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Kyra Frossini is a historical poem based on
real events, which took place in 1801 in the
city of loannina in Greece, when the coun-
try was still under Ottoman rule, It is a
great drama with all the clements for a
great opera: love, passion, betrayal, repen-
tance, and murder.

The last of plays in verse by poet-
authors of the lonian Islands and Crete
since the seventeenth century, the poem is
written in the more simple oral form of
vernacular Greek. This marks a break both
with local Greek and with the erdite tradi-
tion of writing in a form of archaic, or pur-
ist language, written but not really spoken
at the time except in academic and official
rhetoric.  Deeply rooted in folklore, the
characters of the story participate in a se-
quence of profoundly grim events, with
good and evil incessantly alternating,

ARISTOTELIS  VALAORITIS (1824-
1879), a leading lonian poet, was a lyrical
voice and a crucial link in the development
of modern Greek literature.  He studied
but never practiced law. Instead, his pas-
sionate disposition led him to politics and
Foet . Through these he worked tirelessly
or all national movements of his time and
for the promotion of patriotic ideals.

One of his poems, commissioned for
the unveiling of the statue of Patriarch
Gregory V in Athens, was so enthusiasti-
cally received that it secured official recog-
nition of the demotic as the language of

poetry.
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TRANSLATOR’S NOTE

ARISTOTELIS VALAORITIS (1824-1879), one of the leading
Tonian poets, was a crucial link in the development of modern
Greek literature. Although his name is still readily recogniz-
able in Greece, his work is not sufficiently known in Englixﬁ

The story depicted in this poem is based on real events. It
took place in 1801 in the city of Ioannina (also known as Yan
nina or Yannena) in northwestern Greece, when the country
was still under Ottoman rule. It is a great drama with all the
elements for a great opera: love, passion, betrayal, repentance,
;l”(] Illlll'(l(‘l'.

The main character of the story is Kyra (Lady) Frossini,
who was from a proud family and very beautiful. Frossini was
married to a merchant, who at the time was in Venice on busi
ness. Ali Pasha, the vizier and ruler of the region, fell in love
with her and wanted her to be his mistress. But there was one
complication. Frossini was romantically involved with Ali’s son,
Mouchtar, To take Mouchtar out of the picture, Ali sent him
to war, to help an ally who had asked for help. Undeterred, Ali
pursues Frossini, who, after Mouchtar’s departure, realizes her
great sin and repents. Frossini rejects Ali’s proposals and
promises for riches and power. When Ali threatens her with
assault, she injures him. Furious, Ali demands revenge. In
order to show his great authority and also in the hope of per-
suading Frossini to change her mind, he orders her and sixteen
other voung women to be drowned in Lake Toannina. Frossini
stands firm, finding strength in her Christian faith, and does
not give in. As she is being escorted to the lake, she faints and
dies. The other sixteen women also die, by drowning. Uniil
the very end, Ali hopes to hear that Frossini showed some
weakness, so that his ego would be satisfied, but to no:




Another version of the story has Ali killing Frossini at the
request of Mouchtar’s wife, who was angry because of her af-
fair with her husband. Valaoritis, however, discounts this ver-
sion. He believes that Ali spread this story on purpose in order
to clear himself of his di‘déolic manipulations against his son
and Frossini.

The poem, written in 1859, is considered a landmark in
modern Greek literature. It is a historical poem, deeply rooted
in folklore, whose characters participate in a sequence of pro-
foundly grim cvents, with good and evil incessantly alternating.

§

Every translation is a challenge. This is more evident in
translating literature where, in addition to being faithful to the
original story, the translator must strive to accommodate cul-
tural elements embedded in the work. This challenge is even
more pronounced when dealing with a poem written some 150
years ago and staged in a historical setting with rich folklore.

One of the most important and at the same time beautiful
aspects of Valaoritis’s writing is the passion with which he por-
trays his major characters. In so doing, he freely interchanges
tenscs even in the same sentence. While in the Greek lan-
fml e this serves him greatly, when such a sentence is trans-
ated into English it might sound incorrect or awkward. In the
present translation, we attempted to conserve this uniqueness.
But at the same time, when deemed necessary, we translated
his verses quite freely, without altering the meaning the poet
intended. In a few cases, we considered it appropriate to dis-
count a line or two from the original. Omissions are marked in
the Greek text with an asterisk.

This translation was based on the 1961 publication of
Valuoritis's work by Filologiki, Thessaloniki, Greece,

viii

INTRODUCTION

AT A TIME when the Greeks were beginning to act with the
encouragement of the Russians to regain their freedom and
indepenﬁcnce. an event took place in the city of Toannina in
Epirus, ruled then by Ali PassuL a tyrant of Albanian origin
born in the village of Tepcleni and the great enemy of the
Greeks. The event in question was the drowning of a beautiful
Greek woman and sixtcen of her companions in the lake of the
city. This event was sung by an anonymous folkloric song—
whicli was the motivation of the poet Aristotelis Valaoritis to
compose a historic drama in verse, following the example of
other Romantic poets of the period such as Byron and Victor
Hugo. This is the last of plays in verse composed by poet-
authors of the Ionian Islands and Crete since the seventeenth
century. Valaoritis, certainly familiar with some of them,
whose baroque nature and characteristics were evident both in
the plot unﬂ versification, attempted to write a drama in the
more simple oral form of vernacuiar Greek which distingunishes
it from the other plays written in a dialectical form of Greek,
used in the Ionian Islands and Crete. The novelty is important,
because it marked a break both with local Greek and with the
erndite tradition of writing in a form of archaic, or purist lan-
guage, written but not really spoken at the time except in aca-
demic and official rhetoric.

The play, entitled with the name of the heroine, was a suc-
cess in its published form and became very popular reading in
the nineteenth century. Yet the critics, mainly poets like Pala-
mas, underestimated it, considering it a youthful venture,
which it was, but of an extraordinary maturity in the use of
dramatic verse. Often lines, paragraphs, and whole passages
can be compared to Elizabethan drama, especially close to the
analyses of these plays by T. S. Eliot. The flexibility of the
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verse, with its enjambments and rhyming patterns, is clearly an
innovation of the poet. The fifteen-syllable verse of the oral
demotic poems is adapted to dramatic speech in an astonishing
manner, and for the first time.

§

The story is adapted from information the poet had from
historical sonrces. The liaison of Euphrosync (Frossini), the
married Greek woman, with Mouchtar, the son of Ali Pasha,
transgressing all the norms of behavior of Christian women to-
ward their Muslim conquerors, was subject for a dramatic con-
frontation of a Romantic kind. This, complicated by the at-
tempt of the aging Ali to seduce his son’s mistress and lover,
and her vigorous resistance to his advances, turns her from a
simple sinner into a national heroine, of the faith and integrity
of Greek women, whom the pasha vengefully punished with
death by drowning, including her female companions.

Ali Pasha is shown as an atheist, influenced by the ideology
of the free thinkers of the French Revolution whose represen-
tatives he courted, in an inner struggle between his supersti-
tious fears and the conflicting faiths of Christian Orthodoxy and
Islam.

The same conflict occurs in the heroine, whose transgres-
sion is love, set against her moral belicfs and causing the inner
struggle she umi-rgocs. In this respect, the drama is not
merely a simplistic clash of different faiths and ethnicities, but
a sophisticated attempt at individual characterization of the
heroes,

§

Valaoritis, following his romantic and nationalistic feelings,
uses this legendary event in order to demonstrate how the de-
motic Greek language can express complicated psycliological
conflicts within and without the person, in the fifteen-syllable
verse, and in eleven-syllable verse, a lyrical passuge recited by
Mouchtar. That too seems unusual, to put beautiful lines in
the mouth of a Turk. Valaoritis desired to underline the ro-
wantic character of the liaison between Frossini and Monchtar,
lo give more relief to the horrible father’s designs.

2

The popularity of the dramatic poem, which circulated
widely, contradicts the critics” opinion of the work, and shows
that the public’s taste is not always off the mark.

I am happy that the English-language version will give an
opportunity to the American public to get to know this dra-
matic poem of my ancestor, whose memory I cherish—and
whosc reputation as a poet I defend, even if his cult as a na-
tional poet has largely overshadowed it.

Nanos Valuoritis
Athens
19 January 2007
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KYRA FROSSINI

FIRST SONG
THE SECRET

The city of Yannena lay down to sleep

lights went out, eycs closed.

Mothers clasp their children tightly in their bosoms,
afraid of losing them in these hard times.

Not a single song is heard, not a sonl draws a breath.
Sleep is death, beds are graves,

the conntry’s a gmvv)urﬂ. the night an empty church.

But Ali Pasha cannot slecp
he lies awake on a lion's s[cin.

His forehead heavy, clouded, gloomy

resting on one of his hands

with fingers stroking his white beard,

that drags along the lion’s magpificent mane.
Intertwined the two beasts

look like a double-headed body

indiscernible to tell which is alive and which is dead.
On the side, by the window his friend Tahir

waits staring at him aghast.

In the dark wilderness of a world

ruined by treason and killing, some secret hope
keeps alive chain-bound hearts.

What do they think of tonight? . . . What secret

lets no sleep weigh on their eyes? . . .
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Al

Tahir, Tahir! Did you see the moon
appear in the sky? Two hours I am waiting.
1t is almost midnight, why hasn’t it appeared yet?

Tahir

It appeared . . . but is dim and red like blood.
Black und heavy the clouds roll

and run off like ghosts. The wind pushes them
and piles them on the moon with rage and fury.
They strike and beat it like waves,

as if they want to smother it and drown it.

My Vizier, a thick gloom from Mount Pindos
spreads in the sky, covering the stars.

Like a black shroud! What a night! What a fright!

Ali

Are you afraid of the clouds, do you fear the moon,
because you see it red, becanse you sec it bloody?
You have been with me since your early years

and still you are not used to seeing Sll(‘{l a color?
Did you believe that I wanted to hear and know
that the moon is pale and as if in love appeared

to throw its splendor around me?

Did you believe that I yearned to feel on my lips

its fresh beam like a virgin's kiss?

You still do not know me! You never learned

that my life was always filled with black clouds,
heavy winters, and with lightning-filled darkness.
My face is old, my hair is white

and I have yet to know peace of mind.

And tonight, when I wished, tonight when 1 desired
the spirits to fathom what kind of black tempest
is bellowing inside my chest and how man; {:))Its
tear my heart apart, tonight you are afraid?

You are afraid of a few gloomy clouds

tossed by the wind and of the roar of the thunder?
Get ont, coward. Why do you stand close to me?
Go on and become a comrade of my son, Mouchtar.
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Tahir

My Vizier, my father, why do you send me away, why?

For all these years you have loved me like your own child
and tonight yon renounce me, drive me away, disgrace me.
My Vizier, tell me, when did I show fear? When did this hand
refuse to serve you? Do not disdain me.

Tell me what you wish from me. The two of us together

can ruin the beauty of the world;

a single sight of us can wither the trees leafless.

When we walk together, roses, grass, and flowers bloom

and beg for morning’s dew.

At the sight of our s%ladow, mothers abort;

their mili turns to poison and bile.

Tell me, what do you want from me? Ali, put me to the test!

Ali

Tahir, my child, calm down, forgive me;

I feel so much love and friendship for you

that I was afraid you wanted to leave me tonight.

If you only knew what kind of hell,

how many hard knives tear my guts to pieces!
Tahir, pray for Ali.

Order the spirits to help me, Tahir

tell them that my body, my soul, all § possess

1 wonld give for just one hour, one moment,

if they grant me one moment only.

And you, soul of my mother, which comes every night
and lays by me in bed

and with kisses and tears remind me of Gardiki.'
Omnipotent mother, forget

for one hour your horrible revenge.

Mother, help me, if you love me,

and if it is your wish,

T will fulfill the favor I promised. Mother, help me.

Tahir

My Vizier, what kind of secret, what pain tears you apart?
Am I not your spiritual friend, my Vizier?
Tell me, why do you need the spirits, the hell dwellers?
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Why do you wish to rouse your mother’s bones?

Did we not decide that you and I are enough?

Why do youn need more help? It is a shame

that we the living ask help from the dead.

Tell me, what do you want? What do you yearn for?
I never, ever saw you, my Vizier

s0 pale and so shaken.

You, who holds so many lives in your hand,

you, who the city of Yannena with a glance can sink,
and Arvanitia and Roumeli to your presence kneel ?
and Agrafa tremble and break when you shout,
Have you lost heart tonight? My Vizier, remember
your terrifying powers. We call you the lion!

Ali

Tahir, 1 need no revenge, blood 1 need not;

to kill I don’t need your help.

1 forgot my sufferings, my foes,

all these have left my mind. 1 swear,

Tahir, that tonight I even forgot Sonli,

yes, Souli, which ripped me apart and drained my veins*
incessantly sucking tllle blood from my heart,

Souli, which shamed my white hair.

Tonight I forgot Lambros Tzavellas,'

whom if I saw slaughtered at my feet,

and if any human power could give him

lite again, so that he can torture me again,

I swear to my mother’s soul, I would let him have it,
if 1 could hope for one moment, Tahir.

If T had to go back when I was poor

and despised, scaling the mountains,

Tabhir, I tell no lie, I would do it, on my soul,

if nature for one moment could grant me

the beauty of spring, the smell of the roses,

the moon'’s dress, the lemon tree’s youth,

If for a moment I could become again young, Tahir.
Do you see, my child, what I am yearning for?

You see, my power is not enough,

Old age crushes me and bends me.
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My head is white, my lips pale,

my eyes do not shine as before.

And while, while my bones hollow,

Tabhir, put your hand to feel

how gaﬁlant is my heartbeat.

My blood boils, Tahir, and now that you are listening to me
I feel that [ still have the power to love.

But people sce in me an old man

they are afraid of me, they tremble,

they kneel, kiss my feet,

never raising their eyes to look at me.

Mothers and fathers their beloved only danghter
happily send to me,

but when like alins her kiss 1 seek

itis hardly affable, it is cold

and who knows with what cruel and secret curse.
Tahir, if you understand me, if you know what 1 need,
lind me the cure, do this for me, out of compassion.

Tahir

My Vizier, I confess that I never expected

to hear the lion of Arvanitia, the terrifying lion

to sigh, to mourn like a helpless dove.

Order my head on your feet to fall,

but listen, my father, to your old friend.
Your.mother hore you and cast you into this world
the same time as minc did.

Instead of an earthquake, instead of the carth opening wide,
instead of death, famine, poverty, and flood,

a higher power sent us herc.

You were destined to be sword and wind,

and I was blessed, my Vizier, forever to be

your terrifying swurd)'l s faithful holder and sheath.
We are together for forty years. Think, Vizier,
how many mountains we traversed, precipices and crags!
Look back and recall

all our steps and count the graves . . .

What a pity they are concealed!

The bones and bodies have wasted away, Vizier.
The mounded earth that covers the graves,

slowly disappears and gently settles;
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then playful spring comes with many flowers,

with green grass, with laughter,

and there, where dark evil lies

children play and dance and birds coo.

The blood we spilled was swallowed by the carth,
washed out by the rain, erased by the dew,

but we have forgotten. Sometimes at night

memories come to us in sleep, but who fears them?
The sweet dawn erases them and takes them away.

Ah! Don’t be afraid of the dead, those quiet poor fellows.
Like children, their sleep is decp.

What should have been your course

if you were to snatch God'’s power

and fight Him as an implacable rival

He giving life, you taking it away?

The love that as youth yon never yearned

today unreservedly you seek

to drag you into poverty,

sitting by your door, hegging from passersby.

You nourished hatred for the wnrl(l.

and, yes, you conquered it. But forget not,

Souli is still alive and Lambros Tzavellas as well.
Remember that your mother who lies in the deep earth
will find no rest unless you slaughter Gardiki on Eer grave.
My Vizicr, tell me for whom you Just?

No yonth, no woman saw you and resisted you.

Who is the mother or the father in Yannena

who dares to refuse to you the beauty of their danghter?
Time has left no mark on you

your hand is not trembling,

fire shoots from your lips, thunder from your eyes.
Who is he who gazes at proud Pindos’s white peak

and calls the mountain an old man?

Tell me what you desire, order me; my hands, my soul
are yours. Open up your heart to your friend.

Ali
Tahir, Tahir, you brought back the old times,

the roads we marched, the graves, the blood,
I feel again young, my heart rejoices.
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Tahir, you know me well. Idid not come to this world
to love Christ's crcatures or his image.

Another God created me and gave me his soul
and taught me that my life

will be black death and earthly hell.

Lstill remember the moment my mother took me
secretly from my brothers to a place

full of graves, white in the moon’s light.

Among them stood a silent, solitary,

tall, colossal dark cypress.

The night was quiet, the moon shining,

and from time to time we could hear a wolf's cry.
“Mother,” I said, “Look at my trembling legs,
what did you bring me here for?

Tam afraid, Mother, let us go.”

And she, the fear of heaven and hell told me:
“Ali, don’t be scared when yon are with Hamko.
The dead cannot wake np, and even if the grave
spits out a hell dweller from its breast,

he will be ash and smoke and will die again
when he sees that Tam here and fecls my breath.
Ali, my child, have no fear of the graves.

The bones and the soulless bodies in the tombs
are like humans inside wombs.

The shroud is swaddling, the wooden coffin

is asilent child’s eradle.

Ali, my child, look at this dark cypress,

and the white gravestones around it.

You see, its shadow passes over them

like an hour hand counting time.

In the world that you will soon enter,

become a cypress and count the hours, the years, your life,
by spreading your shadow on the chilly graves.
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And look, my sweet Ali, never forget.

If there comes a day, a moment

when your dark hour hand

finds no gravestone to pause at and show you the time,
remember, Ali, my words, fate will claim you.

[ have nothing else to say. Gird yourself with knife and sword,
and run, climb the mountains. Always keep with you
my motherly blessings and you will prevail”

“Tahir, that night I conquered the world.

And you, my comrade and friend, you know

that I never forgot my mother’s words.

Now for the fixst time I feel a passion,

an inconceivable thirst, Tahir, such fever,

that if Tknew that the blood of Arvanitia would quench it
all at once I would drink, Tahir, to get relief.

This is my secret: and may God have merey on you

il ever a word slips from your lips.

Tabhir, look me in the eye

the untamed wolf, the dauntless lion,

the ferocions Ali Pasha, is devoured by jealousy.
There! T confessed, I opened my heart.

Bring here your finger and feel my wound.

Tonight the world will end, the sky will fall,

the earth may swallow you and me,

tonight I need a reme(fy! ... I have nobody;

pity me, Tahir, my true friend.

Tahir

My Vizier, my Vizier, let me kiss
the earth that you step and your feet.
Jealousy is burning your heart,
sweet jealousy and fove!
And you say you are old!
And you say that time made you hoar
and bent you! Blessed be the moment
you opened your heart to me, my Vizier, and showed me
your brave heart that still longs for love!
{)eulousy is a bitter, poisonous jewel,
ut in you, my Vizier, will become blood, soul and youth,
tonight the world will end, the sky will fall,
the earth will open to swallow your children and me. . . .
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Ali

My children? . . . Who asked you?

Why did you now think of them

and bring to your memory those

whom I, their father, have forgotten?

Is your love for me so deep that inadvertently
you see before you Mouchtar and Veli

as if they are branches of the tree that covers you.
And in their names you swore and shouted

for the earth to open and swallow my children and you . . .
Well?. . If 1 or(E:red you ... If you knew

that my life hangs on your hands. . . .

And if I told you that for your old Vizier

to rejuvenate, to heal with a cup of blood . . .

Tahir

My throat T would slit, my child I would kill
to fetch the blood to you my father, my Vizier.

Al

Let me embrace you, you are my child.

Listen now to what Twill tell you, what Twant from you. . ..
As the alimond tree blooms in a winter still with snow

so Lady Frossini blossomed in Yannena,

a golden ray from the moon, hidden by the clouds;

one day I met her. She passed by me

and dazzled my eyes. A secret shudder

cut me to the bone. The stallion in me saw her,

propped its feet and with taut eyes

extended its neck to greet her.

Around her stood like flower buds, like bright stars,

like dew drops on a lemon tree’s leaf,

many young ladies, playfully collecting flowers.

The stallion scared them; like wild doves

they flew away and hid in the shadows of the trees.

And then the stallion neighed and disappeared like lightning.
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A long time has passed but T always see her in my dreams;

opening my arms to catch her

but she slips away like the foam in a sailor’s fingers,

who, thinking it is a white stone on the seashore,

holds onto it, himself from drowning to save.

Then, fire came and war. Souli was threatening

to swallow Yannena; Kleftes” bullets

in Agrafa were buzzing. The rifles of Pindos flashed”

and scattered smoke on my beard.

Blood, revenge, fear and hopes

made e forget her. My sweet dream stopped,

Frossini disappeared!

But for three nights now, sleepless 1 see her again.

The spark became fire, which inflames me and burns me!

1 am not Ali Tepelenlis, T am not Hamko’s child

if I do not see her lie in my bed!

I saw Frossini three times in my dream,

how real seemed the dream, and true tonight it shall be!
The war ended, the rifles ceased,

I came back . . . but the Bishop

of my seeret love was told,

and he arranged for her to marry.

With blessings and two crowns,

and with the censer’s fumes and rings

he thought he could snatch her away from me.

Damned priest! In Yannena there is no other god

but Ali; the Vizier, and one day yo'll see!

Three years have passed since then. . . .

‘Thanassis Vagias secretly to me confessed

that husband and children Frossini left

and . .. she loves someone else . . . Tahir, Tahir, help . ..

Tahir
Who, Vizier, tell me who? His name T want to know.
Ali
Tahir, do not tremble like me. . . . Tahir, do not blanch . . .
We are alone . . . It is Mouchtar . .. Why are you shivering?

Are yon afraid that I will order you
to run and fetch me the blood you promised?
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1 know that you love me . . . You have no other friend.
And 1, like to my spiritual god my secret to you revealed.
Why are you trembling? What do you fear?

Tahir

1 an not scared, my Vizier.
What do you wish? . .. Your of fspring?

Ali

This will be the last time

such a word is uttered from your mouth Tahir.
Offspring! . . . Children I have not, father I am not.
The sea may call its waves children

because they torture and rive her;

the clouds in the sky thunder and lightning can love
and the twin brothers the womb that gave them birth.
Children! Children I have not. When I know

that giving life, flesh and blood

to Veli and Mouchtar, the snake and the wolf,

came at the expense of my soul and youth.

Deprived T am of what they hoth now enjoy.

I know, Tahir, that they stole and donned my strength
while I search forit . ..

Children! Children I have not.

To this world, I was sent to ruin

not tocreate new generations.

This much you know. Why then are yon afraid of my children?
You learned my secret, you know my foe ...

And now that I am old, and now that you see

that this is my last chance to have a happy moment
would you abandon me now, too? . . .

Tahir

Vizier, I was not scared . . . If T hesitated a little,
it was . . . the revenge. Order me, do you wish that . ..

Al

No, Tahir, don't be in haste. You know I dislike
needlessly to fall into sin.
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Some day I will render account and soul to a God.
Listen! My son, Mouchtar, will soon come
my blessing to receive. Tomorrow I am sending him
to war at Balkamia. Ten thousand will follow him.”
Belore dawn Yannena and Frossini he will leave.
Our brother Vagias along with him I send
like a true father by his side to be.
I know Vagias since he was young
he is not a trembling hand. . . .
You and I will stay. Tomorrow, and before the moon
over the mountains appears, my Tahir, we shall go
the two us quietly and covertly to find Frossini.
I shall go to her and fall at her feet
and cry and beg for love, compassion and a kiss,
my riches, my fame T shall bestow in her hands.
I shall make her my Sultana, my Queen,
the envy of spring.
Aund if eruelly my tears she scorns, Tahir,
if she refuses to forget Mouchtar for me,
oh! then, my loyal friend you'll find the way
to wash out my shame, with water from the lake
clean like a morning’s dew . . . The waves are silent,
but when they bellow by the shore,
people don’t know if it's lament, mourning or roar . ..
Go and call Mouchtar. When hefore me he stands,
stay still by the doors. And if you sense
from one glance, from one word
that he knows the secret . . . Tahir, you know
Ali is not ungrateful . . . If it were written in my fate
today to cry 1?or and be deprived of a child . . .
I will embrace you, I'll take you as mine.
Go, Tahir, all my hopes lie in your hands . ..
Tahir, Tahir I forgot . . . Why have you
no dagger, no sword with you tonight?
I urged you a thousand times
always to carry them, it’s a sinister world.
It’s a shame to see my vigilant lion
with no claws and fearful teeth . ..
Take this Tahir, a token of my love, to remember me.
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A small present . . . Who knows, this dagger

that instead of my waist will now adorn your chest
who knows, my beloved Tahir, what glory awaits it!
With my blessings go, call Mouchtar.

Tabhir, pale as death, bows his forehead,
kisses Ali’s hand, and takes the dagger.
Alone, smiling bitterly, the murderer is left,
gloating at his friend, who, lcaving,
thrice turned to bow before his brother.

Like the hungry tiger awaiting her victim
alone in the room he paces and wanders.
He inspects the weapons, his loaded pistols,
he draws the yataghan,
which like a snake freely ships from its sheath.
The passion, the revenge blinds him, drowns him.
ITe opens the window to greedily gulp down
the air of the night, which is innocent and doesn’t know
what a sinister chest is destined to refresh.
He raises his forehead. With clouds heavy and dense
the sky shut its eyes
to avoid his words, to avoid his sight . . .

.

Ali (alone)

You have no courage to look at me, whoever you are.
Cover, close, and hide your blue eyes.
Take the dark clouds, make them your eyelids,
show me your thunder, your lightning.
Talk to me with rumbles, earthquakes and tornados.
You see, I do not fear you, I don’t bow my head to you.
I called you, I insulte(f you. If you are my God

some night show yourself before me!
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T owe my power to no fate, to no one.

My hands created me. Like you I am not.

You were in the universe alone

withont foes. Even a child, small and weak,

the chaos and the sleeping soulless matter

wandering lifeless and dead, could casily beat.

11 you are truly powerful, destroy the universe
or it will destroy you.

Come down, I am waiting for you. And if you want,
take for ally the only creature of yours,
Death, your son, your only pride.
And hasten here to Yannena, to show me your valor.
Why, why, do you fight me hiding in the air
and everyday slowly my life you steal
and devour mankind and rabidly nourish
a timid immortality?

If you are omnipotent why didn’t you
destroy in the womb the seed that caused me?
Why haven't you still put out the spark
destined to bur your world?
Why, before it flared up,
did you not smother my spark
with the breath that gn\'e}iife to matter?

Tell me! Am I to blame if I now burn you?

Many don’t believe in you; your existence they dispute,
to them you are no obstacle no source of fear.
But I, Ali, believed in you just to fight you.
You know how many I've snatched from you!
With the blink of an eye thousands before my power kneel,
they forget you and worship my sword.
Take away my hoary old age, give me your life
and come match your strength with mine.

To torment me you await inside my tomb!

Even in there I have no fear of you;

turn the cosmos upside down, you can’t beat Ali.

My mistress in bed the earth will be; and a secret hope
tells me that from my flesh shall rise and take root
bitter bile to poison your world.
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I shall become immortal, before you ever present,
darkness in your light.

And when your heavenly rays shower

the flowers with life and love, there I'll always be.

Latent, perpetual foe, black waste, and decay,

me, the hidden untimely death, where will you hide me?

Before the roses blossom their beauty [ will waste and wilt.

This power will nourish me and fill me.

You see I am not scared of you. Alive or dead
valiant I shall be.

Tonight I decided, tonight I will show you
that I can suppress any human love.
Like you, as father, I created my children,
and now I decided to destroy my seed.
If you brought love to me to torment me
wait to see my power and then you shall see . . .
1 don’t ask for help, I don’t want alms,
I shall take Frossini! . ..

Mouchtar
Frossini! ... Oh! What a name! My father, Vizier!
Ali
Welcome, my child. Why are you late, Mouchtar? . . .

Green like the viper the infidel

with a blasphemy hidden in his mouth,
spat on the face of the sky and the stars.
He slowly rested his hand on the yataghan
and calmly laid down on the lion’s skin.
Before him stands Mouchtar, like a corpse,
a statue, waiting to hear the Vizier's words.
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Ali

See, Mouchtar, to what old age has reduced mc!

Don't be hard on me. You see how the leaves from the trees
that covered Roumeli with thick shadow,

are yellow, falling with the first north wind.

You are my young shoot. All the life I had,

I threw it in your heart. The Creator pitied me

and gave me his grace, let me live,

good old age to reach. Thank you, my God!

Take, my j\ild. the blessing that I tearfully give you,
and run, run fast to fight, Monchtar.

Remember your father and his white hair.

FFrom Danube birds will be coming to sing

of my son’s bravery, restoring my youth;

hearing that Mouchtar is the fire, like Death,

with sword and shining two-edged dagger

¢o, Mouchtar, and come back here to my arms

do not leave me lonely in my final hours.

I want your two hands to dig my grave . . .

And write frequently, do not forget me.

My child, spegk freely, what do you wish from me? . ..

And the rascal was crying, because it was written
that these tears, the blood of our souls,

will become in his eyes a bitter laughing-stock.
You could see them dropping from his white beard
rolling down and hiding in his dagger’s sheath.

Mouchtar

My Vizier, my father, do not cry, have no fear.

You know I never came back from war

ashamed to look you in the face.

My father, you are an old man, by your side let me be
your loyal comrade. Send my brother.
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Ali

Old man? . .. Send Veli? . . . Cursed be the hour
your mother bore him! . . . God, forgive her!
Mouchtar, do you want me to be shamed?
People to ramor that Ali’s son,

hearing the din and roar of battle,

paled and swooned to save himself

in the harem’s breast he hid?

If you love e, pity me. Do not mention him.

Mouchtar

Father, your wish will be fulfilled, I'll go.
From you one favor only I seek.

Behind, in Yannena, my heart T leave.
Don’t be bitter that until now a secret I hid.
My father, if you love me, in your arms

like your daughter, guard poor Frossini . . .

Al

Mouchtar, it weighed on me that I never heard
one word from you about this love of yours.

Go, my child, Godspeed.

Let this hard midnight be the witness.

I sweay to faithfully protect her

as if she were, Mouchtar, drop of my blood,

and for love of you, I'll keep her deep in my heart.
I swear, my child, that inside my eyes [ will hide her
like a secret tear that nobody can see.

And even in misfortunes I will never cry,

in fear that the tear escapes.

Go, my child, it is late! Come let me kiss you.
Remember your father . . . Go with my blessings!
The infidel murderers joined their lips,

on his child’s mouth Ali’s kiss

is a viper’s tooth, a dagger’s tip.

Mouchtar and Tahir leave, Vizier is now alone.
On the bed he stretches, joyful, that he won,

and as a final blasphemy to Christ
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smiling three times crosses himself
then with Jove and fear takes from his chest
an amulet and piously kisses it.

Soon he slept. The world breathed,
the clouds disappeared, the moon shone . . .
As if heaven ce?ebmtes the sleep of its foe.

SECOND SONG

REPENTANCE

Over Pindos, sweet dawn appears unnoticed
sprinkling with the morning’s dew its every step.
The lake is calm, asleep,
and light foam plays sweetly on the shore
like a small child’s peaceful breathing.

At times the wind breczes happily.

With innocent wings over the lake

glides and playfully steals from her a kiss.
And she, \vlho is shy, cringes, her forchead
pausing on a frown, and the wind subsides.
The mist, which every night spreads over her
to cover and conceal her secret beauty,

now lifts and rises, white like snow.

It rises and climbs high, over Ipiros,

like sacred incense with a thousand fragrances,
as from a country church,

and hastens to bring to God's feet

the woman’s lament, the slave’s tears.

How many times from far away,
with tearful adolescent eyes and a secret hope,
I stared at Mount Pindos’s mist!
It looked like rifle smoke
and I quietly expected to hear its roar.
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And one day when the clonds flashed

and a deadly din was heard, how many times at night
I opened my eyes wide, opened my heart

to enjoy the roar, the splendor of war!

Was it an unreal dream, was it a false hope?

If it were a harsh dream, a false hope,

hear me, my Creator, and grant me

in my tomb perpetually to sleep,

having as companion this sweet dream.

Who sensed in an autumn’s beautiful dawn,
the cold bitter farewell of youth growing old,
of life perishing, and did not thirﬁ<
of his llzmt hour, his soul’s last battle?

Early in the morning miserable Frossini woke up.
Disheveled by the window sat
and sorrowful alone she cries.
Her eyes shining and drowned in tears,
secretly met with dawn’s eyes,
like sisters at each other they looked.
The watching stars slowly vanish
without knowing what splendor dims them.

The lemon tree happily opens its leaves
stares at her like a lover and with its redolence
sends her greetings and good morning bids.
Why such grief, such bitterness?

Why does she pay no attention to her trees?
This tear that left her eyelid

rolled and stopped on her lips

like a dew drop hanging from a rose.

What pain would cause such eyes to weep?
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She is weeping, weeping without a sigh
as if she has no more voice, as if her beauty
is melting in her tears. Frossini, why don’t you speak?
Ier eyes, dripping like rain, soak her collar
and picrce her breasts, her angelic breasts.
Unhappily she quivered fecling the cold
biting her lips, and a shiver
without merey stabbed her in the heart.

Paralyzed by fear she clutches

and greedily holds her bosom.

Becanse she remembers, the poor dear,

she remembers that once

when she was an innocent, sweet mother

blessed and abundant milk flowed from her nipples.
What a cruel torment! She abandoned her children,
forsook her angels for Mouchtar, who is off to battle.

Alas hard-hearted and wicked mother,

who her children, her milk, betrays and forgets!

She doesn’t know that her breasts were made powerful
by God’s hand. He saw their beauty

He rejoiced and secretly blessed them,

and liﬂe aloving father, therein He preserved

His creative power and immortality.

Alas! Alas hard-hearted mother

who did not guard her milk unsoiled and pure.

Autumn’s birds begin to wake up

shaking their wet wings to dry.

Tl-fated Frosso, what are you waiting to hear?
The stars are gone, why do you tarry?

Do you wish the sun to shine on you?

If asked why you weep, what would you then say?
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From far away three gunshots thundered and flashed,
she heard a neighing and recognized the horse . . .

Is it Mouchtar passing, is it Mouchtar departing?

For a moment she became alert, wiped her tears

to be able to see him. The light is still dim

and the mist hides him. Enough, Frossini, enough.
Remember your little children, forget Mouchtar.
And while for the final time she pushes her gaze far,
to pierce the cloud to greet him,

a sweet voice calls her, she hears a sweet song,

Like a yellow and withered leaf
the wind takes me on its wings,

tosses me about, far away from you.
Frossini, love me when I will be away.

The serene wave on the shore
was sleeping sweetly and deeply.
The mistral blew tempestuous
and tossed and smashed it on the rocks.

Frossini, they sent me to foreign lands,
to fire and war.

Deliver from your lovely lips
a thousand kisses for company to keep.

If my day has come, my sweetheart,

for the foreign birds and the foreign land
to drink my blood, to eat my guts

greedily in the wilderness,

who knows, my love, your kisses
might give me soul and I may rise

and come back like a dream in your arms,
Frossini, to sleep.

Winter is coming, clouds, snow,
the flowers withered, the scents

and the swallows are gone, my Frossini.
Beware, dark nights are coming.

45



l'epdky ayoprayo, okknpd Eudrépl
0" apxiony OMyvpa va kuvnyd.

Yuxn) pov, diolpovor oTd mEpLOTEéPL,
av Tobpn pévo Tou pEs oTh Pwield.

dpoolvn, p' éoTedav va mdw orta Eéva,
va mae oTOv ToAepo, HES OTH PwTELd.
Totds Eelp’ fy poipd pov 7' €xel ypappéva:
Puxr pov, Ppdow pov, o' ddive yerd.

Tater 1 ¢wvi) Tov Tpayoudlol kal Ta oTepra Ta Aoyia

pé Tis dpociims Thropa, dmol dvTnxoUoe dxdun,
péoga oTd Groiofo ToU vepol ékpidTnrav, xwvelbouw:
ki O Eévos, omod €8iaBaive €ls ToU yiahoD THY dkpm,
dkovoe, Apvn, puoTikd 1O yaavd cou kipa

va bupl{n mailovtas pe TOv adpd cov—dpdow.

Kevtd T& dmL tov & MouxTdp, k' ékeivo mplv meTdl.
‘ONopflo pé Td wéda Tov TO Glryvedo xTumder.
Aés kal TO pavpo mpoomabel THY kaTaywia v Suhéy
Kal TV Kupd TOU ATd LaKpd v XalpeTHom AKOun.
To mamnpd Tov drobeTar, ¢alvovral dxdu’ fy omibais,
omob mEToly TG WéTala XTUmGrTas TO oTouprdpl.
Adpmer ya boTepn dopa wa moTold kai ofvétar,

oTeprd G, mob devyovtas plyv’ & MouxTdp omh pdow.

Zuyh, oyl oTov olpavd, ouyr, oyl oTh Apwn,
O kéopos Sév mrpalveTar ya pa SuoTuxiouévn.
Adpmer O fhos kaBapds, Ta GO’ dand Ta dévdpa
médTour odv TpGTA KaTd YiS Téva owd md T d\o
Aadolv Tob BdiTou Td mould, dkoleT' O SepBlons,
dpytoe makw N (wf, Td idvava Euvmmoay,

Greedy hawks and hard-hearted sparrow-hawks
will start hunting all around

my love, alas to the dove
if they find it in the nest alone.

Frossini, they send me to foreign lands
to fire and war.
Who knows what is written for me
my sweetheart, my Frosso, farewell I bid.

The signing voice ceases and the final words,
with Frossini's name still resonating,
are concealed in the murmur of the waves;
and a stranger wandering by the shore line,
heard the lake’s blue waves whisper Frosso’s name
as they danced with the foam.

Mouchtar spurs his horse and the beast
standing erect pounds the mist with its hooves
as if trying to dissolve it
and from far away his lady to greet.
Its treading can be heard and sparks can be seen
flyingdrom its horseshoes as they hit the flint.
A gun shot flashes for the last time and fades,
a final kiss, which departing Mouchtar to Frossini sends.

Silence in the sky, silence on the lake,
for a despondent the world is not concerned.
The sun shines clean,
the leaves fall to the ground side by side:
birds from the marsh prattle, the ({::rvish is heard,
life started again, Yannena woke up.
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Children play in the grass, but in their [renzied joy
heard not the bell sounding, mournful,

ringing in lament, nor did they see

the cross in procession, and the four carrying

the corpse of a child, yesterday's playmate.

Firm and taciturn by the window
with no words spoken by her lips,
pitiable Frossini stands. Her pain is silent.
The sun rises over the mountains
and with a warm beam sweetly kisses her forehead.
God’s eyes saw her tears, her grief
and with a light shower sprinkle her,
give her a new baptism; with His immaculate hands
e washes and cleanses her from her sins
and now from God'’s holy font she comes out pure,
with a celestial beauty.

Sinful woman, abandon the world’s riches,
a different bridegroom loves you. Frossini, don’t be timid,
prepare your hands to betroth
the iron and the ropes, which today will bind you.
Adorn yourself, heaven is offering you
your maidenhood again. Frossini, don’t quail
the hour your wedding candle is lit:
Martyrdom, Frossini,
is a holy sacrament.

Night fell. Prostrate before an icon
distressed Frossini wept all day.
How can her sinful eyes find so many tears!
Always silent, with crossed hands over her chest,
never raised her eyes to look at the Madonna;
maybe in shame she dares not
see God’s mother with the child in her hands
and be reminded that once she also held
a child in her bosom, a child that she abandoned.
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She feels her eyelids heavy, slecp pities her
and grants her an unexpected comfort.
She rises exhausted with trembling knees
and in her bleak bed she sinks.
She calls Chrissi, her faithful nurse, by her to come
and as a frightened bird which perches,
thrusting its head in its soft wings,
her tearful face in her bosom hides.

Frossini

My Chrissi, my nurse, I am cold, cover me.
ILet me kiss you, forgive me.
Don't curse me and don’t scold me,
bury me in your bosom, maybe [ will sleep.
My heart is broken, my eyes arc beaten.
If any tears are left I keep them for my children.
Extend your hand, rest it on my head,
my hair caress and on my pillow

your face rest. Let me with you fall asleep.

My Chrissi, tonight I am frightened. Light the votive lamp,
light soothes the heart like water on the lips.
Unravel the wick, for if it smothers I will be left in darkness
fecling as if to Hades alive I descended.
Incense the icon, my only hope . ..
My mother, something fluttered! . . . Was it a bat?
Hide me, mother; it sounded like a voice calling me . . .
Look at my cold sweat! My flesh writhes.
My Virgin, I sinned, I wept, forgive me,

lend me your hand.

My Madonna, I rejected youth and riches

tears washed my many wrongdoings.

Be merciful to me! Feel pity, remember

that once an innocent mouth called me mother.
I beseech you, be lenient to a stray soul.
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T was deluded by fate, pestered by the world’s curse,
which abhorred me and burned the weddin‘; crown
set on my head. Enough, my Lady, enongh!
Forlorn Frossini doesn’t ask for love,

1 seek mercy.

Tonight looking at You it appeared that I saw

on Your lips, like a passing star, like a beam,

a sweet smile revivin

Oh! Madonna, don’t leave me, disdained that I am,

Descrted and lonely tonight in my bed

with your sweet eyes cover me and protect me.

My Chrissi, my mother, don’t weep, you make me fear.

Tell me about my little children . .. T am sleepy.

Talk about them, my mother, to feel in my dreams
that I have them next to me.

Like a bird burrowing during the winter under the leaves,
rotected from snow, rain, and lightning
ike an innocent butterfly hiding in the rose’s
balmy embrace to avoid the dew,
Frossini hides in Chrissi’s loyal bosom
who looks at her with a [urtive sigh.
She closes her dark eyelids, her heart
does not beat frightened as before.
The Virgin pitied her,
sweetly she slept.

Wake up, wake up, they knock. Death, life and sleep
joined by an instant, by an instant separated.
Wake up unfortunate, as long as you live
do not expect in your gravely bed to enjoy your sleep,
wake up and tomorrow you will be given a fresh pallet,
the wave for pillow, and its spray for sheet.
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Wake up unhappy Frossini, open the door to the murderer
who seeks you, (Hon't be Irightened, the Virgin watches you.
The door creaks, shakes, falls
from the bangs of the thief.

She startles in her sleep . . . She opens her eyes,
in terror she chokes.

The old Vizier stands before her speechless
and behind him Tahir.

His face is fire, his eyes shine
and restlessly rove.

He sees her alone, half-naked in bed,
he devours her with his eyes.

What hell bore him, what earth holds him?
Look, he is smiling

his teeth whitened in his wide mouth,
gluttonons like the dry earth.

His heart hammers like never before,
it will break his ribs.

Like {lame from his mouth his breath blows,
his throat is a kiln.

And his broad chest swells

with air his flame to sustain.

.

Slowly his quivering hand rises
and extends it upon her.

His fingers glitter loaded with rings
like snakes

gleaming under the sun, lying among the flowers,

adorned with venom.

Ile didn’t dare—the demon—to touch her
and alarm her.

Ali Pasha’s hand remained suspended
like a knife.

Heavy like iron slowly he lowers it,
he looks at her breasts.

And she, who is dreaming of her maidenhood,
hides them like children.
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And holds them tightly, afraid to lose them
to a plunderer.
But the hand of the slayer is near, groping.
Like a spark Frosso leapt and in front of him kneels.

Frossini

Vizier, do not stoop to scolding a despised woman
who crawls at your feet.
The stones you step on tremble, the rocks crack
when they hear you swagger.
I ain but a dissolving dust tossed by the wind,
have pity Vizicr, don't tread on me.
Forget this miserable orphan,
who needs her life only to shed more tears.
When a corpse is buried under the tombstone
they leave it, forget it, nobody awakens it.
I am a corpse too, my Vizier, leave me to be consumed
alive by another form of earth, by tears and pain.
You see how withered T am. Have pity on me, mercy!

Ali Pasha looks at the living corpse

spread at his feet, weeping and groaning

and a furtive shudder and a quiver

passes through his bones and his insides sting.

The terrible sin that nests in him

the heart that created it tears and flays,

like the adder’s offspring flay and eat

the womb that nurtured them

by gifting their mother with their first poison.
Ali's eyes met Tahir’s

and tacitly commanded him to withdraw.

The servant obeyed and leaving

drags with him C
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Ali

Rise Frossini from the floor, look at me.
Your soft knees were not fashioned
to crawl and kneel before me.
Do not be afraid of me. T love you . .. like a father.
Rise, my child, don’t ery, come embrace me.
Let me listen to your pain, console you.
Alas to him that made you shed tears!

Frossini

No, my Vizer, it is nobody’s fault;
my fate persecuted me, my wedding’s cursc.
Thank you, my father . .. What? Has Chrissi left?

Ali

Don'’t be anxious. When I saw you silent, pale and swooned,
I sent her to bring a little water
with it your angelic face, Frossini, to sprinkle.
She is coming soon, my child, don’t worry.
Lean your forehead against my fatherly chest,
calm yourself, appease, don’t tremble.
How your hair is wet from the tears!
Let my hands sweetly dry them.

Frossini believes his words
that in his embrace she will find peace
and kisses his hands and on his chest
draws her doleful forehead to find solace.
His beard is waving, hanging, ready to fall
like a waterfall from the mountain’s rock.
While caressing her, he feels in his fingers
the trembling of love and slowly clasps
her face on his ablaze-with-passion chest.
Frosso still believes him. The snake she embraces
sweetly hypnotizes and poisons her.
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And there, as the woeful leans on him,

she hears inside his chest his boiling blood

and his heart throbbing ready to break open.
Fearful she reflects, remembers, shudders.

She wants to part but she cannot.

Vizier's lips touch her hair and stick to her locks.
The dragon scizes her, has her in the mouth
suckling her soul, sucking with fury.

Stand by her, Virgin Mary, help her!

Like a deer, a wolverine, feeling in her ribs

the bullet, shot by a hunter in the woods,

she is shaken and bravely jumps away
unbinding herself from AIJi's chaining hands.
She looks at him erected with raging cyes.

At her sight Ali is smothered unfcuwardly kneels.

Ali

Frossini, why did you cringe [rom me? Take delight
in seeing at your leet the fcarsome Vizier.
Never, never in this world did I bend my knees,
and now, see, I prostrate myself before you.
You learned my secret, my heart betrayed me.
If I could, 1 alone, with these hands
I would uproot and show you my heart.
Frossini, yes, I love you, 1'say it, I am not ashamed.
I ameold with white {mir but for you I'll be young again.
You heard how in my chest my blood boils.
Pindos, too, is white and old like me,
Frossini, see your Pindos with his old snow
bending and spreading his top for you to walk
through his cool clouds and chilling waters.
Don't look at me with rage; my riches, my life
are yours, take them, for a sweet word,
for one compassionate glance I give you everything I have;
sit on my throne, don my power.
1 desire nothing for myself, Frosso, I seek nothing
but to sometimes let old Ali
in your shadow, my little laurel, to rest my eyes.
For years now I cannot rest my eyes,
I am tired of my fame, my life T consumed
and yet love I never knew.
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Frossini, love me, soon I'll dic,

Yannena is yours, everything is yours.

I am taking nothing in the deep dark tomb, nothing;
spend nothing for me Frosso,

but a couple of lengths for my shroud and your last kiss.
Show compassion, you are like a God to me.

Hitherto in Him I never believed but now I do.

I believe in your icon, in Virgin Mary,

in baptism, your myrrh, I be%ilevc that there is

a higher [mwer that created you, Frossini.

My Prophet I reject so that I would come

with you to heaven and to feel

in my last moment your lovely hands joining mine.

Tell me, what else do you wish. What else do you want?
Frossini, look at my eyes . . . Bless you,

you filled them with tears . . . My child, don’t leave me.
Children T have not, they are gone, who knows if they'll return!
Pity me the doleful, have me as a . . . father.

Come, Frossini, compassionately look after this old man.
[Tave pity on me, don’t stare in rage.

Tearful the demon is pulling his hair
and is thrashing his ribs.
He chokes in moans, strikes his forchcad
but he is stealthily laughing.
Frossini stays firm with her hands crossed
she fears nobody.
Looking at the icon, her only hope,
she sees a beam
cmerging from the Madonna to illuminate her.
Seeing it, Ali Pasha trembles and bellows.

Frossini

Stand up Vizier, it’s late! I have by me
no father, no brother, no child, no husband,
I denied the world. Enjoy your power,
your fame, your riches and let me die
alone in dark oblivion. Iwish nothing more.
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Pull yourself away, look, Vizier, at the Virgin;
are you not scared ol God's awesome cye:

Ali

The hell you sparked in my chest doesn’t frighten me,
Aliis not terrified by wood and rays:

Frossini, 1 ed you, I cried.

I expended all my tears, I have no more . . .

At once he rises, takes a ste[l).
What rage comes upon him!

His lips are reddened, as if they bled
and sealed they tremble.

With eyes distorted, he bellows, blusters
like a thirsty wolf.

Frossini heard his grinding tecth.

A ruthless war is afoot. Vii-gin Mary, mercy!

Frossini

Ali Pasha, do not curse; remember, there exists
a God to whom today I gave my soul.
A

Ali

And your god Mouchtar, Frossini, do you forsake him?

Your lips from his kisses are still wet;

his fingers that pressed your breasts, your neck,

left their marks; I see them, I recognize them.

Did vou forget him and take for a lover

the ghost, dwelling in the sky, in the clouds?

Why do you shiver to these words? You see I am not afraid

of your icon, Frossini. In the world to come, perhaps,
our God is strong; here nobody else

{)ut Ali the Vizier lives and rules.

You are mine, you will see. I vowed to my heart

to offer you tonight to my bed.
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Be assured that what Ali promises he delivers.
Frossini, T begged you, ILissed the ground

you walked on. You are despondent!

Now we will see which God and which Virgin Mary
will restrain me from spreading my wings like an eagle
and fall on you and catch you in my talons!

Frossini, as he departed, Mouchtar told me

to give you all my love.

1 offer it to you, you throw it away . . . what is left for me . .. ?

Frossini

Bite, sting, quench your thirst, scorpion

suckle my vein, suck the poison

you injected in my blood, damn your generation.
Tonight I am not frightened. Took at me, murderer.

Ali

Frossini, have you no fear of me? Who in the world
uttered such words and lived to tell about it?

But you, miserable, will live by my side.

Don’t harden me, listen to my last words.

Love me, Frossini, grant me a kiss,

tonight that is all I seek. Even the dead are kissed,
and you don’t condescend to throw, to fling

a kiss to me, who is alive?

Frossini

Had my mother spawned an adder
believe me in an instant your mouth I would kiss.

Ali

If your mother failed you, Frossini it is not my fault.
But what you yearn for I will grant. )

Hamko made me dragon, astriti, akonaki.’

Let’s join our lips, let’s share

my mother’s gift. My black poison,
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like a sceret treasure I've kept till now

hidden in mny tongue. Would you taste it? Come . ..

I,unginﬁ, he grabs her by the throat,

the two ghosts, crime and innocence, wrestle

and clash and brawl to destroy each other.

The world watches with heart throbbing.

A beam, a dreg of a pale and fearful moon,

pierces the window and trembling is awaiting

the horrible battle’s, the dark whirlwind’s end.

Will it fade away never to appear,

or like a heavenly angel will spread golden wings,

to bring the news of a startling victory?

The niﬁht birds vociferate, flap their wings
and show their joy.

The Madonna’s rosy lips smile,
the light in the lamp sparkles and rejoices,
the flame quickens as if to crackle
into a lightning bolt to burn the demon.
The withered palm branches, which adorn the icon,
spring uﬁ; fresh, they appear cffloresced.
The dry laurel becomes green,
a fragrant crown with a sweet smell.
A bird that Frossini bred
and with millet fed
wakes up startled, flutters
and its lady calls.

The battle raged and the killer’s hand

bled the face of the dove.

From his nails her flesh is hanging in pieces;
like burning coal his eyes shine.

He locks her in his hands, he clasps her, crushes her;

to plunder a kiss his lips extend.

He sees blood dropping, senses its scent
and in his heart his thirst further awakes.
His throat veins swell and stir,

a bitter smile shines on his face;
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Still without a kiss . . . he breathes near her
from afar content.

His lips are near . . . “Virgin, help!”
cried the poor, “My Lady, deliver me!”
To her immobilized and cold hands
divine power came at once.
Freeing herself she leaps and escapes from the reprobate.
Ali Pasha lost her. He looks around . . . her hair
on her shoulders glows. Startled, he thought he saw
a mystical crown on her head.
The terrible sin he had in mind,
ignites again his heart, he wants victory.
He bites his fingers, tears his flesh,
he bellows a curse.

He runs, rushes to reach her
but he cannot grasp the ghost with his fingers.
Midnight strikes, the rooster crowed;
this hour gives new soul to his chest.
He flies liﬁle a bat, he grabs her
and with vehemence shakes her by the icon stand.
He casts one hand on her throat and with the other
gesticulates and hits God’s mother.
The icon falls, its light goes out.
The nocturnal birds squawk like mad dogs.
The, palm branches fall and strike his head,
a sudden daze shakes him.

With eyes dimmed he looks around,
an unfathomable terror tightens his throat.
He remembers his knife and reaches for his arms
but heavy as iron are his paralyzed hands.
Dumbstruck he stands, the infidel, like wood, like marble:
his heart creaking like a dry leaf
he dares not move, he dares not reason
for fear of being heard by Frossini.
Buried alive deep in hell
wearing the darkness of the night as his black shrond
he hides, recoils, speechless like a corpse
covered by the earth.
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Deep darkness and silence! Are they alive or dead? . . .
In the icon’s votive lamp the sparks
shine one more time, tremble,
croon a sceret farewell and go up in smoke.
The Vizier's eyes are sealed, it is all pitch black now;
except for the moonlight’s beam,
whicll: like God’s finger throws a glint,
and joyfully sparkling shows to her
in the waist ol the slayer a golden knife.
Fast as lightning she seizes it, she has it in her fingers.
Forcefully holding it she points it on him

and dreadlully she scrcams.

“Do not trouble Ali Pasha, can’t you see
whom as helper I have on my side?
I want you to swallow your breath, T command it.
For 1 will slaughter you if it touches me.”

And while she was menacing him,
and while she is defeating the snake,
unwittingly she pricks him with the golden blade.
The icy piercing of his knife Ali recognizes,
his flesh shivered, his heart froze.
Warm his blood wells, soaking his collar
and slides on him slyly as a reptile.
As il of God’s grace, the glance of light
did not recognize Ali Pasha’s blood.
But the night sensed it and at its sight
becomes livid and frightful darkness.
He recognizes death. Like a relentless enemy

Death stands before him.

To the earth he drops and drags himself away from Frossini.
He wants to cry ont to Tahir, but he does not cﬁnre.

He keeps dragginﬁ himselflike a scorpion, groping the darkness;
unexpectedly he finds the door, he reaches, he touches it.
Slowly, slowly he stands upright and looks.

Nobody followed him, nogo y is calling after him.

Silence, deepest silence, and only in a corner

he hears something faint, like a tear dripping on the floor,

and a few private words,

Frossini calling on and thanking the Virgin.
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Yes, Ali’s fearful arm was long
but the knife cannot reach.

Tahir, Tahir, he cried out, run to me Tahir!
Where are you all?
They will slzaughter your Vizier!
Then hell amasses. Tahir and the killers
with naked swords, with lanterns, with torches,
run in to find Ali Pasha pale like a sulfur candle
and Frossini motionless holding the knife.
To grab her they dash, to devour her.
Frosso did not move, and they do not dare.
Ali Pasha, who again comes alive, sends a look
and all remained still, nobody moves.
The swords clank and hiss as they go nesting in their sheaths,

and the wolves wait.

Ali

My children, you got to me at my final hour.
Tonight you unburied me. Have my blessinﬁ!
I was left helpless and graceless now in my old age.
Far, far to war my children have gone.

Yesterday at midnight Mouchtar came to me

his face bashful, with moist eyelids

he ¢mbraced me, he kissed me, his soul opened to me
and a remedy for a cruel pain he seeks from me.

He tells me in love he has fallen, accursed be the hour
that he is not now here to see her,

an infidel, a Christian . . . look, here she is.

He fervently pleaded with me to take Frossini,

to have her as my child. Iwas a weak father

and to myself I vowed to conceal this beast.

I came to see her, but while she is embracing me

and father she calls me, covertly, slyly she cuts me.
She grabbed my knife; see my wound?

My children, you came on time. Have my blessing!
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Tacit in the comer Frossini stood.

She listened, kneeled and dropped the knife.

“Virgin, have compassion, my Lady, do not desert me.
With a smile come to close my eyes.”

Ali

Tahir, my faithful, look! Who would have thought

she would want to raise children on those breasts!

She abandoned her children, when still little, and now alone
here and there they crawl naked and hungry.

I encountered them on the way and my soul pained,

1 gave them bread and my blessing.

And tonight with my blood Frossini wished

to pay me for my almsgiving in double and triple!

Tell me, what is Ali Pasha to do?

Allin unison clamored “Hanged she ends!”
Ali

No, my faithful, what will my poor child say?

“Did you forget, my father, that mine she was

and naked you unveiled her in the bright light,

with a rope on her neck, hanging from the gallows?
Father, weren't you nshmneffor me

to expose her flesh to the world the passerby?

My father, a more apposite death could not be found?”

And then again they clamored “Drowned in the lake!”
Ali

My children, what a divine enlightening! Let the cool waves
receive her, let the unfortunate have them as bed and tomb.
Double her sin is. This Christian woman tainted
our good blood, reviled our God,
she betrayed her husband, my child she deceived.
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[ absolved her. For me, for my life

revenge I (lo not request ﬁ'Ul’ll yOU.

I have never regretted showing compassion.
Tomorrow at nightfall before the moon appears in the sky
let Frossini delight in deep and tranquil sleep.

Now take her with you, but treat her gently

do not take any chance of spoiling such a beauty.
Do not squeeze her hands, which are soft like snow,
moisten the rope alittle, not to cut her.

Take her in your arms, lest she tires,

and slowly, unhurriedly lay the hus)lexs down to rest.
My son loved her, he had her spoiled

and surrounded her with beautiful young servants.
My desire is not to abandon Frossini,

deserted and all alone to make the deep her home,
frightened in her sleep to be, upon the rock to rage,
without a companion, cursing me.

Choose sixteen from those who know Kyra

to accompany her and deck her out in foams.

All of them first-married. Today my lake as gift

to them I will offer, and Frossini as their mistress.
Go find them, go in my name. . . .

I am tired, my miserable bones shrunk.

I am, my children, an old man, I will go to rest.

Go without me, I cannot catch up with you.

Make sure, my Tahir, my words remember. . . .
Frossini, the night is upon us, sweetly, sweetly go to sleep.

He left the room alone. Ilis eyes lift
and an unhcard-of blasphemy upon the heavens he nails.
“Cross, Cross, you vanquished me! Such a mercy only
for some . . . for some Magdalene was merited. Laudable I am
fighting for you. Now I am equal to you .. ."

Bile was dripping from his tongue poisoning the earth.
His mouth was foaming and a hiﬁden. hidden fright
settled in his breast. Like an unjust curse

lonesome he wanders, darkness in the dark.
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The night scems endless to him.

Silent, soundless, Ali Pasha’s foot presses on.

Reptiles awake and flee hiding in the grass.

An enormous ghost against his wish appears

and at his side Ali sees his black plane-tree.

He felt as if he slipped, as if he vanished, he is frightened
and with his fingers grips a low-hanging branch.

The tree shook, its dry leaves

squeaked, swayed, and all around him spread.

'lfile wind was stirring the boughs

and their shadows were formicating Ali’s limbs.

His dazzled eyes discern them and imagine that they are
winged snakes, which around him are dancing,

He dashes off, he diffuses like smoke,

and from the branch Ali Pasha held they allege

never ever any leaf sprouted, naked, scorcheﬁ.

barren remained forever as if banished it was.

He reaches his bed and stretches out,

sleepless all night, he tosscs and turns.

Alone remained the murderers and at Tahir they look.
They smile knowingly at the Vizier's words,

as if alraid, like him, of a lone woman,
and wait for Tahir to make his move.

.

In the corer, Frossini, still kneeling, breathless
does not groan, does not shed a tear.

With hands crossed and eyes pointing high
she is not afraid to look at her Lady.

Since the time she heard of her cruel sentence
a heavenly serenity engulfs her face.

To this world she no longer belongs. as if her body vanished
and nothing but beauty and snufrﬂnnin of Frossini.
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The light from the torches rests on her forehead
like a martyr’s wreath, bestowed by her slayers.
Rosy as the dawn her lips move,
frankincense her scent, secretly she pleads:

“If all the contempt, if all my tears
my soul and my sin did not cleanse
give me more, my Lady, to arrive clean
as I was at my mother’s breast.”

Frossini surrendered her hands
cool like water, white, niveous like lilies.

Tahir rushes, hier hands snatches and crossties them.
Cursing Christ, he pulls the rope with rage.

The sadist tightens the rope, his pleasure insatiable
her skin sweats blood, tE:: murderer rests.

“The straps are too tight, Tahir . . . I can’t escape.
I'm in pain, see how the rope has riven my flesh.”

He puishes her, he drags her and gives no reply.
Tfley pass the door and ont to the courtyard they go.
What is Frossini seeking? What is she searching with her eyes?

Seated in a corner, her sweet nurse weeps,
the poor thing, and groans, waiting for hours.
“With angelic voice give me, Mother, your blessing,”
cried out Frossini, “in heaven we will meet.”
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Live my precious, for me, who to my tomb I descend,
[or your poor Frossini to the Virgin pray.

My children! My God, my God, pity the orphans,
blameless, innocent, alone in the desolation of the world.

If I the merciless deserted them, my God do not forget them.
All alone they are now, do not forsake them.

Plant in their heart, beloved Father,
compassion, forgiveness for their mother.

Chrissi, do not grieve, do not cry, do not groan.
Tears cower me, 1 need to be consoled.
Chrissi, don’t forget my little bird,
which I am leaving deserted in its cage.

Sprinkle it every sunrise, freshen its wings.
With my lake’s waves imbue it every dawn.
Who knows, from the lake’s foam the hapless bird
might feel that I send the final kiss.

And t the spring, in nights with moonlight,
come tranquil to the lakeshore and weep for Frossini.

But my children don’t bring, they are, the hapless, too young.
Their time will come to cry for me.

A vertiginous anguish befalls Chrissi.
Tahir, who heard, even his heart aches.

He looks at Frossini and her hands unties
to embrace her Chrissi, to give her a kiss.
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What a kiss that was! In it hides
the moment that binds this world with the world below.
In it is forgiveness, the prayer for the dead,
the incense, the flower that sprouts
in the tomb’s fallow earth! In it, there is hope,
the dream of the perished, the coffin, the only hope
on which we sail in the bottomless grave
on the boundless time’s black wave.
I still remember it!
When fondly my child and mother I kiss,
always to mind I bring
and already as a largess I seek it.
When the time comes in a secluded place
lay me to rest with forgiveness, with a tear.

What a kiss that was! My God! My God how could they
now separate!

His harsh commands Tahir recalls
and is fearful for his life.

He removes Frossini, Chrissi remains languished
laying on the floor.

Off they go the slayers, escorting Frossini,
nobody dares a word to utter.

Far they travel, but a soul they do not meet
aword they do not hear.

The wind is not perturbed, the billow became dumb
as if the world's a grave.

They walk a little more, they stop at a door
and they pound and pound.

The locks squeak and tremble, the bolts roar,
dogs grunt and bark.

A fiend appears with keys and with a lantern
to see whom he is to admit.

Willingly poor Frossini enters
the dungeon where they confine her.

“Heavenly Father, with your blessing grant now
to your child a short sleep.

Lam so fatigued!” She laid on the ground,
which they had as her bed.
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She crosses herself again, whispering “Our Father .. ."
her eyelids droop

and sweetly, sweetly she sleeps in the embrace of the earth
like a little bird in its nest.

THIRD SONG
JUDGMENT DAY

Ali Pasha wakes up heavy from sleep
and lies on his gold silk divan.
ITe had a rough night. His eyes are red
livid and turbid his eyelids squint and tremble.
My God, how I aged since last night!
Tle gazes at his beard, whiter he sees it
and his cold forehead with his fingers sweeps
as if by force his wrinkles to efface,
which had been ctched by his terrible sin.

Motionless around him erect but fearful
stand Velis Gekas with Yousuf the Arab.”
Furtively at each other they look and between them wonder
what cloud was crushing Vizier’s chest.
Asideg, silent as vapor, thoughtful,
with his head bent, Tahir was standing.

They all know Ali, nobody breathes.
Noisef;m his men were surveying
the famed arms hanging around.
There swords from Damascus, here golden pistols
and celebrated old muskets and a thousand yataghans.
What a pity that unemployed they are now adorning the wall.
Still ardent among the rest glitter
Christos’s proud and fearful milioni,”
the still-yearning sword of Boukouvalas,
the old musket of Stathas, Zindrous's saber,
his sacred relic, which in its sheath sleeps
furtively dreaming of Elassona.
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Twenty more years they will remain hanging
and then they will awake, they will live again.
Which will accompany Markos and Diakos,
and which with Griva’s children and Karatassos'"
will make a haunt high in the Monastery?
And when the killing begins and the war flares up
and Lonrow’s river will take up the arms again
and startled in her sleep will be the forlorn Valaora,
then White River its billow will unleash
and will call the mountains, in Perganti, in Lamia,
to blossom, to celebrate the hour and the day
when the bones at Valtos unexpectedly came to life.
Plants, flowers full of joy adorn the windows,
a thousand scents effuse and the sun enjoy.
Thirsty for two days, nobody remembers them,
a little moming dew resuscitated them
they thank heaven that did not forget
:\n(rattended to them in this hell.
Gypsy fifes sing, lays are heard
am(l);"’mn(lerous ﬁmms and tumult and langhter
and dancing slaves who in their false joy
desire to smother the fear which scourges them.
Others fall on the earth and prostrate on the stones
10 God they plead for their good master
and scream and pound their chests and nothing else demand
but on them all His wrath to hurl,
of Vjzier not one hair to be harmed, not one hair to fall.
Other thugs with joy and curses
anxious heads trample under their feet
and play, dangle, laugh, chase each other,
one to another throwing a piece of blood
slapping one another with a slain hand
stoning each other with extirpated hearts.
Small children, who their father’s trade were learning,
with their blades pierce the soulless bodies
and run and go wild and between them fight
who will grab more heads first
to arra tﬁem in layers, a pyramid to build.
A child was assemgling one when another pushes him
and falling, destroys his tower with his heus.
An old man passes by, sightless and famished,
for alms he begs, his hand extends.
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Into his fingers, trembling from the cold,

a charcoal they place and a piece of corpse

and off they chase him shonting “Roast it and fill yourself.”

Yannena, poor Yanncna, how can the world restrain you!
Such joyous events and such displays

are daily affairs in the palace of Ali, the wolf's lair.

They awoke him at dawn, at night they lull him

but today he was not lend an ear, elsewhere is his mind.

Ali

Yousuf and Velis, go, I don’t need you.

Let Tahir only stay, the rest of you depart . ..

No, wait a moment, don't leave, stay.

I hear that in his sleep with treachery you caught

old man Drakos in the mountains with two of bis men.
Go get him, I want to see who he is.

Yousul leaves and soon returns with the guerrilla fighter.

Drakos was old, upright as a cypress.

The years did not ,l‘rcnd his awesome shoulders

his snow-white mane reaches his waist

and his naked breasts appear as a dark forest.
Eagles are his eyes, his forehead a rock,

and in that rock like ivy are his eyebrows rooted.
Proud is his forehead, tall and snowy

still for battle he yearns like the mountain of Kiafa.
His feet shake the floor of the palace

and the arms hanging on the walls

the behemoth’s trample recognized

and woke up and thundered in order to salute him.
The wall ecRoe(] and in their sound Drakos

for the first and final time felt a small tear,

which clouded his eyes. Blessed tear!

93



Ak

Tlows eloar oh, makndyepe, kal p' ayplokuTTalels;
Apdkos
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Ali
Who are you, dirty old man, leering at me?
Drakos
Drakos is my name, Ali Pasha, and Drakos 1 will die.
Ali
On your knees, bow, I am superior to you.
Drakos

I never bowed except in the rampart.
Obeisance I make only inside my church.

Ali

Don't be that brave! Come to your senses Drakos
and I will spare your life. On your knees, suceumb!

Drakos

My heart has a bone inside, Ali, and it does not bend.
You torment yourself for nothing. Cut me, hang me.

.

Ali

To cut what? You are hollow. Your vein cannot fill
a 0“5) of blood to tinge a sword.
Pay homage to your Vizier and come to my service.

Drakos
Untie my hand and you will see, Ali, if I am hollow.
A river is my blood and where it flows all drown.

Cut me, I told you, slash me, your bread I don’t want,
throw it to the dogs. give it to Velis.
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Velis Gekas
Velis Gekas has tasted it and now he will devour you,
Drakos

In my sleep you startled me, you are not brave.

With Ali Pasha’s bread you've become like a widow mother.
Do you not recall the night at the Five Wells

where I shouted to you, where I called you

from your ambush to come out, the two of us to fight

and you did not reply but in the woods you hid?

1 could have killed you, taken you alive

but I did not stoop to that. My name is Drakos!

You are from Souli . . . Take him, my gift to you,

waste no time; he pestered me for years

the time has come now to pay back his favors.

Mandate to Samuel to reu(ﬁxim the prayer for the dead

because he is unconfessed and the earth will not wither him.

Go, saddle the horses, your swords whet,

rush to Xeromero, devour mountains and wild forests
and don’t return to me, don’t show yourselves

unless you first catch the two Katsantonis.

And with his hand commanded them to pull out, to leave.
Drakos, peering at him, walks out singing.

“Forty years I fasted with the blood of Turks

and today Souli will celebrate my Easter.
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Eat Velis, my flesh, eat my old age
blood to pump into your heart, soul in your carcass
before you go to Xeromero to find Katsantonis.”

They bowed, kneeled, and frightened they fled.
Ali
Tahir, Tahir, who could have known! . . . Is everything ready?
Tahir

I obeyed, Vizier. Tied up in jail
awaitall sixteen and Kyra Frossini.

Ali

The minute you trussed her, did she ery Tahir?
Did she utter a complaint? Did she fade from terror?
Did she remember Mouchtar? Did she curse me?

Tahir

No Vizier, she just gave me her hands

1 squeezed them so that blood stained the fingernails.
She hardly breathed, she followed us on foot,

from her eyes not a tear dropped to the ground,

her mouth did not open, ansmhﬁll as a bride

that enters the chapel, she entered the jail.

Soon I returned again with her companions

and found her on the ground sleeping like a lamb.
The tears, the kisses, all the lamentations,

Vizier, woke her up and alerted

she ran and embraced and on the eyes kissed

all her friends without shedding even a tear.

I've grown old in your service, Vizier, but I never saw
such beauty, such heart, never.
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Ali

So, Tahir, will she drown, will she to her tomb descend
without regrets, without longing

for her charms and life, so sweet in youth?

Will you allow, condescend

the waves of my lake to receive her, Tahir?

Death to take her playfully, with laughter,

without death agony, as if she were a lily,

which the water refreshes without withering it?

And would you let Ali spend dark nights,

because from now on he will count his life in nights
recalling this insult, this contempt?

Not once to sob! not once to groan! . . .

An eternal grievance with vou, Tahir, 1 will have,

a surreptitions worm will be piercing my heart,
insatiably cating my sleep, awakening me with bites
to remind me “Ali Pasha, the woman beat you.”
Tahir, Tahir, commiserate with me, reflect, consider,
and a way find to lacerate her soul.

To hear that she moaned, that a curse

from her lips fled, another favor I do not wish.
Tonight at midnight when the moon appears . ...
Remember . . . midnight . . . I like that hour

bring them where the lake is deeper.

And do not altogether hasten, slow let your gait be,
let the sky look upon and take pride in them.

Do not chain them, leave their hands untied,

free as birds to spread their wings.

No torments, Tahir. From their blood

do not let even a drop drip.

When life is full till the final hour,

the more bitter Death’s venom will be.

And when you reach the lake, Tahir, do not forget,
immerse Frossini last.

And every so often talk to her, ask her if she would
live beside the Vizier, to have me as her slave.

Go now, you heard me, Tahir,

you need a little rest before the evening.

Yesterday you had a rough night . . . And tonight again
you will remain sleepless . . . They are not just one or two . ...
They are sixteen . . . seventeen. . . Tahir.
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Gone are the days when we were valiant.

Can't you see? We are old and despised.

Go, Tahir, go to sleep. . . . Remember my words.
Left alone and pensive, Ali

cast one more glance at his departing servant.

Clamor is heard, laughter, screams, uproar
and terrible blasphemies . . . Ali stretched his ears . ...
Amid the bustle the sound identifies,

which the hatchets, the | were making while pc
the mighty fighter’s iron made bones and he bitterly smiled.
In this display of savage joy a flower from terror withers
and its last scent pours, in the wind disperses

like a whisper of incense for the dying Drakos.

Who is coming? . . . It looks as if it is Bishop Ignatios.
What does he want, what is he looking for?

Sorrowful and sullen the bishop of Arta

faces Ali Pasha with his forehead high.

A golden cross adorns his breast,

a cross, which so many lips have sweetly kissed!
Thimios Vlahavas, too, kissed it with passion
when he took his oath before Ignatios.

And now, on seeing the Vizier,

that cross its splendor dims, its blitheness hides
lest the eyes of the prowler its secrets learn.
Ever since his youth, Ali Pasha knew

the power of Ignatios, always feared him

and until now never braved to touch him.
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He was well aware that Olympus and Pindos

and Valtos and Xeromero and Roumeli and Souli

as a father had him. He knew

that each of his monks and each of his stewards

the knife of a conspirator under his cassock carried.
And now before him stands, his relentless foe,

as if it is judgment day, as if it is the second coming.

Ignatios
Ali Pasha, T did not come here today
vour throne, your glory, your riches to worship.
You are great, you are dreadful, people fear you,
but only because they have not yet deduced
that you, like I, to a handful of earth will soon be reduced.
Ali
Bishop! Remember where we are. This is my Yannena . ..
Tell me, what do you wish? What are you looking for?
Lamill ... Tam rickety . . .
Ignatios
Favors I don’t ask, Vizier, except from my God.
Haven't you had enough? So much blood
so many grieving hearts, is it yet not enough?
Ali
Bishop, do you know why I didn’t have enough? Doyou know?
Ignatios
I know, I understand, you covet my blood, too.
Ali
You guessed, Ignatios . . . Now you may deduce.
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Ali smirked and his beard fondled
like a beast its lips caresses with the tongue
before swallowing its prey held in its claws.

Ignatios

My Blood, Ali Pasha you want? Drink it

if you feel your thirst it will quench.

Who wants such a life? Every day you snatch

my flock, which the Creator bestowed upon me to guard.
Souli is dressed in black, Roumeli bewails, thewooﬁ;‘ cry,
and so do the mountains, the lands are devastated.

You sent your goon even to St. Basil's;

with blood the church he stained the Sunday of Easter
and with his blade he split the lips

that joined in the “Christ Has Risen.”

You ruined Hormovo, you spared no one.

Christians and Turks, you hunted them all down.

Your sister’s husband with guile you killed,

you wasted Seferbey, your hands spilled

Selimi’s blood, who else is left?

Al

You, my Bishop, and a few more.

Mitros, Paliopoulos, the two Kondoyannis,

your faithful Mavromatis, your friend Vlahavas.

Isn't Nikotsaros still alive in Karitza?

Isn't the old man Zakas still walking in Grevena?
Doesn’t Giorgothomos hold Makrynoros?

Samuel, Botsaris, Lambros Tzavelas,

George from Lamari, Demos, Stournaris,

all children of your holiness, don’t they live and reign?

Ignatios
You haven’t caught them yet, but don’t worry, Vizier.
If Agrafa walks and if Mount Pindos flies,

then their deserted mountains they, too, will abandon.
Ali Pasha, they won't flee, I give you my word.
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As the wild olive tree takes root and binds to the rock,
always embraced with its stone,

s0 do we, Ali Pasha, with our teeth hold

our burned earth, never to abandon

our mother Ipiros. Don't fret Vizier.

If written it were that our time has come,

as yours would also come, my words remember.

There exists Somebody who can ruin even you.

For thirty years you have insulted and crucified him.
Enough, Vizier. He sent me to see what you are up to.
Your palace I entered and stumbled

on countless corpses being dragged down there.

In front of your threshold, Vizier, I stepped over

old Drako’s heart, his blood, his guts.

Three little children you grabbed at Souli,

their mother’s joy and hope

1 met while manacled were taken to the plane tree.
They ran, the hapless, my blessing to receive

but the squeezing chains wouldn't allow

their innocent limbs to move. They asked me to find out
why the torture, why the chains,

where they were taking them. They didn’t know, poor things.
At midnight last, as if the day was not enough,

in her sleep you seized woebegone Frossini

and dragged her to the dungeon, tonight to be drowned.
Only God knows what she did to you!

And as if she were not enough, you sent Tahir

about Yannena, and seventeen beds

are now widowed, dressed in black.

How long will such a war last?

Ali

Don’t you have anything else to tell me, holy Bishop?

I see that all my secrets you know.

You know all I went through

to reach this throne. You shamed me, Bishop.

On my mother’s soul I swear, and on her bones,

that if it were someone other than you, and if fearful I were not
that the bread we shared together will not choke me,

a bishop will be leaving this world today.
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You know my innermost secrets, except for one,
which I will now tell you; then you'll know it all.
Do you remember that darkest of nights
when surreptitiously out of Yannena you walked
and yourself concealed in a forest, dense, thick,
piteh black as your sacred cassock?
Do you recall the fire they had prepared for you,
and those waiting for you, like another Messiah?
Do yon remember how, when they saw you, upright they stood
and how their arms thundered and echoed in the woods?
And you, my Bishop, with a move of your finger
told them to be silent and they lost their voice.
Then you kissed and put on your holy stole
and pointed the cross and their hands they spread
to grasp it with their fingers. And you covertly and softly
a thousand times my name whispered, my Bishop,
as if commemorating me, reading the Sanctus
for your poor Ali Pasha. Do you recall, Bishop?
Then, a small branch moved and panic seized you.
A roe it was, running, hunted by a wolf,
your friends told you, and you believed it, Bishop,
and once more you blessed them and then left as you came.
Am I vile, Ignatios? Tell me, on your soul.

In those words the monk was horrified

And inside his breast he heard a voice crying out.
“Ignatios, Ignatios, the time has not yet come!”

Ali Pasha was observing him and overjoyed

leaps from his throne and toward the Bishop strides.

Ali
Don't tremble! Why are you startled?
If 1 desired to bury your secret

wouldn’t I have found, my bishop, a hand
wishing with a noose to squeeze your neck?
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Does it appear that I, who with you grew old

and in your eyes see the flame that is burning you,

if I wanted, wouldn’t I have sent you and many others
to give God my regards?

Ignatios, I didn’t (E) it, not because I am afraid.
Common hopes we have, common the grandeur

and mutual our enemy who lives in Poli."!

Who else has the power, who has the riches? . . .

I labor for you. Bishop, the time will come

with baptism all my sins to cleanse.

Now go, I am drained. On Hamko's soul I swear,

on the cross, which hangs and glows on your chest;

for those poor women, Bishop, do not p‘e:ul for mercy,
forget the sixteen and Kyra Frossini.

1f you only knew how many tears for them I will shed,
how my heart breaks! This, too, was fate!

Mouchtar’s wives to my feet came

and threw themselves shouting revenge.

A dervish yelled and told me in fear

that my children spoiled the Prophet’s faith

by leaving their harems and taking Christians

as lovers in Yai 1, and 1 do not punish them.

You be the judge. Bishop, what am I to do?

Go tonight, find them, comfort them.

1 hope they forgive me. Their grief is my grief,

let them not curse me, Ignatios, do you know

low many are persecuting me and calumniating me? . . .
My fate has enraged me and my children I will drown,
because my children they also are, my Bishop, believe me.
Go now and alone let me weep . . .

And the Satan wept and wiped his (?'es‘
Ignatios said nothing and frightened he leaves.
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Ali

If you believed me, my Bishop, then in Polis we will meet.
Then again if you didn't, there is always a little rope
a piece of wood in Yannena for you.

FOURTH SONG
THE LITANY

The final hour neared, the agony culminated,
Ignatios set ont to visit the jail.

With what heart will he sec them, with what heart will he close

so many eyelids, and how will he endure

so many moans to hear, so much despair?

A thousand times he raised his eyes to the heavens
and feverishly begged the Creator

to give him strength, to help him console them.
silent behind him the Deacon follows

holding the censer and the holy vessels.

Fragrant is the incense and in the dark of night

its smoke appears as another galaxy,

rising, rising as if marking the way

that so many souls tonight will jouney.

Its scent woke up the widow in her bed,

the daughter whom her mother orphan left,

the father who to rest his dearest child laid.

Sighs and cries, thousands of prayers and forgiveness
you hear being whispered accompanying

the censer that marks the hour of death.

“Deacon, £o, knock, ask them to open
and if asked what you want, mention my name.”
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The gate opened wide and left and right

with force rebounded to receive, to let through
the holy Chalice, the world’s Savior.

Pale, pallid as a corpse Tahir appeared

and si"(‘nt went to :‘:u\v the bishop

where the sixteen waited with Kyra Frossini.

His tread halts, he pushes with vehemence, the door opens.

The bishop stoops and enters, the deacon follows.
And while Tahir stretched his hand to close the door
that ajar is gaping like the wolf's mouth,

he hoarsely speaks: “Ignatios, there isn’t much time!”
Hearing the {)ishop's name

the hapless women flew, kneeling before him,

his frock and hand they kiss

sweetly his name they call, asking for his blessing.

Ignatios

My Frossini, why don’t you also come close to me?

Am I not your Father? Don’t you recognize me anymore?
Come, my child, don’t be afraid, God is merciful.

Don't you see? He sent me to you, open your soul

and upon my breast your sufferings tllm)w.

An angelic smile dawned on the bishop’s lips
illuminating poor Frossini.

She crosses her hands, bows her head

and kneels trembling, shuddering,

Frossini

My Bishop, spiritual Father, my heart is breaking.
How will I my sin confess and fhow will you hear it?
Yes, your Frossini left her children,

betraved her God, her bridal wreath,

and threw herself into Mouchtar’s arms.

What else is there to say. . . . My Lord! forgive me!
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Ignatios

Immense and terrible your sin, my child.

Frossini, how could you all this time bear

such a scorpion in your breast and such a dark Hades?

I raised you, I protected you,

like your father I was, and where do I find you now?
You betrayed your hushand. Your two angels

in Yannena crawl. People look at them,

point at them with fingers, cruelly they curse them,

And you, intoxicated, in sin immersed,

soaked in joy. in your riches, never remembering them.
One night blinded from hunger and privation

battered by wind and rain, snow, and hail,

the poor ones knocked, unknowingly, at your door.

They called you; they asked, my child, for alms,

a generous portion of straw a bed to make.

But a slave, like a dog does, rushed and chased them away
lest the cries and the calls disturh your sleep.

My child, how could you not hear them? Which mother,
Frossini, didn’t rouse to her child’s wail?

Frossini
Have mercy, my Creator! Take pity on me, Father!
Ignatios

And how could you forget that you were a Greek, Frossini
and fall in love with the child of Ali Pasha,

the hands, which torment and slaughter Greece

and Ipiros, your motherland?

Frossini, how did you let those hands

your body touch and poison you?

A thousand times, as I took you on my lap

and pressed you to my chest, Frossini, didn’t I tell you

that the day and time would come for you to be a mother?
And you took an oath,

to remember to raise your children

by showering them every dawn with prayers for our country
and with hatred, relentless hatred, imprecations and venom
for those who trample and tear her flesh apart.
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Frossini
Have mercy, Lord! Have pity on me, Father!
Ignatios

And you, my child, gave your heart,
your blood, your molhcr{v womb.

Greek blood and flesh for the Turk to taint! . ..

Weren't you fearful that inside you might sprout

some terrible beast, some enormous flame.,

and burst into the world like a sword,

to burn and plunder?

And you, Frossini, to gaze at Ipiros, slain

by the hands of the child that your womb nurtured?

God took pity on us! The foreign blood

fruit did not produce, it stayed barren.

Our race was saved, its flesh and spirit

unsullied and spotless remained.

Frossini, what was it you wrought? What blinded you so?

Frossini
Have mercy, Lord! Have pity on me, Father!
Ignatios
Immense and terrible your sin, my child,
only martyrdom is able to cleanse it.
My Frossini, do you accept it? With love, not anger?
Do you wish to see heaven? Look, with open arms
the mother of God awaits you.
Frossini
Have mercy, Lord! Father, I wish it.

Ignatios

Would you wish, my Frossini, to see and embrace
your poor Mother whom you embittered so?
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Ppocir
RO Frossini

Tod Béhw, vai, matépa pov, omhaxicov pe, T BéNw,
# bt ’ 1wish it, yes my Father, have mercy, I wish it.

Iyvatios Ignatios
O¢é pov molvéree, EmiBredor kal (de

Tf!l' Toomy TS peTdvolav kal défov Tive, TMadoTn
AéEov k. avTais Tais SloTuxals kal Tapnyépnoé Tais!

Most merciful God, watch and observe
her great repentance and receive her, Lord!
Accept these unfortunate women, too, and console them!

To meTpaxi\ Earkwoe, Emdws Twv TO PixveL

kal gnbupidel Ty eyl a Tobs Puxoppayoivras,
maiprer 1O SokoméTpo oTA Xépla Tov O AcomhTns,

O Audkos éyovdTioe, 70 «MyjotnTl povs Gid\e

xal Mpmer, Adpm' ) ¢uhak) Kkt dvayaldler 6 kbopos.
2Tov delmrov TO puomiplo mpooépxeT’ Ty Ppooivy ...
Zxwpéoaté oy, XpioTiavoi». «'0O Geds va THr axwpéon.»
Epolpace 6 'lyvdrios pé v xpron Aagida,

oL aoTpddrel pés ota ddaxTuha, TO ddbapto TO Zepa,
70 Alpa 10 compmo.  Mupider 1O MBan ...

‘Andoave k' 1) dexadra pé T Kupd dpooium.

He lifts the stole and places it over them

and whispers a prayer for those about to die.

The chalice in his hands the bishop takes,

kneeling, the deacon chants “Remember me”

and the jail gleams and the world rejoices.

Frossini approaches for the Holy Communion . ...
“Forgive her, Christians; may God absolve her.”

With the golden spoon, which flashes in his fingers
Ignatios shared the Body the imperishable

and the saving Blood. Sweet is the smell of incense . . .
Sanctified are the sixteen and Kyra Frossini.

Fata s
Tyrdnos Ignatios
HMawdrd pov, pi dethdoetel Eldte va ods d6ow

75 Botepd jiov T diM.. H Bpa: mhnordles. My children, don’t quail!. Come receive

Ebruxiopévats!  Tob Oeob 10 mpdowro B idnTe!
lapakaréore TOv yd pé, eimére Tovu, dpooivy,

va Ouundi, va omaxiody ™ padpn Ty 'EXGda ...

"Avoée 1) Bupa ki b Tayhp make Bpaxva duvaler

«Aeomon, Ny dpa émépace, elvar kapds va $iynsh
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my last kiss. The time is near.

How fortunate you are! God's face you will soon see!
Beg Him for me, tell Him, Frossini

to remember and be merciful to poor Greece . . .

The door opened and Tahir again shouts hoarsely:
“Bishop, the time has passed, it’s time you leave!”




TyvdTios

HMadid pov ... axopun €va G ... p0AveL, Tardud pov, $Bdver ...

dpooivm, TO paptiplo drde 6a o' dndon:
pn AvmBnTe ™) (o, piy xloet' €va ddkpu ...
av dyandre 0 XpoTo ... dv foaote ENnvides ...

‘Eduyev 6 lywdmios: Epewvav povats ... povais.

2 Bbpa otéketar & Tayhp od Xdpos, mov wpoopéver,
Kal kdfe pua pé Tévopa Tobs Tpookakel va PByovve.

[poBaivow dud, mpoBaivowr Tpels, wpofalvovr mévte déka,

mpoaivouwe k'f) ek a d T a pé Ty Kvpd dpooivn.
Kal tais petpd odv mpiBata, xTvmivTas oTd keddha
7' ddepeapévo ddxTuho, Tov avaBokaTteBalvel.

"Hoav owoTals. ...5¢v éheume kdappud drAakwpévm.

‘Adikave ) dvhakr).  Ta xein Tev dvolyovr
va katamouve T dpoord, o €mdve Tov pavridel
gav aywaopor obpdno Tob dilov Tev TO xépL.
"Oha TaoTépra Adpmowve, delyvowe TH) xapd Tovs,
S¢v dvacaiver 6 dvepos, doBeitar va ¢uoon,
pn onkebotve olyveda kat ofboowe Ta uita.

Ta {wvrava Ta Aeidava, f padpn Mraveia
dkohovdet TO dpdpo T mavta p' dapyd TO Bipa.
AkGpn dév Eddimke oTd pdTia Ty | Apen! ...
Kal mepmatoiv, kai mepmatoiv ...kal kde Myo piyvour
kpuba kpuda Ta BMéppata, va oy |Es 0TO OKOTABL
kavéva mpdowmo, yAukd, V' dkoloow €va axdplo.
"Avoly' €va mapdbupo, 8¢ ¢aivetar Totds elvar:
dxovoav Nya ddkpua, mov éotdlave otd xopa,
kat pda dwvovda PuoTIKA, TOL Tals oxwpd kal ofvéTat.
‘0 olpavds Tais EBAeme, Tais owodelel TavTa
kal kdmou kdmov médpTouve oTd Spdpo Tovs Ta' doTépla,
Ms kal Tais pixvowe duhd, Ms kal Tais xaipeTovve.
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Ignatios

My children . . . one more kiss . . .
Frossini, the martyrdom today will sanctify you,
for your lives don’t grieve, don’t shed a tear . . .
if you love Christ . . . if you are Greek . . .

Ignatios departed. They remained alone . . . alone.

Like Death expecting his victims, Tahir stands at the door
and each one by name he summons to exit.

Two go out, three go out, fifteen go out,

out they go all sixteen and Kyra Frossini.

And he counts them like sheep, tapping rhythmically

his finger hammering down on their heads.

Accurate was the connt. No prisoner was missing.

They left the jail. The condemned open their lips
to swallow the dew, which like holy water
the hand of God upon them sprinkles.
The stars all shine, their delight display,
breathless is the wind, to blow is ufmi(%
lest the clouds rise and erase the lights.

The living relics, the black litany
follows its path at a slow pace.
Still not a sight of the lake! . . .
And they walk, and walk . . . and often cast
furtive glances, in the darkness to discern
perhaps a gentle face, to hear forgiveness.
A window opens, who might be is not clear,
they hear a few tears, dripping on the earth,
alittle furtive voice forgives them, fades away.
Witness and constant companion is the sky
and here and there stars are fallin
like kisses bestowed, like a fate\veﬁ.

125




"AkohovBotoer DoTepn dm’ Bhaws f poaivn,
dxvi, axrly kL ddtvatn amo ™ kakomdfeia.
Y s oteke O Taxifp. b pavpos dyyehds TS,
kal THv poTd Gv anéoTace, dv B va kabiom.

Taynp

Gpoatim, s B¢ pov AELS kal wos 8¢ pé kuTTALEls;
Ti kpipa TETOLO TPHOWTIO, Tl kpipa TéTOLa KGN

va Ta xapouve TG vepd, TG xbpata THS Ajpms!

Iati, ®pootim, dév dkovs Ta Adyta ToU Bilopn:

%' dydmmoev b BUOTUX0S, OWOLKE ™Y Kapdid Tou,

T& mholn Tov, T 80€a Tov, COv édidnoe Ta modLa,
kal ob Tov katappoveaes! Tlés pov, dpooim, méS pov,
thars abrais Tou KiNdovve padt pe ot otd pvipa,

K adlvowr dvdpa kal madld, yatl By Tais Aurrdaoat;
M Evave Aoyo gov yAukd, | éva Xapoyed oov

Babpiy ™) pdava TO TAWL, TOL VNOTIKO TIPOTHEVEL

Jés oTHY Koud TO ydha Tov kal okollel TEWaoévo.
Kai 00, dpoatim pov ebpopdn, oo v GéEn N pépa,
atd Opdvo gov i kdbeoar kal SovA\d oov Ba p’ Exns.
bpoaivn, TS B¢ pob jikels kal TES B¢ pe kurTdles:

Ppoainm
Exénoow pe Kope, kal pi pé waparTions!
Taxip

lati, yiati vdoaw oxknpn, va pi Yuxomoméoat

Thoa kpePBaTia vupikd, ' dmbibe Oa xnpéourt
Kérra€' éxelvm T jukph pés oTa hevkd évbupéim,
e’ §) Erévn oov ) moTh, Tob Téc0 o' dyamovoel
Aumioov T, $pootim pov.  TL kpipa, T4 padd TS
v piy aTollon OMoXpuoo Tob ydpou 1O aTeddwn!

K’ éketv’ f) @, TopxeTaL o' and T ‘EMém,

e’ f) yAukewd Eadérdn oov, f) ovvovbpai oov.

‘0 MijTpos Ty dydmmoe, Tiv Exhel’ €va Ppddu

xal ob THY éaTeddvuoes, dév Exherd’ gvas xpovos.
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Last of all was following Frossini,
pale, faint and from the hardship weak.
Close to her was standing Tahir, her dark angel,
and if she is tired he asks. if she wants to rest.

Tahir

Frossini, why don’t you speak to me, why don’t you look at me?
What a pity. what a pity, such a face, such beauty

is given to the water, the waves of the lake to enjoy!

Why, Frossini, don’t you listen to the Vizier's words?

In love he fell, the unfortunate, he gave you his heart,

his riches, his glory, your feet he kissed

and you scorned him. Tell me, Frossini tell me,

all those who to the grave with you will go

and leave behind husbands and children, why don’t you pity?
With one dear word, with one smile only,

mothers will unite with children, which starved await

and hungry scream for milk in the cradle.

And you, my gorgeous Frossini, before the day dawns

will e sitting at your throne and I your slave will be.

Frossini, why don’t you speak to me, why don’t you look at me?

Frossini
Lord, have mercy, don't forsake me!
Tahir

Why be so cruel, why be so ruthless?

So many bridal beds tonight widowed will be.

Look at that girl dressed in white,

it’s your faithful Eleni who so much loved you!

Take pity on her, Frossini. Her hair, what regret,

will not adorn her wedding’s wreath.

And the other one, close to Eleni,

is your dear cousin, your namesake.

Mitros loved her, one night they eloped

and a year hasn't passed since you witnessed the wedding.
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N idés Tve, Ta xépla ™S Tas TlxeL oTavpwpéva,
mas mepmaTel mepium kal as KuTTACeL TdvTa

Ta othin TS, Ppoohim pov, Aevkd, Aevkda od xLoM.
Méoa ota omdyva TS XTvmd TO TpaTo TO madi s
Q xdpioé s T {of, Ppooiim, p’ éva Adyo.

‘H patp’ élv’ Eropdyervn  Tatl va piy dxobon

k' abmh Ta xelhn Tov madlov TH péya s va adifouw;
bpoctvy, mis B¢ pob piAels kal Tas B¢ pE kurTdlels;

Ppocinn
Kupa Tlapbéve, BomBa pe, €ha, XpioTé, owpd poul
Taxnp

I idés, na idks Tov obpavd, yua kirtage T dior,
dpoatvm, Tas €l ebpopdn, yiatl va Thy ddfons:
%Td pviijla, Tou o¢ kapTepel, d¢ Adpmer TO deyydpt
kal 6¢ Aadovve Ta moukd, T Sévdpa dév aviifour.
kel S¢v elval Kkutplais, dev elvar mkpodddrals,
Spoota dev mépTer THY aby, ToTé dév Enpepdver.
“Trvos xwpls Ovelpata kal kplo kal okoTddl

kal pavpo xepa k' épreTta Ba wixns ouwtpodd cov,
xdpov, dpoatim, T Coff, THY ebpopdid oov xdpou!

®pootim
Kupa Hapbéve, ponfa pe, Eha, XploTé, aypd podt
Taxnp

Xdpov, ®pootvm, T e, xdpov kai Td mawdd cov

kal pfy Tadhons dppavd oThH yI va Tapadéprouy.

Eob 8¢v Ta Amifnkes ki’ O kéopos 8a Ta khddm:
BéNets, dpooivm, wipxevTar yupvd kal Tewaopéva,

né Tais evais va o¢ Evmvoty TO Bpddy oT’ dkpoyid\;
Oéets V' dkobs Ta KipaTta va ypoblow, va povykpt{ou
kal v xTumoly TG modla Tovs pé Abooa, v T Séprouy,
Srav 0d Tpéxouve kpudd aTd Bpdxo Mpacpéva
EAnpootn va (nrowv pav Eppn meTaAida;
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Observe how she keeps her hands crossed

how sorrowful she walks and how constantly she looks

my Frossini, at her breast, white, white as snow.

In her womb her first child’s heart beats.

Oh! Give her the gift of life, Frossini, with only one word.

At the point of birth the wretched is. Why shouldn’t

she feel her child’s lips the nipple to squeeze? . ..

Frossini, why don’t you talk to me, why don’t you look at me?

Frossini
Virgin Mary, help me, Christ, be with me!
Tahir

See the sky, look at nature, Frossini,

how beautiful it is, why should you leave it?

In the grave the moon does not shine,

the birds do not sing, the trees do not blossom.
Therein are no lemon-trees nor oleanders,

dew does not fall at dawn, the sun never rises,
only sleep without dreams and cold and darkness,
your companions reptiles and black earth.

Enjoy life, Frossini, your beauty enjoy!

Frossini
Virgin Mary, help me, Christ, be with me!
Tahir

Enjoy, Frossini, your life, enjoy your children

don’t leave them orphans on this earth to struggle.

Will the world cry for them when you had no pity for them?
Would you want them naked and bereft

with sereams to wake you up at night on the lakeshore?
Would you wish the waves to grunt, to roar,

to whip and thrash their feet with rage

when Elmished they run

stalking a poor limpet in the rocks?
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K' év & 8a médtouw Aaipapya p' dppiy va Ty dpmdaEowr
ata ddxTuAd Tovs, dxapvd am’ TH peydln woTea,
Béhers, Ppooivn, amd pakpa v’ dxobs ékeld Ta pavpa
va Béprowtar, va Bhacdnpotv wold va THY TpwTomdpn:
Kal va daykotv Ta xépia Tovs kal vd o€ KatapuavTat
kal va dovdlovr duwatd ' dredmopévo oTopar
«'Aduwpeopérn pdva pas, katddikn Ppoatvm,

s 8¢ PacTds Td Kdpata va iy pds ToAEpouve,
valpoe va xoptdowpe THY Telva, ol pds Tpuyelo
Xdpov, Ppocivn, ™ (e, xdpov kai Ta madud oo

Ppocinn

Kupa TapBéve, ponda pe, Avmioov pe ™) padpn
Taxnp

Ta BMdbapd oov onkwoe kal kittae, dpooivm.

I'ia 16¢s N Npm éddvmre.  Miw eloaw amooTapéim;

E6G, mou Tpéxer TO vepd, pfy Béeis va kabions

va mapps Alyn dvdmavor, 10 oTépa va dpooions;
$pooinm

*Oxt Taxip, 6" ebyapoTe: elvar vepd otiy Apwvm
k' érdymra ot Aéomowra p’ altd wa Eedudidow.

Aaykd T xeikn Tov 6 Taxnp, Td alpdTece kal oTdlouvw.

Exrrafe Tov obpavd xal Tpifovrtas Td ddvTia
TOV dkovoe OO €potykpioer 1) Ppiow k' EpoBiitn.

Tayip

INati, yiati 8 p’ ékapes s ANpms éva kipa
va Eebupdre émdveo T T Nooa, Tov e Tpdryet
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And while gluttonous they dash with their fingers

to grab it, lean from their great fasting,

would you want, Frossini, from afar to hear the destitute
cursing and fighting who would be the first to snatch it?
To bite each other’s hands and curse yon

and cry aloud with desperate mouths

“Our mother, condemned Frossini,

won't you keep the waves from fighting us

and give us a chance to sate the hunger that ravages us.”
Enjoy, Frossini, your life, enjoy your children.

Frossini
Virgin Mary, help me, have pity on me the forlorn!
Tahir
Your eyelids raise and look, Frossini.
The lake is visible. Are you tired?

Here, where water runs cool, don’t you like to sit
alittle rest to take, your mouth to refresh?

Frossini

No Tahir, thank you; the lake has plenty of water
and with it I vowed to my Mistress to quench my thirst,

Tahir bites his lips, they drip with blood.
He looked at the sky grinding his teeth;
hearing him bellow, Frossini shivered.

Tahir

Why did you not turn me into a wave
the rage, which is eating me, on her to appease!
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Na katamd ™ odpka ™ kal va xabs pall s
Babera péoa oy dBuvoco, va pi TO pabn 6 kéopos
THS pLd ywvaika adivatn kal pgomrodapipén
éviknoe T duvd Bepud k' émdTnoe TOV “Adn:

Kal wepratovr, kat wepraToiv wavrta p' dpyd TO Bripa

kal Byaivow am’ ta lNdvwva kal waiprovw Ta xoptdpia.

Kowpdrar fy ¢bors flouxm, @ dévdpa, Ta Movholdia
éickeloave Ta GOMNa Tous, ¢ BAémowr Tolol TrEPUOTVE”
Tobs daiverar odv dvepo © palpn Mraveia,
mob émépace otdr Toko Tovs, xwpls va Ta Eumnjon.
Kavels dév Tais amdirmmoe.  BouBdbnker 6 kdopos,
olTe Gproyépa MOTIKOU dkoveTal oTd TAdyLa,
obre mpoBdTou Bélaopa, olre TovMob Tpayoudt ...
Tt ovpdopd va dudBrkev éxeie, Ti katdpa,

k' véxpwoe K EokdTwoe k' épipale T ¢lot; ...

Mailer 70 pdm 100 Taxhp kai wiow amo pd dpdxm
Brémer oar €va ddvraopa pés oTa khadd Kpuppévo.
Kabos yropifer Tdoyo ™) vixTa pés oto Aoyyo
amd pakpa TO TATHEA, TH Hupwdid Tob Aikov,

Kl avatpixuddet, otapatd kal okudleTal kal Tpéper,
Erou yvwpller k1 6 Taxnp 7ov Tokwo Tob Bulipn.

"Aklvmros oav TO Beptd, O KapTepel KuviiyL,
Eatekev O 'AMimacas va 16§ mov Ba mepdoouy.
Evérroce Ta pdtia Tov k' édéEave Tdykdbha.
Exet owpd Tou dvd mawdid droxd xat Mapmacpéva
kal Ta kpatel odixTd, obixTd, P TOXN Kai Tou ¢iryouw.
Yav €lde mob éminotacar, okidTer kpuda kal Aéyel.

Her flesh to swallow, with her to disappear
deep in the abyss, the world never to know
that a woman, weak and half-dead,

two beasts defeated and into Hades stepped?

And they walk and walk always with a slow gait
out of Yannena they go and into the grass-fields.
Quietly the \\'orﬁslccps. the trees, the flowers
their leaves closed, who is passing they don't see.
The dark litany seems like a dream
that under their shadows pass undetected.
Nobody saw them. Dumb the world became.
Neither the shepherd's pipe is heard in the slopes
nor the lamb's bleating or the bird’s song . . .
Which calamity befell, which curse
mortified, killed and devastated the world?

Tahir’s eyes dart and behind the fence

somebody hidden like a ghost spot in the branches.
Just as the horse from afar recognizes

the tread and smell of the invisible wolf

and shivers and stops, trembling in fear,

so recognizes Tahir the shadow of the Vizer.

Motionless as the beast, which his game waylays,
Ali Pasha was standing to see them passing.
He searched with his eyes and the thistles gleamed.
Next to him two abandoned children
tightly he holds lest they escape.
As he saw the litany, he bends and silently begins.
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B\émet' ékelvats, Tob Teproiy pés ot dompa dopepévals,
|1f Ta pald Tov Eémieya kal p’ Eadpd TO Bripa;
Elvar vepdides, mdkhedar T pdva oas, Tawdid pov,

kal THve oéprow, Ty Tpaolv aTH Npm va THY kplgour.
duvaEaté s duvatd, iy diyouw Kal YAUTEOT.

K’ éxeiva Td kaxéTuxa, mov Tdxe Eeyedon

kal Tddepe TH pdva Tovs oKANpd va paprupéovy,
¢moTeday Ta Aoya Tou k' Eéddvatav TA pavpa:
CAPROTE T pavobAd pas, mwov mdTe ™ $poalm;»
Smadl, paxaipt dprepoto, éméTake ) o) Tovs

K EmNfywoe pEs oThv Kapdd T SvoTuxn T Ppoow.
Eyvdploe T8 omAdxva s, Epewve mayopévn.

Piyver pav dorepn patia aTov obpavd kal médTEL
Kupa apbéve, dé€ov v, améOave N Pposiim.

‘Akobel TO xTUmo O ‘ANfTacas, meniétar amd T $pdxTn
k' adlvn Eppa Ta maeld Kal povaxd oTh Abyyo.
Ykotlowwr exeiva, delyovve, TOU v kpudToun dev Eetpovr
Tpéxow &6G, Tpéxow Exel, TpéXow Emdve KaTw,
TpumOrouve T4 SboTuxa OF utdt KouddAa dévdpou.
Yhixtd, opixra dykakafovTar, mrapakakoty va GEEY.

AN
Taxhp. Taxfip. Tos 6 PAel, oS 8 xTumd ) kapdid ™S
Taynp
Ot mebappévor elvar BouBoi, dév Exovr KapdroxTum.
AN

Taxhp, bév dveotévate; dev Exvo’ Eva Bakpv;
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Ali

Do you see them dressed in white

passing with unbraided hair and light gait?

Fairies they are, my children, who snatched your mother
and they drag her, pull her to the lake.

Call out to her, seare the nymphs and save your mother.

And the unfortunate ones, deceived

their mother mercilessly to torture,

his words believed and cried out

“Leave our mother, where are you taking Frossini?”
As a sword, as a winged blade their voices flew

and deep in her hieart the hapless Frossini wounded.
Her children she recognized and instantly she froze.
A last glance at the sky she casts and collapses.

“My Virgin, receive her, Frossini is dead.”

The thud Ali Pasha hears, he darts from the fence
leaving the children deserted, alone in the wood.
They scream and run to find somewhere to hide.

They dash here, they dash there, up and down they run
in a tree’s hollow the poor hide
tightly, tightly they embrace and pray for dawn.

Ali
Tahir, Tahir, why doesn’t she speak, why doesn’t her heart beat?
Tahir
The dead are mute without a heartbeat.
Ali

Tahir, didn’t she moan? Didn’t she shed a tear?




Taxnp

Billpn, dév iy dxovoa ...Exet oTEYVA TA pATIA.
Alis

Taxfpn. ™ ékévrmoes va idns dv Bydvn dipa;
Tayip

Bulpn, T éxévmoa, dév EByake pavida.

Thy éBreme O 'ANjmacas kal pavpos dmd melopa,
pé TO moddpL Tov XTumd T Taywpéva oTin.

Kal Téoo, 600 Ta matel, t6oo Baperd Ta ONPBet,
' dkovoTnke od Boyyntd va Byaivy an' O wropa.
Kpudt) xapa tov émMdtuve Ta Aalpapya 7a xein
kal Pracdnpder 6 dbeos kal Myer Tou Taxripn:

Adns
Idp" e Tdpa, pife v, va Tive ddyn o "Adns.

Thw dxovoa Tob éotévalev, ds v’ kal mebapérm,
Exel aTiy dkpn kapTeps v dkobow va xTumiom

pés otd vepd TO owpd s, Tldap' Tve ... doye ... xdoou.

"Abpwvats ) kaTddikats pé Tpopo, pé Aaxtapa,

TO doPepd paptiplo ™pdve Tis Ppoolims.

Eldave tov 'ANjmaca, mov Tive TapaoTéxer,

kat 8év Tolpouv § dloTuxals va Tpéfour va TS Suicour

obre 10 BoTepo LA, Td pdTia s va keloour.

T xatpetovw amd pakpd kal THY Tapakalovve

va kaprepéon pla oTiypn Odats pall va divou.
"AkodovBel TO Spdpo TS T vekplkl kndeia.

"Akopn Myo mepmatel kal BMémeL oT’ dkpoyidA,

mov épabpilev dmd pakpa €' dpapévo Ebho.

Zwd Tov Epxetar o Taxnip, TO TTOpa opTwpévos,

kal pé katdpats domhayvais Tais ompuixvel kal Tais Buddet.
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Tahir
Vizier, I didn’t hear . . . Her eyes are dry,
Ali
Tahir, did you pierce her to see if blood flows?
Tahir

Vizier, 1 did, not a drop.

Ali Pasha was staring at her and frantic from spite
with his foot her frozen breasts he strikes.

And keeps hitting; so heavily he afflicts them

that a groan was heard coming out of the body.

A stealthy joy broadens his greedy lips

he curses, the infidel, and says to Tahir.

Ali

Take her now, heave her over, Hades to devour her.
Dead though she may be, I heard her sigh.

Over there I will wait to hear

her body splash. Take her . .. leave . . . be gone.

Speechless the condemned, with terror, with fright,

Frossini's terrible torment watch.

They saw Ali Pasha, who next to her is standing,

but dare not, the wretched, to hasten

to give her the last kiss, close her eyes.

From afar they greet and beg her

to wait a moment longer, all of them to go together.
Its path the funeral resumes;

a little longer they walk and at the lakeshore

the dark reflection of a moored boat they see.

Close comes Tahir loaded with the co

Ips
and with cruel curses pushes them and hurries them.
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They reach the edge of the lakeshore. Several killers,

who since evening await, load them on the boat.

Tahir jumps in and on his nod

the oars beat the waves and the boat disappears.
They gaze at the world they leave behine

and their tears cannot hide any longer.

They remember Ignatios, remember their beds,

home, husband, beauty, youth . ..

Wretched ones, weep, God forgives you.

Among the clouds loom the heights of Pindos

snow-white like their breasts, chaste like their hearts.

The women lean and at the wave, fathoming its depth,

insatiable wave, gaping like Ali's mouth.

How many times, when little girls they were,

they journeyed to the lake \viﬁ: laughter and joy!

Their innocent hands, how many times they extended

and chased the water to catch it in their fingers.

And now rather than playing or singing,

they dread to see the s'onm that will shroud them.

How far they've gone! How fast they go!
The shore is no longer visible. Their eyes search
to see one more time the earth of their birth,
but it’s gone, as if erased by the lake.

On the rock worried, Ali Pasha watched
the black wooden coffin, sailing alone
as if carried slowly, slowly
on the shoulders of the foam to a faraway church.
He sees it stop . .. He rises, waits,
speechless, breathless.

He stands and hearkens, anxious to hear,

the water’s dead, asleep.

And then, there’s the [?rst splash . .. he smiles, he stirs.
Two, three, four. . . . he counts in delight.

What's the hurry, cruel boatman, what's the rush?
Don’tyou see the Vizier cannot keep up with the count?
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Two or three are left. Lighter, the boat
floats like a leaf.

Sixteen splashes . . . is it not over yet? ’
Ali kept count, one corpse was missing. ‘
Two men grab it, drag it, lift it
with a tight noose .uu% a stone attached. [
One holds the legs, naked and stiff,
the other the hair entangled in his fingers.
They swing it back and forth as if to lull it.
One, two, three, and they sling the body. [

It splashes violently into ‘the water

surging, foaming,

The water creates wreaths, which broaden and extend

and to Ali’s legs they go to expire

as if the waves are marrying the dead

and with water-wreaths their wedding celebrate.

Tahir leans to see . . . and hears a gurgle

ascending with the foam like a secret curse,

which the underworld sent from its frigid depths.

He froze in fear, dissolved, vanished.

“Be gone, thief, your shadow taints the tomb

where the sixteen and Kyra Frossini sleep.”

They raise the anchor, the oars are foaming.
They are leaving! . . . Curse be on them!

For now, Ali, you have sated your Tage, your wr wth.

But when the terrible hour comes, prisoner on your island,

you will never forget the night you spent here!

‘And when you reach for water to wet your lips I

you shall drink burning fire and bitterness.

Tears are salty and leave a sour taste.

They are salty, remember it! They will awake

and come at night to smite your rock

like fully-surged, foam-wreathed waves,

groaning and bellowing, cruel and thirs

They shall rise around you, tall as umuntdlm

they will seal off your path, block your escape.

You will ask for lielp, nobody will hear you .
THE LAKE WILL SWALLOW YOU.
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NOTES TO THE TEXT

1. In 1746, Ali’s mother, Hamko, attacked Gardiki, but she was
captured by Tsaousi Prifti. She never forgot this ordeal, and
later, with the help of Athanassios Vagias, she slaughtered the
people of Gardiki. Valaoritis claims that even as she was dying
she never forgot the revenge.

2. Arvanitia: Albania, and Roumeli and Agrafa, parts of Greece.

3. Souli: A settlement in an area in northwestern Greece that
never surrendered to Turkish authority. The Turks tried many
times to gain control of the region. After he became pasha of
loannina in 1788, Ali tried for many years to take Souli. In
1790 his army of three thousand was eliminated. After this, he
managed to take some of the Souliot leaders as hostages, but at
the next attack, the Souliot women killed seven hundred of
Ali’s soldiers. Finally, Ali promised to let the Souliots go, if
they would give up their fortresses. At Christmas 1503 the
majority of the Souliots left. Despite their promises, the Turks
attacked them. Those who remained behind fought a last
hopeless battle against Ali's soldiers and, refusing to surrender,
set fire to the powder magazine and died rather than be cap-
tured. Women along with their children jumped from Mount
Zalongo, while others chose suicide in the fortress of the village
of Riza, again by setting fire to the powder magazine.

4. Lambros Tzavellas: A patriot who fought Ali.

5. Pindos: One of the largest and highest mountains in central
Greece.




6. Balkamia: What is now Alexandroupolis in the easternmost
part of Greece.

7. Astriti and Akonaki: Poisonous snakes indigenous to Greece.

8. Velis Gekas: An Albanian who under Ali became a relentless
pursuer of Greek patriots.

9. Milioni: A front-loading rifle which was rendered obsolete
after the appearance in 1841 of the back-loading rifle.

10. Several Greek names of patriots appear in this section.

11. Poli stands for Constantinople.
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