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Biography

Emilios Solomou was born in 1971 in Nicosia and grew up in his native village of Potami. He
studied history and archaeology at the University of Athens. He also studied journalism in
Cyprus and worked as a journalist for a daily newspaper for some years. He is now a teacher of
Greek and history in a public high school. In addition, he is a member of the editorial board of
the literary magazine Anef, and he has served as a member of the executive board of the Union
of Cyprus Writers.

For the novel An Axe in Your Hands (2007), he was awarded the Cyprus State Prize for Literature.
His novel Like a Sparrow, Quickly You Passed... was translated recently and published in Bulgaria.

Synopsis

Yiorgos Doukarelis, an archaeologist and professor at the University of Athens, returns to an
island in the Small Cyclades, Koufonisi, 20 years after the excavation that made him famous and
changed his life forever. At that excavation, he discovered the prehistoric remains of a young
pregnant woman murdered 5000 years ago. They gave her the name Kassiopi. During this trip,
he had an affair with one of his students, Antigoni. They got married after Yiorgos’ divorce from
his former wife Maria. He returns to the island, six months after Antigoni disappeared mysteri-
ously. The order and the routine of his daily life are destroyed. Going around the island, passing
by the places he lived during the time of the excavation and meeting people from the past, he
also wanders amongst his memories, exploring the secret ties that connect him with the three
women of his life, moving from the present to the past. This is a second excavation for him, an
excavation into the deepest places of his soul. In his fantasy, Doukarelis goes back to the prehis-
toric times of Kassiopi, recreating the story of the murdered pregnant young woman.

At the end, he learns that his wife Antigoni was found murdered, after being raped and kept for
some time as a prisoner by a man. Doukarelis immediately leaves the island that connected him
with the destiny of the three women who played such decisive roles in his life: Kassiopi, the mortal
remains of the prehistoric past, Maria, the woman from the past, and Antigoni from the present.
This diary of an infidelity is also a novel about time, destruction, memory and love, which bal-
ances the present and the past.
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Koitovoav ekotaciaouévol To0to T0 SvoTuX0 TAdOUA KAt
owmnawvav. Mia allokotn vmapén mov avadvdnke oto wg
amo Ta éykata Tng yng mévte xthietieq petd. Avtd mov dev
pmopovoe va K&vel TpLv n Avtiydvn avapeoa o’ OAovg, Ppnke
Twpa TNV gvkatpia, apmafe To Xépt TOv AovKapéAn, TOV
@iAnoe ota xeiAn, éViwoe 0TO OTOHA TOV LOpWTA KAl TN OKOVT
Tov KaTakddioe 0To Séppa Tov, TNV £€VTAOT Kal TO TPEUOVALA-
O{a UTPOOTA OTO AVATIAVTEXO TNG OTovdaiag avakdAvyng.
Makdappra, aknbeta, dmoyn tTov épwta, Tdvw and to Bavato,
AVApEDA OTA KITPVIOHEVA KOKala peg oto okoTadl.H Avti-
yovn avTidapfavotav moco onUavTiko RTav yU avTtov TovTa
Ta avBpwmiva Aeiyava Kat To povo mov Tov {ftnoe va tng
emBefalwoet, ekeivo mov épotale adapgiopritnTo, HTAV AV
TPAYHATL TOVTOG 0 TTPOIcTOPLKOG AvOpwTog eixe SohogovnOei.

«Aev eipat 1atpodikaoThg, alld £ToL @aivetaly, TnG amd-
VInoe. «AvTo paptupolLV 1o Bpuppatiopévo kpavio, n mETpa
Simla oTo KEQANL, 1] TTPOXELPT KAL YPTYOPT) TAPT KAl O ACV-
vBiotog evtaglaopog péoa oto omite, dimha ota Oepélia Tov
TolYOoUL».

AvapwTtnOnke akopa av o okeAeTOG avike o€ Avdpa 1 yvvaika
Kt 0 Aovkapéhng ue ke emevlaln anogavOnke nwg npoxet-
Tal yla yvvaika.

«Kat yati tn okotwoav;» ZTn @wvi TG Qavepwvotav 1
ONiyn yua T poipa TG yvvaikag o’ évav KOGUO GTOV OTO(0
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avékabev kvplapyovoe n mavroduvapia Kat, OTWG TOTEVE, N
avBatpeoia Twv avdpw.

«ITotog &€pet, aPvocog n yuxr Tov avBpwmov, oplopéva mpay-
Hata otnv Yyuxoovvheon tov dev alrdCovv. Etot ftav o mpoi-
O0TOPLKOG AvOpwTog, £TOL gival Kat onuepar.

«Av étoL eival o avBpwmog, ToTe Ba €mpeme va E€povpe
TEPLOCOTEPA YU ALTOVG OV {ovoav edw mpLv MéEvTe XIAtadeg
XpOviar.

«Naw, oupewvnoe o Aovkapéng, «av Epovpe katt, eivat yU
avTtov akptpwg 1o Aoyo. AANG moAN& Ba amokalvyet i) e€etdi-
KEVLUEVT €PEVVA OTO EPYAOTHPLO, KAADTEPA VA TIEPLUEVOLLE,
aG UnV TPOTPEXOVHE, Ylati O, Tt @avtaletar kat vrobETel
Kaveig, amodetkvoetal ToANEG Qopég avBaipeTor.

Eixe ma oxotewvidoel kL avtoi mapépevav akopa péoa o€
TOVTO TOV VYPO Tdgo. H Avtiyovn dpytoe va gofdtat, frav
Tpaypatt pakaPpla n otrypn mAat ota Aeiyava. KabBovtav oe
{ia YWVIA TOV OKAUPATOG, EKELV TTAPATIOVIOTAV OTL KPVWVE
KL 0 AOVKapEANG TNV TIHpe OTNV ayKaALd TOv, va npeUnoet.
Eva @repokdmnua mavw and ta KeQAAla TOVG TNV €KAVE Va
netaytel £€agva kat vo Tevtwoel To kKoppi TnG. Avatpixlaoe,
¢tolun va Eepwvioet.

«Mn ¢@ofdaoat, pia kovkovPayta eivaw, Tnv kabnovyxace o
AovkapéAng.

«Eivat dvooiwvo to kpwELnd tne», eime avtr. «Katt kakod Oa
pag ovpPei».

«Avonoieg, eival pa nAibia deotdatpoviar, andvtnoe avtodq.
Kat tng Ovpioe mwg ya tovg apyaiovg EAAnveg ftav to
obvpBolo tng Bedag ABnvag, Tnv tadTlay pe T copia. Ilpv
vavpayia tng Zalapivag, kabwg ot otpatnyoi twv EAARvwv
ov{ntovoav 0TO KATAOTPWHA €VOG TAoioL Tt va mpagovy,
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Eapvikd métage pa kovkovPayla. Kabioe ota Eaptia kat n
epeavion g Bewpnbnke kaldg owwvog. Ot EAAnveg toTe
ETOLLAOTNKAY VA VAVUAXT)OOVV.

H Avtiyovn opwg dev novxaoce, n akon Tng nTav o€ eypr-
yopon, Tpavtalotav akdpa kat ota avemaiobnta ovpoi-
HOTA TV UIKPOOKOTIKWV TMTAACUATWV OTIG TETPEG KAl OTOVG
fapvoug.

«Aev gival Timota, unv avnovxeig», o AovkapéAng ékave QLNO-
Tipeg mpoomabetes.

Kat Tt umopovoe va tng met, akffeta; Iwg 10Te OV pedetovoe
T YAwpida kat TNV mavida Tov Vool yla TIG aVAYKES TNG
avaoka@ng, StaPace mwg edw o’ avtd Ta YOpata evOonuel n
vipera ammodytes, n kowvr} 0XLd& kat 0 eryx jaculus, To epnpo-
@180, 0 AoVpITNG KATA TOVG VTOTILOVG, TO povadiko eidog Poa
otnv Evpwmnn, mov ydxvetl T Aela Tov péoa o€ TpuTEG TPWKTL-
K@V, OTTWG avThy edw;

Yomacav yia Aiyo. Kt anépetvav aykalaopévol KAtw amod Tov
ovpavo. Moploav Eavd TNV Tpayiota 0our oL PTAvVE KOVTA TOVG
Ao TIG TAPAKEIUEVEG HAVTPEG. AKOVYAV TIG OTTAEG VAL XTLUTIOVV
otn yn. Méxpt mov avandvrexa n Avtiyovn mdAL poTnos:

«Twwpyo, Tt Ba yivel pe pags»

O AovkapéAng arpvidtaotnke. Ti O yiver pe pag; Aev avépeve
NV ep@TNON TNG. ZuvNRbwg, Ta Mo anpOPAENTA TPOKVTTOVY
ekel Tov Oev Ta mepLuévelg. Tiyvpeve edw €va TETOLO EPWTNUA
Epewve petéwpo otov ayépa, AeVKO GVVVEPO, TTOV TIVIYNKE HEG
070 TNXTO 0KoTAdL. Tdo0 VK VO, OKANPO oav METPaA, OV AV
amhwvav to Xépt, 0a 10 ViwBav oTny makdun Tovg, va puppn-
yKL&Cet To déppa, va Taydvel To aipa, va mapalvet TG aptn-
piec. Tétola wpa, TéTola Adyla. AkolobBnoe mavon, ekeivog
Eepuonoe.
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«Tuva yivet, motog Eépet TL umopel va yivel...» eime atviypatikd.

Ekeivn @dvnke va amoyontevpévn. AmoolUpOnke cav tnv
QUTWTN amo TNV aykaAld Tov, aKOVUTNoE §ava 0TO Tolxwua
TOV OKAUPATOG, SimAwoe ta xépla TnG 0To 0Tbog oav @Te-
polyeg, va {eotabel.

«Agv émpeme va peivovpe edw. Apynoave...» eime §OoOvun.

Ma va mov oe Aiyo akoDOTNKAV QWVEG, CUVTOUA QAVIKOY
OKLEG Vo COAAEDOVY HE Ta Qavapla avapeoa ota Ppdyla Kat
V' avePaivovv 010 VYwpd Tovg. ‘Htav kaptd eikooaptd, ot
TEPLOCOTEPOL TIEPiEPYOL VIOLWTEG TTOV HaledTnKAV va Sovve
Tt ovpPaivel, Tt pootiplo amokalveOnke andye oTov TOTO
TOvG. Oa Tav TOAD va "Aeye Kaveig mwg étpefav va ovvavTi-
0oLV TIG pileg TOVG, TOVTO TO Aeiyavo OV TEPTATNOE 0” AVTA
Ta (0t xwpata TpLy amod XAadeg xpovia. Avdpesd Tovg nTav
gvag aoTvLAaKAG Kat 0 KovoTdpyns, o KovkovAég umpootd
oav va ‘Tav 0 QUOLKOG apXnyos Tovs, kvpie mpdedpe. Hrav
TOVNPOG, TO HATL TOV KOLTOVOE la TOV AOVKApPEAN Hia TNV
AvTiyovn, mov oTékovTay TAdL TAAL O€ TOVTO TOV TAPO, OXL TO
OKENETO KATW Ao Ta O TovG. Aev Tov Egyehovoay avTov,
KATL €Tpexe avapeod Tovg. Tia to evpnpa dev €8ei&e 1Slaitepo
evdlapépov, dev eixe mpoyovikég evaloBnoieg, TéTola xovyla
ATav yia Tovg aAa@poioKIwTOvG Kol TOVG QAVTAOUEVOUG,
ot meBapévol pe tovg meBapévoug kat ot {wvTtavol He TOvG
{wvtavovg. Avtol Satdpalav v atdvia acdlevtn tan
tovg, éumiefav (wvtavoivg kat meBapévoug pali, ag Ppovv
povol Tovg TNV akpn. Ot KOpeg 0TA UIKPOOKOTIKA UATIO TOV
eixav Staotalel kat Tov ‘Svav pav andkooun oymn. O Aovka-
pEANG eixe TNV aicOnon mwg yvdAlav peg 0to okotddt, Svo
HIKPOOKOTILKA, TUPAKTWUEVA KApPovva.

O aoTv@OAaKAG ATOPNoE YLATi TOVG P vagav 0w OTIG EPMLLEG
TéTola Wpa Kat 0 Aovkapélng Tob e&Nynoe nwg Enpemne andye
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va QUAAYTEL I avaoKaQr, TO eVPNHE TOVG NTav e§aLPETIKA
ONuHavTikd, iowg 1o povadikd mov Ppédnke aképato oTOV
kvkAaditiko molttiopd. O kowvotdpyng StepwtrOnke mécO
omovdaiog pmopei va givat £€vag owpog amod KOKaAa, TO VEKPO-
Tageio Tovg oté dev 1o PUAafav, ekel HeG GTOVG TAPOLG
avanavovtav dekddeg, exatovtadeg okeletol, Kt €€ dowv
yvwpile, dev o ‘okace TOoa Xpovia kaveic. Htav ¢avepd mwg
AVTOG HTAV TO HLAAO, O ACTVPVAAKAG 1) TTPOEKTATT), TO XEpL
¢ e€ovaiag.

[...]

14

O)o 10 Bpadu o movat Tob Tpuodoe Ta koKkaAa. Tia va yAL-
Twoel, oVpOnke KATw and TNy tévta. AtcBavotav Ppoukog
Héoa og TOOTA T POVXA, TA HOVALAOUEVA OTOV pWwTA Kal
oTn vuxTtepviy vypaoia. I1ote mdTe ékhelve KOVpAOUEVOG Tat
HaTa, pa n €yvota tov kpatovoe EVTVIO. AKOvYe TOV HOVO-
TOVO NXO, TIK-TAK, TIK-TAK, GTO POAOL TOV KL ETILALVE TOV EAVTO
Tov kdbe 1600 va petpdel ta devtepodenta. Kottovoe tov
ovpavo, mpoonabovoe va evVTomioel TOVG ACTEPIONOVS, TNV
Kaoowommn, 10 kevipl Tov ZKopTiov, YaxvovTag va Bpel 0Tr-
pLypa xetpomiaotod, va emiPePatwoet tn Sikn tov vapén péoa
070 pavpo okotadt. Hrav mpaypatikdg 1 pRmwg mAdopa tng
Qavtaoiag;

Bplokotav olopovaxog ekel €§w, Tov eixav katamiel oL OKLEG.
Ta xTumAHATA ATTO TIG OTAEG OTLG YEITOVIKEG HLAVTPEG £QTAVAY
KOVTA TOV oav péoa amo ta omAdyva tng I'ng. @vundnke nwg
t0 Toddapt Tov Staforov eival tpayioto. Tt mapa&evn okéyn!
BuOiopévog péoa o exeivn Tnv miooa kat tnv gpnpia de OAel
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Kat TOAD kaveig yla va miotéyel TovTeg TIg detodatpovie.
Avnke 0TovG amo dw 1 otovg and kel; Oco kat va mpoonabovoe
va Eeyehdoel TOV avTd TOL TIwG Sev Empeme va gofatal, Twpa
nrav n oetpd tov. O @oOPog Tpvnoe to mMeTol Tov Kat taki-
deve péoa o0to aipa Tov. Kabe 1600 éva piyog tob tpavtale to
owpa, povdiage to déppa tov. Exei kdtw Edmlwve pa yvvaika
Sdologovnuévn edw kat XAtadeg xpovia. AtatocBavotav mwg
KATIOLEG HVOTIKEG, aopateg dvvapelg anedevBepwOnkav anod
T Se0opd TOVG KL avadevovTav yOpw TOv, TAPAHOVEVAY HETA
otn voxta. Avtoég Statdpale TOV awvio DTVO TOVG, AVTOG
TIG avéovpe and ta Pabn tng mpoiotopiag. I1ote moTe ogp-
VOTAV HEXPL TNV AKPT TOV OKAUUATOG. Avafe TOV avamtrhpa
KAl KOLTOVOE TO Vpna péoa oto Stapaveg vatlov. Ta oota
™G pwogoptlav. Hrav ekei, akivntn, deuévn e tnv atwvia
x00via poipa g, eixe dikto o KovkovAég, kvpre mpoedpe. To
OUVTPLUUEVO ETAVW HEPOG TOV Kpaviov, Ta modia Simhwuéva
KAl 1 AEKAVT] KATIWG avaonKwUEVT], OAOG 0 KOPUOG YEPUEVOG
070 TAGL. Av umopovoe va 8et, av UTOpovOE va avTaoTel Ta
XAPAKTNPLOTIKA TOV TTpoowTov NG, Oa ‘PAeme T ovomaon
Tov TpOpoL Tov Ba Viwoe oTiyplaia Kat TOV TpOoUeEPO TOVO,
WoToV 1 Yuxn va metdet and TovTo To Pacaviopévo mAdoua.
Avto mov avtikptle fTav @pklacTikod, 8¢ xwpobvoe ap@tpo-
Aia, NTAV ATOKPOVOTIKA PPLKTO KL AVTOG NTAV LOVOG pali Tov,
HEOQ TNV ATEPAVTOOVYVI] TOV KOO0V, Kaveig aAlog. Eviwoe
Ea@vikd oav va Tov €Xovv KAEIOEL O€ [LLaY LOTOPia TPOUOV, AT
avtég Tov Evrykap Alav Ioe.

MmnpooTtéd Tov, 0TO GVVVEQPO TOV KATIVOU TOL avéPalve amo
TNV Tina Tov, €ide TN HAvA TOV Va TOV KPATAEL TO XEPL Kal
va Tov oépvel, pikpd mawdi, otovg dpdpovg tov Bohov, pdva.
Eyayve yta dovleld, Sev eixe mob va tov agnoet. Eixav katéfet
ano To Xwpto oav kvuvnynuévot, newvaopévot. E(noav tig tpo-
Hepég GLOKOALEG TNG ETTOXNG, TNV TEIVA KAl TNV AVEXELA, TTOV

The European Union Prize for Literature 2013 7



HugpoAdyio piag amotiag

TOAAOVG TOVG TOAKIOAV Kal TOUG YOVATIOAV HEXPL TO XWDUA.
H pava tov k4Tt pwtnoe oTo payépiko Tng mhateiag, iowg
av Belav vdAAnlo yia tn Adavtla. Kat o kdtw, Ea@vikd,
Bpednkav pmpootd 0TOo PAVOOTATH. ATO KEL KpEUOTAV €va
KOUUEVO KEPAAL, peydAeg mpaotvopvyeg Lovlovvilav yopw
Tov, oépvovtav ato Tpnopévo dépua, oto Eepapévo aipa,
pava. Hrtav @piktd mapapgoppwpévo, ta pdtia opOdvoikta
akopa atévifav to Bavato mov Npbe W OAN TV opun va KOVeL
T0 Vijpa TG (wng Tov. Ao TAvw, [ia TPOXELPT XAPTLVI TLvaL-
Kida avéypage T OVOUA TOV, 0 OVHUOPITHG.... L0TOCO, NTAV
TOAD pikpog kat ypappata dev néepe. To koupévo ke@alt
xapaxtnke pabid oto pvaio tov, pia eikova akpaiag BapPa-
potntag. Eide tn pdva tov va kAeivel Ta pdtia, va daykw-
Vel Ta XeiAn, V' amooTpéel To TPOOWTO TNG. AvéPnke oTO
nefodpopto kit avoie to Pripa tng. IlpoondBnoe va mviet to
AVYHO Tov avéPalve 0To Aapd TNG, AKOVOTNKE oAV HEoa Ao
Ta éykata ™G I'ng, éva mnyddt, pa mpoatwvia pavpn tpvmTa
Tov pov@del TN poipa Twv avBponwyv. Kabwg tov éoepve oto
dpopo, avtdg HTAV akdpa Yuplopévog miow, pe To PAéppa
KAPPWUEVO OTOV HETAAAIKO QAVOOTATN, UéEXPL oL XdOnkav
otn otpoen. [...]
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Translated from the Greek by Irene Noel

13

They looked in fascination at the unfortunate creature and
fell silent. A strange being to come to light out of the bowels of
the earth after five thousand years. Antigone did what she had
been unable to do in front of everyone up till then: she took
her chance, grabbed Doukarelis by the hand, kissed him on
the lips, felt on her mouth the sweat and dust that had settled
on his skin, felt him tense and tremble at the shock of their
great discovery. A macabre approach to love, certainly, stand-
ing over death, in among the yellowing bones in the dark.
Antigone was aware how significant those human remains
were to him and her only question was the obvious one,
whether this prehistoric person had actually been murdered.

“I am not a forensic expert, but that’s what it looks like”, he
replied. “That is what the shattered skull, the stone beside the
head, the shallow and makeshift grave and the unusual burial
beside the foundations of the wall would seem to suggest”.

She wondered moreover whether the skeleton belonged to a
man or a woman and Doukarelis, very tentatively, took the
view that it must be a woman.

“And why did they kill her?” Her voice expressed sorrow for
the fate of a woman, in a world where the omnipotence and,
in her view, the callousness of men was ever dominant.
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“Who knows, the soul of man is unfathomable, certain things
in his psychological make-up never change. As he was in pre-
historic times, so is man today”.

“If that is how man is, then we should know more about the
ones who lived here five thousand years ago”.

“Yes”, agreed Doukarelis, “if we know anything, it’s for
exactly that reason. But more will be revealed after special-
ized testing in the lab, better to wait, let’s not get ahead of
ourselves, because the things we imagine or hypothesize often
turn out to be wide of the mark”.

It had grown dark by now and they were still lingering in the
damp grave. Antigone began to feel afraid. It had been truly
macabre, that moment beside the human remains. They sat
in a corner of the pit. She complained that she was cold and
Doukarelis took her into his arms, to calm her.

A flapping of wings overhead made her suddenly start up and
tense her body. She shivered, ready to cry out.

“Don’t be afraid, it’s only an owl”, Doukarelis reassured her.

“It’s unlucky when they hoot”, she said, “something bad is
going to happen to us”.

“Nonsense, that’s a silly superstition”, he replied. And he
reminded her that for the ancient Greeks it was the symbol of
the goddess Athena: they associated her with wisdom. Before
the battle of Salamis, just as the Athenian generals were on
the deck of a ship discussing what to do, an owl suddenly flew
up. It sat on the rigging and its appearance was thought to be
a good omen. It was then that the Greeks began to prepare for
battle.
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But Antigone didn’t calm down. Her hearing had quickened,
and she started at the slightest rustling of every tiny creature
over the stones and in the bushes.

“It's nothing, don’t worry”, Doukarelis tried manfully to reassure.

And anyway what could he say, really? That when he had
studied the flora and fauna of the island for the requirements
of the excavation, he had read that here in these parts the
vipera ammodytes is endemic, the common viper and eryx
jaculus, the sand boa, which searches for its prey in rat holes
like this one here?

They were silent for a while. And stayed there entwined
beneath the sky. They caught another whiff of the goaty smell
that wafted over to them from the animal enclosure nearby.
They could hear hooves tapping on the ground. And then
unexpectedly Antigone asked again:

“Yiorgo, what will happen to you and me?”

Doukarelis was startled. What will happen to you and me?
He wasn’t expecting her question. As usual, the most unlikely
things turn up just when you don’t expect them. What was
a question like that doing here? It hung in the air, a white
cloud, smothered by the thick darkness. So thick, as hard as
stone, that if they were to stretch out a hand they would feel it
on their palm, tingling the skin, freezing the blood, stopping
up the arteries. Words like that at a time like this? There fol-
lowed a pause, he sighed.

“What will happen, who knows what might happen..”, he said
enigmatically.

She seemed disappointed. She drew back, as if ebbing away
from his embrace, leaned against the wall of the pit once more
and crossed her arms over her chest to get warm.

The European Union Prize for Literature 2013 11
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“We shouldn’t stay here. They are late...” she said morosely.

No sooner had she said it than they heard voices, and then
shadows appeared flitting in the lamplight among the rocks,
coming up the hillock to where they were. There were about
twenty of them, mostly inquisitive islanders who had come
up to see what was going on, what the mystery was that had
revealed itself that evening in their neighbourhood. It would
be too much to say that they were racing to get in touch with
their roots, the human relic that had walked on this very turf
thousands of years before. The constable was with them, with
the village president Koukoulés in front: their natural leader,
Mr President. He was a sly one, glancing first at Doukarelis
and then at Antigone standing side by side next to the grave,
rather than at the skeleton beneath their feet. They couldn’t
hide from him, something was going on between them. He
didn’t show much interest in their find. He was not moved by
ancestry, such foibles were for people who fancy themselves
and have their head in the clouds. The dead with the dead
and the living with the living. If they would insist on disrupt-
ing a body’s sempiternal rest and confusing the living with
the dead, then let them sort out the mess. The pupils of his
tiny eyes were dilated and gave him a spooky look. Doukarelis
felt them shining in the dark like two miniscule incandescent
coals.

The constable couldn’t understand why they had been called
out into the wilderness at this hour and Doukarelis explained
to him that the excavation would have to be guarded tonight,
their find was exceptionally significant, perhaps the only
one to be found intact in the entire Cycladic civilization.
The village president asked himself how remarkable a pile of
bones could possibly be, they never guarded their cemetery,
there were tens, hundreds of skeletons resting in those graves
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and as far as he knew, none of them had broken out all these
years. It was apparent that he was the brains while the consta-
ble was the extension, the long arm of power...

14

All that evening the mist penetrated to his very bones. To
escape it, he curled up under the tent. He felt dirty in his
clothes, soaked in sweat and the night’s damp. Now and
again he would close his tired eyes, but his worries kept him
awake. He could hear the monotonous tick tock, tick tock,
of his watch and he caught himself every so often counting
the seconds. He looked up at the sky, tried to locate the con-
stellations, Cassiopeia, the sting of Scorpio, searching to find
something tangible to hold on to, to confirm his own exist-
ence in the black of the night. Was he real or a figment of
some fiction?

There he was, all alone, the shadows had swallowed him up.
The clopping of hoofs from the nearby pens reached him as
if it came out of the bowels of the earth. He remembered that
the devil has a goat’s foot. What a strange thought! Lost in
the pitch dark and the wilderness it doesn’t take much for a
person to believe in such superstitions. Did he belong over
here or over there with them? However much he tried to tell
himself that he shouldn’t be frightened, now it was his turn.
Fear crept under his skin and travelled through his blood.
Every so often a shudder ran through his body, chilling his
skin. A woman was lying down there, murdered thousands
of years before. He had the sense that secret, invisible forces
had been loosed from their bonds and were stirring about
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him, lurking in the night. It was he who had disrupted their
eternal rest, he who had dragged them from the depths
of prehistory. Every now and then he would inch over to
the edge of the pit. He lit his lighter and looked at the find
through its see-through plastic. Her bones were phosphores-
cent. There she was, motionless, tied to her eternal, earthy
fate. He was right, Koukoulés, Mr President. The crushed
upper part of the cranium, the folded legs and slightly raised
pelvis, the entire body turned to one side. If he had been able
to see, he could have imagined her face and its features, seen
the spasm of terror that she had felt for an instant, and the
terrible pain, until the soul finally flew from its tormented
body. He was confronting something gruesome, there was no
doubt about it, it was horribly gruesome and it was he who
was alone with it, in the vastness of the universe, no-one
else. He suddenly felt as if he had been shut into a horror
story by Edgar Allan Poe.

Before him, in the cloud of smoke that rose up from his pipe,
he saw his mother, pulling him along by the hand as a small
boy through the streets of Volos. Mother. She was looking for
work, she didn’t have anywhere to leave him. They had come
down from the village like hunted creatures, starving. They
had lived through the horrors of that difficult time, the hunger
and poverty which had done for so many and brought them
to their knees. His mother asked at the eatery in the square,
whether they might be needing someone to work in the scul-
lery. And then further on down, suddenly, they were standing
by the lamppost. From it hung a severed head, large greenbot-
tle flies buzzing around it, crawling over the swollen skin,
the dried blood, mother. It was hideously disfigured, the eyes
wide open staring at death, which had come with all its force
to cut his life short. From above, a rough paper placard noted
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his name, the bandit... But he was too young and couldn’t
read. The severed head scored itself into his brain, an image
of extreme brutality. He saw his mother close her eyes, bite
her lip and turn her face away. She stepped up onto the pave-
ment and quickened her pace. She tried to smother the sob
that rose up in her throat, and sounded as if it came from the
depths of the earth, a well, a primeval black hole which sucks
in the fate of men. As she dragged him along the road, he kept
on turning back to look, his gaze fixed upon the iron lamp
post, until they had disappeared round the corner...
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