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"Lo in grim earnest the world
Is shaken, the roar of thunders
Reverberates, gleams the red levin,
And whirlwinds lick up the dust.

All the blasts of the winds leap out

And meet in tumultuous conflict,
Confounding the seas and the heavens
*Tis Zeus who driveth his furies
To smite me with terror and madness.
0 mother Barth all-honoured,
0 Air revolving thy- light
0 common boon unto all,
Behold what wrongs I endure."

Aeschylus, Prometheus Bound
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PREFACE

If the work of art, the novel, must have a raison d'etre ,

it is that there is sincerity at t he work’s core: the same

sincerity that is the essential basis of any human relationship.

We are prone to despair at the world situation, at a

national crisis, even at the immediate personal web of living

with which each separate individual becomes enmeshed, but we

forget, we have had so much despair, that some simple, earnest

ideal of love and comradeship has always arisen as a dominating

theme of human aspirations. But, again, such a vision has

always had to stand against realistically heavy odds and cynicism.

It is the problem of doubt and hope in conflict with which this

story deals.

The role cf the artist is not only to represent life as

the artist himself sees it , but to show it to the world in order

that it may be seen in the same way. That is the task.

Joyce, Woolf, Melville, Proust, James, are part of the

literary past we have in this direction. The world about should

and must be interpreted; the artist not only observes but interprets

it for those who cannot. His role is multiple and varied. Sheer

literal depiction is not good art; a fitting selection and
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prismatic interpretation by the individual artist is the hall-mark

of art transcending hack work. And art must have a message,

not didactic, but the message of its own vigor.

Life — the model which artists think they work from — is

represented only as each artist has the vision to see it. We

color our interpretations by personal influences which are

inescapable. Hence an^ inevitable limitation in the universality

of every achievement.

Characterization — the bedrock of the novel — is successful

when the artist is able to dig deep into each personality. The

secret of great characterization, as in Tolstoy, Flaubert, or Joyce,

is the depth of the digging so to speak, and to emerge, the

hands dripping with the heart's blood of a character. The deeper

one goes, the greater is the yield, too. Since characters usually

make any human situation, I think the valid approach is to

attack a given situation from the characterization rather than the

plot, that is, in a sense, to work from the inside out, from the

inner personality to the situation that personality confronts.

Given a situation like the Greek Qont emporary scen$,it is

tacitly assumed that there will be tragedy, pathos, human striving

and defeat. What happens in this setting to the concept?

I have found the reality in fb cussing not the drama, but the

individuals involved in the drama. True, there is no distinct
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as it concerns those who are not heroes than it do es the hero

himself.

I have tried to keep the hero in the secondary role and to

work out the related characters fully in order, by juxtaposition,

to bring out forcefully the implicit drama of such a scheme.

Then what does happen when a group of people find they have*,

a

definite and marked relationship with a condemned man, ’the hero'?

How do they see it out, what adjustments are necessary, andhow

do they, who must in the end go on living, relate themselves to

the world which the ’hero* has escaped through death? The

problem is to be framed in its meaningfulness for the lesser

figures in the hero’s world.
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She woke suddenly. For a few moments she was not fully aware

of being awake and alive. She realized for the first time in her

life the difference between life and death, and if Susan Crawford

could not have turned to see the thin fuzz of hair and the slightly

pink flush of skin at her husband's neckline she would have called

for the servants to assure herself of her own existence. Somehow,

even with the placid warmth and startling brilliance of the morn-

ing sun, she could not be sure alone, or, were she to be certain
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that this was life and not death, she knew with all the doubts of

a newly-emerged consciousness that she must first behold life in

some other being than herself, for she felt in this transitory

state of illusion that she could never know the reality of exis-

tence in her own mind alone. The rhythmic rise and fall of her

husband’s back reassured her momentarily. This suspension, that

is, of not feeling quite alive, yet on the other hand of not being

asleep, gave her a sense of nothingness. Perhaps, she thought,

this is eternity. Perhaps this time between, this sun-splashed

void between sleep and waking might be the sign-post of eternity.

Was there a mark anywhere? It was like coming on a sign-post

along a road or at the rise of a hill with its cryptic arms out-

stretched indicatively—-East and West—The High Road or The Low

Road—Life and Death.

She smiled delightedly in her nimbus of unreality and started

to hum quietly to herself with the absorption and freedom of

people who feel themselves entirely alone. The old tune might be

reworded, she thought, to suit the situation: ”You* 11 take the

dream roadj I'll take the waking road, and I'll be in eternity

before you." Her husband stirred uneasily at the sounds she made.

I'm really awake now, she thought, and it was then she remem-

bered with a kind of sadness her sleeping hours of the past night.

She looked about the room as if searching. You don't ever find

them, she mused, as her eyes filtered erratically over the fumi-
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ture in the room, you just feel dreams clinging about you vaguely

like an old scent, something rather indefinable as all old scent

is, or like an amalgam of odors. There was in dreaming a fusing

of all the dreams of one’s life, and since the night was merely a

continuation of the day, it must be that dreams were the link

between the life of living each day and that death of sleeping

each night. If one did not dream, then it might as well be

death, for all the recognition the mind has of that time which

has been absorbed in dreamless sleep. A mild panic seized her

again at these thoughts, and she half rose to rouse her husband

but fell back again to the pillow.

1t was not the fear, she thought, but that one could not

understand. Unhappiness swarmed over her like settling bees, and

she tried to piece together the decomposing memories of last

night's dream. Already parts of it were forever lost to her,

carried by this reverie to that amalgam of odors from which they

would never again be entirely separated. The dream had been for-

bidding, at least that was certain, for she had awakened feeling

acutely conscious of unpleasantness, not exactly with a bad taste,

but again, like a bad odor that had permeated every corner of her

consciousness. Still if one thought about them enough, one's

dreams could be reconstructed, however incomplete, at least struc-

turally with some foundation. Do not forget, she slyly cautioned
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herself, lifting a mental finger in her own warning, the longer

you wait the less you will recall.

She did remember, kaleidoscopically sifting and sorting

images in her mind's eye as with a variegated sieve, that Leslie

had been involved. The picture of her daughter’s thin face and

constant little smile filled her with vast pity. Leslie's eyes,

round and staring, rose before her as they were the last time she

remembered having seen her on the dock at New York, when Susan and

the Dean had sailed, and the child had said good-bye in an empty

voice. "Don't bother to worry about me, Mother, " she'd said with

quick adult flippancy; "you won't have time for that sort of

thing." Things like that mark the passing of time more than

anything else, she thought, anyway, much more than any clock or

calendar. Only at that moment on the docks, and at those bitterly

poignant words of Leslie ' s, had she realized the passing of the

years and the barriers it raised. You don't see until it's too

late, of course, she capitulated, and it's only because it's too

late that you do see. Something similar had happened at another

time when she first became aware of her own mother's age. Once,

Leslie had been about seven at the time, all the family had been

together in the car and her mother had gotten out alone to go

into a store. The rest of them sat in the parked car to wait

for her, and somehow in the glare of the hot sun in that dusty
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little town they’d all seen together and for the first time that

mother was really quite old. You don’t feel other people's age,

she thought; you see it. That was what happened then. An

incident, a phrase, a thought on the part of the aged person makes

it quite visible, almost pictorial. Time is pictorial. The same

day came back clearly to her. The sunshine in the room, now full

and glaring too, resolved the scene vividly in her mind so that

the strange twist of emotion they bad felt simultaneously, she

and the others in the car, came back to Susan in bed. The same

thing she had experienced with Leslie on the docks, a momentary

desire to make some recompense for age and the passing of time,

perhaps, and futilely, to try to hold time back by something she might do

And if she had dreamed of her daughter, if she had dreamed of

Leslie, why should it have been this way? She recalled with a

piercing shock that she had seen Leslie last night and thatshe

had seen Leslie’s staring eyes and her face shrouded in black,

unsmiling and somber like the peasants with their beautiful dark

eyes. Then she remembered everything clearly, ste saw exactly

what had been inthe dream. Leslie had been standing on the

crowded deck of the Chimera , passively surrounded by scores of

native women who looked just like her, and yet the thought came

to her of why she should recognize her own daughter among all

those women who looked just like one another. She argued with
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herself defensively, any woman would know her own child because of

the very reason that the child is her own as if some immutable law

made at the time of conception gave each mother such an exalted

right, an insight as to the existence of her children, allowing

her to sense with certainty that her child was on the crowded

deck of a small steamer plying between Athens and Salonikain the

midst of the shattering beauty of human eyes bound in black. Out

of the pale foreheads and faces^ exquisite with the luminosity of

suffering the eyes reveal in the quattrocento portraits of the

Virgin or the infinitely sad face of the Pietk in Rome, Susan had

recognized her daughter. That Leslie was there and that Leslie

was her own child she was certain, but of her ability to recog-

nize her own daughter she was not at all certain, nor was she

able to explain why. There was a case on theislands only

lately of two babies who had been switched. One mother had

readily accepted a fair-haired baby as her own even though she knew

the child had been born to a British soldier and his native girl.

However, she mused, if Leslie had been on the Chimera , what

was she doing there? T£e boat had sunk two weeks ago off the

coast of Salonika, and two hundred Greeks had perished. Why

should Leslie have been with them? But had the boat really been

the Chimera? She could not be sure except that all the faces

had seemed to be waiting for something to happen, some disaster
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that would resolve and end the fixed sadness in their eyes. At a

time of disaster the question of life should not be important for

the peasants, who saw so little of living and who feared death less

than they feared life. And if Leslie were lonely, alone in America,

Leslie her baby, who used to tell friends that her mother was beau-

tiful and played the piano, what could she, Susan Crawford, do for

her after all? Leslie seemed, like the peasants, too pitiable to

be touched, and at the most unapproachable with her sincere pride

of simplicity, so resolute and determined, surrounding her soft-

flowing hair like a halo. The images of the Saints and the Pieta

came back to her. She knew without reasoning that her concern

for her daughter had been taken from its context. She smiled at

this as though one could lift one's daughter out of context, but

of course that was what happened to them; Leslie had merged with

the peasant women. The thought of doubting the relationship of

her own daughter was silly. You don't do that sort of thing

merely because of a dream and mainly because it is a dream you

should not consider things in that light. She was admonishing

herself.

The sun was higher now at seven o'clock and she knew it

would be time to get up. This day, she thought, will be most

difficult getting through, and I am afraid. Fear was there even

if you did not look for it; even if you would not keep things in
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context some gnawing consciousness warned you to be afraid. She

rose carefully from her side of the bed, which was nearest the

large windows, and went to pull down the blinds. There were traces

of snow on Olympos and the mountain was clearly discernible through

the soft early morning haze that filled the air. The lake --or

rather the bay: she thought of the bay more as a lake since it did

look like a long still lake because of the Verroia hills enclosing

it to the North and the mountains of Thessaly to the South —the

lake was benign and splendid this morning, radiating the beauty of

Mount Olympos.

"What good is it?" Prothromos, the Registrar of the school,

had said to her one day. "You can't eat it," he went on, pointing

to their view of the mountain, and he repeated the words in Greek,

confirming the idea in his own mind by his own tongue. "No sir,

Mrs. Crawford," he continued in the mixed accent he had picked up

while studying at Harvard, "you get to learn as I did that only

the gold crowns make any difference." He patted his hip pockets

and grinned at her, "What's in your pocket is what counts every-

where." She had made attempts at disagreeing, but he interrupted,

"For the Americans, perhaps, because they do not have to stay

here, there is beauty." And Prothromos must have known that

beauty should be appreciated, he must have got en that much at

Harvard, but he used his meticulous enunciation as if proving his
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point merely by a carefully pronounced syllable. She tried to

imagine him walking through t he Harvard Yard on one of those

frivolous spring days that was her best memory of New England.

He would have looked distinctly out of place even in the Harvard

Yard with all the interesting faces. Prothromos would have ap-

peared to be rushing through the quietness, such a small figure,

prematurely bald head, clutching a briefcase, avoiding the spring

sun and the fair-haired boys that reminded her of Leslie. Pro-

thromos avoiding their white tennis shoes and their premeditated

slouch as they strolled with hands in pockets, too cool and calm,

too far away, she mused as she felt the heat of the sun on her face,

Prothromos would have been distinctly out of place in the Harvard

Yard. How many times had she heard his story? So many so that now

she laughed at the picture of him fleeing Turkey with his gold

crowns and his Persian rugs, but Prothromos on a magic carpet some-

where over Istambul really would have been ridiculous.

"You never forget those things," he had said, meaning the es-

cape from Turkey. Suddenly Susan became aware of voices in the

garden below the window. Someone was in her garden, the garden

with the almond trees and the roses, and the immaculate rows of

artichokes like some invincible tropical plant that grows te-

naciously for ages by itself. For there was, she thought, some-

thing implicitly graceful about artichokes, yet they were so



.

,

.

.IBVTi ; iij OX V - J'-
•

'

-o . .
'

. .

v-

.



practical too, almost edibly sturdy. They turned out to be more than

vegetables, and one could build a garden about that sturdy grace

which also meant good food, as in the way the peasants made jelly

out of rose petals. Lisa had the knack for artichokes and she knew

when they were ready to be cooked, which was part of the secret.

Susan had learned from her girl in this case because the natives ate

artichokes all the time and she knew that this was the standard for

a good recipe. Lisa made them with fresh tomatoes and olive oil,

simply, but Susan could never get them to come out right. She real-

ized that it was Lisa's voice below her in the garden. She could

see her maid leaning over the fence gossiping with one of the villag-

ers in her warm friendly fashion, her large face and large body

poised in an early morning charm of the freedom that comes with the

privacy of being the only one awake and stirring. The girl went

about the house and garden in the morning singing softly, and the

muted sounds of the music and words combined seemed always to Susan

to be peculiarly voluptuous the first thing in the day. She thought

of her husband and looked back toward the bed. Susan wondered if

her husband ever heard Lisa singing in the morning.

This is the day of the trial, she thought, pushing aside the

splendid surge she felt perceptibly for a moment, and Lisa must be

discussing it with the villager at my garden fence. What did things

mean to her who was made to know little beyond the artichoke bed?
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11

She pulled the blind down slowly so they would not hear the sound

of the slats as they unfolded. It was time to wake up her husband.





Lisa at the garden fence was lovely. She stretched smooth,

round arms to the lowest branch of the young almond tree and broke

off some of the fruit. Her mouth became small with the tang of un-

ripe nut and the soft eyes blinkBd rapidly. Andreas would be coming

down the hill soon on his way to the city. The kernel rolled about

her tongue and she worked over it appreciatively like a connoisseur
;

then spat the seed over the fence to the side of the road.
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13

Mrs. Crawford's artichokes needed cutting, she reflected, some

time today, and reached up for another almond. Cane soon, come

now, Andreas, she whispered to herself. There will not be much

time this morning. And Andreas came as he always did, down the hill

with the long strides making a faint click, click of metal hitting

macadam, the boyish wave of the cap when he came into sight, and

the stiff way he greeted her,—"Good morning, Miss Lisa."

"Good morning," she returned with a anile, "I was going to

pick the artichokes," and she gestured as if having to excuse her

presence, "but I saw you coming."

"Don't let me disturb you then." He continued walking down

the road.

"Oh, come back you silly goat." She hung over the fence as

if to grab him by the coat tail.
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"But what brings you out so early," she laughed, "why even the

sun is not up yet. To what do the sun and I owe this pleasure?"

"I am going to town
To buy my fair love a gown,"

he mimicked the words of one of the village songs*

She laughed again and threw an almond at him. When he winced

with the taste of it she could not restrain herself*

"Shhh," he cautioned her, "or you will wake up everybody."

"I don’t care; it is so good to see jyou again, Andreas," she

said. "I have not laughed like this for a long time."

"What a disgrace you would be to Mrs. Crawford if you laughed

like that all the time. Here's another tree for her," and he threw

the almond pit back in the garden. "I cannot stay long, Lisa," he

spoke purposefully.

I know, she thought, this is a luxury not for us; we are no

longer children. "Yes, I know," she said aloud looking at him with

great calm eyes.

How like the eyes of the new colt when I feed him, he thought,

and said, "I am going to the trial."

"No, Andreas," she exclaimed and made the sign of the cross

over her breast, murmuring in a soft voice, "Heaven help us, that

will be dangerous."

"I must go," he insisted quietly. Now they were both whisper-

ing like two people who are not afraid of being overheard, but of
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15

voicing their thoughts to each other, and who hesitate to do so, hoping

that a softer tone will modulate not only sound, but also the idea

of the sound.

"It is for Ion’s sake," he said after a moment of silence.

"Yes, of course, but what good can it do? And it may do much

harm."

"Perhaps we can save him yet."

"Save him, save him," she repeated in disbelief. "Are you

crazy?" and her hands tightened on the knob of the fence. "He is

sure to be pronounced guilty, and always closely guarded. No doubt

they will execute him immediately. What can you possibly do in the

face of all that?" she asked, trying intensely to hold his gaze.

He looked toward the bay and the Verroia hills, squinting as

if having caught sight of something he had been looking for.

"He is our leader and we've got to try," he said tersely.

"But think of the danger to yourself."

"I cannot think of that now."

"Well, then, at least think of me."

"This is no time, Lisa."

"How long has it been since you came back from the hills?" she

asked him.

"Only a week."

"Perhaps things would have been better if you had stayed away
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until the trial was over."

He turned toward her and placed his hands over her clenched

fists. "It is because of the trial that I am back," he said. "They

sent me down to see what can be done."

"You are so young. Why did they send you?"

"Because I know the city so well."

"You should have told me before."

"What good would that have done? Now you know, and what makes

any difference? It must be this way."

The brown eyes filled with tears and she began to cry softly.

"Hush," he said, looking about apprehensively. "Do not cry,

Lisa."

"What will become of us," she gasped out between stifled sobs.

"How long will this go on? I am so tired of being afraid."

"Yes, yes," he tried to soothe her, "but be brave; it may be

over very soon."

"Ah, Andreas," she spoke without tears, "even I know that is

not so."

"You know how things are," he said without comfort*

"Well, that one man is lost does not make good reason for

another's going too. There will be other leaders to take his place,"

she spoke defiantly.

"He is different from any of the others. That's why we must
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not lose him. He is educated and knows how to handle affairs best

I think he is shrewder than the rest because he sees things clearly

in his mind first before he puts them into orders. This is partly

why we fail. We need better organization. It is good to be active,

to fight, to give up everything for this cause, but so many of us,

you and I, Lisa, do it because we are hungry and dissatisfied, be-

cause there is no bread and not because we know what we are doing."

"What are you going to do?"

"I shall go down to the newspaper headquarters, where the rest

are waiting for me."

"Someone from the village may inform the police that you have

come home."

"That*s the risk I have to take, but I will keep off the streets

as much as I can."

"How about my father, does he know you are back?"

"No, I do not think so. I did not leave the house at all until

this morning."

"Nevertheless, I am afraid, Andreas," she said with growing

concern. "Why, you should not even be standing here like this talk-

ing to me. How will you get into the city without a pass? If a

sentry stops you—all will be lost."

"I planned to go through the old wall in the Turkish quarter,"

he said in an even voice, pointing to the right of the city^ where
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