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[Ipota potd ™ KaAlonn va pov mel mog népace 0L’ avtd To xpOvVio. LE TOV
paxapitn tov Kovetav.

« Tiva oe o ; » pov Aéet. « I Kdotag 1 6koc i tav Spovp@oug Kt KaAdS aALd
Tavadipudtovy Emvi TOLAD, TL Vo 0€ TT®, TAPO TOLVAD. A’ v (o viur o W’
évolall AL’ am’ TV GAL” TovAD ToVv “eyoaploTidpay. ‘Epyovtav movdég an’ ta
TPOPaTA KO TNYIVL GTOL KAPEVEIOL KL £PYOVVTOV HOALS VOXTOLVL TOLAKO GTOL
HeBVS’ K1 O0TOV KOVTIIBL GTOV GTOVPOVIPON’ ETALPVE TOV TPAYOVd :

Mpn voovuileig ot Epyovue yia oEva, o, KOUOTO UE PEPVODY OYKOALG...

[MavaBepdos pmekpoviloka eyd €dey’ omov péco p. Axodg 1Kel, avéfnkay ta
KOpota o’ Tov Oeppaikd otovv Odvumov. Ot BEN" Aéer 1 kampévous. Kat yia va
punv xataAdap’ 1 yertovvid dvotya tov wapabvp’ Kt tovv eavolo:

- 'Elo Kovotavti @’ péoa yati n yertoovid Qapei mog ict pebovopévog.

Kt avtog pe Tov pmovkdd’ ot poaoydd’ p’ éayt Tmg otoav Pal’ tov KAEWl o’V
umopta 1 KAEWOoLVIA avifovkaTiBEy’.

Kt ‘“yé Touv éMya: H kAedouvid kouviETt 1 160 €i61 TOQAN K1 OeV EEP°G TL G1 YEVITL
YTt Tetv’g oo yaidovp’;

- Tuvaika p’ gimg koprov, GAL’ eovpd va Tpovcey’c!
Téoov mov Aétt giyt mel mov €RAemt eavtaci’tc. Ki p Aéel mog 1 koapeviing

Qopovoe
@oVOTA, 1 KANTNPOG GOVTIEV, KL TEPAGL KL 1 BAGIALAS Ut TOL VIOUPPE GTOVV DLLOV.

- Avt e Aéet, pépe OLO TOTNPLA VO TOL TGOLYKPiGoL L podi.
Ti va kKGve KL eyo ta Epepva.
K éleye: Tov BAET ¢ yvaika ovTo 100 TOL TGITOVPOUL;

- Tov BAémov, ap’ de Tov PAEROV;

- "Eyxovpe mov Aéc mévte aobnoelg, (o T Tov mdvoup K EEP’C T v, o T
TOV
7iv’¢ 6v0, pa T Tov pVpil’g TPels, pia T ToV PAETOVUL TECGEPLS KL L0 7T TOV
TGOVYKPAG TOL TOVTNP’ KL aKOVG Tt €ivt, mévte. Eivi £16° 1 dev givi;

- Eivi é16° 6movg ta Aég Kaovotavtn pov.
Kt agpod cupepwvodsa Kot dgv Touv yolvovsa Tov yathp’ EeTpthévouvtay Kot
T01E...
"Yotipa 1L vo 6ag Tm, Ths v Touy Egxdom, ftay ayoptayoc. Ag {o0ot Kt oG
EMEWVL L
paxopit’s. Touv épvov Kapd @ovpd 10m TGimovpo AAN TOV TIVOL HoVayLau’

Kot KGBovL Ay’ GTOL UV UINTTOVG Kt GKOVOEL.

Tyg Awxarepivys Mraiovka.
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Kalliope

Kalliope was the first widow I queried about her married life with
her late husband, Konstandi.

“What can I say?” she tells me. “My Kostas was handsome and kind
but, damn him, he drank too much, far too much. Sometimes I
couldn’t have cared less, other times I secretly enjoyed it. He would
finish tending the sheep, go straight to the café and come home after
dark, blind drunk! When he approached the crossroads, he would
start singing:

Don’t think I'm coming home to you, the waves are carrying me
home in their warm embrace...

You cursed drunkard I’d say to myself. Fancy saying the waves are
coming from the Aegean all the way up Mount Olympus! You don’t
know what you’re saying! And so that the neighbours wouldn’t get
wind of his state, I’d open the window and beckon to him:

Come inside, Konstandi. The whole neighbourhood will see that
you’re drunk!

He’d reply, with the bottle firmly under his arm, that when he tried
to put the key into the keyhole it wouldn’t stand still!

Is the keyhole moving or are you in such a drunken stupor that you
don’t know what day it is, I’d shoot back.

Woman, I never know what day it is, don’t insult me!

He drank so much that he would have hallucinations. He’d imagine
the café owner in a dress, the bailiff in a bra, and that the king passed
by with a sack slung over his shoulder.

Come on, he’d say to me, bring two glasses and let us toast each other.
What could I do? I’d bring two glasses.

And he would say to me, do you see this tsipouro?

Of course I can see it!

Well, we have five senses: one is for grabbing things so we know
what they are, the second is for drinking, one for smelling, one for
seeing, and the fifth one is for clinking our glasses so we can hear
what the drink is. Is it or isn’t it so?

That’s how it is, Konstandi, exactly as you say.

The minute he saw that I agreed and never crossed him, he would
become enraptured with me and then...How could I ever forget him?
He was insatiable. If only he were still alive. I couldn’t care less
how much he drank. Here and there I bring some tsipouro to his
grave but I drink it on my own. Sometimes I even sit on his grave in
case he rises out of it!”

Translated into English by Konstandina Dounis
La Trobe University.



