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Tasos Leivaditis - The Three

N N (NICK) TRAKAKIS
Australian Catholic University

This is a dark work. Dark in its gloomy setting and dark in the obscurity of its communication.
When it was published in 1975, its author — the Greek poet and critic Tasos Leivaditis — had
recently emerged out of one of the most violent and oppressive periods in modern Greek
history. Born in Athens in 1922, Leivaditis was forced to cut his university studies short by the
German invasion in April 1941. This was followed by a brutal civil war between the Left and
Right factions which broke out even before the Germans departed in 1944 and which continued
until August 1949. The communist-led forces were roundly defeated, while Leivaditis and
scores of leftist writers and artists were imprisoned and terrorized in the archipelago of island
camps spread across the Aegean. When Leivaditis came out of prison in 1951, he stepped into
a society riven by the polarizations of the Cold War and dominated in the political sphere by
the authoritarian Right, culminating in the seizure of power in 1967 by a military junta. The
junta fell in 1974 and the country set out on the path of democratization, but by then so much
blood had been spilled and so many lives lost or destroyed that a deep sense of disillusionment,
if not defeat, had set in amongst formerly politically committed writers. This also was the
trajectory followed by Leivaditis: the ardent communism of his youth began to thaw during the
Khrushchev era, and by the time we get to The Three faith and hope have given way to an
existential crisis over the futility of life.

In the context of Leivaditis’ corpus, The Three is an unusual work. It is not a poem,
despite its inclusion in (volume 2 of) Leivaditis’ collected poetry. Rather, it is written in the
form of a drama or play. Leivaditis had previously experimented with this genre on three
occasions: The Horse-Eyed Women (1958), set in a dingy hotel where a married woman is
caught in the act by her husband, who murders her, attacks her lover, and kills himself; Cantata
(1960), which recounts the arrest, torture, trial and execution of an anonymous, Christ-like
figure fighting for social justice; and The Last Ones (1966), consisting of vanquished veterans
and comrades meeting in the aftermath of the civil war in an apartment block, visited also by
the mythical Clytemnestra and Pylades. The almost-overpowering spirit of dejection in these
works is carried over into The Three, but the latter abandons their verse form while also
dispensing with standard dialogues and narrative arcs. Here the characters talk, but not with
one another: in their disconnection, dialogue turns into monologue. And what they have to say
concerns, not what is going on at present, but events or figures remembered or even fabricated,
and then described fragmentarily. In short, this is a play that would not translate well on stage
(for further discussion of Leivaditis' writings, see Benatsis and Filokyprou).

The setting is a ward in a psychiatric hospital, whose location is undisclosed. The
building is in shabby condition: mention is made at the outset of poor lighting, dampness and
crumbling walls; and later the asylum is pictured as “bare, run-down”, with a ceiling leaking
water onto a patient’s bed. As the narrator ironically states, these are “adornments suitable for
outcasts”, for the condition of the facilities mirrors the subjective state of the inmates, marked
as it is by the moods of fear, anxiety, insecurity, despair, sorrow, distrust, guilt, isolation and
bewilderment. As if to reinforce this, nearly every scene is set at night or its approach, and in
dreary weather.

It is in this bleak environment that Leivaditis places his two leading characters, Symeon
and Raphael, both hospital inmates (the third person of the title is unnamed and never speaks
directly). Symeon comes from a distinguished, wealthy family which subsequently fell into
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poverty. He is suspicious and apprehensive, if not paranoid, particularly in relation to the
psychiatric staff. Other people are encountered as strange and threatening, hence the lack of
interaction and the turn inward, manifested in Symeon’s religious temperament. His name,
meaning in Hebrew “one who hears” (from Gen. 29:33), was perhaps borrowed from the
Gospel figure of the old and devout man who sings the Nunc Dimittis in the Jerusalem Temple
upon recognising the infant Jesus as the promised Messiah (Luke 2:25-35). Like his biblical
namesake, Leivaditis’ Symeon is engaged in prayer and infused with divine grace, and is
thereby afforded signs of redemption, albeit much slighter ones (e.g., a small feather), and
surrenders himself in the end entirely to God.

Most of the speaking parts, however, are allotted to the “talkative” Raphael who, unlike
Symeon, has given up on prayer, finds the “eternal intimations” inscrutable, and is
overpowered by feelings of alienation, worthlessness and purposelessness. It is primarily
through Raphael that questions of intelligibility are explored — the intelligibility of the world
and of the language employed to make sense of it. As one would expect in a psychiatric ward,
the line between reality and fantasy is constantly crossed, as events are permeated by absurd,
mysterious, otherworldly and paranormal phenomena (showcasing Leivaditis’ variety of
magical realism). Raphael mistakes his coat for a menacing man; the dead (Raphael’s
maidservants and Symeon’s tailor) return to the world of the living; behind the mask worn by
a dead man lies nothing at all; a voice in distress is heard from an unoccupied room; three
musicians stand silent on the street but their singing is clearly audible; and Raphael gives
expression to the incongruity between reality and desire when stating that “things fall from our
hands without reason” and “there’s somewhere you must go just when everything is of no
avail”.

Even the attempt to articulate these absurdities is undermined. There is a lack of
transparency and coherence in the discourses, not because the language is difficult (Leivaditis
is known for his direct, conversational style) but rather because of the many untruths,
exaggerations and digressions, secrets and silences, paradoxes and ambiguities, all of which
transfer meaning-making responsibility to the reader — and the translator. On the semantic
level, indeterminacy is produced in part by the absence of context, especially around the use of
pronouns. When, for example, Raphael’s family members say “Maybe the previous tenant left
it”, or an unnamed third party is quoted as asking “Will we ever find out about it?”, we are left
in the dark as to what “it” refers to, though we are handed hints to something negative or
sinister, like Symeon’s reference to the capitalized “It”. On the syntactic level, comprehension
is obstructed by an idiosyncratic syntax of paratactic phrases, with copious use of commas but
few periods, creating a staccato, scattered narration (replicating the piling of thoughts and
images in the inmates’ minds). (The Greek text I have used is that reproduced in Leivaditis’
Collected Works of 2015, while earlier, stand-alone editions of The Three made even greater
use of commas.) My aim has been to preserve as far as possible these complexities in sense
and sound, in tone and voice, so as to evoke the desperate quest for connection and illumination
played out in the text by its hapless characters — but played out also in the rewriting of the text
by its translators, who (to borrow from Symeon’s final words and one of Leivaditis’ favourite
tropes) may well be like the blind man lighting his lamp.
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OI TPEIZX
Taoog Aelfaditng

Enpere vo. ovufet k1 avto: (ntnoo. to
aovvarto.
Kou mia koveis oev Euabe ti Eyve...

2KNVIKO:

Meydog Bdlapog 6 €va AovAo, KATOUL.
Avo cepéc kpePatie. Micookotado,
VYpacia, Toiyol TEGUEVOL — S1OKOGUNGN
KATOAANAN YU amofAntovs. 'Evag novyog
B0pvPog Epyetar an’ o TpoavAlo kabmG ot
VTOAOITOL TPOPILOL KAVOVV TOV TTEPITATO
TOVG.

Ilpoowna.:

O Zvpenv ki o Papani Erealap — €tot,
TovAdyiotov, woyvpiletat. [ati ivon moAv
wpaio 6vopa yio Evay povov avlpwmo. Towg
Y To glvan kot 1660 opuAnTikoc. BéBaua,
NTav Kt 0 dAAOG eKel, AL G’ aVTOV givon
OTTOYOPEVUEVO VO LUATGEL.

2ouemv

Elvar mapa&evo, adndeia, mog Ppioketon
Kavelg kdmov, ed® 1) ekel, xopig vo dtodéset
N and anpocetia (d1kn Tov, Apays;), £T01 Kl
eketvol TOpa eTEPEVAVY, €U0, KOPLOLY, TOVG
A, «eY® £ TOV OVPAVO, Ti VO TV KAV®D
™ dvoTuyioy,

AmOPAGIoa, AOUTOV, V' apvvi®, vo
VIEPOCTIC® TOVAAYLIGTOV, OV O)L TimoT’
dAro, Ta Alya AdyLo TNG TPOGELYNGS LLOL —
€EGAAOV TOGOL dEV TAPUTAAVIOVVTOL LLE TOL
O POVEPQ, KL ALTOL TOL O Toipvay To
EmumAa, yéhaoav, TOTE, KOOMOS 1 UNTEPA TOLG
QOVAEE: «TPOGEYTE TO TLAVOY», GOV VO
‘Tpene KAOE TPAyLLO TOL VTTAPYEL VAL
eaiveral,

K’ iowg eiye dikio o Nikdvopog mov
éleye 011 etvan Oedg, yuoti, cuyvd, Tyove
G€ U0 YOVIA 6TV amodnkn ki EkpuPe to
TPOSOTO TOV, GV TOV OO TNV MPO TOL
oTdONKe UTPOGTA TOL O TPMTOS VEKPAC.
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THE THREE
Tasos Leivaditis

Translated by N N (Nick) Trakakis

This too had to take place:
| asked for the impossible.
But no one found out what happened...

Scene:

A large ward in an asylum, somewhere. Two
rows of beds. Semi-darkness, humidity,
crumbling walls — adornments suitable for
outcasts. A muffled noise emerges from the
courtyard as the remaining inmates take
their walk.

Characters:

Symeon and Raphael Eleazar — this, at least,
is what he claims. Because it is too beautiful
a name for one person only. Perhaps that’s
why he is so talkative. But he was forbidden
to converse with the other, who was of
course there too.

Symeon
It really is strange that you find yourself
somewhere, here or there, without having
chosen it or out of carelessness (your own,
perhaps?), and so they too were now
insisting, “but gentlemen,” I said, “I have
the sky, what need have I of unhappiness?”

| decided therefore to put up a
defence, to at least stand up for, if nothing
else, the few words of my prayer — besides,
how many are not led astray by the most
obvious things? and when they were taking
our furniture away, they laughed after
mother shouted at them: “watch the piano!”
as though each thing that exists had to be
visible,

and maybe Nikanoras was justified
in saying that he was God, for he would
often go to a corner of the storeroom and
hide his face, like God when the first dead
person stood before him.



Pagpani

"Yotepa n mopta kAeloe Ko Oev pmopeca v’
aKoVo® Timot’ AALo, eEGALOL dOev Tav
TAPA L0 TOYN TPAYOVIIGTPLO TTOV eV
TPOYOLOOVSE T, Lo NEEPE VO KPOTAEL TO
KPS UTOVKETO, Gav vo, TNV ERAemay,
«Papoani», pov Aéet, «oe Aéyopar Papoaniy,
™G A, «ToTE, TL AAAO UTTOPEL VO "VOL), LOV
Aéet, Pprokopovy, akplpag, E£m an’ To
Tayvdpopeio, voyta, yloti Tov giyo oteilet
OAAETAAANAOL YPALLULOTO, TTOV OV
EMOTPEPOVTOV, OO NTAV PULGIKO, oL VO,
OV TMOPO. EMALPVOL TNV ATAVINGT, EYOEA Yo
KAmo10 MG vor TNV dafacm, Lo EKEVO TO
KATOPAUEVO POVAPL TO GAAEVE O GVELLOG,
OTMG KAmOTE £val GAAO PavaptL 6TO AL
OV £PEVYE LLE TNV APPWOGTY, KL EYD ETPEYQL
nic® Tov, Kot Qupdpon, Ayo mpv Eekvioet,
oypn, €okvye am’ 1o Tapdbvpo Tov
apa&lo0, «vo To PLAAEELS LE TTPOGOY,
glne, K’ iomMc 00To NTOV 0,TL WPAULOTEPO ETYE
OKOVGEL O KOGLOC.

(ITadom)

Pogpani

Agv pmop® vo povTasTod TimoTo mo ToTund
amd Keivn ) oknvn, vtoyalOpovV,
péAoTo, TOG TANP®VE TOV Bupmpo Kot ToV
donve va TopapoveDEL 6TIG OKAAES, Yol
OGS AAMMDG Vo ENYNGEL KOVELG auThv TNV
OEATIOTIKT MoLYIN, KOl GLYVA KPUTOVGE TO
KaméLo ToL W évay TPOTTO, GAV VOL (OLULE
KOVEL pa TPOUEPT] CLHP®Via, «GOALE», TOV
QOVAEQ Kot TOV M0G0 o’ TO A0, Lo OV
KpaToHGA TAPA TO PTMOYO TOATO OV, TOV
npoonabovoa pe Alyeg Kapeitoes va 10
QEP® 6€ Aoyoplacuo, K Ommg eipon
dVOTGTOG, YO Kol TO KPEUAGH KL 0VTO,
mo16¢ E€pet i pmopetl va cvupPet, Ko ti dALO
Ao ONOG pmopel va vat eKeivog Tov

o’ avayvopilel apécmg,

Bopdpot, pdAiota, TmG Ot YPLES
VANPETPLES, TAPOAO TTOV Elyav TEDAVEL,
GTEKOV OKOLO TOPAUEPD, KL ETPETE VAL
YOUNADVE® TO KEPAAL, Y10 VO TO VTOUEIV®D
OV OEV TOVG £PEPVA TIMOTOL.

2ouswv
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Raphael

The door then closed and I couldn’t hear
anything else, in any case she was nothing
more than a penniless singer who no longer
sang but knew how to hold a small bouquet
as though they were watching her,
“Raphael,” she said to me, “I’m not
Raphael,” I replied, “what else then could it
be?” she said, I was right outside the post
office, at night, because | had sent him one
letter after another, which were returned to
me, as was expected, and yet here was the
reply now being handed to me, I looked for
some light to read it, but that damned lamp
kept moving about in the wind, as once
happened with that other lamp in the
carriage departing with the sick woman, |
was running after it and | remember, just
before it set off, she leaned out the carriage
window, looking pale, and said: “take good
care of it,” and that was possibly the most
beautiful thing the world had ever heard.

(Pause)

Raphael
I can’t imagine anything more vile than that
scene, | even suspected that he was paying
the doorman to let him lurk around the
stairs, for how else could one explain that
despairing silence? and he often held his hat
in such a way as though we had made a
dreadful agreement, “you scoundrel!” I
shouted and grabbed him by the neck, but |
was holding onto nothing more than my
shabby coat, which I was trying to patch
with a few pins, and distrustful as | am, |
went ahead and hung it, who knows what
could happen? and who else could the one
who immediately recognizes you be but an
executioner?

| indeed remember how the old
maidservants, even though they had died,
still stood to the side, and I had to bow my
head so as to shoulder the fact that I hadn’t
brought them anything.

Symeon



Topve, etwyd dovio, povo n Bpoyn to
yvopilet, Kot ™ voyta otdlel am’ To Tafdavt,
Y0l VOL LT LOAMGOVY TOV YEPO TOV
Kotovpnnke whve Tov, Kt OToV Kol
@opa M TpeAn yuvaika OnAale To EOAVO
KOVTOAL, aKOVYOUE TO KA TOV UIKPOD
Incov,

£101, pe 1060 acvvidioTa yeyovoTo
o0 va Bpet Kapo va, pTidEet koveic ) (on
TOV, KoL TPOG Ti; vt OLOPPO Vo Pactievel
0 A0 Kot va kdBecat novyos, Kamvilovtog
T0 ToyapaKt Tov mETase 0 KOPLog
dtevBuvig, ko TAd cov | Mapia, v giyav
oépet tedevtaia (am’ To Evayyéhio, BéPara),
K’ NTov Tévta YopoyeEAAoTn, KoOmg
Eeumépdeve €va KovPapt podpo HOAAL, «Ti
Kkavelg ekel, Mapio» tng éleya, «mpémetl va
TOV OElyV® TO SPOLO», OTAVTOVCE,

K’ n Bea-AAON, oL’ xE Egyevvnoet
1O0EG KOt TOGEC, MIGTEVE GTNV QUMM
GUAANYT, POV o GAAT GTLYUN YEVVIETOL
TAVTO KOVELG.

Pagpani

Agv glya moTé peyaloyvyia yio Tov EaTo
LoV, £TG1 EDKOAN £TEPTO GTNV OTOLONTOTE
maryida, Ko cuyvd, Tiow and Kamoo
mapofdv ota pkpd poryalid Kabdtov
GLOTNAOG, KortdlovTag Tayo aAloD, ekeivog
OV O€ TOTEIVOOE KATOTE, «0LTO Elvol
EykAnpoy, pavaéa, BEPata To aAndivo
gyiinua o ywvotav apydtepa, yloti, OTmg
TO HOVTEVETE, AVOP®TOC oM LOVTOG dEV £l
oTidEel moté ot (N LoV EMOKENTNPLA,
TPOTILOVGO L0l GKOTELVH GTON 1) LU0l
mépodo, eKel, OL®S, oTEKOTAV M VP14,
KpaToOGE TO TAAO GIOEPO TOV GLOEPDLATOG
Kot oPEPILe Ta GKLALG, «OEV EMPETE VO, TOV
TO WAPELSY, TNG AEW, Yloti avTO TO TOAMO
cidepo TOAye W éva Ppouiko moavi o
peydAog adehpog (mov “xe yevvnBei niibog),
KoL T0 vavoOpiie e pov aveimmTn
unTpOTNTA, GOV VoL YvdpPLie GAOVE TOVG
TOVOULC.

2ouswv

A bare, run-down asylum, recognized only
by the rain, and at night the ceiling leaks so
that they don’t have to scold the old man
who wets himself, and when at times the
mad woman suckled the wooden spoon we
could hear the cries of baby Jesus,

and so, with such unusual events,
how could one find the time to fix their life?
and what for? it’s lovely for the sun to be
setting as you sit quietly, smoking the
cigarette butt thrown away by the warden,
and next to you is Mary, they had brought
her in last (from the Gospels, of course), and
she was always smiling while untangling a
ball of black wool, “what are you doing
there, Mary?” I’d say, “I must show him the
way,” she’d reply,

and aunty Aloe, who had delivered
countless babies, believed in the immaculate
conception, since one is always born at some
other moment.

Raphael

I never showed myself any magnanimity,
and so I’d easily fall into whatever trap was
set, and the one who once humiliated you
would often sit silently behind a screen in a
small shop, pretending to look elsewnhere,
“that’s a crime!” I shouted, in fact the real
crime would take place later, because as you
would’ve guessed I am an insignificant man
who has never in his life made a visiting
card, I’d choose instead a dark arcade or a
side street, but an old woman would be
standing there, waving about a worn-out
iron to scare the dogs away, “you should not
have taken it from him,” I said, because my
older brother (who was born an idiot) would
wrap that old iron with a dirty rag and lull it
to sleep with an unspeakable motherliness,
as though he had experienced all the pain
there is.

Symeon
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«Kvpie erénoov, Kopie, eréncovy, yérvaype
10 Bpadv otov gomePIVO, LOVO TN SVGTLYN
EModfet pe ta exlépota v Edtmyvay, Kt
exeivn koOopEVN GTOV KNTO Topdpepa
Euvotav 1060 Pabid, mov PAETOLE, Lo-pa,
Vo TEPTOLV O TAV® TNG OAEG O AUAPTIES,
€101, TOPA TPOGEY®, 0Ly, TOV TIG
EBola, avopOTIEROL AKOUO — ElY0L KPOWEL TIG
TOVTOPAEC TOL TTATEPQ, KATOTE, TS, TO
010 Bpdov o matépag onkdONKeE,
pecdvoyta, Eyaée AMyo yio TG ToaVTOPAES,
pa eaivetat dgv TPOPTOVE Kot TYE
EumOAVTOG KL AvolEe TNV TOPTO, «TTADG
terelwcav OAa, O Lovy, POVOEE,

KL OTOV KOl opa e poTtave, M
npogtolpacio ti Bo mw kou 1 Osia ybpn pe
Kévouv va unv amovi® onws 0o *Oelay,
omlovTag £TG1 KATL TTI0 TOAD.

Pogponi

E&dALov Tav po cuvnBetd pov, ti toug
nelpale — Ol avtd, PEPara, sivor pra
WOTIKN wTopie, HOVO N untépa
KataAdPoive Kl EAEYE KATWS TOPAYLLEVN,
«ITOAM AENGES PMOG GTNV KALOPE GOLY, QPO
0 GLVEVOYOG Elval TovVToD Kl OKOLUTAS W
eVTEAELN TTAVM TOV, 1010iTEPQ, OGS, TOL
Bpadia, otav Bydlape ta AovAovowa £Em, N
LLpOoVALY TOL GTLTIOV YIVOTAV OTOTVI(TIKY,
KL apyotepa EpyeTon 0 dAAOG va cov Bupicet
™ svue®Via, aALE KaAdTEPO ag TO ONYNOD
am’ TV apyn, oto T€A0G-T€A0C Ba TV
nmalapeva tn {on pov, dev £y GAAN, iomG
YWTO Yivopal moTeLTog,

Kl 0nw¢ oxoteiviale, Eva eBvormpo
aOAo, paleya 0,11 glye amopeivel Kot
QoOVaca Tov TAAVOOL0 EUmopo, «de BEA®
AEQPTA», TOL AE®, «OVO KaOMDG Ba otpifelg
70 dpOUO, VO TTELS GLyavd T” GVOud LLovy.

(ITavom)

Pagpani

YKEPTOMOL, KOUE Qopd, av LITapYEL Alyog
tomog dde10g peg otn Lon Hog, vo petvoopus
Kl €UELS, Ko TO1dg eivan Thrya 0 TapEIGOKTOC,
{owg, KIOAAG, Y1I0VTO GKETALOVY TOVG

93

“Lord have mercy, Lord have mercy,” we
chanted in the evenings at vespers, but they
wanted to throw out wretched eczema-
ridden Elisabeth, and she would sit on her
own in the garden, scratching herself so
intensely that we could see all the sins
falling from her one by one,

and so now | take care, ah! where |
put them I still wonder — once, when | was
little, I hid father’s slippers, that same night
father got up at midnight, he briefly looked
for his slippers but it seems he didn’t have
time and went barefoot to open the door,
“my God! everything’s come to an end!” he
exclaimed,

and when they sometimes ask me,
the preparations | make about what to say
and the divine grace compel me to answer in
a way they don’t like, thus saving something
greater.

Raphael
It was in any case a habit of mine, why did it
bother them? — all this of course is a private
affair, mother alone understood and,
somewhat agitated, would say, “you again
left the light on in your room,” because the
accomplice is everywhere and you sordidly
lean upon him, but the odour in the house
would become suffocating especially in the
evening once we took the flowers outside,
and afterwards the other arrives to remind
you of the agreement, nonetheless it’s best I
tell it from the beginning, in the end | would
have bargained my life away, I have no
other, maybe that’s what makes me credible,
and as night fell, one miserable
autumn, | collected whatever was left and
shouted to the pedlar, “I don’t want money, I
only want you to quietly say my name as
you turn the corner.”

(Pause)

Raphael

I sometimes question if there exists a bit of
empty space in our lives, so that we too
could stay there, and who, | wonder, is the
intruder? perhaps that’s why they even cover



KaBpEPTeES, Yia va un dovue moldg eival o
aAnBwvog vekpdc, KL dtav Katefnkape
OKAAN, SIOYUEVOL, T GKAAL, LLOG
akolovOnoe, K1 ag Aéve ot dALot 6Tl
TpkAilovpe, ooV 6To dPOLO dE GLVAVTAG
apd Oapuéva TamoHTol, OTOL PEVYOLV
YUYEG KuvnynUéveg, dtvovtag Evov
Kovovpylo dpopo otov Ogo,

Ouwg, eketvo to NAIBLo Toudi mov
yvelovoape 6ot pali Tov £pyeTon TOPA TIG
VOYTEG YEPUGUEVO, «TTMG EYIVES ETGLY, TOV
A, «eol O6tav mEBaveg 1o0LY GYEIOV
ooy, «o€ yeldve mo pali povy, pov Aéet,
K’ 1 vOyTo fTav Tpox@pnuévn ToAD, Kot o
dgv g0pLoka Ta AOYLOL TNG TPOGELYNG LLOV.

2ouewv

Avtoi mov oD PacavioTnkay, yloti dgv
Eépave Ti va Kdvouv ToV £00TO TOVG, KL OTOV
70 pabav giye mo Ppadidoet — Ko, KO
@opad, Byalovv to maAld KamEAO TOVG EEM
an’ 1o Tapabvpo, otn Ppoyn, K’ Hotepa TO
KOLTAVE EVTLYLIGUEVOL, APOV EKEL TOL T YOV
TOVG glyav pe xapd VITOdEYTEL KOl TOVG ElyaV
Baietr va kabicovv oto 1610 Tpamélt poli
TOVG,

avtoi, Tov énoav xwpig 1oTopia,
oav tov Og0,

Kl 0 YepO-paotNg, mebapévoc ypdvia,
whvto Alyo mopévog, Npde exeivo to Ppadv,
«Ta LETPOY, LoV AEEL, «OE OV Ta. *dmG OV
COOTA», U0 EYD», TOL AEM, «OeV gl TOTE
O1KT OV Y®VIA — oV, AOUTOV, Vo TO
KpOYm;»

0VTO1L, TOL LLE TO PTWYE
TOPOUEANEVE AOY10 TOVGS, IGMC VO
okénacav gkeivo mov Ba mebaivape, av
Qeavep®VOTAY.

Pagpani

‘Htav o1’ aAnBeia mopdAioyo ki Enpene va
Bayoope To GLVTORATEPO OO OVTA TOL
neprotatikd, «Tepélon, yBhpioa, yopig Kt
€YD VOl TO TOTEV®, EVA EKEIVOC POPOVTE
mhvto 10 EEVO Papdl Tavmeopt, | Evay
TPOTO, GOV VAL TV LOVO Y10 TO KIYKAMOWLQ
miow TOL, Kot GVYVE kabmg Ppdotale, «Ti
elvan dpaye exel Ko yroti Tyoive;»
AVOPOTIOLOLVV, YOVOVTaG £TG1 TN (o1 Hog o€

the mirrors, so that we don’t see who the
deceased really is, and when we came down
the stairs, persecuted, the stairs followed us
and let people say that we stagger, for on the
road you come across nothing but worn-out
shoes left by hounded souls, offering a new
road to God,

but that idiot child we all used to
laugh at now comes at night looking aged,
“how did you get like that?” I ask, “when
you died you were practically a child,” “they
no longer laugh at me,” he replies, and the
night was well advanced and I could no
longer find the words of my prayer.

Symeon
Those who were greatly tormented because
they didn’t know what to do with
themselves, and by the time they found out
night had already fallen — and now and then
they stick their old hat outside the window,
in the rain, and afterwards they look at it
blissfully, because where they went they
were received with joy by the hosts, who
seated them at their own table,

those who lived without history, like
God,

and the old tailor, dead long ago,
always a little drunk, came that evening,
“the measurements they gave me,” he said,
“they weren’t correct,” “but [ never had a
nook of my own,” I replied, “so where could
I hide t?”

those who, with their poor, neglected
words, possibly covered that which we
would have died from, had it appeared.

Raphael

It really was absurd and we had to bury all
those incidents as soon as possible,
“Teresa,” | whispered, without believing it
myself, while he always wore that strange,
large overcoat in such a way as if it was
meant only for the railing behind him, and
often as night fell I would wonder “what’s
there?” and “why am I going?” thereby
losing our life in family names, or even in
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everyday dirty scenes, “maybe they’re
mourning,” I thought, because only then
would they allow me to sit at the table, until
I felt on my face the imprint from mother’s
cheap jewellery as she pressed me close to
her, and I’d be in pain but I was not in pain,
only God knows why —

and so the most unforgettable story
will never be written, for we must forget it
in order to go on living...

(Pause)

Raphael
“Maybe the previous tenant left it,” we
would sometimes say, frightened, for who
can understand the eternal intimations? and
so we are always unprepared, and only the
women, gathered in the inner room, quietly
cried, because it was the time when we
would forget the words (even though they
had become more essential), and later, when
the chandelier fell with a terrifying crash, we
saw the mask-wearing man lying dead, “so it
was him,” we all thought, relieved, but when
his mask was taken off we noticed in terror
that there was no one there, once again he
had misled us,

and because the family doctor had
not yet woken up, | had to wait outside and
sit by the door,

here where you see me.

Symeon
For who is it that truly lives other than the
one heading to one’s doom, in full
awareness? and often, after fumbling around
in the dark, we would find it, perhaps
because it was the unexpected hour, or
perhaps because that is what sustains life
through the centuries,

but at times | calm down, everything
around me is beautiful, I am a child and find
myself with uncle Elias, “uncle,” I say to
him, “we’re poor, you have to get a job,”
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“I’m searching for the Lord,” he replies,
“how can you be searching when you’re
sitting here, outside the tobacconist?” “yes,”
he says and points under the stool,

and that sorrowful man in the
adjacent ward said that he wanted to fly, and
he would feed only on crumbs, until
naturally he died, and after we had buried
him, whenever we walked along the streets
the coffin had passed through, we’d even
come upon a little feather.

Otherwise the world would have
been meaningless.

Raphael
“Will we ever find out about it?”” he asked as
he now, all by himself, stepped into a
blurred, spectral carriage, the way one enters
upon another year of life, but after the initial
terror had passed we moved the position of
the couch, a house in ruins, one we had to
hide with small, hollow gestures, “but every
now and then cast your glance over there,”
he said, and | saw his hand on the railing,
except on rainy days when the doorkeeper
would take pity on it and slip it into her
room, and often, as we silently ate, I would
look at the balcony, yet it was now a lovely
certainty, lacking all valour, while father
continued his conversation with the
gardener, who, as with everything else, had
abandoned us long ago, “that’s why I
humiliate myself,” I said to him, “so that it
will all be mine,”

without anyone knowing!

Symeon
“Symeon, you must watch out, my dear,” I"d
say to myself as | tightly fastened my jacket
with a safety pin, since no one ever
discovered the secret, and anytime now the
bell will toll,

those who, when you speak to them,
take a long time to reply, as though each
word spoken had to descend very deep
before encountering them,
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and that man with the gentle eyes
who slew the three old women, said: “they
didn’t let me look in the basement,” and
perhaps that’s where the old Christmas tree
was,

those who, once you stand before
them, ah! you understand everything,

night fell, desolation, nothing could
be heard, except for someone stirring their
wings within the sleep of a maniac who had
dozed off on the edge of the roof.

Raphael
“Above all because of that,” he’d say, and
we’d lower our gaze, for we were frightened
of the suspicion that in the end it would
escape from us, “this could be the
punishment,” I thought, because an ice-cold
breeze always blew from secret confessions,
and afterwards they might find out how |
had lived,

and so I’d go and stand at the corner
of the room or behind the furniture, in a
bearing of divine purity, like someone who
has been unfastened from his noose and left
behind somewhere, while the woman would
spend the night on the street wearing a
beautiful white dress (from some old
humiliation perhaps), but why was she
walking at a slow pace outside the house? Is
it possible that she too could hear it?

(Pause)

Raphael
Who is the one, then, that falls silent and
what do we owe them, given that things fall
from our hands without reason, our elder
sister alone would suddenly get up,
mystified, because that’s how the destiny of
each person is written — who is the one
standing to the side? and how else is one to
live? “you are just like Helen,” he said to me
(and I too could see it),

because there’s somewhere you must
go just when everything is of no avail, the
lamp steams up from the unutterable, and
the only path now is marked by the spilled
pins on the floor, and as happens in the most
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beautiful stories they had never seen me in
person, and it had already begun to grow
dark, the time when forgiveness always
comes more easily.

Symeon
Those who have nothing but a small
cardboard suitcase with a sad horse inside,
and when others insult them, they are
already to be found over there,

“listen,” I say to them, “either there
Is no God, in which case we must catch up
with the one coming down the stairs, or
there 1s a God and then what’s one more
sorrow?” and I recalled my life, placed as it
was beyond remedy by nondescript rooms,
“they didn’t allow me either,” I said,
referring to the twilight and the everlasting
nostalgia,

and that quiet man had never spoken
all those years, but one night he found some
lipstick and painted his lips, “are you a
woman, eh?”” we shouted, he merely replied
with a sheepish grin: “father often beat up
mother, but she always held her tongue.”

Otherwise the world would have
been meaningless.

Raphael

“I don’t have any, I don’t have any, I tell
you,” was suddenly heard in a hoarse voice
from the floor above, which had been vacant
for years, we looked at each other in
surprise, this soon turned into fear when the
next night we again heard, “I don’t have
any, I don’t have any,” in a grumbling tone,
about something unknown or even
nonexistent, “I don’t have any,” and the pale
women now stretched out their hands as
though they could no longer find the door,
and the young clergyman from the third
floor was sneaking in and out of the house,
until he finally left.

The mystery, however, was suddenly
solved, it was Sunday afternoon and as usual
the three itinerant musicians stood by the
side of the road, looking shabby and drab,
they were not of course singing, because
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they had grown old, yet they gazed so
dejectedly upon the setting sun that the song
could be heard very clearly.

Symeon
“Symeon, my dear, let them search,” I again
told myself, for the mystery is here, in our
veiled life, and the child which killed its
mother was bestowed by God with the great
mercy of embracing, like a mother, every
tree on the road,

ah! those who suddenly saw It, and
S0 as not to frighten us they stand in the
middle of the road and smile deceptively,

and that poor man held his hat to his
chest at all times, as though there was
something he had to defend, and when at
one point we wrested the hat from him, we
noticed the wound and, within it, someone
hunched over a great harp — maybe that’s
why we always had patience in the asylum.

Raphael
I took notice of all these things when, after
many years, | decided that | too would show
up for a little while, but also of course the
bell was ringing, everyone then moved aside
in the entrance hall for her to pass through,
for 1 assure you, the hand of the dying
woman reached all the way down under the
door and opened it, full of memories from
past exits, and ah! the long roads we
abandoned one more time,

nor will we ever have a childhood
night, the time when father would make his
way back, but he had aged and couldn’t find
the actual home, and only his footsteps
somewhere could we hear, and suddenly we
were struck by a dark premonition, that
everything was futile and that everything
had already happened within the doubtful,
deceptively trivial nights of childhood — and
we wept, because not even mother could
follow us there.

(Pause)
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Raphael

If only I could explain it someday to
someone, but what’s the point, since there
alone do we exist, invulnerable, like an old
man weeping, and under the stairs stood the
one who begins stories without ever
finishing them, the others naturally
marvelled that | had remained a child still,
they didn’t know that what they sometimes
regard as exaggeration is our pain entire, and
so | always gave in, because everything is
then more real, but since unexpected things
frightened me, when everyone went to sleep
I went down and moved the large, dark
armoire (with such difficulty, my God!) — it
was a brilliant plan, now they would no
longer be able to reproach me for anything,
and undistracted, I’d apply myself to the
beautiful work to which | had dedicated my
life.

Symeon

Let others be your dwelling, Lord, your
garden or your harvest, | laid my life to
waste so that you could see me from
everywhere.

Perhaps, if | had clothes or fire, a
path or a dream, | would not have heard you
when you went looking for me.

I lasted no more than one night,
somewhere in childhood or later, in utter
abandonment,

so that you, eternal wayfarer, might
occasionally repose amongst the shadows...

(Pause)

Symeon

It’s time to sleep, the day is done, the time
when the incestuous man must dream about
his mother and the murderer about his other
hand, when the prostitute must turn finally
to her side and the blind man light his lamp.

And what happened here will in a
short while make its own great way...
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