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IIavw o’ Evav E€vo atiyo!

>ty "EMNn, Xplotovyevva 1931

Evtuytopévog mov €kave to tagidt tol ’'Odvooéa.
Evtuyiopévog av oto Eekivpa, &vimOe yepr TNy AppaTmold HLAG
aydmnng, amAwpévn péoa oo Kopul tov, oav Tig PAEPeg Omov

Bovilel T0 atua.

Midg aydmng pe dxatéAvto puOpo, dxataviknng odv Tr Povoikr kKal
TAVTOTIVA)G ylatt yevviiOnke oOtav yevvnOnikape xai oav
neBaivoupe, av mebaivel, 6&v 10 E€povpe olte €ueic olite AANOG

KAVEIC.

[MapaxaA®d tO 0ed va pe ouvipé€el va m®, 0€ WA OTIYUN) UEYAANG
gvdaipoviag, ot eivat adt) 1) dydmn:

kdOopat xdmote TPLYVPLOPEVOG ATTO TNV EeVITId, KL AKOU® TO LAKPLVO

Boliopd tng, oav tov axo Ttij¢ OdAacoag mov E€opiEe pE TO

ave&nynto 6poAdt.

Kai mapovoidletal umpootd pov, mdAl xai mwdAl, 1o @dvracpa 1ol

‘Odvooéa, P pdtia Kokkviopéva amo tol kupdtou v appipa

1 Ant6 to Tetpadio I'vuvaoudtov, A (1928-1937) (1940)
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KL 4710 TO0 peotwpévo moho va Eavadel Tov kamvo mov Pyaivel Ao )
leotaola 1ol omrtol TOU Kai TO OKUVAL TOU Tov Yépaoe

Tpoopévovtag otn Bvpa.

Stéketal peydrog, yibupifovtag avapeoa ot’ domplopéva tov yévia,
AbYla THG YA®WOoOoQAg pag, Ommc T ptAoloav mpiv Tpelg yIAddeg
xpovia.

AmA®vel pia maAdun pollaouévn 4o ta okowid kai to Soldki, pe
dépua dovhepévo amod 10 EepoPopl Ao TV kdya KL Amo TA

xLovia.

Oa “Aeyec g BéAeL va d1del TOV UmepdvOpwmo KikAmma mov PAémel
1 Eva pdati, Tig Zelpif)veg Tov oav TIg AKOVOELS EeXVAG, TN ZKUMA
Kai T XdpuPdn an’ dvdpeoo pag:

1600 mepimAoka Tépata, OV S&V PAG APVOUV VA OTOYXAOTOUUE TG

ftav KL avtog évag AvBpwiog tob tdAeye péoa oTOV KOOUO, ue
TIV YUy Kal TO odua.

Eivat 6 peydhog ’Odvooéag: €keivog mov eime va yivel 10 E0Avo dAoyo
Kat ot Ayatol kepdioave v Tpoia.
Gavtalopal TOG EpYeTaL va P’ ApUNVEPEL TOG VA PTAE® KL Eyw Eva

EUAvo dAoyo yia va kepdiom 11| Owr) pov Tpoia.



[ati WAd Tameva Kai ue yaAnvn, xopig tpoonddeia, Aeg pué yvopicet
OV TTATEPAG
gite oav kdtt yépouvg OaAaoowvolg, mov dkovpriopévol otd OlyTva

TOUG, TNV Mpa oL Yelpoviale kai Bopwve 6 ayépac,

nol Aéyave, 0T TaLdkd pov ypovia, 1o tpayovdt 100 "Epmtdkpirov, pe
Ta 0dxpua ota pdtiar
10TEC IOV TpOpala péoa aTov UITVO Hov AkovyovTag THV avtidikn poipa

)¢ Apetijc va katePaivel Ta pappapévia okaAondria.

Mov Aéel 10 6UokoAo OVo va viwbelg ta mavia 1ob kapafBiot cov
@ovokmpéva amo T Bvpnon kat v Yuyr oov va yivetat Tipdv.
Kal v@ ‘oat pévog, okoTelvog péoa oTr voyxta Kal axkupépvntog oav t’

AYEPO 0T  AADVL.

Tnv nikpa va PAEnelg TOUG CUVTPAPOUG GOV KATATOVTIOHEVOUG Héoa
OTA OTOLYELN, OKOPTILOUEVOUG: EVAV-EVAV.
Kai ntéoo mapdaceva dvipeleveoat phwvtag pe tovg mebapévovug, dtav

8¢ ptdvouv T oi {wvtavol mov 0ol dropévav.

MIAQ... BAén axdpn ta xépla Tov oL E€pav va dokipudoouvv &v nrav
KAAQ oKAALOUEVT) 0TIV TAQPN 1] YOpydva
va po¥ yapiCouv Ty axvpavtn yaAdlia 6dAacoa péoa oty kapdia tod

XELOVA.



Reflections on a foreign line of verse2

For Elli, Christmas 1931

Fortunate he who’s made the voyage of Odysseus.
Fortunate if on setting out he’s felt the rigging of a love strong in his

body, spreading there like veins where the blood throbs.

A love of indissoluble rhythm, unconquerable like music and endless
because it was born when we were born and when we die

whether it dies too neither we know nor does anyone else.

I ask God to help me say, at some moment of great happiness, what that
love is;
sometimes when I sit surrounded by exile I hear its distant murmur like

the sound of sea struck by an inexplicable hurricane.

And again and again the shade of Odysseus appears before me, his eyes
red from the waves' salt,
from his ripe longing to see once more the smoke ascending from his

warm hearth and the dog grown old waiting by the door

A large man, whispering through his whitened beard words in our

language spoken as it was three thousand years ago.

2 From Book of Exercises, I (1928-1937) (1940). Translation by Edmund Keeley and Philip
Sherrard.

4



He extends a palm calloused by the ropes and the tiller, his skin

weathered by the dry north wind, by heat and snow.

It’s as if he wants to expel from among us the superhuman one-eyed

Cyclops, the Sirens who make you forget with their song, Scylla
and Charybdis:

so many complex monsters that prevent us from remember ing that he

too was a man struggling in the world with soul and body.

He is the mighty Odysseus: he who proposed the wooden horse with
which the Achaeans captured Troy.
I imagine he’s coming to tell me how I too may build a wooden horse to

capture my own Troy.

Because he speaks humbly and calmly, without effort, as though he
were my father
or certain old sailors of my childhood who, leaning on their nets with

winter coming on and the wind raging,

used to recite, with tears in their eyes, the song of Erotocritos;
it was then I would shudder in my sleep at the unjust fate of Aretousa

descending the marble steps.



He tells me of the harsh pain you feel when the ship’s sails swell with
memory and your soul becomes a rudder;
of being alone, dark in the night, and helpless as chaff on the threshing

floor;

of the bitterness of seeing your companions one by one pulled down
into the elements and scattered;
and of how strangely you gain strength conversing with the dead when

the living who remain are no longer enough.

He speaks . . . I still see his hands that knew how to judge the carving of

the mermaid at the prow

presenting me the waveless blue sea in the heart of winter.



1773
Aotvavael

Topa oL Ba @uyelg mape padli oov xai to matdi

7OV €10€ TO PAC KAT® ATO EKEVO TO TAATAVL,

ULa uépa oL avtnyotoav odATyyeS kal EAapmay OmAa
Kai T’ dhoya idpwpéva oxtfave v’ ayyiCouvv

TNV Tpdovn Enpdvela Tov vepol

011 yoUupva pg ta Uypd touvg ta povbovvia.

Ot éA1gg pe TiG pUTIOEC TV YOVIDV HaG

Ta Ppdyla PE TN yvadon TV YOVIOV Hag

Kal T0 dipa ToU adep@od pag {ovtavo oto ydpa
ftave pia yepn xapa pia mhovoila Tdln

YL TIG WUYEC TTOV Yvapiiav Ty TPooeuyt Toug.

T pa mov Ba @Uyelg, TOpa IO 1) Hé€pa TG TANP WUAC
xapdlet, Topa oL kaveig dev E€pel

7010V 0a okot@oel kal TOGS Ba teAeldoel,

ndpe pali oov o Tadi o €ide TO P&OG

KAt &’ ta eUAa éxeivou Tol TAatdvou

Kai pdOe tov va pehetd ta dévipa.

3 Anté to MvBiotdpnua (1935).



XVII#

Astyanax>

Now that you are leaving, take along with you also the child
that saw the light beneath the plane-tree yonder,

on a day when trumpets sounded and weapons flashed

and sweating horses bent down to touch

the pale-green surface of the water

in the trough with their moist nostrils.

The olive-trees that bore the wrinkles of our forefathers
the rocks that bore the wisdom of our forefathers

our brother’s life-blood spilt upon the earth -

these things were a healthy joy, a rich array

to those souls that knew how to say their prayers.

Now that you are leaving, now that the day of reckoning
is dawning, now that no one knows

whom he will kill and how he will die,

take along with you the child that saw the light

beneath the leaves of yonder plane-tree

and instruct him in the lore of trees.

4 From Novel (1935). Translation by Roderick Beaton (George Seferis, Novel and Other Poems,
Aiora Press, 2016).

5 The young son of Hector and Andromache, and potential heir to the throne of Troy, put to
death by the victorious Greeks at the end of the Trojan War.
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"Eyxouns

"Hrav mAatig 0 KAumog Kal oTp®Tdc: Ao pakpla gavovav
TO YUpLOpQ XEPLDV TTOU okdfav.

21OV 0UPaAVO TA OUVVEPA TTOMEC KAUTTUAEG, KATTOU-KAITov
UL odATTLYY QL YpUOT) KAl pOOLVT® TO OelAL

310 Atyooto yoptdpLkai ot’ aykadbua tpryvpilav

WiAeg dmoPpoydplooec avdoec: 04 “ye Ppéet

mépa 0TIC AKpeg TA fouva oL Ematpvay xpodua.

Kt éym mpoywpeoa mpog tovg avOpdmouvg mov Sovievay,
YUVAIKEG KL AVTIPEG HE T A&ivia o€ yavtdkia.

"Hrav pla moAiteia maAd- teryia Spopol kali omitia
Eexwpllav oav TETPOUEVOL LUDVES KUKADTI®YV,

1) avatopia pag Eodepévng dUvaung katm A’ To pdtl
TOU ApyatoAdyou Tol vapkodotn 1j Tol xelpovpyou.
@avidopata Kal Vedopata, yAdr) Kat yelAa, ywvepéva
Kal Ta tapanetdopata tol ndévov oidmmhata dvorytd

dpnrvovtag va gpaivetal yupvog KL AdLdpopog 6 Tdpoc.

Kt dvaAeya mpog toug avOpwmovg mov dovAgvav

TOUG TEVIMHEVOUG WHOVE KAl TA PItpdtod Tov Y Tunoloav

6 A6 to HuepoAdyio Karaotpauarog, I'" (1955).
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1 €va puOuo Papv kal ypriyopo touTn 11| VEKpa

od va tepvoloe ota yaAdopata 6 TpPoyog Ti¢ poipag.
"ACapva mepnatrotoa kai dev meprarovoa

Koi{tala Td meToVpEVA TTOVAL, KL EITAV papuapmpéva
xoitala tov aifépa T’ olpavod, ki eitave Bapmwpévoc
koitala T kopuid TOU TTOAEHODOAY, KL EIXAV HEVEL

KU @vapeod toug Eva TPOomIo TO POV’ dvnpopilet.
T paMia patpa yovouviayv oty Tpaynitd, Ta gppudia
glyave T0 @TEpOVYLOpA THG XeALDHVAG, Ta povBovvia
KAPAPWTA TAVm A’ ta yelAla, xal 10 odpa

EPyarve Ao 10 xepomAAepa EEYUVUVOUEVO

ue T’ dyovpa Bulia tig oonyrtpac,

Y0pPOG axkivnroc.

Kt éyo yapAmoa ta patia pov tpryvpm:

Kopitola {opmvav, kai {Opn dev ayyilav

yuvaikeg yvéBave, T adpaytia 8¢ yvpilav

apvia otifovvtay, Ki 1} Y\®ood Toug oTekdTay
TAvw Ao mpdova vepd mtov Epotalav kolpopéva
KL 0 (evyag Epeve u’ avdepn T Poukévrpa.

Kai Eavaxoitala to odpa ékeivo v’ dvePatver
glyave palevtel moMol, pepuniyxia,

Kal T xtunotoav P kovidpla kai 6&v ) Aafdvav.

Tohpa 1} KolAld Tng EAaure oav 1O peyyapt

10



Kal tioTeva TG 6 oVPAVOC NTAV 1) uiTPa
OV TNV €y€vynoe Kai TV avamalpve, pdva kai fpé@oc.
Ta édia g peivav axodun pappapévia
Kal xaOnrav: pa avainyn.

‘O x60p0g
Eavaywotay dnwg nrav, 6 d1k6g pag
UE TOV KALPO Kal PE TO YU,

Apopata o okivo
T pav va EEKVOOUV OTIG TAALEG TTAAYLEG THG LVAUNG
KOp@ol péoa oTd PUALQ, yelAta ypa:
KU O\ 0TEYVOOAV PLOVOULAG 0TIV TAATWOLA TOU KAUTTOU
0Ti|g TETPAC TNV ATTOYV®OT) oTh) dUVapn T1) PaywuEN
0TOV Ad€lo TOTO PE TO AtyooTo YoptdpLkai T’ dykdOia
omov yAlotpoloe E€yvolaoTo Eva idl,

omou Eodevovve TTOAL KaLpo yla va tefdvouv.
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Engomi”

The plain was broad and level; from a distance could be seen
the wheeling arms of people digging.

In the sky the clouds with many curlicues, here and there

a trumpet golden and rosy; dusk.

Among the sparse weeds and thorns wandered

light breezes after rain; it must have been raining

over there where the tops of the mountains were taking on colour.

And I went forward towards the people who laboured,
women and men with pick-axes in trenches.

It was an old city; fortifications streets and houses
stood out like petrified muscles of giants,

the anatomy of a spent power beneath the eye

of archaeologist anaesthetist or surgeon.

Phantasms and fabrics, luxury and lips, swallowed up
and the curtains of pain thrown open wide

to reveal naked and indifferent: the grave.

And I looked up towards the people who laboured

7 From Logbook, III (1955). Translation by Roderick Beaton (George Seferis, Novel and Other
Poems, Aiora Press, 2016).
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the stretched shoulders and arms that struck
in a rhythm heavy and rapid at this dead thing

as though it was the wheel of fate that passed above those ruins.

Suddenly I was walking and not walking

I was watching the birds in flight, and they were turned to marble
I was watching the brightness of the sky, and it was dimmed

I was watching the bodies’ effort, and they were stilled

and in their midst a figure rising, riding the light.

Hair black and loose to the shoulders, eyebrows

arched above the lips, then the torso

emerging from the throes of labour stripped naked

with the unripe breasts of the Virgin,

dance without movement.

And I lowered my eyes to look around me:

girls were kneading, and no dough did they touch
women were spinning, and no spindle did turn
lambs were drinking, and their tongues were still
above green water that seemed lulled into sleep

and the ploughman had stopped, his goad in mid-air.
And again I looked at that body rising;

many had gathered, like ants,
13



and struck at her with lances but did not wound her.
Now her belly shone like the moon
and I believed that the sky was the womb
that had given birth to her and was taking her back, mother and child.
Her legs remained marble still
and disappeared: an Ascension.
The world
was becoming once again as it had been, our own
with time and earth.
Scents of lentisk
began to stir upon old hillsides of memory
bosoms among foliage, moistened lips;
and everything became dry at once in the flatness of the plain
in the stone’s despair the eroded power
in the empty land of sparse weeds and thorns
where carefree on its way glides a snake,

and where much time is taken up with dying.

14



OiTareg T’ "Ai-NikdAasd

Tov 0 dvev AUpag Op®g VUVmOET

Optjvov "Eptviog

avtodidaktog Eowhev

Oupdg, ov 10 AV Exwv

éATtidog pilov Opdooc.
ATAMEMNAQN, 990 &mn.

«®atvetat 6 Kdpo-I'dta...», uod eine 6 Kametaviog
delyvovtag Eva yapunAo ylalo péoa oto movaot

1" adelo axpoyldAL dvijpuepa Xplotovyevva,

«... kai katd 1ov [Tovvévte dAdpya O KOpa yévvnoe v A@poditn
Aéve tov oo ITétpa 1ol Pwpiod.

Tpia xaptivia dplotepd!»

Eiye ta pdtia tiig ZaAdpng 1 ydta mov €xaca tov A0 xpovo
Kt 0 Papalav ndcg xoitale katdpata 16 Oavaro,

HEPEG OAOKANpEG Hé€aa 0TO XLOVL THG AVATOAT|G

OTOV TAYWUEVOV TjALO

Katdpata pépeg OAGKANPEC 0 pKPOG €PEaTiog Bedc.

M otaf¢gic Talidio.

«Tpla xaptivia aplotepd» povpuovploe O TIHOVIEPTC.

...100¢ 6 piAog pov va kovtootékouvTay,

EEUTIapKOC TOPQ

8 A6 10 Tetpdoro I'vuvaoudrov, B (1975).
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KAELOTOG 0 Eva UIKPO OTTITL PE EIKOVEC
yupevovtag mapdbupa miow an’ ta kddpa.
Xtomnoe 1) kaundva 1ot kapapod

oav TN povéda oArteiag wov ydonke

kL pBe va Lovtavéyel tépTovtag

AMoTIVEG EAENUOTUVEG.

«IMapa&evo», Eavdeune O KameTAVIOC.

«Tovtn 1) kapmdva-pépa mov eival-

nol Bvploe Ty AMn ékeivn, T povaotnpiota.
Amyédtave TNy lotopia Evag KaAdyepog

gvag odtpeAog, Evag dvelpomdAoc.

«Tov kaipo Th)g peydAng otéyviag,

- oapavta ypovia avappoyld -

pN Uy TNKE OAO TO VNOl

méBawve 6 x6opOG KAl yevvioivTay @idia.
MiAoUvia @idia toito T° dkpwTript,
YOVTPA oAV TO T0ddpt avOpwiov

Kal pappaxepa.

TO povaotipt T’ “At-Nik6Aa to eiyav tote
AyoPaoiigiteg kaloyépol

Kt oUte prropovoav va 60UvAEYouv Ta YwpapLa
KL oUTe va fydiovv ta komtddia ot fook)

ToUG Eé0woav ol ydteg o avalpépav.
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Trv kd0e avyn ytumotoe pia Kapmdva
Kal Eextvotoay TooUpHo yLa Th) pdiym.
“OAn pépa yTumoUvIav wg Ty pa
ol ofjpatvay to Bpadivo tayivi.
Amddemva TAAL T Kapmdva
Kai Byatvav yia tov moAepo thg viyTac.
“Hrtave Qavpa va tig PAémelg, Aéve,
AAAN KouTon, KL AT oTtpaPn, TV G
Y®PLG PUTI, YWPIG avTi, TpofLa kovpéAL.
“Etol pg téooepelg kaumdveg v nuépa
Tépaoav Uijveg, xpovia, kaipot kL dAAot katpot.
"Aypla TELOPATIKES Kal TAvTa AdPwpévec
EoAO0pepav Ta @idia pa otod TéAOG
yaOnxave, dev dvteEav 1600 Papudxt.
‘Qodav kapdafL xatamovtiopévo
T(mote d&v Apijoav oTOV APPO
UNTE ViaoUpLlopa, PRTE Kapmava.
Tpappm!
Tiva oot kdvouv ol TaAainwpeg
TaAevovtag Kal ivovtag pépa kai voyta
TO ailpa TO PAPUAKEPO TV EPTETMV.
Ai®VeG PapUAKL YEVIEG PAPUAKL».
«Fpappni!» dvtiddAnoe adidpopog 6 TIpHoviEpnC.
Tetaptn, 5 PePfpovapiov 1969
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The Cats of Saint Nicholas?

But deep inside me sings
the Fury’s lyreless threnody;
my heart, self-taught, has lost

the precious confidence of hope. . .

>

Aeschylus, “Agamemnon’

“That’s the Cape of Cats ahead,” the captain said to me,
pointing through the mist to a low stretch of shore,

the beach deserted; it was Christmas day —

“...and there, in the distance to the west, is where
Aphrodite rose out of the waves;

they call the place ‘Greek’s Rock.’

Left ten degrees rudder!”

She had Salome’s eyes, the cat I lost a year ago;

and old Ramazan, how he would look death square in the eyes,
whole days long in the snow of the East,

under the frozen sun,

days long square in the eyes: the young hearth god.

Don’t stop, traveller.

“Left ten degrees rudder,” muttered the helmsman.

... my friend, though, might well have stopped,

now between ships,

9 From Book of Exercises, II (1975). Translation by Edmund Keeley and Philip Sherrard.
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shut up in a small house with pictures,
searching for windows behind the frames.
The ship’s bell struck

like a coin from some vanished city

that brings to mind, as it falls,

alms from another time.

“It’s strange,” the captain said.

“That bell — given what day it is —
reminded me of another, the monastery bell.
A monk told me the story,

a half-mad monk, a kind of dreamer.

It was during the great drought,

forty years without rain,

the whole island devastated,

people died and snakes were born.

This cape had millions of snakes

thick as a man’s legs

and full of poison.

In those days the monastery of St. Nicholas
was held by the monks of St. Basil,

and they couldn’t work their fields,

couldn’t put their flocks to pasture.

In the end they were saved by the cats they raised.

19



Every day at dawn a bell would strike

and an army of cats would move into battle.
They’d fight the day long,

until the bell sounded for the evening feed.
Supper done, the bell would sound again

and out they’d go to battle through the night.
They say it was a marvellous sight to see them,
some lame, some blind, others missing

a nose, an ear, their hides in shreds.

So to the sound of four bells a day

months went by, years, season after season.
Wildly obstinate, always wounded,

they annihilated the snakes but in the end disappeared;
they just couldn’t take in that much poison.
Like a sunken ship

they left no trace on the surface:

not a miaow, not a bell even.

Steady as you go!

Poor devils, what could they do,

fighting like that day and night, drinking

the poisonous blood of those snakes?
Generations of poison, centuries of poison.”
“Steady as you go,” indifferently echoed the helmsman.

Wednesday, 5 February, 1969
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