \‘;hité must‘achioe ‘and a black
sa;’lér'sxcap waved . back. oo i " ‘7 N

‘ nsa\rint/:NNicixoias‘:be tha‘;ikied,“ thought Taki, gasping to,catch'
his breathf,";e hasn't left yot."~ As he.came up to the quay, he
,suddenly thought of the other beys-Yanis, Harikos, and especially
the big bully, Petrost They'ﬂ giva him a hard, time tonight .for

. missing the ceremonies at school. But as quic}cly as the thought .

» : . « \

" “had come, Taki dismissed it. . ' . ?
. ‘ - ) £ "
"Let tham tx;y laughing,“ hp said de&antly, halt-aloud.
4’; [ ;’ R ‘. . i “ '” "¢ «
“Just let them try.", o L
.: ) Ya. 1“ . n ~
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- THE CATS OF HYDRA .

) ’ . ’ . i

’

4
» .e . , Y
. Something was wrong. Adrian shézi;ed uneasily in the :

'Sy

chair knowing full well every move.was being watched by the

- peasantefaced woman opposite him. Vicky, his young wife, sat *

next te him with her.legs reéting on their baggage, catching
her breat§ after the long climb'from Hydra's waterfront. The} . ;”/}
waited in silence in a kind ;f liviﬁg-room for 'the 01d woman's

/- \’huaband to“éppear{ and when he didp'&, sheswent.intd her

- kitchen and returned with two glassés of water. .
* - /-

) ** WNepo?" She extended the 'glasses towards thq couple. L

“Efharisto," said Adrians mustering up all the Greek he'd °

O

' ledarne, Berlitz last winfer and from two previous trips to

o

Greece. "Bubd your husband is wherg?' he managed.. '

LN

-
7
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briefly, revealing a row of gold teeth.

67

{ "He's coming, he's coming'soon."‘“The fat féte smiled

r
A\ "He sald he meet us at the harbour," said Adrian, unsure

)

of his tenses. "I gave.him money for rent."

"Yes, yes," affirmed the woman. "He went fishing this

,:) morning and now he's washing himself." She sat back on a chair,

-

her stout {rame overhanging it, nervously adjusting her white .

- headgcarf. From the back of the house muted, intermittent

) N
splashing gould be heard, and in the distance the meowing of a

catfight.

& .
- we just unpack?"

P

¥

- "What's she saying?" asked Vicky impatiently. "Why cantt

o

\

"I don't know what's going on," Adrian said, annoyed. "All

I know is we paid that fisherman rent for this pléce and we'ré

staying put!® A

Another quarter of an hour went by. The couple were anXious

because==now at the peak of the tourist season==they knew there

| ‘ 1([// Vicky's parents were arriving the ne*t‘day.
i ) o | . "Please," Adrian tried diplomatically,
‘here. I want talk with himd™

"He'll come soon; he's still washing,"

impassively, phowing no sign of leaving the

< wasn't a room to be had on Hydra; and especially anxious because

’
’

LN

“tell husband to comA/;”'

the woman said

premises.

< "But he's been washing for nearly half an hour!" he said

1
in .English, knowing she couldn't understand. He.listened for '



4

f
I3

‘splashing noises but they had stopped; he reverted to Greek.
’ ] .-
"I pay him one thousand drachmas for house."
"Not enough," she sald tersely, showing emotion for the

A}

! * first time. "He should have charged you one thousand five
hundréﬁ." Adrian noticed ig her toné the auth?rity usually -
& . reserved for Greek males. . : .

“"The money all right yesteggay, 6o all right today!™ he

w - _ sputtered, furious tﬁat she should want to welch on the deal.

With Milt and Dottie==Vicky's parents==coming, they wanted N
) a\house to themselves, especially as it"as the older couple's |

. 2 first trip outside the States. This way they could shoy them
around Hydra, Adrian's favourite 1siand, with a certain‘gﬁdunt
6f‘freedoq and comforte An American prt#at, whose room th;y'd

gharéd for a couple of nights, had told them about the fisherman's

. house. Adrian found the fisherman in his boat nearby, went with ]

“her

N ' ) ﬁim to view the house briefly, and the two men had come to an .
i ' , .
agreement the previous day. Everything seemed fine then. ' T

"Do. fishermen get that dirty?" asked Vicky derisively.

-

<

"I want to ;ash up myself." - -

"Itn going to, go back there and get him 1f he doesn't

‘ o 5 ° ' -
-e come out soon," threatened Adriams There was no need to for in !

d‘couple of minutes a wispy,; grey-=haired man abpgared quietly = .

1

in the doorway,.faintly smelling of soape.

\ o

e . - Adrian stood up as much to meet him as to assert his claim, -

But before he c¢ould say anything the Bld woman launched into a

S

. .
~— 4 ' . . - . .
M ~ N P a -
. . .
. f
. -



tirade at her husband which Adrian could barely make out. The

wife'scqlded, rleaded, cajoled==seemingly all at the same time.

Adrian caught the words moneye..rent...house..,my dowry...crézy...

0ld fool.
"What's going on?" Vicky looked mystified., "If she didn't
want to rent the plaée why Qidn't she say so before. It'!s too
late now!" ‘
Adrian tried to intercedes But the fisherman put‘out his
and to ghut up his.wife, then turned tp Adrian.
‘ "I am sorry," he said dlowl&, almost shyly, "but my wife\
does not want to leave the house. You se;:’it belongs to here"
"It?'s mine! It's my house{f cdnfirmed the woman. "He
1 had no right to==" .
"It¥'s too late now," aaidifd;ian hotly, towering over the
couple. "I pay you good rent...the house ours now." He vas[

straining his knowledge of Greek; Berlitz hadn't prépidred

g&gﬁﬁgian,

who got somewhat hysterical when her husband tugged her away

for this.

"One thousand five hundred dracﬁmas&" repeated

from Adrian.

ﬁWq‘ma&e an agreement, tpe'foreigner and I," he éaid firmly
to her, “and-l will keep my word. Come, Annoula, we have to gét
ready." He nudged her towa}és the next roome
"They're getting it f;r hothingt" sho shrieked back at thd

r .
couple, "I‘lL’Be laughed at by the whole neighbourhood!™

a0

o
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Tﬁe‘fisherman stoically led her away while she continued
!\ \

her harangue. Soon only iufflgd/b}i

.

és were heard from the next

(.
room. Adrian and Vicky 1ookgd at each other stupefied, feeling
a liftle like home=-twreckerse.

“What's wrong with these people?" Vicky's voice squeaked.

"I-thought you said they were :good people on this island."
' - @

"They are," said Adrian, "or at least they used te bee I

don!'t know. Guess all this tourism and money has screwed them

°

] "I know, 1 khow," interrupted Vicky, "you told me a dozen
\ times.

The house with a garden and the,lanélady who cooked for
you and all for three dollars a week."

( .
upe It was rea)lly different five years ago. There was this-rﬁ

"Well, it's true. Man, that was something!

Not like thise.."
AN
~

Adrian swept a faintly sunburnt hand in the direction of the
* next room.

-

v
1

Vicky started to unpack one of tée.bags and looked around

the room. It was a large, crudely plastered
M {

ot

‘room with an unpainted
table, thatched chairs, a divan at one end« The small kitchen

was, 0ff to one side, dnother door led to the bedroom.

&
"Guess we'll sleep in here; my parents can have the bedroom.

What time does the boat ,get in tomorrow?"

"Around noon. We should be ready for them by then," Adrian
said wryly. Past outings with his mad in-laws flashed to mind:
the washed=out camping trip in Yellowstone, the aleépleaa

0

veekehd
. _on Cape Cod.

. \
s .
. .

\

4
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-

"Now, Adgien, remember you promised tp be patient with

them. After all, it is their first time out of the States."

-

. He nodded absently, looking for a place to store his snorkel

and maske;

’ >

A o
In a few minutes the fisherman and his wifz:féappeared .

briefly, carrying bundles and plastic-shopping gs as though

they were going to the laundromat.

3

A

v
“If you need anything," said the old man, "we will be
ataying with my wife's gister. It's just across the street and‘

down a couple of houses." ) Y

.

“"Fine, fine," said Adrian, who noticed the.woman was

-—

stewing as she went out.
xz +
Shortly after noon the next .day the Ne;a!da lowered her
ga&gplank and oozed a swirl of tourists, like a giant to&thpaste

tube squeezing out its contentse Adrian and Vicky mingled with-

/ :
the waiting crowd, bobbing up dnd down to catch ‘sight of her

parents. Finally at the End of the queue a plump, middle=-aged
couple.mategi#lized, decked out in floral=print cruisewear. !
They @railed a pyramid of bags with two porters under them.

. "Milt! Dottie! Over here!" shouted Adrian, to which the y

arriving couple waved acknowledgement and pushed their way through.

Vicky ran forward to embrace them and took her mothert's ‘o

LY

bag. Adrian kiosed Dottie lightly.on the cheek and shook hands
. N ’
with Milt, who clapped him on the back a couple of times.

"

"Say, kids," said Milt scanning the port, "looks like a real /




V

{ P ,
L4 4
nice place ‘you got here. I think we're gonna like it just
finesecand say, wait?'ll you see what I @roﬁght alonge" ‘ ’ .
Ie "Surprise me, Milt," said Adrian playfully, exgecting almost

anything from his father-in-iav. .
"Now, Milt," said Dotti;, “that can wait till later."
"Yeah, Dad, let?!s get in the shade and have a lemonade por
pomething." Vicky 1eh the wa& to the nearest quayside café where r ) l_ﬁ
the porters were paid and the foursome sat down to exhange news .
(IJ from hoép and first impressions of their tripe.

o "Didn't have so much as a ripple sailing over here,"

boasted Milt. "But geez, we had a rough time getting out of

~ /
Athens." . ‘ ' u_//

“»
"You're not kidding," Dottie put in, "we gg¥ this taxi at
. the hotel a;d he took us to the wrong place!" MR
"Well, Dottie, I'm surc the kids don't want to be bored
with details,™ said Milt souev@at embarassed.
A waiter, speaking impeccable English, took their order.
"What happened?" Adrian acked Dottie. ' "Didlcﬁe taxi

-

driver.gyp you?" 2

- - » ‘»
uéﬁ.k ' "Worse than that," she shot a look at Milt and continued,

"Milt told him to take us to the port==the PORT, he repeated ite=
- only the driver didn't understand and took us to the airggrt
instead!" Milt forcéd a smile as the others broke up with

laughter. "“Why, we B'uat barely made % the boat bofore it

sailed.” L .

@




Al

M"Well, y'see,” Milt summoned his defence, "I told him
over and over, but I guess he just couldn't understand nmy Vel

English."” He put a freckled hanq through his thin, sandy hair
. S~

' to accent his dismay. | SO
~ .

YOr didn't want, to, more likely;" said Adrian smugly.

An assortment of soft drinks, sandwiches, and gooey cakes .

-~ - arrived as the couples talked dn.. Vicky had plans for a lunch

at the house, but when Dottie éaw(the syrupy baklavas served 'at
)

the next table she .couldn't rosist"ordering one. Then Milt's

.\‘~i_f;g%orious appetite took over and he ordered ham sandwiches for )
everyone,‘confident he could clean up if anyone failed. Under
the table two mean=looking alley cats caught Dottie'sﬁattention
and she aha;:h her sandwich with them, witd\an "Ok, aren't they
cute!”" The lean, hungry crecatures vied for ;very scrap and ‘

meowed aggressively for more; Dottle ordered another sandwiche.

“"What about this surprise of yours, Milt?" asked Adrian.

"Weli, you kids know," Milt began slowly, "how much I like
my stecaksee.s0 I hrought‘alggé my folding barbecue grill. Never

travel without it. St'pose we can find some charcoal 'round
; - ! .

here, Adrian?"
|

d "You'll find the charcoal.all right," Adrian laughed at
Milt's extravagance, 'but you wontt find the steaks! At least,
. X .
not the kind you get in the Midves}." P 4

"No wonder," Vicky chimed in, "you've got so many bags!

* Mom, why'd you let him bring along that thing?¥ -




“"You know your father," Dottie shrugged.

.~
. /A—':;ult called for the check, and when the waiter brought it .
| Adrian looked it over and thought it was éxorbitant, considering

the plainness of the sandwich;)s.' Unabashed, Milt h:anded the
waiter a ludicrously big ba'n:knote‘. to pay for everything.
. 3 They soon left the café, loaded down with bags, and under
a hot midday sun trekked uphill along stet.:p cobblestone streets
7A_/;:#t;:house. Milt had started to look for a taxi, and was \

astounded to learn that there were no vehicles on the island. . 4

Adrian led the way, followed closely by\ Vicky, then Dottie,

<« mentally noting shops of interest, ax}d lastly as always, Milt,

who straggled far behind noting everytt;in; in general. When

they arrived the shade of the vine trellis in the courtyard

Vcooled them off somewhat. Adrian and Vicky went in the house

while the older couple admired the pinorama below the walls o

the yard. ' ) - i
"My, what a lovely view," said Dottie, looking down the

narrow streets towards the ports "And all the houses are 80 -

white«..."

»

"Thatt?e because they paint,'then; every Easter," said Milt .

) knowingly. %At lea‘st that's‘whatk my guidebook tells me."
. > Once inside the house they\started to settle “in: unpackinq
bags, allot{ing beds, poking into every cox;nér like cats in a .
new homes The boa£ trip and walk up the hill had tired .thelh

and,"glad of the Greek 'sieata custonm, they were soon asleeps =1

I; Q.J—f 4 ‘.
[
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Adrian and Vick& opened up the divan, ;tretched out on it and
.'also dozed ofT before longe. '

- When Dottie awoke she not;éed Milt was no lomger in the
roome She went into the large room where Adrian and Vicky wvere

-

still sleeping, but her husband wasn't there either, nor in the.

courtyard outside. She peeked: into the tiny primitive bathroom;
A

' he had evidéntly left the premines.

¢ . “"Oh, he's probably Just wandering round. town," yavﬁéq

~

Vicky when her mother woke her up. "He's always doing that.
~ Remember Cape dod?“
"Yes, but this is different. He doesn't kn?w a word of
Fteok and nob&dy seems to understand him. We sure had a time . - -
- of i1t in Athens." - ,’ ! .
#1911 have a 106# for him," sai;\kkrian who'd just caught - .

. ~ the gist of things, “when we go out.. Anyvdﬁ, theé sh&pkeeperb

here speak more ‘ ish than Greek nowadays. He!s probably
'looking for steaks!" b
\ iy
o . It was six o'g%ock when ihey got to the port. Adrian went

off to look for Milt while Vicky took her mother through the
string of qoﬁgenir hhops on the waterfront. ;The sun was going' o

down behind the Kanoni promontory as Adrian combed the cafés,

MoA .
b (<,§ostauranta and bars-1ining the lower part of Hydra. Where could
’ ) ' ’ .

4

“"“the man be? He knew Milt!s weakness for food,and drinky but

S [ could not find him in any of the well=known establishments. It
. was gett;ng close to dinnertime and to the rendezvous that Adrian
’ . N - . \, '
\ N f . -~
o o
* | - 2t - N - ‘




immediately recoénized the sound.

r“Greek, Adrian."

had made with Vicky and Dottie. He now walked aimlessly }jhrough

-

the upper streets where there were few shops. Suddenly a

piefcing guffaw caﬁe out of an innoc¢ent=lobking building; Adrian -

@

He peered into the dark recesses of the Placee. Théye by

a row of huge wine barrels sat thrce or four benign local men,

with Milt holding court. A half~dozen glasses and wine measures

littered the table, u?ere Milt was prattling away as he poured (\W“ P
s )

o L‘ﬂ"
another rounds The men couldn't understand a word he said but

seemed fascinated nonetheless.

.

"Say, Adriani® exclaimed Milt loudly in genuine surprise,

*a

"Come on over here and have some of this great wine-'hat do y‘ls

boys call 1t? Ratsina? Come meet my friends heres Boys, my

son=in=law Adrian...he even shpeaks Greek. Say ;omething in

“
I3

' “"You had us worried, Milt."

"Nah, nothing to worry about. Just doing a little sightsee

e ' - ‘
Here, have a glass of thics Great stuffi® s .

"Okay, Milt, just one glass, then we've got to be off.
Vicky~and Dottie are waiting for us on the vaterfront.ﬁ'

A clean glass was brought as Adrian exchanged Pleasantries
‘ M ~
with the locals, who were pleased he -spoke their language. Much

~

?_'Adrian helped Milt to his foet and
. ! . 3 v , ! * .
tried to pay the winey _”1 ant. But Hilt had already paid in

11;8.

advance. The two men. said thpir goodbyea and star;pd ahakily~do'n

’

< w
* o nt )
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the narrow lanes towards the harbour.

“"Where did you get to, Mi1t?" Dottie asked, relieved and
- i i3 Y‘\—" . { . @

| furious at the same time. "You had=as all worried. Why, just

) look at the state you're in!" . ’ ' L. -

"Well, I'm not in Illinois==haw, haw!" Midt guffawed. He

P explained his whereabouts as best he-could, counting heavily on
Adrian to support his claims. "ﬁlgfﬂoney, you really would have-
, 1ikod those feliahs. Weren't they a swell bunch 6r ghys, -Adrian?®

"Sure, Milt." Adrian steered the group to one of the better

'
-

.. . restaurahts. oL

-~

o ;ﬁ “Beaides,“*ﬂilt contiﬁuea undganted, “Itve got a aurprisé <

. for all of,you tomorrow." .
., B N o

o

Now what!" said Vicky, expecting the worst.
L]
= .

“Listen! kidseesI met this terrific guyi-spoke English and R

. \ e
everything==and sintce we cantt get ateaks‘osﬁthis here island,

: L hels gﬁins to g;% us==gomething else. ' It'1l1l be deelishué!"

. o “What?v ,
e s
g e s ‘ ' -7
"Ah, it's judt the wine talking : .
. N B !
- "Well, if I told you now," Milt i

d playfully, "tiwouldn't

be much of a surprisél,'ould it? Sooo,'let's wait till tomorrow,"

~

& R
h,{Dad! . You're still a kid at heart." .

-~ .
"A mjddle~aged delinquent,” muttered Adrian. , .
. -~ - I

The couples found a secluded table so Milt's loudness woildn't

attract too much attention. At thia hour most things were off
r * J ) .

i
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| the menu and they had to thtleffor comm nplace stewed veale I
| ) X
» When dinne}‘ arrived so dig afwanderi-n”\b nd of al].ey\Z cats demanding
| . . .
L"~-~qk*_L . J‘t:heir share. Dottie obllginely «served them under the tablﬁ.

™ k)

‘ "My but these cats are ﬁungxl'y!" she exclaj.moq). “They ?éat

‘ . s . . SN « MY
- . 7 so much yet they're so skinn&.“ -

. ) ’
YThat?s because nobody else feeds them, Dobtie," said Adrian.

A

Soon the meowing and scranpiny broupht out mare tats, SO

AT IR S AT ....m.unm- pye= et e 1 l"z“*uumm AR RIS AN 8 1Y R A s - .
s ' that when the waiter came again he 1iterally kicked them a apay , !
’ ’ e < ‘ s
which greatly upset Dottie. \ 3 .
-r R

"Why, that's no way to treat those poor creatures!" cried

Daottie. \

o

- ,
) 2 . &
_"I'm ready for bed," yawned Vicky, and made the first move

PR "They all do it," Adrian said tersely.

- » ‘ .

: ., F to g0 home.

. ", ‘ Next day was Saturday and ﬁicky was gettine' the hpt water
4 v t
. a 6 ready fpr her husband?s weekly treat:. a haif wash. She'd set
. . ' - LY
A P . " ¥

v 7 out a chair in the couq&yard where the water could spill hown
JVH;ain, and the nun_coqu dry his hair. Milt énd Dottie had
L ’ siept in,“and wefc qﬁito-secretive when they did‘gat ups They,
i had gone off around eleven:saying something about buyinr a fow T

things for Iunch, which was all part of Milt's surprise.
. S *
'(' LA 5 Milt returned about an hour later with a big bag of charco?}. ¢
v, . ’ . . , s

. . L » PR
2t . © He soon set up nis barbecue grill in the courtyard and started
. . e .

-

. a sloky Tire.

<

v
t v M 4

-

x s <= ,.“Hmmﬁ, the coals shduld be white hot by the t{mo Dottie <

. o L
» ] . . . [2°33 4
- . ' v . + .
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g¥ts here.” Then'hd@diaappeared into the hquse to sneak a nap-

e » .

béfore lunch. PP . . ) v

.Adrian helped Vicky carry ‘the' cauldron of water outside

anﬁ got 17&0 his Bwimsﬁit; ready for his hair wash. She.ladled
-out séme warm water with a saucepan and" got up a fmountain of C

b

lather on Adrian 8 head. No sooner had she started working up .
0

"No, s8top that!‘ Get away now! Oh, my, goodness, don't do -

2

that!* 1t was bottie's voice ﬁnaccustomly distressed, . .
Vicky rushed to the wall-of the yard; Adrian'followed in
*
. . o ) ) 3
a trail of soap Sudcs llorror seized them ati the sight they saw

. - .
below: there, a little way down the‘street, was Dottie carrying
a large p&atter. On the platt cr, which‘she held precariously -

abvove her hoa&——inrn~five‘or six magnificent Greek 1obste$s. .

2’

And 1n<h manacing circlo surrounding Dottie and the. lobster -

.

platter were a dozén of tho meanest, hungriest residentg of the
T . ”

P 2 .
igland: the tgks of Hydra. Then ¥n the next sccond, driven on
by the stroné lobster sméll, the cats began to pounce'one after
3 :’ . .
the other onto Dottie herself. The mcowiﬁg grew louder and -

. o, ¢ ‘ v ,
attracted oven more catd: Suddenly, several of‘thep, using a

%

staircase as a launching pad, dove throﬁgh the air'smncg‘onto )

the platter itself! ‘ s

The shock of thiﬂ caused Dottie tb scream and trip on tho ( ‘

’ \

© cobblestones. Losing her balancc, she fcll rorward, catapulting

the lobsters right onto tho.cats. Pandomonium bquo loose. While

-




.

Dottie:sat dazed,. amidst ;&Fbea of bro??n‘porcelain,-cats of - ¢
every déscripfionlwilély tore the lobsters to pieces. ’ Twenty,

- K3

: ~uth§rty,,forty-cats appeared from every access, of all shapes, - +
' - . ’ z . . o

colours; sizes. Neafly every-cat in Hydra Jjoined the frayo The . N

w

cacophony of. meowinp was deareninp.. Catfights raged fiercely

A ) over 1obster morselse Cats lucky enénght to get anything streaked s
. . . .y
’ f' __off to savour the & *-ﬂrw'u:aﬁx7:rur:zznm.~W’?mﬁ:T3:ﬂuﬂrﬂnmnﬂﬂu

i © . .

In a (ew seconds the action was dragged to -a neighbouring .
' . alleye Only the ferocious meowing echoed in the air. Dottie,sat

. . ‘ . ) .

-7 f‘ ~ helpless, crying in th:?yiddle of the street' as the last cat

" ,left her side to Jodn the others. ”’? R

tes

. Adrian and Vicky stood motionless in the yard above. It° .
1) * ;

"'had all happened in a matter of seconds. Milt, awakaned Qy the: Lo
o . noise, now appeared at their side, gi;bfounded. ) ?3 - o
s * .ot N PO -
é? ) ' ' "Wha=what happened? " What's wrong with Dottie==where are L '
a . ‘ - . ® ’

3

the lobsters?"

“ " Adrian explained, not quite sure what he'd witnessed had "o '

B ¢ y

1 .
{' . . g . , P

actually happeneds . s
‘ , _ : \ .
@ . . " "What?" cried Milt, "You mean she fed.:them oupn lobsters?"
' - . . N N

No, no, nd. That wasp’t it., Adriad tried to ekxplain it agatn:f
P

Milt seemed to understand but was quite unpdrturbed. Jie

v Jl » ‘ . " .. h:.q
! ' o 1eaned over the _wall and shouted down .the street' "Say, Dottie, e
R ‘w9 .
N ' stop that crying now. You Just go on back and get us Bix more .
.1 . i v.- . . . K \ .
lobsters. The fire's just right. D'ya hear?" .

o
by
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—Among«thé spectators who had appeared on thqif:£a1conies .
and tbrracea, Adrian noticed the fisherman's wife a ii'ew‘ houses

[

over. A vengeful cackle emanated"fﬁom her mouth. The gold

téeth glittered in thé -sun. -
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DIt Iaa the time of day that Coatas Yooked for'ard to.noré
-thén any other,,,and 'ith it, 1n the 1u/b>rJ}e of a kind ’Octobt
t- '(-a M Nor g
" gun, canme the sigubs he reliahed anvo 111 else. Sit g amidst:
the clutch of netdi ‘tables under the’ a'nins ot tho hg‘gng;gn,
& N < A l.
barely Iistened to what his old friend. Nichulia Kardﬁekas was .
_ YA
aayiug. _The passiug(show on.Pigrae%:s nlin\gquaro was flr too .
k/ . . '
/;goﬂ to mis a moment of it.- j‘ o

"Here I've Sean pr ttling away About 'hnt happgppd at the -tort

1 . or EY ‘-‘
toda? and yoy haven't heard a~vord. Your, nind Juut 'andera off.
R .
" '» 4 ¢ 4
[ 3% ! . ~
20 \ r
“a e’ :ﬂ,- TN <,
. ' ‘:‘i\ w ) 14 6“1" .k‘ ) .';- ‘: ’
» 4 - ' . -t
A o [y . ° :
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. N . ‘ . . '
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’ . . . ] }’ N
. & ."‘). @ -.1 . b4




15

4
« - .
) . ~ . -
N - Pr)
IS . LS . \\ . .

And mpark my words, Costaki,’you're getting worse every day!"™

"Sorry, Maki," Costas said. "It's Just that:-ah-after a- o,

day at th; ministry py’eyes are dying'fb ?ae something besides
) A

‘paperwork. What were you saying?" . ’ N )
i Both men took & sip)or thick Turkish coffae from their . ,
, q
) '\ ‘ ataiuod demi—tassea- Michalis started up his monologus with o

\ reneved vigour while COBtag' head again tugned imperceptibly
.. from his friend.to the shapes moving acnogs-##¥ square. And as

their daily ritual continued the only thoyght that pi&ged’at X ‘ -

Costas was whether or not he -was in fact getting worsc.

‘He couldn't help it if the women 6f Wthens were to his

© 1iking, could he? Itjjis.completely normal, he ot himself, ‘;:;
} .. for a healthy Greek male to observe the opposite sex this way. .- ’

] .\ 0 I3 + .
- Begides, what harm’vaa there in merely looking?’ Was he like those

t - B ed

. nad wdnnnizera Hadj‘petroa and Stamatelos at the: uinistry who had -
9 \ . N
affairs left and right, lying to their vives avery time they set

. toot out the door? No. that was not Costas Pinellia. His was

.

: - a happy family: two loving daughtora, a wife he respected vho N
was a good cook and kept their home apotless, and even tolerable

’in-llva who livod far enough away to rqnain tolerable. '911.

what of it if after sittoen years of narriod life ;e 1ndhlged I ‘ ‘ ‘
‘himself a 1ittle at the sight of other women? Tt ’was, atter all, (

eq3?lntely nornal. ,

* ’ : .The two ;en aat %ﬁ‘u{:?ient'o{:rarq,silnncc, kichilis'haviAg

. finished another ‘episode in the on-going saga of his boss and . .-

C e
.
[ ~ ' . » ,
3 N 5

¢ . [y . . @ e, 4 - . k

. ~ [ . "

. . B .
' . o
.
. '
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Undertaker, the stock assistsnt. Costas stopped snoothing down
his toothbrdférmoustache and absently reached into the pocket

of his 'riniled suit jacket. He pulled out his well-vorn worry
beads and began tumbling them Thythmically through his fingers.

His eyes‘ however, had not left the scene of fh@vbusy square where

)

a steddy stream of srangey-yelrov trolley buses disgorgsd their

ooty v Py g g Jortimsegnd bekotigf it gpeiminent gt

- eontents oY buxom secretaries, Eeavi“lidaed salesgirls and

+ y
¢

housewives returning home from shopping.

" Ah, just look at that 1ittle chestnut filly...now she's one

with po;enéial.. A bit short mayhe, low-slung, but- £0lid all the

P

way through. Manaemou! If I only had her for & weekend on Aegina,

I'd show that 1lttle rump a thing of two! And there, that big

~one in the red blouse...no' there's some pair of melons! Po-po-po‘bo...'

! ”And the best part of the story," Hichalis added as though
= his opilogue had beqn incubating and was now ready to hatéh, "ias - 7
?

that Undertaker really had worked all‘through his lunch timo. '

Only there wasn't anyone gqlse there to prove 1itl!"

"To prove what?" Costas asked innocently.

. A <
- ) '

"To prove~~there! ~See what I mean? You're off again!
- - . o
Ihat'% with. you Costaki?" Michalis leaned closer. ?"1 knov, I
// '
know. It'sg,the dames again. eh? You dop't have. tg}‘oll me, ;jr\\

{—

can see £t by the dribble on your lips. What's the nattor-aren't

.- you getting enough of it at home or what?"

e
R "Ah, come on, Maki. You know this is different. I mean, : e
- v . , >
. . " e e N
. ~ ..l/l ’ a
- i ' ’
\ b B .

"

Fi




A5

v
‘' c

. ’ !
Rinyo is the perfect wife-~faithful, kind, B good cook too. ' :
Have you ever heard me comp n? But it's qnfy natural to=eah=-to
t.

look over the passing talen Especially today's young stuff in

those short skirts+ Ha!l They‘re getting so short, why do they

bother wearing them at all?" -
L i

"To. keep guys. 1ike you out of jail, that's why," chided/ Michalise.

We-can’t talk politics. Hoﬁey we don't have~--~that's nothing new.
Playing tavli becomes an obsession. So what's better than h% i e .

a 500}1 look? I suppose you never look them over, never let them .

‘

. get you excited, eh? Didn't think yau\uf-e past it, Maki." - {

N . : ’
Costas arched back in the saggy canvas chdir as though he'd ) e '
kicked”the winning goal, ) B P
] : "Past it? Ha!l- That,'g;{a\“l_augh. You kno/ne better than -

that. I may have a few yeara) on you, but I'm not ready fo&‘ fny_

-
9

. - . E .
.. walking papers yet!" The older man repeated a gusty ha! under

N B 2

his breath to ~m‘l't.i convictio\ﬂ his claix‘:u. .

“Ovjerhead, the Ellinikon awning was swiftly being rolled . ;
‘ /‘v \\ B .‘

T

bacl[ by a pimply youth in black pants, thus announcing the end

day and the boginning df evening. Matrons pushing o;ersized_ 5

. of

T , S

] ) blb& prans were hurriedly aki% their way home from the Alsos, . '
f . ’ ' . ‘ = ' ‘

the' :’oodod park acrosa the-isquare, having gossiped longer than

. LS L.
- they should have. The two men, themselves prol'pnging their g ~

v

N ' inevitable departure, lingered arhile before Michalis finally

+

e . -paid for the ciffees.

N

r . ' ‘ . :
’ ¢ - ) U
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"Mind you don't follow tye choicest rump of the da} 1n£o~
the wrong house," advised Michalis Epckingiy. "Her éuaband
might not like it and sené you £1ying thro*gh the viﬁdo'l" :

"Don't worry, I know when to stop,' Costas retorted.

-

"Yassou, Maki. See you tomorrow." .

Costas made his way up the steep hills of Pagrati to little

P

S Baﬁafﬂaa Sf!ﬁ&t mr&mmwmt tﬂm "Bbuuu

. waiting for hin like a tombstone. Going up on either side of
it were modern, taller and, it seemed to hin, finer buildings.
gﬁf' .'He found himself again wishing he. could move his family(inxo one

of them. High up there it would be copl, and the penthouses

~

would look down even on the‘Acropolis. If he could only afford
. those rents, he thoughf. tken quickly dismissed the idea.
wDid you buy them, Daddy?" Maria had run, to the door to-

greet her father. After the customary hug his younger daushter

waited for a reply.:
. . . .
: ' _®Buy what, my mouse?"

b 3 .
"The picnic tickets for Yanna apd me." ;- .

t
5.

No, I forgot.. Besidea, 14 littlo one, the titket
Gb‘

y from ny office." Maria hung her h ad and

"Oh, tha
pgent is a long
éeeing this her father quickly Qdded, “But firs§ thing tomorrow

/

I'11 phone and reserve two of the best seats on the B&p. Oka

" The child segmed happy with this assurance and Costas looked

L]

-

up to see h{s wife standing by fhg\kitchon. v

I3 -
“ .

. "“Costaki, it's you, I didn't hear you come in."
: ~ o / o



~ » . o [y a - . hd

A UL o o T T R
A
N

e

- P
- i N -
- 87
o v-"n;seou, Rinyo:" He went over to give her his usual peck on . )
the chéek. . | ) ? ’
"Thought you'd be home earlier tonight," she sai; with a )
touch of annoyance. P A o N
”» . .
;, "Well, you know Michalis and his atories-once he(gets going
you can't turn him off. Where's Yanna?* ) .
e s Py F4F BORSWOTR; 1 WOUTARTE TLBTURD RORST s e
v ‘Rinyo took off per soiled apron p.nd qmoothed the contours
6f the f]:oral, dress she wore nearly‘ svery day.. She had spent '
more time making suppér than she should,’have,‘and iiQ" she would ¢ )
have to hurry. She. left Coétas to his newapf:er\vhila‘ she brushed oy
her ha’ and mut on some lipstick. Her hair, s;e knev, was in ‘
, naed 0} a h;airdo but it would have to wait. She didn't 1like going - . . i
out not-lool&ng her best. : Cs | | .
e ‘ wied botlter be goings It's late eénough."
[ | "Going?" Coéjtas' face emerged from the sports page, puz%led. (l
"Yes, to my mgthbrts. It's Thuraday—reueuiber?" Rinyo 7 A .
“uid tartly,: :lndi;nant that he should forget the nekly duty . .
. ’ . :
call to hor luing parents. * B 3 .
. ’ ot course! How could I forget." o ) R ,& t )
"The supper's ready and just needs warming up. - I suppc;se L .
' ' you'lre goi.ng'to watch a gamg on teiovision." * z\\ "y 5
\ "m 5..0, ny dfaar," beauned Coatas. "'It"a Panathinaikos and ':
Olympiakos tonight!" Costas always’ g?t\. eﬁ:tedrvhon l'\:f.a team, .
; 'Olympiakos, played; but this grew to a frenzy whon-e"m'x: ‘they played . %{W’
: : . - . - ’ i
. o v \ e -. ] . .
- ( \ o, v T ‘ \\,-1/: |




. I‘could have driven you there and back in no tine," Costas aai@

\ _ 88

. .
their football rivals, Panathinaikos. : N
“yellq that should keep your nose in the {elevision set,"

Rinyo said with a teminine lack of understanding in such matters.
e ]
#Oh, look at the time. It's a bad hour to be going acrose the city.

"Now, if It'd bought that car Lentzos was eelling last spring

41
?/

-
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The ride to the working=-class suburb of Kypseli 'here
Hinyo's parehts lived required a change of trolley buses, ‘and ehe-

hated the jostling crowds after shopping hours. She hurriedly
1 ,

3

which matched her husband's, extended a cheek for him to kiss

lightly. . 2

$,

‘"Yassou! Regards to your parents. And watch out,” he
called jokingly after her, "for the men of Kypseli!"
No sooner had Costas settled down to watch the ganme. than

L

he satibolt upright' the commercials were oHi. This was another
N N ' } 4
of his favourite pastimes as,. inxfriably, the advertisere used

T a bevy of sun-tanﬁed beauties to hook the viewer’ into 'atching.

Costas needed no invitation as he leanod clpser to the screen

to inspect the various dimeneione, front and rear. of the Pepei .
Girl, the.Kolynos Toothpaste Queen and the Sanyo Sweotheart. ’

He recoiled invardly at the eigh#/’r each as, flad in the

flimeieet outfite, they paraded their wares before his dilating
. s ) ¢ '

eyes. ] ' Y -

. . H . . PR
.put on her faded blue Jacget and d}aving heraelf fo full height, /7// A

o

Q



‘ Ro=po=po! ' Look at the wiggle on*that ‘one...what I'd give /j
[ v ’ .

. - ) :
to get my toeth foto that! Ah, and the Pepsi Girl ‘this year has

* *

a great set up front...not like that ironing board of a thing they

v

uged before'.;.thia one packs.a wallop!

‘ | L ' s o o ) L
o e e ——.,—;—?I:t%mMndLM:fr szﬁm:dﬁs,l?iﬂnﬁ.tn?tiﬁ_ﬁds.;ﬂ}?&:%hﬂz;ﬁ}’g‘h'ﬂ;i R

e Pimerm e o

of the filing cabinet had reached the office door. This told him, ‘

v . . [

without the embarassment of looking at his 'at'ch, thatv there was o .

onfy a half hour left in the work day. He made as though to tidy

-

- .up his desk by shuffling one staqk of papers onto another, a ,
) 'favourizte'. dodge of his. o : ]
'#Finished early, are-ygu, ﬁnelllia?“ His rieighbour:Stamatelos
a;'ched a diaﬁ&lievins eyebrow. ' ; - ' B -

"Well, .there's 1ittle I can do until that Larissa report S

-

) >
~ comes in. Let's hope it's in tomorrowts n.iJ%" Costas could

feign enthusiasm as well as anyof:e.‘ f'.I think I'll go and wash '

)

b

1

my hands."’

2

"It there was any real benefit in beihg a clerk in the, H:l;niatry
. . g

¢

e o of Economics it was this moment, thought Costas. Outside his i

~

. office he chécked liis watch and decided to take thé“sy{irs two

by two 80 as not to mies her. It was almost 'the exact time

, - that Miss Pantelidea, the deputy minister's secretary, made her
. e ’ ' .

,r' déﬂy trip to the ladies room boforn&leaving. ‘He ;;oeitioned.

himoelf at the top of .the staircase, pr‘{uparod to view the most
5 | . :
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.
massive, best developed and lowest cut bosom in the whole einistry.

!" And to complement it, as Costas well knew-often‘havin% allowed
her to climb the stairs in front of him==she had a Grade A pair -

of buttocks.: .

o

“ He dashed briefly in‘to the men's room to make the most of .,

his receding hair. On coming out he saw her at the bottom of

N stepped aside and watched the 'come hither' movenonta of her B - . = \"
hips, thp- firm roundnesa of her posterior.

— .4,/' <., . }‘) '[(‘

I/
. . . ! " d
" s ’ .8, ' o ° v .
(\ . a -.'l‘ Ay . !
. - . \\a‘
- ) / ’ -l '\'.m\y\_ . M)\“'k” .

the stairs taiRing €o "ﬁadjipet?’é‘g‘.‘“"‘T%W'*"'é"";""ﬂ”“" 'e“ly-circulated '

re

rupaur in the ministry that he and Mise Pantelides were having an
" affair but Costas disbelieved it. What would such a lovely creatnrel

want vith an unctijous old man like him? If only he had Hadjipetros'

1
‘sala.ry, Costas - thought, he'd show her what a good time’ really 'as!

-

P ‘Caxr rides, tavernas, expensive clothes, parhaps even a little

gg, cohi Sre where hel could quell her many passions. If he only

-

h&d the money. gy . N :
v * . . - . N oo+

Fihally she came up thé stairs. Costas pointed his head
. the other \tay,whlil‘s his eyes anxjre]gtftic'msiy f?aa}:ed.
v ' "Why, ‘go'od afternoon, Miss Pantelides." ' L,

. "Oh, it's you,Mr. Pinellis.® .

"Yes, just putl.tin_g the finishing touci}ea ‘to another day.
ok
Did you have a busy one?" R . ‘ T

N - .
"Busy? My poor fingers are worn to the bone from ‘typing._

I can't wait to get home to noa.k them in hot water. Excise mm‘."

- v Q \

With thoughts of soothing baths and aensual naasagea he “ a




Homes..¥ith her... PO=po=po=po !

* .
Q \ .u !
e

Costas had almost forgotten that,it was Thursday and- he
- . . 7 .

" had pi-(;mised to pick.up the tickets for Yanna and Maria affcor
A ’ . A

work. As usy /; he'd left it to the last minute as the youth

r

club picnic was on the 'eekend.. But he _found that 1t 4idn't

e o =y o T T ESuhy

S

....... SRRt e ATt it 1 R R P T

utter since, after going to the ticket agent%s on PatissiOn

\\ Street, there was a good number of places available on the bus.

3

It was still early when Costas had _picked up the tickets

9
and he decided to stroll down thef busxling, mercantile boulevard
o &

~
~.

[

r

It was a pa.rt of Athens he liked but never goé to visit any more.

n o

N Of course, they aometines passed through here qn the trolley,

on the way to B;hyo'a parent:s 1n Kypseli. But Qhat was on

Snndaya when the big stores were closed and the area had a.
-~
tnnerpal sook gbout it . T . ¥

bl L ]
Tonight it <'88 very mh?ﬁ alive. and Costas swung freely ' -

dovn the street in the pleasant au&umn air. Rinyo would be at
her mother'a and the girls had enough to occupy them until he

got homo. Rinyot's cousin)Mho was visiting them would see to

supper.. Everything was as At shool& oo .

. . , . I . .
» ..  As he'd misscd his after-work ritual with Michalis, he.
‘hought he might treat himsel'r to some ice cream in Fokinos

., |Negrou Square. He renembered a cn!‘& among thq many smart ones

-
I -

- "{ » K ‘ Y
. thét¢ which made its.own exquisite brand of 1co cream.

It would

or Patission. Brisht 1ghts, busy shops, crowds going to cinemase.

-
v
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~

also be, he thought, an excellent opportunity to view the passing
N R 4 ) “\\ - N

show and compare it to the one in his liome square in Pagrati. Hé/_
e ot - ~ )

liked doing things like that. b \:
b \%gstas found the café he wanted and installed himself at a

- h . ! [ . .
f table whose view command;d most of the square. Children's crieé/

» .

- . y ) “ L N\ . ]
could be heard, objecting-to the nannies who ineisted on taking

»

~

them home. - Early evening strollers were out in force and Costas

\\ L 4

soon singled out the women to his liking. Under thé freshness

. of the big maple trees that studded the square several tables

were filling up with the evening clientele. \
Y

‘The ice cream arrived, a special cassata with glazed fruit,

e

but was not-as good as Costas remembered it. He finfshed it

. quickly and leaned back to tatéh the crowd while absently twirling

 his worry beads. o ‘ .

¥ .,

fé@f‘. He had cast several glances their way and each time had

found them to be increasingly affectionate to one another, a

‘

r‘:;ty among Athenian couples. Costas liked pubdblic diQplays of
. * \ 4

~
T ~ .

¢ affection and was aroused by the man's attentiveness. Although

\\\\\; the woman had her back to Costas, he could tell from the man's

RN

stroking of her face under her wide hat and by the closeness of
’:\\\*1§h01r heads that they were very much in love. She must be a
beiuty, thought CQQtag. because her escort himself was a handsome

It

. . young man, dressed in a gtylish suit.-

° . s
- ~ .
. s f ,
-
.

LY .

Avong those vhd caught his eye was a fouple in the pneighbouring



. dark, well=cut skirt clung to her. The fullness of this rear

*the direction the couple had taken. In the half-twilight ha

.thouéht he'd play one 'of his old games and follow them awhile.

u T . W ~N
~. . ~, N

\ . ) . i N
In a-little while the cgupl}'got up to leave and j;atas .

immediately noticed the woman's tallness‘anﬁd?hov close

-

¥ het

\

view made hin siﬁgh audibly. The man opened a silver cigarette ’

case, 1it up and paid the waiter. ! : o

~

As the couple left, Costas decided that he too should be

on his way. He paid for the ice cream and started -atrollins in

He soon caught up dut kept several feet behind theu B0 he could -

Tw

enjoy the 'oma-x's movecents without being xp,ti/ed.
The vaman's rroud walk on her higeh heels,: her rhyi‘:h;_iic
s¥ay, herpfimly ;'oun.d.;d calves, her statuesque hcigh‘t-—-
Costas allowed all these to :;Elucg him into a state he had not . °

known in years. This was better than anything he bad seen 1n
N SN ;

Pagrati Square=-or/in Omonia for that matter. She had fay
\ -
more class than Miss Pantelides ever could, he thought." In

. - \
fact this was the best show he remembered ever seeing.

Po=po~po=po! MNow that?s what I call perfect Grade Al

»

Firnm, full, r‘ipe-‘-yesj, a ripe woman...Tall, the way I like them,..

£

With a walk like & goddess...Ah,; what eéistasy we could know!...

~

~ follow from\ihe rear and prolong his onjomnt. or advnncc to

- e e e

“Indec gion was building up inside COatas now: ghould ho

S

i .




. { | ! ¥ \ . ' /{\\; :—\\
. . mee what delights she offered trom ‘the front? His spoM '

Anstinct to make her the all-time Grade A specimen triumphed C
. I ~ N .

‘and he quickened his pace, . . / e T .

Yalking at an oblii;ue angle to the couple he soon drew ®

- . ° B s

abreast of then aeveral feet away. The sight was nore thkan he . ,

N\ ’ . v

had hoped [for. Through her open, \ell-tailore jacket Costas

~ could discern the fulsome a’hapes he prized so much and, in a

. )
\ - .
L

/econd crushing glance, the f‘gco he had known for more than

— fﬁf . ' ° . .ot e~
~ - - . - =
- - sixteen years. N ' s
~ * . - [
. .~ . - . - . . - - i}
¢ \/ - ! L4 . ‘ e °t e
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. SECOND MEETING , .

The Marineé Venus: a statue of a !
{ wifhn! period uncertain: found at . .
’ : the bottom of Rhodes harbour:
R -danasect‘ibyuma-water»_o;g_grmwg_ln_ned
" ' her original maturity for a . -
rediscovered youth. , ’

< ==Lawrence Durrell,

‘ : ' . Reflections on a Marine Venus

e

I bave looked forward to seeing Lindos for so many
years that now I approach the actual sight of it with
apprehension. Perhaps Fif. jEG because, in the back of ny'

lind; I feel that the real thing pdles before one's image

v

, N , 3



‘a

«

. ™ . o
’ . . ‘'

of it. Or perhaps (and this is more likely) it is because she

is here and waiting, and this éakes'ig not just like any old trip.

'The bus whines gaihfulry up the crest of fh§ last hill.

'ﬁén it lurches over; we begin the sharp(AEScehp irto Lindos.

Our‘thrée hours of .torture will
%

So my Greek neighbour tella‘me.

¢

soon be over. Through our brief exchanges in my broken Greek,
o

'I‘ve learned that g; has been doing Rhodos-yindos twice a week

since he retired-once to market, once to visit his brother% » -

"1

‘This is routine.

Itﬂp nothing.

But this isn't nothing. Otherwise '

Take it\éagz,'heart.

You hoard the man, it's nothing.

"Ihy»the-pweaty palms? And why can't I glow the beating inside?

1“There!" he rasps.:

“"You can see the Acropolis.

P
Of course;, .

e

3

1t is not as bdg ag the one in Athens. But 1t is Just as
beaut;ful." He smoothesvdonn 'his thin 'hite hair- and*inoks—oun :

. ¢ i i ~ N . .
the window approvingly. , .t

The rock=gcarred }andséape leads to a clump of éymﬁétrica}

3

’ pillars. Frosty greon olive trees stab the hillsides. I look-,

i

'pn lﬁtansont of’ the sun.

into a slanting sun and in-the blindness that follows, I gee "

1

her aﬁiie, hear her laughter. The questions réthrn. Did I
“leave 1% too lato?v A weok iater than v; said--not so much, is
it? 1Is ahe still here? "Did she meet-? d‘ ' .

The, uhitevashed hqusas of kindos appear as iridescent cubes

‘In the distance. cybblestone streets’

-

_can be made out. jho-old Hercédeq bus grinds its way dg'n.the .

‘ .
- - . L)




* . ’ . ’ ' i

' . . . ¢ [ . .
near-vertical road; a pagsing muleteer curses ud.. is quite

4 ° oo
. : ) . ) T

different to where wé met on Sifnos. ‘And'even moreso than

primiéive Santorini, ihere'we tooklseparate boats .to different

islandéo . S N oM
= . A

In the month between Sifnos and Sanioriniiye’hépbily

tacked our way from island to island, through the Aegean

L
-~

Meltemis. We'd land and look for a quiet spot away from the

®
pulse of the island. Thq little coastal villages vgere few K )

| 2. . v, a

tourists got to, where nobody spoke English., Here, w# would

. f .

explore the far reaches of the island, 'U;'d'falk and listen

to the sea. We ‘'would feast on the sound. of the 'aves a?d on
]

our newfound love. Then she had her doubts. Was it merei’\}\

~ a ~ .

‘summer romante? Too good to last? The first mebting is in.

s

. the boat for Rhodes. ﬁ' R .t . &

h O . ) o I na

2 ~
o

one happen, the 5ods are in your 1ap. . o ;

| .

+ And so came-the idea td go off in dif!erent directions for

a couple of veeks-to see 1f it would happen- What happened

this happen in your mid=thirties? Butzit did. That (and 5btt1ns

lost on a neighbouring island (intentionally?) thereby missing

a
< .

LY ¢

“"We're hore-L1ndos'“ the old man says victorieunly. He

stretches his pbump form up ‘to the rack,to retriove his straw

[

"hat. I ask him if he knows this address. He nods, smilsé to

.
L “

. to me was a solid case of procfaatination and self=doubt. Should




L4

-
. .
. . . X

’ 'ﬂ f ’ .. : [ oL ‘.
. . g

- @ ‘ ‘

"' himsqlf. She'd 'hastily writfyn acpes. to her thidd fetter

Ll

4{ "ired of Wa/i% Guess you won't ghow. If yoy do, I'I1 be
C ‘ L Lt
at Frangng' in Lindos. Rhodos is hell!" o e '

. 1 was disturbed i:y the tone in her letters, each one

” ’ 5 . . | 12 » ‘
sounde_d more hopeless than the last. She had expectedrI'ﬁ\ be . - -, )
. .in Rhodos to meet her as arrdnged. Had I changed my mind?| :
TR = : h \
‘Had something happened to me? When after five days of sweltering ‘-
aE . \

heat and' crawling tourists I hadn't arrived, she left for }

'Lindos with'a Greek named Frangas (no ovthex".qd.etails given). -
. 3

In Lindos there would at least be space to breathe, shg'_wrote.

Q

and a decent place to stay.

r

We bundle off the bus wii:h the usual Greek push a.nd shove.

© .

The old man shuffles ahead in silence while I follow,

.
I

aid;stopping mule droppings in the street. The late afternoon o ¢

z

B N
buzz of activity has already begun; and locals, still rubbing. \ . _
their eyes from xaploma, are ordering deingtasses of Turkish
. ) .
. Ch /
. . Fa
* coffee in cafés. 0ld friends are pairing off in tavli matches. :

-

The women, staying well out of earshot of their men, chatter ’ .

with the day's gossip. Already, for 46. the town ig living ‘ .

’ - 3 - ! . /}
up to its name=-~'protiy'=-as my gaze takes in the 1mcm _
awesp-of white houses and sandy beaches below. A

Wt
7 g d

"Ask in there," orders % old man. "This is Frangas' LY

N

shop.™

- . '

s
-



[ v M

A shop? .In my surprise I almost forget to thank Rim.” -

A3

He puts out a gnarly hand and we exchange yassous an:i 33‘10.35.

¢

"

A good %oul. I enter the shop; a lumpy,middlesaged woman

I

waddles towards me.

"Pogtcard? Souvenir of Lindos?" o ’ ‘
"I am looking '{or Frangas. 1Is he here?":

The business smile disappears. "I am Kyria Frangds,"
§he says through gold teeth. "You must want my son, b\fcau'se
* hy hu;band‘is dead, Go@ rest his soul."

"Yes; is he here-:-your son?"

7 » ’

2o

',"ANDONEE‘E!" she shrieks in the general direction of )
. IS ;’ ¢ . .

3

u"ps.tgira' S " . - .
. g ..':' In a mi;nute or t'.vo a short, awarthy,' curl;r-hai\red boy
e~ -
\}appears still_ in pyjamass ) N
o "What do youo "ant?""he asks slee.pily. ) -
h " I ¢ame forward to meet him. "Oh-ehellos Sorry to get
. you out ‘of bed. I';n--I'm looking ;‘or’ the American girls
\ A tal]: girl withe=" . ’ | ‘
"I know, I kxluow,'i he\cuté in, coming "closer to inspect
e me. "She is not here.’' Who are you?" -

v - s

"] 'peayhe=her friend., She's expecting me. We were to -
- " meet in Rhodos but I==" f

"Ydu'didn';. come. I know, she told me about you," he

says. I detect a note of smugness. His features are fine, ¢




-~

s looks pleased with himself, standing in blixe-st_riped pyjéms

]

A}

-4

© .the p}oripher:} of my vision and re=form themselves, maké ne

.

< . ‘.‘

well-formed.' Hié ﬁair is long for a Greeky and he looks .
o ' ,

v

ilder than he ‘probably is. I can see why she would like him,

except that he's _aftort and she'd often lamented the fact that .

\ . :
mos? Greek men.were shorter than she was.

_+ "Will you fell me where I can find her? She wrote that '

she would be here." .

? erse

-} B * ’ .
His eyes, large and dark, size me up for several seco.nds.{

-2

“She might b'e\ staying in a private house. At the other end

?

of town." He slowly bégins walking to the doorvay \and% -

{ 11

Aollow instinctively.

4

N
-

~ "You gee the first .street croséinXa one? Turn right
: ~ . -

e a 1little churéh,

on 1t ard walk to the end. - Thére, op

-

1a~'KIy‘r{.a Argyro's house., She might be there." _He stops and

. g .
. v ‘
at the doorway of his mother's:shop. I sense questions coming

. .. ©y
and before he can get them out I thank him and start walking ..

N »
e, ’
'

a

down the cobblestone street. iy

{ = L

*

WHey," he'calla\out. "She was worried. Every day for a

week she met the hoata‘ in Rhodos." .

N “ . . ¢!

I nod, wave, 'fee,l guilty. "I'm here now," I call back.

°

: He shrugs and disappears into the souvenir ah:)p.

-
]

The white houses form themselves before me, pass by on

i L]

thin\f of the first ones 1 saw thisg summer=-on the island of

] | . 5

PR




\ . . L L 101
* . - ' . \ . . - . .
s '] .

b Sifnos. In tiny Castro -théy weren't .as large or-as well built

as these, not so immaculatelfr whitewashed; s(;u, they opened

¢

their doors to me thét daye A’x;d then to her when she arrived

on the late evening boat. , ‘ ' ¢

YWhere can I stav? Can they vput me uo here? Would you mind

translatint for me?!' It had been easy and natural, seemingly

fated. Meeting a helpless foreigner in a hidden corner of a
small island: It made me f;el_ so, important, almest powexri‘ul,

to have someone like that, dependiné on me. -'Sorry my bar is

-

. s0 heavy. Itt's full of books, mostlv.™ . ) <, -

'

The cobblestones-of Lix;dos now bring back the other

i

o ‘ cobblestones:' San Miguel Allende, two yearé ago.. ,The

a

- ‘ . pre=honeyrmoon trip .with Diana. (How diMerént;%be is frém '
.'. f B
her!) The hotel troubles, the Mexican police, a night of
! ot -

- estrangenent. Then the final blow==the conijontqtion, calling

> ,

-

off the engagement, the inevitable break-up. Why did I think

[

‘ it vpuldn't happen again? It had happened so often before.

i

It ;vas ny ‘style-=ot lack of iteeny patfern. - N '_ ~
! ' o . ' But I keep telling myself: thi,s'tj_.me it"s different. She's

: ' different from the otherse A1ln different. Older now; ma}be .

.

even proverbially wiser? Don'tqr‘xold back. Show her, Tell -

\J

f B ] . .
+ her. Make her feel you mean it. You do mean it. \Don't hold
. ?

A}

¥ back! . L .- . .
. . » . . ’ ,

-

"Who are you lookin§ for?" The screech of a-voice above Jolts

o




L
-

R : S . :
. me. "Who are you,looking for?" repeatg the old hag on'a
. v . . ..

balcoiny overhead. . ,; . o ;

A |

- "The house of Kyfia Argyré. Do you -know where it 1is?" . . ,

- "You're standing outside it. Knock and she will come." v ' $

{ r . .
Large oak doora“inlaid in a blue-white plaster grame. o Sy

”~

I knock 'and 'airt; my heart races on. * e . - Y

! \ . o N . oL /
"Yes? What d6 you want?" A dark-haired woman with a ;

< \ ._

round face stands back and eyes me suspiclousty.  ~» - , ¢
N [}

2
/ -

"Oh, hello. I'm looking for someone==-an. American girl.
Frangas said she might be staying here. Are you Kyria ,/ . .

/
+

krgyro?” o o ’
. \ 2 B a , <2 . . ‘.,
v “"Yes; who are you?" Y -

. . T ,
' ! “Itn & friend of the American girl. You know, the’tall- T

one with the long hair. She's expecting me. Is she here?"

"No."

v "No? ' But Frangas said==" .
N "’ wShe ig ai:ayins'hore," the woman breaks in. "But she

. . : 3" A
48 not here now." She straightens imaginary creases on her

< saock. Not quite middle=~aged, she must have been quite

attractive before filling out in the way of'all Greek mothers.-

" : ' ®] gee," I Bay, somewhat relieved. *"When will she be back?"
: - A
/

) I L \
> wShe went swimming this afternoon. She should have been !
» .

back by now." The woman allows the flicker of a smile, relaxesa ) .

y
1y . ”

' her stare. "She has been expecting you. Come and wait inside,




if you want to."

. - . . .

The courtyard is. long and cool. $rown doors lead off to . : :

e'eit:her side. These must be the.rooms. dne of fhéae;is "her \

6. ' - .
\ MY

' - roome The woman returns 'with a cane=back chair and the
' o \

customary glass of water. In rushing to firnd her I had been
L4 ®

. ) : . oblivious to my other needs/t I belt back the vater greedily.

“+

. N ."'Perhaps I coul‘c-l leave my bag 4n her- roorﬁ,'& I ask, "and -

try to find her at the beach. I'm tired of carrying it aro!?!l o

-

"Well, yes. 1 suppose it's all right,* she replies cautiously.

. —w'

T. . L Shé opens 6ne of the scrat%hed brown {!oors{ coolness wafts

out. Inside I see familiar bags, books and clothes. She 1g

| . , _ .
heres« I can smell her, almost touch her! The room is typically

| B - N,

Y

K S 'simple and small. A double bed with a white embroidered : S

| . ) ; /c./.(" .

DR bedspread. A table beside it, a chair by ‘the window, I ' .
hesitate before going ing the woman follows me closely. E: put S

-* my bag down by the foot of the bed. Lying open on the table '

“ 1

next to a pile o/f bobks.is a spiral notebook; I recognize it -
o as her Hiary. . Should I look at it, invade her pr.ivae&y? fd - T

#  must know how she feels mow. The woman 18 watching me like a .
- a | . .
hawk. I casually pick up the notebook as though it'aﬂ of no

imfortance and read the last. entry. It is dated thres days./

aSOO . . ’ f ! ¢! ’ - I -

Thursdax, August 17th . R T

- «j : Today was even hotter than yesterday. . Still <uo sign. .
Don't know vhether to stay or go ons If only I cofld
. . 2 ‘ﬂ . A \

3




te

Wk

-
.

J + Did. it show you something it has yet to show me?. While

" way to the bedch. ' ) . - )

. under me, and I'm hopping from rock to, rock down to the 'ater's .

.look up the rcy_:lq sides, vglk\baek again. No sign of her .

. spote - Again I carefully scan the water, the bathers, and find

.talk to soméone.  Wish Judy weFfe around the corner, or . :

. .that I could ‘call her®in Cambridge. Frangas is kind, . < : ;

-+ - but- between dictionary Greek and sign languagg: we barely = . . 1
manage ess¥ntials. Don't know who to turn t¢. . Am friglgenect i
to-see myself this iay.' 1 can't spend every wight crying. e
Lave is still the most important thing to me, b I dontt “
know what it is, except that it's the thing other people s
experience. Vhere are yot? Why don't you come? - " In a )
‘month I will be 30.. You saw light five years before.

I was wasting away in the Harvard libpary, was there .- 1
something I should have been learning? _You too have been -

hurt: ,Maybe women are meant to be hurt and not say - .
anything. Maybe tomorrow? Lt . “ ' 4

1,

'

" Somewhat dazeds I'put down the notebook, a little guilty for

: . . - -~

pr.ying. I leave through _{he— oak doors as the woman points the
1 . . . - .

3

nEe]l tind 1t," a1 c¢call back, and hurry do\m tht narrow )

‘a3

lanes by the Acropolis of’ Lindos. I don't knov at what point

‘ S
I atarted running, but, soon the jagged patb to the bvay 13 ;

~ - A

s . o - s
edge.  In the late afterncon water thera'ax‘q only a handful of

r

bathers, the beach is de’serted. 1 valk the lengt'mof it. Sand "5 .

poure liborally into my tattergq sandals. I search the ‘water,.

-
—_

anywhere! o g - ; .
. ‘ & ’ -7
 Then in a mll. éandy cove I see it. The plnutch of ) :

objects’ that identifies one human from another.. her purplo

*

bnch tovg;, a thick paperbag:k. curved brown sunglassee..\ But(
. ;! ' ) - .
not her. ¢ It's just like her to pick-such a private, isolated. .

» [y .

-
A .
. . . ol
. -
.
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&
»_,/ ¢
23 N *
A »

pothing. ét is becoming a-puzzle, a car.efully-laid plot I°

s

" tell “the Sherlock side of me.- Fifst, Frangas! shop, thex‘x\

L o

~

N

Argyrols housey i(e;' room; and now the beach. But not here.
w Y Sy -
¢
There was only che place she could be. I hesitate at

¢
the water'!s edge. Then in a couple of secgnds my sweaty

. . . . . 8 . P .
ghirt, pants and sandals are off.. I Jump in and the water

3

. . » ] i
feels cool and weléc;me against my naked body. “Keeping away

" from the other batliers, I q’uiékly st.}ﬁm out to the middle of
the'bay. OccasionallysI at;;; % look aroynd 360 degrees
before pushipg on. Again, another twenty or thirty htrolc.eg

. B g

_and again a scan of the water. It's quiet out_here, very
qui:& ‘except f@r the masked and aned swim; snolrkeling‘ -

"a few yards ahead. The water in-the bay is caln and soothing,

IS

a pool of azure blue. .

M6vipg closer:to the figure, hgrd-wbreathj,ng@;:th the

tiredness of the day weighing on my Zvery. stroke, dfl’enly
’

recognize the bright pgrplavimst;it, the long auburn hair
tl;ailing'behind. Overhead, the temple.of the Acropplis

cas®Y its shadow on’ us as I swim forward to meet her in
’ P \ . ’ - '

- 4 ”»

the clear, ever=changing sea. . ' ‘




