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The Cake 
by Rhea Galanaki 

For Elias 

Tov 'HUa 
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To eva. Kai '[() UAAO µerpo One and the Other Kind of Measure 

4 § RHEA GALANAKI The Cake § 5 



6 § RHEA GALANAKI 

1. You hold the scales of pleasure with all the trays. The 
scale tips each time the slaughtered cock weighs it 
down. Slaughtered and beating its wings and splatter­
ing blood it clambers onto the double bed to die on 
your white sheets and you, you touch the bloody 
clothes as if you were giving birth; you touch the 
bloody kerchief you tied over your eyes as if you could 
weigh things impartially; you touch your blood. 

The tray tips when you push down with your finger 
and the shadow of the cock; gigantic and immobile, his 
shadow on the wall and near the light your fingers, 
folded and immobile. You push down with your 
slaughtered finger and it splatters blood on the kitchen 
table, where you weigh the right amount of flour, sugar, 
and butter for an anniversary; your body in its best 
dress is weighing, in its best dress gigantic, immobile, it 
is holding, it is as if you were already holding the cake 
in your hands. 

The Cake § 7 



8 § RHEA GALANAKI 

2. Inside your gigantic, immobile dress you are walk­
ing. Your shadow is walking across the wall as you 
cross the pan; an empty pan, and you, difficult to grasp, 
move across it. There is no other mass except your 
body and no colors except for something hot and red; 
which you just gave birth to or will give birth to. You 
walk until you reach the edge and then turn, you reach 
another edge and turn, you reach a third edge and turn, 
you reach and turn. Each time you stop it is a personal 
anniversary. Your body is moving, nothing else is mov­
ing except your body like a pendulum and you define 
motion before Galileo. In your hands you hold a big 
cake and you leave a piece at every anniversary as if 
you were abandoning in every trap some proof of your 
ability to last; for how long? 

The Cake § 9 



10 § R H EA G A LAN AK I 

3. The hunter holds a sword instead of a shotgun; the 
hunter has no other means, the hunter holding the 
sword has no other means of living near you besides 
hunting. The hunter gets tired of racing; racing on a 
motorcycle, racing through the streets as if on some 
death-defying roller coaster; he is tired and rests by a 
fountain in the ferns at Omonia Square; there he eats a 
piece of cake. He would like to stop; he would like to 
stop hunting and go to a faraway land; a room of his 
own, quiet, dirty, not much light; a place where he 
would never be hungry. He breathes deeply with his 
eyes closed; he breathes, opens his eyes and sets the 
alarm clock since he will have to get up and hunt you 
and he closes them again, breathing. He knows these 
routes by heart, just as he knows your anniversaries 
and your pendulum motion and the taste and he has no 
other means; he has no other means of living near you 

besides hunting. 

The Cake § 11 
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4. The hunter practices an ancient profession; he kills 
ancient myths and hangs them upside down from a 
meat hook. The hunter has no other means besides 
hunting, he has no other means of living near you and 
he cuts open their stomachs with his sharp sword. He 
would like to know what makes a hare a hare: the fin­
gers inside the entrails, the dark congealed blood, the 
intestines and the liver and the heart and the absent 
signs of decay and the warmth of something living in 
the last pendulous drop. The hunter withdraws his 
hands tearing apart the open body. His hands switch on 
the electric stove, chopping many onions into a big pot 
for the hare, adding a bay leaf. The hunter puts the 
plate on the kitchen table in order to eat. He would like 
to live, he would so much like to live without the con­
solation of myth and free. He has no other means of 
living; of living near you besides hunting and he can­
not he could not kill all the hares since two would sur-, 
vive and they would give birth to a third, as if he were 
carrying you, impregnating you himself with all that he 
will remember. Unfree, he remembers. 

The Cake § 13 
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II 

The Traps 

The Cake § 15 



16 § RHEA GALANAKI 

5. An anniversary snare. The hunter said this much 
flour this much butter and this much sugar will make 

me an iron cake. 

The Cake § 17 



6. '
1
0't'av 't'·oU x.cfpta-ec:; Ew:1. 0'1ta,8.[· O't'a'J -toU xdtaae:c; 

r f \' - I' f I ' I I(\ f 

't'OV Xt\lOU'JO 't''Yjc:; OHXVUX.'t'EpEUG'ljc:; 'Ttt1.'JCU (X.'TtQ- fJ-UVOUi::; 7tOU 

·~u'X,O!J-a.'X.oUv x.a[ a-oG E~o11-0Aoy0Gv't'r:,u 'tk Epµrive:tec:; 't'ou:; 

xal o-oU ~YJ'tOUv cruyxWpea-tj' 0-cav 't'OCi x.dptcrec:; rrOv xiv-
\' - el 11 (\I (\I l'I , ~ (\I 
ouvo 't'OU OflX.OU O't't v,a 7tEVl'.XVEtc:; O't'ct\l Xt EX.Et\lOt va 7tE-
(\ I I I \' ( I , I I' Ii / 

'CNl..'·JOUV' -rov Xt')OU'JO evoc:; a.yytyµa't'oc; 0(1."'/..'t'UAWV' 't'O\I 
I \' - ) I I I - , (\ I x.tvouvo 't'OU e:rnq;iw'r(Jµa~oc:; xoupa.yto x.at 't'ljc:; e:1tivuµ.ta:; 

,I I I \' - I , - rl 
a(pe:.cr11c:;· 't'OV X.tVOUVO 1,1-tac:; (j"(J.)'t'ljptrt:; opct.!J-11:'rtx:r;c:;· O'r(l.') 

crf dOe: vci ~uyt~e:tc:; '.J''t'·~v x.ou~f\la. 

18 § RHEA GALANAKI 

6. When you gave him a sword; when you gave him the 
danger of spending the night on top of myths in the 
throes of death that confess their meanings and beg 
your forgiveness; when you gave him the danger of an 
oath that you would die when they die; the danger of 
fingers touching; the danger of a courageous exclama­
tion, and the desire for absolution; the danger of a vi­
sionary salvation; when he saw you weighing things in 
the kitchen. 

When you gave him a sword and you sat on a stool 
next to a hospital bed; and you sat on a stool next to all 
the beds in the white public ward and you heard the 
motorcycle moan and die; its sound. When you saw 
him standing there serious, estimating this many ribs, 
this many openings, and the sword buried in the heart 
of myth; and you saw him standing there serious, locat­
ing the exact position of the ailing heart as he sank the 
sword in; as he sank his eyes into yours and the way his 
look changed as it sank in. You thought, I am scared. 
That white ward with the sick people. And you saw the 
hunter wiping the blood on your thighs and buttoning 
up; but he had no way of seeing. He had no way of see­
ing his own face as he left, near death, laid out for you 

to caress and console, his face in all the hospital beds. 
He had no way of seeing and he would come again to 
kill the others too. Already shivering on top of the first 
bed you grew rigid; shuddering on top of all the white 
hospital beds you grew rigid. 

The Cake § 19 
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He would come again and it would please him; how 

it would please him to come through an electrical cur­
rent or chemically noiseless impersonal without any 
fluids or solids without a body or a look. When he 

would come again. 

The Cake § 21 
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7. And after the first corpse the hunter; the hunter 
breathes deeply with his eyes closed and he will rest. It 
will ring; the alarm clock will ring. He must hunt for 
you in the rest of the beds, because each bed is an an­
niversary and each anniversary is a trap. The way it 
smells sweet. When the hunter turns off the motorcycle 
and breathes in the scent a piece makes; a piece of the 
cake and he breathes deeply with his eyes closed as if he 
were resting on top of red tracks and he chases you 

down. 

The Cake § 23 
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8. When you give birth, because you will always give 
birth; then you will make a bigger cake that smells 
sweet. When you give birth and you will divide it into 
many pieces and on top of each piece there will be a 
cherry. When you give birth; and in order to divide 
such a cake you will need a big; the sword you gave 
away, you will need, which the ping-pong ball holds, 
because that is what he looks like when he suddenly 
flies out and follows you. And he looks like he is hunt­

. ing you. Here where you are standing, a piece of steam-
ing hot cake here, at this crossroads; a piece of cake 
drowning in your own blood because you are afraid, of 
the birth the way you are afraid of the hunter and the 
way you thought about the white hospital ward with 
fear. A shelter. Like a spell. The nostalgia for a shelter 
and you hug your big belly with both hands; you bury 
yourself in the womb of the older myth; to be pregnant 
with you, an embryo pregnant with another embryo. 
Over there a blissful silence, scored only by the dry 
song of a ping-pong ball. It comes nearer, a wounded 
wooden swallow and sits in the palm of your hand. 
You caress it. You make it the guardian of your magic. 
To sing until death. 

The Cake § 25 
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26 § RHEA GALANAKI 

9. The hunter never sings nor speaks. When his heart 
beats from racing around, the printing presses can be 
heard working overtime. When he eats, his teeth gnaw 
so loudly that he stops eating to listen. When he rests at 
the fountain, the sound of the motorcycle stops and a 
gentle rain begins to fall, until the alarm clock inter­
rupts. When he kills, he hears the howl of the other 
first. When he loves, a young child pulls a wooden 
puppy with wheels on a string up and down your back. 
When he cries, his unbelievable cry is heard. 

The Cake § 27 
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If your own imagination is the snare, the snare the 

hunter hid on an anniversary like an iron cake; then 
your game also traps the hunter in i'.s ritual: the young 
hunter is playing. For hours he thmks about how a 
game is played the way a builder thinks about his mate­
rials. A game with predetermined symmetry, between 
two teams. A game with an assymmetrical rite, be­
tween the living and the dead; between sacred and sec­
ular; between celebrant and believers. A ritualistic 
game, where winning means I kill my opponent. A 

game with a chance outcome. 

The Cake § 29 
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III 

The Game 

The Cake § 31 
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11. Slow game. 
The wounded snake sets the pace of the game and 

the game could be called "the wounded snake." Not a 
sound, just as there is not a bitter bite in the cake: the 
snake's fresh wound should begin to bleed, a mute she­
eagle out hunting, bushes that might save it. 

The wounded snake sets the pace of the game. The 
she-eagle must not move too quickly; the agony of ex­
pressive movements; one contraction, the snake, the 
next, the she-eagle; and she waits. The circle in the air is 
equal to many small horizontal movements on the 
ground. The circle of attack should break apart and 
then slowly rearrange the pieces in a zigzag orbit. If the 
wheel touches the snake before it manages to drag itself 
into the bushes, then she cuts off its head and wins, 
then she wins letting off sparks like a wheel that sharp­
ens knives. Then she wins with one last swift move; the 
swift move of death and the circle recovers its smooth 
circumference. 

If, on the other hand, the snake manages to hide in 
the bushes, it quickly sheds its skin and shines like a 
sword; it is a sword. The hilt, where the handle ends 
and the blade begins, becomes wings. It takes off and 
cuts the she-eagle's throat. Here the hour of death is the 
swift bullet of the suicide. 

Th, Cake § 33 
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12. A Roman marble relief, in which the he-eagle holds 

the snake in his talons and flies away. 
The she-eagle has the sphinx's breasts and her silent 

threat. She is a woman with wings. The snake a metal 
inflexible body and two supple wings. Both can kill and 

be killed. 
The sphinx wears her best dress and carries a cake 

decorated with cherries as she flies. The snake wears 
the hunter's clothes; and winds the alarm clock by 

crawling. 
The she-eagle is the hunter. The snake is being 

hunted. 

The Cake § 35 
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The flight of the she-eagle and the flight of the 
><y;;:,·-· which is imitation; the imitation of nature is for 

death of nature. 
The flight of the she-eagle, an extension of the game, 

the danger of some defeat and the pleasure of a theatri­

cal defeat. 
In the end the she-eagle will say "goodnight" to the 

snake and return to her nest. The snake will say "good­
night" to the she-eagle and return to his hole. No one 
remembers who killed who today. 

The Cake § 37 
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IV 

In Bed 

Th, Cake § 39 
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14. You will say "goodnight" to the hunter and the 
hunter will say "goodnight" to you. Then the van­
quished will roll over and go to sleep. The vanquished 
turns off; turns off the light on the bedside table in or­
der to go to sleep. The victor will read a little longer 
taking care; now the victor keeps quiet not wanting to 
wake the other. In a while the victor will turn off the 
light on his bedside table and go to sleep. The victor 
sleeps. The vanquished stays awake; hugging the edge 
of the double bed he stays awake; at the edge of the sea 
he stays awake; there at the outdoor cafe; there drink­
ing ouzo he stays awake and the sea. The sea is a big 
grey baking pan; the sea, a fluid balance of grey and 
dark blue. The red dot, small, immobile; the dot of a 
ping-pong ball, or perhaps the piece of cake that was 
baptized in blood, perhaps. No one, except a man 
walking on water with a napkin over his shoulder; he 
traverses the big grey baking pan and carries the red 
dot at the end of a toothpick on a plate as an hors 
d'oeuvre. Walking with a swaying motion, the ostrich 
in that film traversed the dimly lit desert of a bedroom. 
No one remembers today when the game is over who 

killed who. Memory, the implacable virtue of rooms 
and furniture, where the bodies. Memory of those 
pregnant with the orgasm of two bodies during the 
game's intermission. 
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l5. About those who were pregnant with sleep. 
The she-eagle opens the wardrobe and takes out a 

wire hanger wrapped in green plastic. A wardrobe with 
three doors and four drawers, built into the wall and 
the she-eagle opens it all just to get a green hanger. She 
rakes the hanger with the hunter's clothes since the 
hunter hangs his clothes upside down on a green meat 
hook. The she-eagle unbuttons the empty clothes; the 
fingers inside the clothes which have no entrails, no 
dark congealed blood, intestines, liver, or heart, no ab­
sent signs of decay, nor the warmth of something living 
in the last pendulous drop, the fingers in the empty 
clothes and she withdraws her hands since she unbut­
toned all the buttons and she takes the clothes off the 
hanger to wear them. The she-eagle wears the hunter's 
clothes, she wears a black suit and tie, black fedora and 
white shirt, she wears a look straight ahead, she wears 
an alarm clock in a pocket on a chain, she takes it out 
to wind it and checks the ticking by holding it to her 
right ear, tilting her straight-ahead look. It is time for 
her to go out and hunt you and she withdraws the glo­
rious sword from its case and puts an end to the sound 
of fountains, that slow whistle, before she appears in 
the hotel mirror. A hotel with infinite corridors. She 
hides in the labyrinthine corridors; this way hidden and 
checking his secrets with the thread of the umbilical 

The Cake § 43 



44 § RHEA GALANAKI 

:.rt;,;c,rd: this way like a snake curled up in its secret den it 

;;;;.; Jay, eggs and has its feminine cycle every time it sheds 

its skin. The Ariadne snake. 
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Hanging on the glass exit door is a small piece of 

cardboard with the words: 
"Don't worry. Leave the corpse in the hotel. We take 

full responsibility for it. Like yours, its sex is of no in­
terest to us. Thank you for your assistance in ensuring 

the correct policy was implemented." 
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The first white fibers of an apple when the apple is 
. The one piece the face of the victor. The 
1n tVlfO. ' 

also the face of the victor. The face in the win-
The glass exit door is always a mirror. The 

in midair read the words on the notice; the mouth 
<<ec .cv-JIU·'·dair pronounces the words on the notice. One eye 

in hair: something is not its language, either 
it is hearing, or what it is reading; even the two 

ther are not its language, a mother tongue. The toge . 
eye hits the cardboard target on the glass door, 1t 

· h s 1·t enters Athens' bay and stops at a terrace. rav1s e , 
Below, the apartment buildings are steaming from the 
sacrifice of the vanquished city to the conqueror. The 
eye wraps itself up, breathing deeply in order to rest in 
the clouds of heat and exhaust. It is not bothered by the 
only sound, the racket that the builders make as they 
try to change the broken windowpane, to put in a new 
one and to hang a bit of cardboard with some foreign 
writing on it, the same one they tried in vain to read 

yesterday with much joking. 
The first eye is mute and feminine and barren, how­

ever, if it gives birth, its child shall have the glory of ma­

tricide. The first eye is scared, hidden in hair which is 
turning white, unseen it follows the other eye. The vic-

tor only shows his second eye. 

The Cake § 49 



50 § RH EA G A LAN AK I 

18. You left the cake ou the bedside table and you run 
to see; an eye like a mouse is sitting on the terrace pave­
ment. Every once in a while it wags its optical nerve like 
a tail. You left the cake and you stare at the eye which is 
like a mouse, all naked and you look to check its sex. It 
has no sex. It is naked and you look at its iris. Behind 
its leus an alarm clock is ticking. A red alarm clock. 
Like the veins which squeeze the eyeball. A red net. You 
abort it; you caught a spermatozoon and you will give 
birth. But you do not want to give birth to that child. 
And you do not want to have a vagina and that's why. 
That's why you snatch the mouse by its tail and throw 
it in the road. So a motorcycle will run it over. 

The Cake § 51 



19. KcW«rac (J''tO xpe6a·n. 'O )<.UV'fJYO, dva, i:'1;w <no 
) 

f I (l I I "\ (\ I I I 

µ..1ta. \x.ovt, x.a.vE't'a.t crE p.ta 7tOAUvpova. 1tCX.'nV"fj µ.acrwv-
" I , I I I f e I (\ I 

e:a, EVO< MtJ,tJ,O<'tt a'ltO 'tO )<.Et)<, 'ltOU opwrptE <J"tO MiJ,O· 

Otvo. '' Av e:icra.t -rb 6ou66 vep6 yEµ..ri1tou 1tO't'Y)fHOU Exetvoc; 

dvcu -r6 6ou66 1tC't~(n 'tOU VE@oU, ~ -rb civ't't-8e:-to. "Av 
e:lcrat Q x.WOtx.ac; 't'CU E@w'ttx.oU µ.apx.~crtcu a't~ cpuAax+i, 

b )<.UV'fJYO, tJ,tAii ":~ y Awo;rra 'tOU 'lt!J<'l:?totp')(t"-OU ciqiop,-
0'!)-0U "C"Tj::; E1tavticr'ta.a1j·::;, ~ ·'t6 &v-tf,9.e:"t'o. '' Av dcrat Ti \Ut­

erwµ.hrfJ &:ttepyfa ·'t'cU ~tx.c.fyou, aU't6::; cr't6 Me:~ntO iG-
) - ' T I ,, ' ' I {l ''A ' , \O(f)O\IEt 'tCV .pO't'ax.u, 1l ·'t'O a.v'tt'l.M::'tO. V e:taat tO'~?-

/ ' ! ~I ' 1 '')} / f I 'f 
['.)01'tt/1'1't"fl<::;, 0 XUYfj')'O::; OEV E'X,S:t a. ".1\0 'tp01t0 "(W. W"J. ~Ei 

! , ly I l'f I I 
"-OV'!:a rrou "'' op,,e, 't'fJV 1to,a O''tEpEO'tU'lt'f], qiw,;oypaqna, 

I I I " t: I - rf f"\ - I " I x.cu tJ-E 't'O OE~t r.a'ta EVr.J. µ.e:ya.AO awp.a, 'tO OtX.O crou, crw-
' ,, ' ' , " 0 - - ' ' pta.rrp.e:vo rca@a.AAY)NX cr't opvta O"(t)fl-a. 't'1')::; µ.o't'O'l'tXAE-

52 § RHEA GALANAKI 

19. You sit on the bed. The hunter is outside on the bal­
cony, he sits in a deck chair chewing on a piece of the 
cake that was on the bedside table. If you are the mute 
water of the full glass, he is the mute glass of water, or 
the other way around. If you are the code of the erotic 
marquis in jail, the hunter speaks the patriarch's lan­
guage of excommunicating revolutionaries, or the 
other way around. If you are the bloody strike in 
Chicago, he is in Mexico murdering Trotsky, or the 
other way around. If you are the one in a balancing act, 
the hunter has no other means of living near you and he 
sets up a stereotypical photograph pose with his right 
foot on a big body, your body, in a heap parallel to the 
upright body of the motorcycle, or the other way 
around. You weigh the amount of definition and the 
amount of body: the definitions never replace each 
other, just as the bodies never replace each other. Some­
times the bodies lend their costumes. The definition's 
clothing is the same as its wording and both are torn to 
shreds. The bodies remain naked and upright and 
falling make holes in the water's steel surface. A baking 
pan full of sudden, ephemeral holes, an anniversary 
baking pan full of bodies' holes. And again you weigh 
the amount of definitions and the amount of bodies. 
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So, will it be suicide or murder? Never in tbe light 
of day, even of a winter day. Not even in the hours of 
any dusk. A bulb the power of a hundred candles on 
the ceiling. A hundred candles on a hanging birthday 
cake on the ceiling with the plaster cherubs. The 
woman's body is laid out on the red velvet settee. The 
suicide has just taken place. She is wearing her skin 
pale. The light from the bulb focuses ou her hands. One 
of the dead woman's hands is the hunter's. The right 
one. The rest of her body belongs to her. Or, the 
woman's body is laid out on the red velvet setee. The 
murder has just taken place. Behind every piece of fur­
uiture and every door the sole murderer is hiding. He 
wears a black suit and tie, black fedora and white shirt. 
He looks straight ahead. Standing there. The light from 
the bulb focuses on his hands. One of the murderer's 
hands is the dead woman's. The right one. The rest of 
his body belongs to him. 

The hand of the woman which is feminine, the hand 
of the man which is masculine, stretches out and turn 
off the switch. It extinguishes the candles on the cake. 
It will cut it and divide it among those who come. 
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Their procession is arranged a man, then a woman, 
' iy are all friends and they hold a branch of cherry 

':Blossoms. They open the balcony door. Morning has 
/:broken. They look first at the living room, at the bits of 

,{<faster hanging from the ceiling, the dampness on the 
" 'tall with the radiator, the stains on the floor. Next they 

\'look at the only thing in the room: the dead body on 
· the parquet. Silently and with small steps they form a 

circle around it, guilty steps and they are in awe. A 
roan, then a woman like in a dance they place their 
branches gently on top of it. And when the last gesture 
is finished they sit down. They sit and wait. 

The women wear their skin pale. Their right hand is 

the hunter's. 

The men wear black suits and ties, black fedoras and 
white shirts. They look straight ahead. Their right hand 

is the dead woman's. 

They wait and see. The pollen builds a martyr's tomb 
over the mortal remains. The pistils open their lips and 
receive the pollen's love. The flower center swells, the 
petals dry up and fall off. The new cherries are its hard, 

shiny fruit. 

They eat the cake which is now decorated with lots 
of cherries in syrup. No one gets up to kiss. It has been 
awhile since the dead woman went to the neighboring 
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to hang herself in the cherry tree. After she tested 
syrup to see if it had set and found it adequate. 
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But she doesn't hang herself. She waits. The proces-
'>,,····~-· 

sion arrives unexpectedly, arranged a man, then a 
and they are holding the half-eaten piece of 

cake with the tiny cherry. Their months are smeared 
with red syrup. They cannot see a single cherry tree in 
the lot, but they could, from one of the hut's steel roof 
beams if they stood on the saddle of the motorcycle, or 
they could from something similarly solid and straight 
-from a blissful look of love they could. 

But she does not hang herself because there is no hut 
in the lot. Then the dead woman gets scared and joins 
their procession. Arranged a man, then a woman and 
they hold the last optomistic way out in a small packet. 
All dressed in their everyday clothes, the procession be­
gins to dissolve, since they are no longer walking in 
step. The procession breaks into two, over there the 
men, over there the women. Two lines of human fig­
ures, cut out of cardboard with scissors, holding hands 
as they peel off. The men glue their cardboard bodies 
together symmetrically and become you. The women 
glue their cardboard bodies together symmetrically and 
become you. Cardboard, you should run to the baking 
pan of the empty parking lot and your right hand with 
the cake is the hunter's. Behind you runs the one card­
board man, with his right hand your hand winding the 
alarm clock. 

All the bodies are cut the same and their movements 
are identical. 
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VI 

NowMe 
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. My body is all the cardboard bodies of women and 
rive at the edge of the empty parking lot. And I ar­
at the edge of the empty baking pan. I wear or­

with three flounces that are trimmed in lace, 
socks and shoes. I wear my hair wet and curly 

;/( WJcUC' 

the part on one side and on the other a barrette to 
the big curl in place. I wear two flowers in one of 

'mY palms so that I can throw them in the square and I 
the cake with the tiny cherries in the other. I rest it 

on the stage near my two feet which make a right angle 
where my heels join. And I bow for the grown ups and 
for the dust waiting in the curtains. My face at a slant 
from the bottom up is the shell of an orderly iamb. A 
voice like a hammer breaks it with an oblique motion 
from the top down. Four pieces are hanging by string 
from the branches of a fake fir tree and wait like Sap­
pho's apple but they never grow red. Four myths are 
hanging. 

The first myth with the moon. 

A soft palm brushes the hips of the wet glass jug. In­

side a fish, a red green ichthys from the catacombs 
prophesying the curves as it swims. I put my finger in 
the water. The fish makes circles. For one second it 
touches my finger. I turn into a stem of round, red 
grapes. Every two grapes, a deep vagina fissure in a sa­
cred cave, in a three-room apartment. Ritual ablutions 
in a bathtub. My two bare hands are two trees of 
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(f(.kn<Jwleclge. The two trees have their roots in two bare 
breasts. Two snakes wrap around my hands: my son 
and my lover. In the moonlight. 

The second myth with the torch. 

My minoan breast conld be Liberty's as she leads the 

people. The snakes wrapped around my bare hands 
could have become rifle and banner. The horizontal 
men are corpses, the vertical ones are living. Opening 
my hands with the momentum of walking I would 
write the hypotenuse of a virtual triangle. Diagonally I 
would touch the dead and the living and proceed. 

Perhaps I could have converted the pleasure of love 
into the pleasure of a popular uprising. Perhaps I could 
have bridged life and death in a simple line drawing 
that also means birth. Perhaps I could have draw from 
the torch of romanticism the light on the hand, the light 
on the foot. 

What have I taken from the last century? 

The third myth with electricity. 

The electric lightbulbs of the twentieth century turn 
on and off and show me to be the vision of the 
sovereign and the architect, an invented woman, with­
out a body, full of holes, the painting of the Big Tower 
of Babel. Red open doors give birth to sounds and 
white open doors mourn the chaos of tongues. Each 
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curve next to another curve drives me back to my 
breast upside down. The tower is the object of con­
trivance and I am one machine. The machine, the hnge 
feminine thing, enthroned in the middle of the painting, 
dry but dominating the faded pastures, the houses, the 
little bit of sea. The machine, the huge feminine thing, 
wet, rusts the joints which the sovereign and the archi­
tect assemble with difficulty in the lower left hand cor­
ner of the painting. The tongueless last born of the 
polyphonic and non-representational woman. 

The fourth myth with the burned-out bulb. 

Every evening I turn on the burned-out bulb of my 
ethics to undress. The wire hanger wrapped in green 
plastic. There I hang my clothes when they are emptied 
of my body. When I open the three doors and the four 
drawers of the wardrobe built into the wall. What are 
dresses like when they are full of my body? I invade all 
my clothes and underwear at the same time. I multiply. 
I whirl around multiplying. I hunt with tenderness for a 
stain, a crease, some undone stitching. I go up to the 
table and take a colored magic marker. To draw circles 
wherever I remember being touched by others. Small 
concentration camps from which I cannot escape and 
colored they begin to fade with smoke. Like colored 
smoke it will give the last kiss in a double bed; it will 
kiss the table and chairs and last of all the mirror. Paint 
brushes dipped in phosphorescent paints will color the 
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in stripes, vertical to me, now that I have laid myself 
on the bed and I stare. In this position I watch the 

leeches stick on with suction cups and rape for the last 
· e white satin strips of material. In the open tun , 

wardrobe the shredded clothes will separate suddenly 
before my eyes and among them a pitch-black vagina 
appears without a trace of red. I stare at the smoke as it 
leaves diaphanously from the balcony. 
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\1!,4. My body is all the cardboard bodies of women and 
at the edge of an empty parking lot; and I arrive 

the edge of myths. I wear my cherry-colored veil and 
top a deer hide. I wear loose curls and a crown of 

·= snakes and white tassels, a thyrsus in my right hand 
1, J' 

and a Phrygian drum in my left. And I bow to the fir 
trees and the oaks. I point my white foot for the night­
long dance and I descend from the stage into the forest. 
I gather dry branches for a fire. I hit the stone with my 
thyrsus and sugar pours forth. I scratch the earth with 
my fingertips and flour pours forth. The stream drips 
butter. My body, a pair of scales, containing all the 
cardboard bodies of women. In one of my palms the 
sugar, in tbe other the flour. My body in its best dress 
weighs, in its cherry-colored veil and the deer hide gi­
gantic, immobile it weighs with the sensitive palm the 
right amount of flour, of sugar, and of butter. Then I 
toss the dough into the buttered pan in order to make a 
Phrygian cake with tiny cherries. The cake is inside the 
Phrygian baking pan and I am inside my kitchen, I 
walk around carrying the lion head in my hands. A lion 
head in my belly. That round, bodiless head that will 
try my sweet. The lion head that will vomit my sweet. I 
will give birth to it and keep killing it. The hunter's lion 
head. And I will drop twelve cherry questions in a circle 
around the top. To look like a speedometer. The indica­
tor on a motorboat and I will escape in that motorboat 
taking a violent tnrn and going the other way, after I 
bow to myself and bid farewell to the oaks and the firs, 
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e wooden chairs with the grownups and the children; 
",. ·ng the boat tied to a stake in the lake, the lake 
[eav1 

·•·c1r·· n on paper and the paper a page of language that 
... aw 

ff§;,{dosed like a lake. I will moor in a hot green country 
· with yellow sands and fruit-laden trees and exotIC 
birds. And I will plant the maenad's clothes near a 

ring and the spring drawn on paper and the paper a 
-~ l page of language that wells up. And next to this I wil 

Jie down, calm and naked, and give birth. 
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NOTES TO THE POEMS 

Page 7: 

Page 9: 

Page 13: 

Page 33: 

Page 35: 
Page 41: 

Page 43: 

Page 53: 

Page 53: 

Page 53: 

The Cake 

Traditionally in many parts of Greece a cock is slaugh­
tered and the blood poured onto the foundations when 
a new house is built. 
"Your shadow is walking across the wall as you cross 
the pan; an empty pan, and you, difficult to grasp, 
move across it." In the original, the confusion this 
phrase expresses is compounded not only by the repeti­
tion of the verb "to move across," but also by broken 
syntax and double meanings. The word acrUAAT]1t'CT] 
means both inconceivable in the metaphorical sense of 
"difficult to grasp," but also "unable to conceive." 
The hunter is preparing a traditional Greek dish called 
stifado, which entails slowly cooking onions and rab­
bit in a tomato sauce. 
The reference in this poem and the next is to early 
Christian reliefs in which a fight between the bird and 
the snake symbolizes the fight between good and evil. 
"A Roman marble relief." See note to page 33. 
"the ostrich in that film." The reference is to Luis 
Bufiuel's film Phantom of Freedom (1974). 
There are various references to Ariadne in this text, es­
pecially to the thread she uses to help Theseus find his 
way out of the labyrinth after he slays the minotaur. 
The marquis is the French author the marquis de Sade 
(1740-1814). 
"the bloody strike in Chicago." This refers to the vio­
lent supression of the Haymarket riots (May 1-4, 
1886). 
"he is in Mexico murdering Trotsky." After his expul­
sion from Norway, Leon Trotsky (1879-1940) moved 
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Page 57, 

Page 69, 

Page 69, 

Page 75, 

his family outside Mexico City where he was murdered 
in 1940 by an alleged Stalinist agent he had taken into 

his confidence. 
In Greece the strength of a light bulb is measured in 
candle power, as well as watts. 
The reference to Liberty is to the painting of the French 

Revolution by Eugene Delacroix entitled Liberty Lead­

ing the People. 
"the painting of the Big Tower of Babel." This refers to 

Brueghel's painting. 
This poem with its imagery (Phrygian drum, thyrsus, 
lion, and maenads) reworks Euripides' Bacchae. 

Tales of the Deep 

Page 79: "What coincidence, sir, he said to me! What strange 
coincidence brings you to the house of the murderer." 
This foreboding epigraph is from Georgios Vizyenos's 
short story "Who was My Brother's Murderer" and is 
the only instance in which Mastoraki includes an ex­
plicit reference to another text. A translation of this 
tale can be found in My Mother's Sin and Other Sto­
ries, trans. William F. Wyatt Jr. (Hanover: University 
Press of New England, 1988). 

Page 89: "My fair ones!" The adjective e'Uµop<j)a is an older 
form of Oµop<j)a (beautiful) and sounds quaint to con­

temporary readers. 
Page 91: "so they resemble you, torn to shreds, and you them, 

again, in pieces." The syntactical scrambling of subject 
and object in the original emphasizes the confusion 
that already distinguishes this poem. A literal transla­
tion would read: "in this way they all resemble you 
breaking you into pieces, and again you [resemble] 
them [breaking them] all [into] pieces." 

Page 93: In this poem the word navronpo{Kt is used for "dowry," 
rather than the more usual npolKa, suggesting that a 
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down payment or an extra amount of dowry was 
promised. 

Page 115: "Uncle Jules." The reference is to the French author 
Jules Verne (1824-1905). 

Page 119: In Greek the word for the person who commits suicide 
(a.tn6xetpo:.~) literally means "by one's own hand." 

Page 143: "Arthur or Alphonse" addresses a plural reader, draw­
ing on many possible intertexts such as the Arthurian 
romance, the Poem of the Cid, French romantic nov­
els, and Edgar Allen Poe's Narrative of Arthur Gordon 
Pym, of Nantucket. 

Hers 

Page 153: "The past scrubbed with water and ashes." This line 
refers to the way women in Greece used to clean white 
clothes by rubbing ashes into the fabric. 

Page 153: As in English, the main place that {acrm~ Km {acrµo~ 
(jasper and jasmine) are spatially opposed is in the dic­
tionary. 

Page 157: "Fair daylight." The line in the original is taken from 
the standard Greek translation of Shakespeare's King 
Lear, where Lear, struggling with madness, asks 
"Where have I been? Where am I? Fair daylight?" 
(4.6.49) 

Page 171: "anathematic" (ava0riµanx6). This term is used by ar­
chaeologists to describe an object on which a votive in­
scription or visual depiction of a tribute has been 
carved. 

Page 249: In the Greek edition the line "could it be someone else 
staring out?" is mirrored on the right-hand page in the 
line from the next poem "Could it be someone else 
staring out?" creating the illusion that the page itself is 
a mIIror. 

Page 259: This is a reference to the writer Virginia Woolf 
(1882-1941, who committed suicide by drowning. 
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