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and translate more than translate the authority,
show the choice and make no more mistakes than yesterday

Gertrude Stein, Tender Buttons
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TZENH MAZTOPAKH

Tales of the Deep

by Jenny Mastoraki

“What coincidence, sir,” be said to me,
“What strange coincidence brings you
to the bouse of the murderers”

KEAPOZX 1986

Tt adpntwo, poi eine, wipte!
Tt mapatevog clpntwcig oag pepet
eic Tév ofxov Tol govéwg;




I
A Brief Description of the Place
Where Terrible Things Happened

A.F

! ! - ! 3 !
ZUVTOROTATY TERLYPAQT, TOU TOTOU Exeivoy
omou TeAobviat 6Aa Ta Pobepd
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Na yulet mpdta mpdta 6apls 6 doag xat xéx-
HIVOG AT YEOVIEG LAYES.

Kai xanvoi ané dprn omou peyyow apyata yo-
Mgpata, Tapadtaset; arapbuy xat govev.

Yxtepog 6 Spupdg Yid va yavovtat bagiheis vu-
% ToBTpES, 1) TTATIARYOL XATWPOL AVATTWVTAG

ayyepaya omAa.

- /
A& povog TavTob 6 xuvNYee xat fomticw Tou
Stnteg.

82 § JENNY MASTORAKI

Let the air first spill over, heavy and red after
years of battle.

And the smoke from mountains where ancient
ruins still glow, scenes of triumph and murder.

Let the forest be dark, so that kings on night-
prowl lose their way, or the mutineers, pallid,

unsheathing their daggers.

But the hunter alone everywhere with pursuers
on his trail.
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II
The Sufferings of Love

B’
Ta Habn the “Ayarng
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r 4
Ta imoyera

AN r i ’ i [ r
Té puoTiés oT0EG, (e XPERATUEVOUS Xl O8p6-
6ua, xal pia Gour, gav va mepvact vepd. Hord -

vERO.

Tliow an’ Toug Tolyoug aEpveTal ATt TeAwpto
xai Bagl, mou Eyer Gpagel of QpIyTES QI
pmopel myadt, Eva Umdyeto mEpATPA, Xt dva-
Tvaletat, %t 6Ao gTeveet xal povgietarl. Xwm-
pic A0

"Exei 0& mepurévouv AvTpes TEUPEQOL PE HAd-

pata. Kai ta paxpid pail toug dpba atd
a®oTadl, SMwg TOV TVIYUEVDY,

86 § JENNY MASTORAKI

The Underground

In secret arcades, full of hanging bodies, weeds,
a hum like running water. So much water,

" Behind the walls there’s something creeping,
- thick and huge, something already scorched by
- hideous flames, perhaps a well, an under-

ground passage that explodes, contracting,
sucking in. Without a sound.

That is where tender men will wait in tears,

their long hair floating in the dark. The hair of
men who’ ve drowned.

Tales of the Deep  § 87



Toi Katw Koapou "Of the Underworld

Beautiful ladies of the Underworld, with long

Qe Brduxa tob Katw Koouou, ue pa- ~hems and eyes sore from crying. “My fair

uprovg modoyupoug xt Epediopeva patia. K- “ones!” they would call them as they cornered
woppa, ebpoppaly Tolg Aeyav xal Td ITpikm-

wvav. ‘Apyotepa ta Exavay Tpayolbix. Awda-

them. Later they turned them into songs. Exem-
plary ladies. With bruised necks. Crumpled pet-
ticoats. And on their linen pantalets, a stain of
blood, a dark leaf, spreading.

wTInEG yuvaixeg. ME Aapd yepdta pedaviée.
Me Yapwpeva pesogopia. Ki eva gapdl, sav
QUAND GXOTEWVG, MATWVEL OTLG AWEG Toug Gpd-
Let that be what is left of ancient longings. And
of ancient loves.

HEG,

Alta va pelvouv dmo ToUg apYaious KaMUoUG.
Toug Zpwmes.
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Tod yapou - The Wedding Song

- Tust as the phantom ship sinks in the sleep of
- savages, or poison cankers the master’s cup—
 far off the captive moans, just escaped, perhaps
_3”untied for years and unaware—so they resem-

“Onwe atobe Unvoug Tav &ypiev xatanovtile-
- [ 2
Tt T6 TAOIO-QAVTATLA, ¥ QAPUANL TP@EL T6
#TEARG TOU AQEVTY —praxptd & Seprevos poubou-
I ¥ I r £ [ r 3 4 '
vilet gav va Eeguye, 7] aav Aupevog Ao Yeovia
el pé BoyroUG— ETTL T00 OtaLouy GAoL Xoua-
! [{
Tialoviag, xal maAt Eal, XOURATIE OAOL.

ble you, torn to shreds, and you them, again, in
" pieces.

' ’ Through crashes and mysterious cries, stonings
r ! ’ 7

Me xpotoug xai pugtnpta puvayRaTa, P-f At and alleluias, the spouse-killers sleep.
BoBoAtawols xai GAANAOUIL XOLL00VTAL O Gu-

Cuyoxtdvor.
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€ ’
Ot xanonavtpepeves

Zav ano Ta Aunntepa tpayoudia, xatl Siwyue-
veg e Auypous xat Sokagot, e Ta paxpid T4
[ ? ? F r ¢ -
xoxxiva xat Ta molner, Ymia modnuata Tey
KUYTYLGY, Xt 6 AGY0C TAVLTPOiXt LaAaxos xat

I L
yoptaptalet, we ghoyee xal ppualovias ual
véhto dupatnro, va wiv Tov Solv moy pobepi-
Cet, peuyouv—

o b) r € r ! o o
oM ACTPAPTEL & METELVOG aTOY “AdY, i Ontwg
- L A
Ypua) pagéra o6 BouBo TG ViyTag, TeTpdno-
r r!
8o tpeyato nou xoubouvile, xt 6 dvabatng pa-
hapa xoyralet.
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" The Unfortunate Brides

As in sad ballads, chased with sobs and glorias,
in dresses, long and red, and ankle-length, in

- hunting boots, the dowry promised once, now

soft and moss-grown, with flames and fuming
and wild laughter, so they won’t see him
threaten, they leave—

the way a rooster lights up Hades, or a gilded

jaw the speechless night, a beast jangling on the
run, and the rider bubbles up gold.

Talesof the Deep § 93



Ta maly wig ayamns The Sufferings of Love

:.'et there be water, as in Flemish landscapes, so
“that no fish or light passes through, and from
he depths, songs of besiegers, voices, cracks,
medieval wounds, the gilded faces of barbar-

[lavtol vepa, oav T phauavdixd Tomia moy
8ev mepvaet g 1) Yape, xt &6 T& EYxaTa Gm-
vée, Doupla mohwopxntawv, payiopata, Aabw-
RaTiéq Amo Tolg wésoug Ypdvous, Glew Bapha-
PWV YPUTIOEVES KAl TOVAVE.

Always a lute across the chest, a nail straight
through the eye—the noblemen, the maiden, le-
ions all around them raging.

Me 16 Aayoito atavpwrta 076 atvfoc, xai 6
®oppl o0 patt, mépa mEpa, AVTPES Yewvaiot,
HOPY) EUYEVIXY], XAl YUPW LAIVOVTAL POUTATO~ :
'A beautiful painting, so green, I shall call it
‘Qeata {uypagid xal mpastyy), wol 8a Try o “The Sufferings of Love.”

za maby ThHe dyamne.
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Ta xehapia

Ta onitia 7o Epriayvay dhhote, Epevay xol-

pla Ao XdTw, Xat TG YWeous EXEvous Tolg |

Eheyav 1oTe xehapt. Exei péoa gulhdyovtay
SLapopa MPAYRATA: TANAIGG POUYLTPOS, Uodn-
RaTa, TIRAAGY] Xal Opaia Yuahid, TOYEQR Vu-
PIA Xl AEUXOpaTa, UToAsippata EMimAwy
e SUonolo Svopa, xal, GUYVE, XATOLR TEoSw-
! ’ ¥y ! 4 r

o mou moAu ayarmrnbhnxav. iy mepintwar
adth Ta puholoay GQUTA xal Ta xAeidwvay,
xat dpfawe peta ytilay bheg Tic mopTeg, Yid
va pAv Tig dvoifouv xat pUyouV.
Kai xabog 8év mijpye Sigkodog, xat of Toiyot
YEpd BaAYXWLEVOL, EXxpaTolgay Xahd TAV Ta-
- - t 3 ’ [ r r o 33 ’
At@V of ayarneg xat Tig voplav ohot YU aba-
VaTEG.
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The Cellars

The houses they built in those days were left
hollow underneath and they called the spaces
‘celars. They kept odd things in them: old
‘clothes, shoes, jewels, beautiful glass, stiff wed-
‘ding gowns and albums, bits of furniture with
difficult names, and quite often some people
they dearly loved. When this was the case, they
kissed them hard and locked them in, and then
‘quickly bricked up the doors so they couldn’t
open them and leave.

Since there wasn’t an exit and the walls held

tight, the old loves lasted well and everyone
took them for immortal.

Tales of the Deepp § 97



0t oo he Unfaithful

"Aq peiver avebiynros Toitog 6 Ytimog of TLet the knock in the underground troughs and
YoUpves ywopeves xat aNpayyes, 6meg Spant-
TG ot Afpvn Enuépmpa.

‘the tunnels remain unexplained, like the fugi-
‘tive by the lake at dawn.

While winds heave with ages of sorrow, drag-

Me névhn alavev vd Tvéouy of dvepot, aéovoy. - . .
N Rot, o< ‘ging fears of clandestine love, amulets, black

wac tpopous habatwy fpwtwy, Eyxbdma, locks, small, pious oblations, young men

[LaUpOUG TAOXAMOUG, tixpct EVGEDT) o’wa&r']p-a”m, soaked to the bone by a sudden storm at dusk.

veoug o Bpdymxay pméxet T6 xéxako oé umdps -
b ; R € I
aipvidia, Mpa Eomepac, And many rivers carrying away the roofs of the
wretched, messages that never went far, urg-
ings, oaths, admonitions, embraces, and tears.
Carrying away the beds of unfaithful spouses,

and the unmanly words “I need you.”

Kat molloi motapo! mapaglpoviag otéyeg
Ghhtwv, dyyehics mixpdv AmocTAgEWY, TRo-
Tpomés, voubeaicq xal Gpxous, domaouolc, xai
ta xhapata. Ilapasipoviac xAives dmicTwy
r I ! E' ! I
suluywy, xai tig dvavdpeg Aeketg «Raytapa
poun,
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"H anayoy e Abduction

iove all watch the door, half buried in the
ound, half opened by a passkey, hanging. On
he other side lancers have taken control, an

Na mposeyEls TROTAVTLY THY TOPTA, Wiy Gy
Btopévn, wriam GvoryTh pe avtikhetdt, xai xpé

weTat. Aoy opoeot xpatoly TNV AvTimepa, xal . )
: nprompted thump: the clanging of iron-

srought infants snatched from their cribs, and
little girls bite on their sheets tittering.

> ' - L4 I r

Gvaitiog ySolmog: % xAayyn otdepevimy Gpe.

POV OV GPTAYTNHAY (EG™ AT THY XOUVIA, Xaf
~ ! I ! .

KOPAGLE SAYRWVOUY TG GEVTOVIA UE YaAYAVE,

, , , , , ) Guard your silenced processions, mute litanies,
Ta "‘"‘X’f“ )m;'avsp.a:l:a cpu)\a.EE’, e P',OUTKS‘% hows and quivers, worn-out shields, dread of
P .
AEITOUPYLEG, TG ALWPEVE TXGUTADLR, TOUG Vap- -

' .y : arms. Because all alone you’ll hear the growl-
Brxeg, T@v dpuatwyv to Seog. ati poveg §

ing, and fear the one you love.
- I 7 ’ -

&xole TA YPUAOUATA, XAl AUTOV TOU AYARAG

Ba gobdsat.
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0t ayamnpévol The Loved Ones

Oa g€ xevTolv we Aoyyes va Eumvis, 16 otépg
TPPATITUEVD E XEpt VA W) PuVAEES, xal Of-
gé xpubouv pe Bapia Ugaspata xal pé vepd,
/ ! 4 o ]
gtov mate Awvobadasoag onou magAalouy

They will poke you with lances so you wake,
your mouth sealed with wax so you won’t
écream, and hide you covered in heavy fabric
and water, at the bottom of a saltwater lake
ndvinua Gacilea. - where populous kingdoms splash.

‘As it Is written, those you love will appear to
‘you during avalanches, ironclad, rowing be-
“tween mournful alerts—a bathyscaph all lit up
. -offshore, with fireship navigators on board.

"0t YpagT6 ol AYATNLEVOL VA GO0 PAVERWVOY-
TaL oTlg Mpeg TOV xatohelnoewy, adnpigpa-
xTot, és’ Ame Yoepolc quVAYEQPOUS XA~
toviag —mapgwto Gabuokages I dvoryta,
xal Tave Tou nupmoAintes Bahassomopot. '
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Ta évivpata The Garments

:"The evidence stayed in the murderer’s garden
- forever, shredded by a perfect blade, like clothes
from a dowry sunk in marshes, thoughtlessly

Ta zexpripia Euevay maAvToTe gTo0 POvEWS Ty
xfmo, Eeoxiopeva amo TEAEID PATYAVO, gy
mpoxta Bouhtaypéva oTa EAv, oAV va 14
sown by someone on the run. Velvet cloaks, silk
“and dimity, with the splendor of a bygone era,
warm changes of clothing, saturated with smells
and noises, white vests and corselets scattered
with stabs and festoons, and those fragile gar-

"GTEPE XATOLOG AAGYITTA TTO PEUYLO TOU ATd-
; ’ roar i ' "

vw. Ileheptves, petabia xat Sipita, (e v ai-

' ' ; 3= - I -y
YA, mou empeme Tote, YAtapes ariabiés mol

r

moTioTrxay pupwlieg xat Bopuboug, Limouvaxia
Asuxa xal otnlomava @ dpaleq payatptes Xal :
, r s s s o ments they used to call camisoles.
peaTovia, xai Ta eulpavota Exsiva evlipata

r 1 ! I I I I
Tou Ta Aeyav To maAat moTe xaptlohes. . .
T pilohes Deaths are dreamlike, but the agent is innocent.

, ) . e L And his wound like a window that only gets
Ovsﬂapwb‘stq ot Bava'rc:t, x’a.L o Spactrg dfaog. trespassed at night.
M’ eva tpadpa Tugho, gav mapabupo mou Ta-

TIOTAY poVAY A Tig YUY TES.
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Ot Gou'mxﬂ:éq :The Divers

"The “nothing, save to see you, my love,”
hushed conversations, the words to exorcisms
“salvaged from difficult times, the quiet foot-

r ! A 4 - r
Ta «nape va a¢ 8@, xake pour, Ta xpupopm:
, , :
Mpata, wés’ amo Suoxohous Xaipols gwapé:

I'4 - -
va hoyia Tav Eopriapav, Tl TIYAVEG Tatr.

' , : , , } teps, poems, attempts of those missing for
KAGLEG, TR TOINMATA, ATOTELPEG AYVOOULEVWY

o ages
Tp6 moAAoD, BES

you must dredge it all up from the depths, from
the great darkness, intact, from the silence of a
ruined metropolis, the fall, the plague, the flam-
ing sword: like the diver encumbered by his
prize in the bottomless sea, or patricians who
hack the fair maiden and the best takes her
head—

va T’ dvaaipes Sha an’ Td Gabd, dmd peyd-
Ao oot dvénaga, A’ Tic TLOMES Fpeimemné.
vev pnTpomoAewy, TNV &Awey, T Ocopnvia,
TV POUPAIA: GTILG TPOTALOPOPOG BOUTNYTNG ba-
patver T’ Amata, V| elnatpide mehexdv Ty
dpta %6gM, xt 6 TO xANITEPOG TH)G TaAlpveL TO
*eQahi—
So that you will return and come over and talk,
words from great romances that happened long
ago, the traces of glorious beheadings, “with
kisses,” yes with kisses, and the bite, at last,
gilded by time.

! 7 - r A -
Ia va yupvag nat va ‘pyecat xai va pidag,
¥ ’ H
Aoyia omoudaiwy eidulhiny mou Htav pd go-
r b -
pa, TYVN AGPTPOV KAPATOUNTEWY, TA «IE Pl-
- hi ! ! - -
AO», &y mogo g¢ QIAG, To SRypx Emiypudo,
émitehous, an’ To Ypovo.
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I‘f
Teta Tpayoudia
Y4 Wpa PEYAANG VAYHNS

[11
Three Songs
in Case of Emergency
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Maywo Edpre va o¢ guiast &nd dayraps
Ptdtou, nano éxeo,

o 9 4 L
REL OAR TR EMOUAWEVE TRAULZTA

Tlévte wadpo éamepvd, Tpeic xai grdge Séomo-
Ta, Séxa pmpotvelivi) xhwaTy xal gopada xéx-
xtvY, e dvamodo dvepo mog Bupwver 10 veps,
€& aTplynheq até mnyadt xal xoukdg 6 mepa-
Tagng, TMAVL) XATW GTO WTOUVTEOUML Eviexa
Yhwpeq wupades, Sexatpeic xapaboxdemg
aylog TEwTopdaTogr)g, Eva xal oTV odmia
axouva Ba Tobg mvier 6 yiog Toh Spdxou.
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A”magic spell to protect you from
nake bites, evil enemies,
“and all the healed wounds

“Five for black vespers, three for the priest,
“hurry to the church and arrive on time, ten for
“the bronze thread, and for the red mare, how
‘the water maddens with a backward wind, six
for the witches next to the well, ferry them
“across with his one arm lost, thirteen for the
‘shipper and again for the saint, up and down
“the dungeon the eleven ladies pace, and one for
~ the son of the dragon sire, watch him, he will
* drown them in a rotten skiff.
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"Epbatnpto mou 8a Aéve ot tpehot,
Qpa YUY TEpLVY] OV BYatvouy mepLmoAin

[Mpogyouv opwe Ta @Tepa, xat of MOKTES Tav
dmvegopwv. "Eleog, £heoc dxapaio, megTet
agupt otV TETpa xal Eeylvetat.

Kizpivo, xitpvo dhoyataxt,
Tl TTPATNALTY, TO Pxpdy ToUXALLTO
TG)G (LAXPUVE XL TPEPEL.

! ’ o - ¢ ' I o
To tepac eyt orxwbel &’ épTa meAexta et Egyetar,

! 3 3 ’ 4 / I > 2 .
[ligw ar’ Tic moptee Oa Tpoytlouv avipetwevoug.
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he march the madmen will chant
jiile making their nightly rounds

First come the wings and the parades of sleepbearers.
Mercy, lethal mercy, the hammer strikes the stone and
overflows.

cllow, yellow pony

the warlord’s ample shirt

how it lengthens and trembles.

'_fhe beast has risen and is coming with seven axes.

Béhind the doors they will sharpen the brave men like knives.
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Muxpy) G187 atov Beio “Toudro,
via va ‘pyetar ta Gpada agupilovtas,
@ Eva a6neTo pavapt

"AveEuryviaotog Ba peiver 6 mviypos, Bnhiég
’ - 1 £ 2 4 t W
Xl GElaTpa, Ol VaUTIAot wypol, Xt ol ZAAot

yahavol gav Yiyavres.

Kai 6nwg ¢ tabieutng mou, Emiotpeqovtac,
Ghener akagva T6 depogTato xt dvabel, S~
TpTTo &mo BEAY, dypiwv —ETaL va QTAVELS ATO
TA VOTA PETAVUYTA Of TEOMEpEs alhég xal aé
YOpTHVEG, V& pYETAl gav dmo Ta Eéva, xal
ToUTWYTAG ToUg BeeYEvoUS TolY0ug,

2 | I A A - [ k4 !
EVTPOTAAOG, Y0 V& T0U AEw LTTOPLES.
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A short ode for Uncle Jules

~ 50 he’ll come by at night whistling

with his lantern unlit

There is no way to trace the drowning, nooses,
and rattles, some sailors pale, and others blue

as glants.

And like the traveler who suddenly, on his way
home, sees his balloon catch fire, riddled by
savages’ arrows—Ilike him you will leave fresh
midnights for grand courtyards and meadows,
you will arrive as if from foreign lands, break-
ing through damp walls,

timid, so that I can tell you tales.
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Af

Mixpec mapakeves ioTopieg

IV
Strange Short Tales
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’
Tlept wiov apnyvioemv &v YEVEL

Tic Yoapés TOUG VO TEEPELS ig Gmates u Gho
nATHPATo—

Gw)\ampmv 7oy Yspvow a*mv Eudwv Yatpupa
xt &mé mépa cpm'rtsq xt voples crcpayp.sveg, 7
PUVEG va.ua.yumv Xt ExphEets, Gpmayeq Yova-
XV &b T6 TATILXO xswpumq ayopaq omou
Elomace mupxayid peampépr, xai Gowva mol
xapa'ﬁov’raz Smwe yrpeptlet navapy_ar.o prtw—

po,
ot pepa va et EEagva Sbo nepahta—

Me cpwvsq c’rpa’rsvpawwv se wpo émifeamng,
p.ouyxpn':a warl avaﬁsp.a, ué Babiéc Baaxavies

wai Ebprio, BE YNTELES, PAYYOVELES,

r For
V& QUAGYETAL, Méw, TOUG AUTOYEIRES THOU EYpa-

payv.
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7 x)\aq;wpwp.a Lhow ob Gpebrxe vuyta

About narratives in general

You must fear their bottomless scriptures that
echo with footsteps—

of sentrymen leaning over the wooden bridge,
and in the distance fires, the slaughtered parish,
“or cries from shipwrecks and explosions, ab-
~ducted women, and the looting of a market-
~place ablaze at noon, and mountains scored, an
“ancient scaffold ready to collapse, or late at
night, deep in some gully, the whimper of a
:beast which found itself, all of a sudden, with
“two heads—

With battle cries at the hour of attack, howls
~and curses, with exorcistns and incantations,

* hexes, charms,

say beware the suicides who wrote.
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Tonot gheyopevor nat Tohopunpevor,
mou BEv Eywvay

"Hyot xatatyiopev xt d¢ @) cahelet Timota.
Movo =g viyteq va omuwvetat padpos dipag
xat va BAemerg: 1IAfBog peyaro xat dyvilet xe
EoYETat, RE MUTEPR THOUPLA, TAY AT TOUG Tk~
YoUG, AAAG, RE TLYAVO [LOUKAVITELE XQUPOULAG-
vE xai vd ompwyvovTaL.

! r !
Kai nigw miaw xpépetat dvanoda 6 atpaboxa-

7 b !
VNG, TMEMOWREVOS ATG T AGTPEVIR TAApX, XAl
QTUVEL.
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Lands besieged and in flames,
that never existed

A distant rumbling. Nothing moves. When
black winds rage after dark you see: a great
crowd drawing neat, steamy, with pointy hats,
as if from icy places. They push cach other
grunting softly.

And further off the bandy-legged man hangs
upside down, swollen with silver coins, and

spits.
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Avanapastagy omaviov $0uyou:

k. - 4
yewuata Evrova nat anabels woppes,
aav péox g€ ARIVYTO VERD

...xat Tode Etoanlay xaka xaha Yid va Tole
Swaouy ayfipa dyyerou, xt Emerta Toug éEebe-
Tav gé TOmoUG OYupoUg xal of dAdves, Gmou pe
alvaby weydly xal pugtaywyia Toug yAuxo-
xoubevTialay xal Tovg puvaliav. "Qomou pe 1a
molha ‘Yrepudolte, yovumeTels xat peyaheia,
axemasTnxoy of 06hoL e vexpous imTapevous,
dEapfpmpéva wékn xai Gapa xataypata,
TTATEIS REYAATS dywviag, AANA xatl BpaloTa-
Ta PTepd, pwTaxta (TOU T& ETpERAY Of TaAdt-
o),
hov

[
pds 34

avBpmmivoug Tpoyoug Tou Stabalay To weA-
[ L) r r ! 14

—xepahia pe oyTw modapta sav Gehovia—

adha Bavpata, 6duvnpa xat dkobeata.

Tt éxetveg Tl Tuepes, Omwe Aeve, Ebyatvay
xnpuxes RE 16 Yahidt xal Aalovoav.
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Depiction of a rare custom:
“yivid colors and impassive faces,
“as seen in still water

-, . . and they would break their limbs giving
“ them the shape of angels, and then exhibit them
. in fortified places, and in abandoned lots,
- where with great assembly and secret rites they
- would placate them, call them back. Until, with
all the holier-than-thous, genuflection, and
adoration, the domes covered over with flying
corpses, dislocated bones, and awful fractures,
postures of extreme agony, but also the most
beautiful wings, tiny lights {so dreaded back
then), human wheels that could tell the future
—heads with eight tentacles like needles—and
other wonders, harrowing but spectacular.

For, in those days, it is said, heralds appeared
with scissors and proclamations.
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To agyaotate Enayyedpa TV YUportywy

"Evav xatpo, ota dmaibpia malapta, guvébor- |

vav Tol xoopou Ta Baupagia. [etoloav dnd
L2 r !
TOUG YHPEMVOUG OAOL OL RAPEVOL, Xt EQEpvay

prahiSia Bohd, puoTTPLMS PovIXd NRPATREVX-

kL 14 o o
opata, Sovtia 7, xadéveg wol Eyacay ot Apoo-

veg TNOWVTAE OTO (EYRAO PTIYU®, X&l OPORG- -
via pé Tig ouvnBelg TAPATTATE: O POVTURE- .

f
VEG, pawaxoé;, SaLLOVITIREVOUG.

"Fhieyav opwg xab tpomapia pehwdixd, g
vhwoga warhov Susavayvwaty xat abatney, -

’ I b ’ 4 LA
gav xeweve avenavopbmta pbapuevo mou oko

naet va Tpayoudnoet xat ruytlet. [ldg xpaler -

’ r > r I r
PTepwTO auUAt, atabato mpwtve, Yagxet Y-
ha 16 gtopa Tou xal Eepatwvet.
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- The peddlers’ ancient trade

Once upon a time in the marketplaces the most

wondrous things happened. All the burned men

flew out of abysses carrying cloudy phials, mys-

terious death potions, teeth, or pendants that

the dreamers lost when they lept into the gorge,

and watches with the usual scenes: pale-clad
wormen, maniacs, possessed men.

But they were also chanting melodious hymns,
in a rather indecipherable, and strict tongue,
like a text irreparably worn, which is always

- about to sing, but falters. The way a winged
- dog howls, impenetrable dawn, its jaw wide

open and bleeding.
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at the eyewitnesses said,

o pidnoay albronrtes pagrupes,
. of them superstitious and compulsive liars

Yewdopaveis xat Setatdaipoves Eniong

And they talked about the trumpeter as well,

nd how he got there in time to warn, and then
:ran off as quick as he could. And of someone
eise, by name, who dreamed it all the night be-
fore, or rather saw it with his own eyes: A
Great Beast on fire, hovering above the water,
foaming and wailing, and the walls aglow as if
made of the finest vellum, antique, with im-
‘memorial marks. And way off, by a pile of dirt,

the earth so pale and thin, like the dough they
wrap wounds in, as fine as the paper that binds
. the star-crossed and the apostates.

Einav xai yi tév ca)\mym:‘q , TG Taxa ‘n:po~_:
nape va eidomotnaet, xt dmou pUvet guyer. K
Evay a.xo;u], ovopacrnxa, nwg T OVEIPEUT‘:]}{E
anobgadi, M p.a.?\?\ov 10 '8t pe 1a pan:w. Tou:
Ilerwgro Orpio, petéwpo, pAeyoTay mavw dn
T4 vepd e Ggpoug xal 6AOAULE, %t ol Toiye
Egeyyay xabug &nd Aemtotaty, Siwpbépa, ma-
Aaten), pe dpvnpoveuta yapaypata. Kal né.
pa, oTd moAAL T4 ywpata, elye Eaompioe ¥
Y7§ %t dpatwve, g&v 76 Cupdet ToU QaoXIVOUY
TG TaiTIEG, xal gav &n’ 0 Yrhodtao yapti
moU Sévovtat of acTpoxapévor ut ol EEwpétec.
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*ATo orapdypata Gpaycos Ypovexod: cagments from a brief chronicle:

’ o .
p.ETa'loc; Stw'ypéq, a’tvawou ETOUG, ‘great persecution, year unknown,
(t more important, in a beautiful city,

k) / [ 4 L r r
AAAL TIROTAVTWV T WRALL TOAY), 3
onspicuous, with scant hiding places

meptbhenty), pe Atyoates wpudiveg

Bleéssed Be, screams, and buried in silk, let them

Ed)eynoov, Eepwvrta, xat Goutrypeévor otd ite the weighty blade Be Silent

metale va Sayndvouv t6 Gapd hemidt My M,
s covered and full of revenge high up on
orses like mad men, they swarm from every
direction, closing in, the way this buzzing per-
gists, or again dragging a fiancée bound and

xat danemele xatl éxdixoupevor YmAa dmha of .'
x0pupée AAOywvy gav dAAGPpaves, &’ BAsg Tig
ILEPLEG [LTOUXAPOUY PpalovTag, OTwG altog 6. gagged, by the name of
Bopbog Emipévet, 1) MAAL GEPVOVTAG UVYaTY Oe- : :

REVY] %t aAaAY], dvopatt For, in those days, many were to blame, and
many were bleeding

o Eprabay mohhot éxeives Tig Mrepeg, xal

ToAAOL RATOVOVTAG
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Awz yetpde ayvaaTou, TpaypaTEl

Elvat, 6ebaiwg, pepixoi mod mupmoliByyay

Sraaytlovtag xateatpappevo dpuyeio. "Adho:

! r y ? bl -
Aapmadiagay Govtwviag ano éEmateg KEVTpL=:
X@V PEYApWY, Xt ZAhot, TENGS, YiVay mapq-

; :
vadwpa (Théoviag dvoryTd, e xaTt i9Tiopbon

émiagalry), Gpataipeg lowg).

Kavetg 8ev Eéper Tt va yivovtar of mhéov du-

’ 3 ’ z ¢ ¥ / ’
TEUPETOL, GUTOL TOU WG EAEEVOL XAemTanodd

YOt, GUTOUMOAOL, XUXAOPOGODV QVAUETE pag.

! - t -
Aeyetau, amhog, ot Beovrat atig peyaiound-
’ ’

AEg, ME TO EYxaupa Twp GTLATVG 4T THy
! - 4 ! ! - / [
napodo Tob ypovou. Aév To pholv, pa T6 Emi-

r r T ’
Setevuouy —amaviwe, £V’ ainfewa, dmote 16
-t 3 s ’ ’ k] -
RAAEL 7 AVAYRN— Gy BOUAAR aUTOXPATOPIKAC
] - LN LI S J 4 !
EMTToOANG Tov éxhamy xal 6dov, xaxomeae, xt
4 !
EVOoW QLEPLAVOS 6 AUTOXPATWE YEURaTilet, ¢
14 ’ ’ ! ’ r
tayudpopmos Tou Aipvalet ato 6ab) ywpag: xal
Goaduvet.
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Treatise, written by an unknown hand

‘Certainly there are those who caught fire as

they picked their way through a wasted mine.
And others who lit up like torches as they dove

from balconies in the center of town, and still

others who ended up in flames (drifting at sea
ini some sort of unsteady vessel, a brazzera per-

ﬁaps).

No one knows what happened to those, hard to
find, who circulate among us as niiserable mid-
dlemen and deserters. It’s siniply noted that
they have been seen in big cities, with their burn
now shiny from the passage of time. They don’t
discuss it, but they show it—hardly ever, it’s
true, only when necessary—like a seal on an
imperial missive, stolen en route, gone astray,
and while the insouciant emperor dines, his

~ postman lies in a deep field of blood and is late.
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Taotope xoupcr&puw aé ﬂdpéha
Gagtietouaa, o0 YpOvVoUE THV “Olsp«wya
ETORAELTREVT)

Kai negrovrag | midn, eidav tote v ATTpa-
prouv ondpayva éEaigiou xnrous, Gabuxiava,
xat TopPuUEa. o EXEIVEG TIG TITUYES GTou povdya

! I I3 ! I [{J B
novtiopeva. Kal napextés td wépm dmou Ser-
Tvolsay oi mopvoboaxot, xavévag iouiog, whte

tkid VMVERa, STog o€ TVIYEED AdTOUIAL TV (ot
STopWY TOY XATEPYRLOVTAY TA HEARVA SpUXTA.

! ~ ’ ! LN Ny
TWY, TiG XPTVEG, Ta Atwweva unepbupa, Ta moy-
Soyeta bnou xivdiveday ToAAES Popéq of Avavy-
{ot.
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b3 r r r ! !
énavheis, sulnuevor Topbot, Bpdppata xaotowy:

’ s/ I ) ' ;
xav atbain ano xatavAtopo emlwvtny, nagy:

Kat pavrevay, pohig, 10 Tepaoua xatadpopmy, -
L4 I b ’ ! 7 ot .
68ou¢ ahoymv, Siabagets TATEVEG, Xaf 6,7t
ATmopeve An’ Tolg AYPOUS TV QTEPWTOV ALy~ -

yand of pirates,
¢ Last in a city by the sea,
frer years of battle

d when the gate gave way, they saw the gills
f an exquisite cetacean glittering, dark blue,
d crimson in the folds where only villas, pil-
sed graves, and the sunken rubble of castles
ce existed. And except for the spots where
. panders dined, no shade, not even smoke
om the survivors’ camp, just a dead calm, as
in the airless shaft where craftsmen worked the

.'Black ore.

And they could just make out the route of plun-

derers, the horse trails, trodden paths, and what
remained of the Winged Lion fields, fountains,
orn lintels, and inns where the nameless were
imperiled time and time again.
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Kazadoyog meaovewy,
4
wal To oox mpoaleas fumelpInog YiaTpog

Casualty list,
.nd what the empirical doctor added

The shimmer, oh the shimmer of the wounds, of
'3 crowd bearing torches, and in fresh rifts, the
‘tremors, the disorderly retreats, and scattered
‘here and there iron filings, bronze. However,
“above a few bodies, utterly spent, the face hov-
‘ered, shading the empty garment—a great mys-
tery, entirely separate from army rank or order.

To cehae, @ T6 sEhag TV TANYOV, avlpuimwy
- 7 r B
TAROog Aapmadneopolvtev, Xai OTLG veméc
pwyweés of xpadasol, of ATaxTes TOYwWpYTEL,
Gpatd wat el yahxog, pivichata oidnpou,
"0 3 r 3 ! )1 I r !)\ -
g, Emdv Amd EAAY LT XOpILA,, OAOTY EpEG
dvarwpéva, T6 TposwTo alwpolviav oxialov-
- ’ 4 T
Tag T6 &8e10 polyo —UCTYPLO PEYE, OAWGEIOAOY -

3 A 3 4 ! e W I
dvelaptnTo dmd Babpols aTpaTiwTdY 7] Takets. The crowned again, still in the air, suspended

, by the blow, stark naked, and how can you tell
Oi éoreppévor ndhi, adv TAWTOL, E9EpOVTO dixd- - anymore the rightful ruler, usurper, tyrant, heir
) o0 Ofoug & T6 TATY®, RATAYULYOL, X :
700 v& Eeywptlets Td VOO ApYOVTA, CRETEL-
aTh, Thpavvo, S1ddayo 1ol Opovou. Tiatt Exetvoug

to the throne. Since death never befell them on
horseback, nor in open battle, but in a secluded
~ garden, they got them with nooses.

8év Tolg Befine 6 xaxd xabdha oT6 &hovo, unTe
And like that they drag them from the arms
where they've forgotten themselves, and in
front of the profligate lass they are judged.

¢ pobep Teryopay ia, Tapd o€ Teptboht dmope-
00 ToUG ETUY AV KE Bpoyous.

1
Kt #1at Toug oepvouy ATo TRV dyxaAn oTov eiyay
- ’ i ! 4
Eeyaotel, xi éumpds oty dowTn madionn Xpt-
vovTaL.
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Kat tt dnéyve 6 Solopovrpevog

o 1 b4
AX)ot T6v Behouy, (pdvoug Ererta, ERag)o, vi-

Bo maidi pidg maparopTG pOUPLAVE of TeiToL, vg
OMNPETEL SUTMVULY, LEYAAEIOTYTA: XAl XATOL0L
—naxg Seyalovrar Eava of yvodues— 6mhoupyo,
! ’ I 3 ! 4 ¥
GUAAEXTY) RoAUTILWY AtBwy, avaTtouo, xat Tay-
TwgG YTPO AT YUVAIXA TOEVT], EXTaYA0U XaAho-
vig, g€ pua Emnuia mob Epepav Ta xapabavia
gumaptov.

Té Bbpa Ba petavasteve: Sapuds: aT6 Atxvo vi-
Tou MYEROVOG 1] 0T6 EEQwTo, Exel TOU paxehed-
ouv TOvV QuYada, GTO AVIPO TGV CULLOPITOY,
FTOUG TATPUDTEG TOU TEUYOLV XAEMUEVD apabt
g Yapadea, oTY) wuaTIT ETotpacia Tod éxdt-
XNTY), 0TA POTa MOANG, éxdapbwTia UoTepa
Amo ETMY qUIROTLAY),

amé mavtod, WE MoAAAmMAES peTapgeoets Oa
TEPVR, GUSTATIWTYG, EpATTHG XAl TOVTOTOEOS,
TAVOLPY0G XAMEAAG, aiyUAAWTOS AVLYVEVTYS,
ue Saveines Lmeg axopr.
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And what bappened to the man

ho was murdered

Years later some want him a prefect, others the
maid’s illegitimate son, and still others a pimp
serving ignominious nobles; and a few—once

‘again, how opinions differ—a swordsmith, a
‘collector of precious stones, an anatomist and

most certainly a widower whose harlot wife of

‘astounding beauty died in an epidemic which

the trade caravans brought over.

The victim will always be on the move: to the
infant ruler’s crib or the clearing with the
butchered fugitive, to the robbers’ den, the
ravine where patriots loot a stolen carriage, to
the avenger’s secret preparation, to city lights
that dazzle after years of blackout,

he’ll travel all over under various disguises, fel-
low conspirator, lover and seafarer, wily inn-
keeper, captive explorer, with borrowed lives to
spare.
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About those who really held out
and did not speak

k] ! ’ L r

Exzivov mou modu éxpatyoay
r ’ -

xat 8¢ piholoay

'They are sure to return, those who in other
times were unjustly forgotten. From dragons’
“beds, abductors’ doors, from the chapels of
. endless murders, with ruined faces they will re-
turn, sea warriors, once paludal, in the dark

Ba émiotpegouy mavtote altor mob ddixa, gf
Yeovoug &Ahhoug, Anopovibnxay. "And Spaxdy-.
Twv xotreg, 00peg Rpmayos, ano T TapexX AMTL
TGOV ATELPWY POVWY, PLE YAAATUEVA TpdTwTa B
EmiaTpEgouy (g vaupdyor, ENdBior ENhote, - guise of heretic or perjurer, combusting in sun-
axotewvr) évlupacia alpeTinod ) émiopkon, xai Jess alleys.
aTig avnitayes Sddoug xaivovrag.
Just as a devious beggar outside the walls, care-
fully mantles his wounds, which bloomed by
some miracle. And an ancient geometer dead-

ens behind him huge expanses with his oars and

“Onwg énattng Gmoulog mpo TOV TELXGDY, xaAA)-
nTeL Emue g pé 76 pavdia Tou TATYES ol &y~
Bioav, we xanoto Badpa. Ki énwg deyaiog yew-
RETENG AAUVOVTAG, VEXPUVEL TG TOU TERATTLES wells up.

gntacelg xt avabiolet.
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v
What that Missive Said
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voel, ot0 StAUEMGLEVD TTTOUA KPUDEL GT0 UTG- -

vE16 Tou, Ti SayxwTtd QLA xati Poveus, Viyta
SmoxwgY), oY TwTnAd T Stagytlouy apato-
atovyice (uoxoTiopéves pe Gapia Tapametd-
opata, xat aTols Tpoyols mavia 1) bauraxt), Tt
dvopes émibupicg, Aooa, Yibogous, odphtayta,
Beyyohixd o€ Adxnoug mohotywy, ExdixnTeg va.
Tév povsxebouy o6 atpa GTav xowpatat, Towy
*AEQTY), TENOG, af 6aB) xortwva Yaknve, Tyiy-
WEvoV oTA Aiva Xal xAatEt—

xai va Tov supnabeic, TpomdvTtwy va Tov cupRa-
Beiq, dyannté *Apgfolpe 7 "Algovae.
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“put when someone talks to you with terror,
‘with voices of those lost in ghastly caves and
_marshes—

above all you must consider what he might
‘mean, what dismembered corpse he is hiding in
his cellar, what biting kisses, murders, muffled
nights, crossed noiselessly by trains {darkened
by heavy curtains, with rags and cotton round
the wheels), what iniquitous desires, rage, mur-
muring, howls, fireworks by the patrons’
tombs, avengers who soak him in blood while
- he sleeps, what thief, finally, in a deep, brass
- bedchamber, smothered in linen, and cries—

and you must feel for him, above all feel for
him, my dear Arthur or Alphonse.
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Page 57:

Page 69:

Page 69:

Page 75:

Page 79:

Page 89:

Page 91:

Page 93:

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 Eugéne 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 Buripides’ Bacchae.

Tales of the Deep

“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 fonnd in My Mother’s Sin and Other Sto-
ries, trans. William F. Wyatt Jr. (Hanover: University
Press of New England, 1988).

“My fair ones!” The adjective ebpoppe is an older
form of duopgpa (beautiful} and sounds quaint to con-
temporary readers.

“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.”™

In this poem the word noverpotic is used for “dowry,”
rather than the more usual npoixke, suggesting that a
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Page 115:
Page 119:

Papge 143:

Page 153:

Page 153:

Page 157:

Page 171:

Page 249:

Page 259:

down payment or an extra amount of dowry was
promised.

“Uncle Jules.” The reference is to the French author
Jules Verne (1824-1905).

In Greek the word for the person who commits suicide
{avtdyerpog) literally means “by one’s own hand.”
“Arthur or Alphonse” addresses a plural reader, draw-
ing on many possibie intertexts such as rhe Arthurian
romance, the Poem of the Cid, French romantic nov-
els, and Fdgar Allen Poe’s Narrative of Arthur Gordon
Pym, of Nantucket.

Hers

“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,

As in English, the main place that inomg ko ieopog
(jasper and jasmine) are spatially opposed is in the dic-
tionary.

“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
“YWhere have I been? Where am 1? Fair daylight?”
(4.6.49)

“anathematic” (ovefnpatvced). 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.

In the Greek edition the line “could it be someone else
staring our?” 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 mirror.

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