





























20 Island in Greece

the problem up to the Institute’s Honorary Director,
D. S. Catacousinos, in wretched French.

“If you can find a piece of land that suits you, we
will make a preliminary survey for you,” he said. “A
quick one, to give you an idea whether or not you should
buy it. Then later on your Embassy can write a formal
letter to the Minister asking for a full soil analysis.”

I expressed my deep appreciation and said that I
would pay the charges, of course.

“Not at all. It will cost you nothing. Yours is a project
that is good for American-Greek relations.”

I walked out feeling a real sense of accomplishment,
tinged to be sure with some regret that, undet a new
regulation, a number of senior officials including Dr.
Catacousinos were retiring.

* % *

When I finished checking the manuscript, I stowed it
in a bag, gathered all of our bags on and around my
single chair, and went out on deck to find the others.

A parting question that Jim Demetriadis had asked me
was, did I read German, and when I said that I did a
little, he loaned me this document. It was a fascinating
tract in which, as I now reported to John, the author
referred to the island of Amorgos as umsre (“our”)
Insel, analyzed its problems systematically, and set
forth a comprehensive, detailed plan for its economie
development under the guidance of a team of German
experts.

After ascertaining this (I reported further) I spent
nearly as much time again examining the manuscript
to try to determine what official status it might have,
if any, but found no clues. We mailed it back from
Hermoupolis the next day, and never seriously con-
sidered Amorgos again.

On successive trips I bave grown very fond of Pat-
roklos, hard by the shore just before you reach Cape
Sounion and the colunms of the temple of Poseidon.
Some of the lines of this miniature island are quite
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lovely. But then I suppose that subconsciously I am
also wondering as I scan it whether you could make
something grow there if it were yours. This will no doubt
become a relatively simple matter once a ehemical
spray — or would it be a new kind of lasser beam ? —is
invented that breaks rocks directly down into topsoil.

Mag was reading her book but took time out for a
glance at Patroklos.

The rocky southern tip of Kea, when we reached it,
had much the same feeling on 2 more impressive scale.
The we were rolling, eaught in the wash coming down
from the Kafireos Channel. To starboard at a hazy
distance lay Kithnos. After a while far ahead and a litde
to port we could make out another island, which it
seemed was Yiaros. I had during this part of our voyage
an opportunity —to be repeated many times in the
days ahead —to feel a mixture of pride and envy at
John’s incipient mastery of spoken Greek. He had
struck up an acquaintance with a young engineer from
Zakinthos who was now explaining to him that Yiaros
was where they had formerly put the 1politic:full prisoners,
of whom thank God there were no longer any (then).
None of us guessed the dismal future in store for the
place. Some sotto woce singing of political songs by
both young men ensued, accompanied by considerable
laughter.

We churned on. The sun behind us was no longer
high in the sky when Peter called my attention to a
luminous something low down and far off in the haze
on our starboard bow. Seemingly to begin with it had
no counection with anything else, but soon the outlines
of hills appeared above and around it and we then
realized that in certain kinds of weather the island of
Syros was first made visible to travelers arriving from
the west at that hour preceding sunset not by its skyline
but by the incandescence of a particular chff that rose
from the sea.

So the Pandelis passed the little unmanned lighthouse
on the rocky northern extremity of Syros; bore down
around the island’s shadowy eastern side; evoked the



















































50 Island in Greece

talk to them before that. Let us start immediately.”
And out he went and off he roared on his motorcycle,
Ieaving John and me to notify (but not invite) Peter and
Mag, rejoin Babi in the square, and start along in a
taxi after the Father.

There was no time then for us to be asked up to the
Father’s rooms just below the Cathedral of St. George
crowning the Ano Syra hilltop. John and I were to
marvel at his eagle’s nest on a crag, with its unsurpassed
surveillance (helped, too, by binoculars) over every-
thing down in Hermoupolis, but that came later. On
this oceasion Father Demetrius, earrying a briefease,
emerged from a gate at the next-to-the-top bend in
the road just as we reached it. There he at once climbed
into our eab and told the driver to proceed as rapidly
as possible.

After the concrete road past Mount Pyrgos, the dlrt.
We were on the same course to Syringas as on the
earlier oceasion. (Maybe Syringas was the higher of
the two mountains; our maps disagreed with each
other on that,) Again the wild beauty of the land. But
the sun was setting, and I wondered how we would
make out. I thought laboriously and came up with an
Italian phrase, appropriate to the years that the Father
had spent in Palgrmo as a student. After losing the
thread of his voluble reply, I shifted to French, which
killed our conversation, he being even less adept at
that than I

We were nearing the end of the road when we over-
took an old man on a donkey. The donkey was earrying
sacks, baskets, and cans in addition to the man,

“That’s one of them,” said the Father. The figure of
the donkey reacted with noticeable slowness when
hailed, but an instant later we had all descended from
the cab and Father Demetrius had the figure engaged
in earnest conversation. Out of the briefcase came a map.

“Can you read a map?” “I assume you can read a
map,” Babi translated for us. The rest of the conversation
was lost to us for the moment, but very soon we were
advancing up the road on foot (we were so near the end
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of it), followed by the man on his donkey, and he in
turn by the cab, and then we learned that things appeared
to be going molto bene. At least it seemed that old Barba
Yiorgi was himself not unwilling to sell. The question,
he told his young Father, was up to his friend, the
other owner, and we should call on him.

At the end of the road our procession paused only
Iong enough for John and Father Demetrius to slap
each other’s backs in recognition of a highly successful
venture John had just made in Greek. Then, all but the
taxi which settled down for a wait, we proceeded on a
donkey path that veered to the right (away from the
trail to Syringas) and worked its way counterclockwise
around the steep shoulder of another mountain.

The Father set a sizzling pace. It was a Iong mile
and a rough walk, up and down over large smooth stones
for the most part, with here and there a cushlon of
donkey dung. I wished for my other shoes. Fortunately
there was still light enough to see by, a little. Some-
where below us, I knew, were the ruins of Halandriani
of 2000 B.C. Across a dozen miles of water lay Tinos,
with lights beginning to come on by the shore. Near
our side a boat was heading for port; we heard its toot
when it reached the chapel of St. Demetrius a bit later;
Babi told me it was the Despina.

Babi and I were stumbling along somewhat behind
tl'_1e Father and John, though ahead of Barba Yiorgi on
his donkey. At one point we caught up momentarily
to hear the Father say scusi as he lifted his skirts to the
side of the path while John stooped discretely and tied
a shoelace.

Finally we reached slightly less precipitous land and
a farmhouse. We entered the yard. Father Demetrius
called out loudiy several times, to no apparent effect.
Barba Yiogi went jogging by, heading for his own more
remotely situated abode. From where I stood, the cat
on the stucco wall beside the door was sqnarely in front
of the crescent moon. The a mothetly woman came to
the door and invited us in.

We entered a small low-ceilinged parlour furnished








































































94 Island in Greece

individual massive locks and one-of-a-kind keys, and
it would have taxed the wisdom of a clan of Solomons
not to get locked into or out of part or all of this house
from time to time, '

But the real problem was the communication aspect
of the menage. With dictionary and phrase book in hand,
and with John not always somewhere about to provide
her with technical assistance, Sherleigh conducted a
truly remarkable eampaign of sounds and gestures
that got through to Maria well enough to keep us all fed.
This was the more noteworthy in that Sherleigh, in
spite of being herself a renowned culinary expert,
stubbornly refused to concede the outstanding quality
of Greece’s cuisine. Partly out of respect for her judg-
ment and partly no doubt from observation of Tutu
and other Greek fat boys, and of Maria whose dress
(measured as it hung on the line) went to 82 inches
around the middle, I did permit myself certain gastro-
nomic preeautions. In restaurants I would ask for
ligo lathi (just a little oil) or even ochi lathi (none).

Maria had soft brown eyes that filled with tears of
sadness or joy at unexpected moments. She also was
immensely interested, as was Tutu, in everything that
the rest of us did, and by way of reciprocation she would
pull up her skirt suddenly to show you (Sherleigh, that is)
her sear. Then she would kiss Sherleigh, and she and
Tutu would shout to each other to let off steam. Or on
other occasions she would shout to Tutu telling him
not to wake us up with his noise. Tntu did a number of
very useful things such as fetch eakes of ice from the
store. He was very close to us in every way. When in the
house his idea of staying at a distance seemed to be to
scrutinize my face through the wrong end of my binocu-
lars from a distance of two feet.

Nikos, Maria’s husband, was a barber and, as I found,
a very good one. Maria said that he liked to go fishing
in his spare time and would bring us some fish. This
prospect pleased us all but the catch never materialized
as far as we were concerned. After a while Nikos con-
ceived the idea that John should bring him some electric
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clippers from America —or, better still, should put
Tutu through naval architecture school in England.
It was a wonderful family.

Anyone who is engaged in learning a new language
knows that it can be quite distracting to be continually
asked to translate for others the sentences that are not
the ones you had been quietly developing to spring on
people yourself. This is the trouble that Sherleigh and
I brought upon John, who bore up under it but was
glad when evening released him for more enjoyable
ad-libbing under the acacias and palms at the Pantheon
cafe in the square.

Here in the circle of our friends — the Baroutakis
and Papadopoulos families generally formed the core,
with possibly a Krystallis or someone else joining in —
John with his Greek jokes and songs and flair for the
dramatic was the life of the party. An ouze or two, the
hors d’oeuvres provided free by the house, and perhaps
a handful of pistachio nuts counted out carefully (for
they were practically worth their weight in gold) by the
vendor earrying his covered brass tray among the tables:
this was the good, relaxed life. On Sunday evenings,
moreover, the band regaled the paraders and us sitters
with extraordinary musie (several tunes played at once,
apparently) from the marble bandstand decorated with
sculptured figures of the nine muses, and on any day
of the week you could take a moment out to test your
eyesight by trying to count the buttons on the vest of
the statue of Admiral Miaoulis himself. No one would
dream of going home for dinner —in our case, we
might vary this with a table at a restaurant, probably
down by the harbor where the ships eame in — unul
at least nine or ten.

Babi was now in the Navy and stationed in Crete, which
put quite a new face on our interpretation problem.
The candidate to succeed Babi was Stam, the son of a
different barber, but it took Anarghiros less than twenty-
four hours to find out that Stam was talking too much,
so we never coneluded that deal. We had a bit of gener-
ously contributed help from Anthony Krystallis, the
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