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PROLOGUE
Wonders there are many

But none more wonderful than man

Man dominates fire

Year after year

He crosses the raging seas

And his plough scourges the earth

He traps the birds and the fishes

And all kinds of wild beasts in his net

He harnesses the horse and the fierce mountain ox

And he has words and mind to govern his states

He finds shelter from the freezing night, the rain and the wind

And he can confront anything

Except death

And wise as he seems and strange arts as he contrives

Always he turns from good to evil and back again

And he who respects the laws

And studies history and civilization

Is the glory of his city

And he who strays in dishonesty

And tolerates ignorance

Is its doom

Let me never have

Such a dishonest and ignorant man

As a friend
PART 1

ANTIGONE’S MONOLOGUE

( Ι )
You’ve buried me deep

It smells like death

There is light – NOT

And I hear shouts and “here comes your turn” you say

And afraid I am

But guilty I am – NOT

And I know, I know I am innocent

And you blame me for my son’s loss

But I am guilty – NOT

And my son lost and I here in this cell, hopeless, in the dark

And my son, my own blood, lost in a foreign country

In your country he was lost

And I very far away, in my country a prisoner

You’ve buried me deep

It smells like death

There is light – NOT
( ΙΙ ) 
In documents I Greek – NOT

But you Greek – YES 

But you read the Iliad – NOT , you read Antigone – NOT

But I read the Iliad, and I read Antigone

I read and understand

In documents I Greek – NOT

But you Greek – YES

But I read and understand

That all things happen for a corpse

For a reason more important – NOT

And I read about Hector’s corpse that horses still drag

And about the corpse of Antigone’s brother that dogs still eat

And I think all things happen for a corpse

Buy you read the Iliad – NOT, you read Antigone – NOT

You understand nothing

And I say if it’s so

You are all ignorant

So outside documents

In reality

You Greek – NOT

I Greek – YES 

( ΙΙΙ )

You are still alive

But my own soul has been gone for long

To do its duty for the dead

Hey now, it’s too early for revealing

And I speak on the phone with wife

And she says “tell me the child is OK and I’ll forgive you”

And I say

“Now that I am alone

And I have love – NOT”

And I say

Nobody believes me

They all think I am guilty

And my son’s mother thinks I am guilty

And now I am alone

And days pass and months pass

And the wife searches and searches

And nobody knows anything

But I say they all know

And a whole state has done away with a boy

A state of Greeks has done away with my son

( ΙV )
But they get me out of jail one day

Cos new things come out every day

And I travel

And I go to the wife at once

And say

“Those Greeks kill our child every day

And you’re still begging them”

And I buy a crate of lemonades

And I fill them with rat poison

And I put it outside the school

On the fence

And I go a little later

And I load the truck with your own children

And I bring them all here

And they’re dead – NOT

They’re like sleeping Angels, your children

But fooled I am – NOT

I know their wickedness, and yours

Cos your little sleeping Angels

Kill my own son’s body

And then you

Kill his soul

And they’re dead – NOT

They’re like sleeping Angels, your children

And then 

With a heavy stone

I smash their heads

All their heads

Blood everywhere

And dead, all dead

Around a barrel of gas I tie them tight

And stand above them holding the torch

My son was slaughtered by your children

So your children I did kill

And now I am waiting for

A fair exchange

I am asking for my son’s body

So I give back your children’s corpses

And nobody speaks – and you all know

And you would confess but for the fear that seals your mouth

Because in your country killers go free

And do as they please while you tolerate them

( V )
And I ask you, you orthodox Christians

I, an orthodox Christian – NOT – but faithful to the gods and the laws

I ask you to give me back my dead child

Or I will burn your own children – Here – And I’ll burn with them

And then the injustice will be the same for every parent

And in people’s eyes we’ll be a disgrace

And in people’s eyes we’ll be the killers of small children

But to our own children we’ll be honourable parents

And our children disgraced – NOT  

And I ask you to give me back my dead child

Or I will burn your own children – Here – And I’ll burn with them

And then the injustice will be the same for every parent  
( VI ) 

And I keep the fire lit over the gas

And among the corpses of your children I stand

And beg

Give me back my son’s corpse so I can honour it

For my son’s corpse I am begging

Or I threaten

To burn your children’s corpses – Here – And burn with them

Hey now…

You Dishonest people!

I know it too well now

My son’s corpse exists – NOT 

Cos you’ve burnt it first

You Ignorant people!

So this is how it happened…

You burn my child in a secret fire

You hide away the dishonesty

From your own children

You kill my child and his soul

So I kill your children and I kill myself too

And I take heed of my death – NOT

Willingly I will stand the pain of death

Rather than the pain of the disgrace to my child

And if you call me now a criminal for what I do

I say lo! criminal I am called by the criminals themselves
( VII ) 
Your children kill my child

And then you burn his little body

You Dishonest people

So that your children are not accused of the murder

You keep silent

You hide away the body

You kill my son’s soul too

Instead of the proper ritual

You burn my son like a piece of rubbish

You Double Murderers

You innocent- NOT

And I set fire now

And burn your honesty

And your bloody race

And now that all is lost for you

You will see more bliss – NOT

And I call you living – NOT

Dead I call you

Although you live

And the rage that comes upon your houses this day

Will also come upon those after you

A curse

Will thrash you like a wave

Over and over

Insane, Irreverent and Arrogant

A curse on you forever

You ignorants that were born Greek

( ΙΙΧ )
So no more lies 

And now a language purely Greek and vengeful I will speak to you

And I will abolish the theatre if I can

Or can I not

It’s my own theatre

And I say

Never did Zeus the father of the gods of your ancient forefathers

Favour those parents who allowed their dead children

To be left unburnt and unburied and disgraced

No matter if they were barbarians or Greek

And into wraiths and constellations he would turn them

And the obsession of revenge he would plant into them

And learn it now you Europeans

Now on the threshold of death that I reveal myself

A messenger I am

Of your father, Zeus the god

Who raped your mother Europe

Who seized her as a Bull and brought her here in Crete

A worker to your bosses

An immigrant’s child among your children

And I am stalking on you

For every hubris against your own civilization

I have a punishment for you

You Dishonest people!

You Ignorants!

Note: blue text ( Antigone by Sophocles 

                              (adapted and translated in Modern Greek by Angelos Spartalis)

PART 2

CRITIQUES

Film Director Nikos Koundouros speaks on the radio show of Angelos Spartalis “BLEIB TREUE café”, LATO FM 103.3, Aghios Nikolaos, Crete, September 4 2005)

1. A critique on modern art

I see painting as a useless art, de facto useless, it means nothing at all, it does not share the desperation of modern man, it is a luxury article, a kind of masturbation that may concern the person who does it but it does not concern the person opposite, the neighbour. 

If what I say is true, if painting has abolished itself, if it means nothing socially, politically or economically, then what is the purpose of painting? How does it add a small contribution to a society that strives to survive, strives to impose justice, strives to feed people, strives to reduce the 15% of unemployment all around Europe into 12, 9, 3 or 0?

What is the use of painting? This is a question. Take twenty painters, take also me and some other fools like me and let us have a discussion. What use are you of, gentlemen? And I’ll start retorting: You can’t do this, you can’t do that, you don’t take part in this, you don’t take part in that, you are an anti-social, a painter you are, a recluse from things and from life. What good have you done about the 15% of unemployment, what role have you played? None at all.

Picasso was Picasso, that’s finished now, and why do we talk of the Guernica? Because it was not Picasso who did the painting but Spain itself, it was the German bastards who bombed an entire city, that’s where the painting came from. If the Guernica means something, it is not because the lines are nice or the bull is nice, or the fallen child or the scream. The Guernica passed into glory because the expression of a horrible tragedy was condensed in Picasso’s work. That’s it. Who is screaming? Picasso screamed, good for him! But painting is ultimately the art of misunderstanding. 

When primitive man painted a deer and another man opposite holding a bow, that had meaning, it had tremendous meaning. That passion of man for expression! If you paint now an apple or a little fish, this is of no interest to me.  

Painting must be present, socially present, morally present, politically present, it must shout “This is where I am and this is what I declare”. That’s what the Guernica expresses.

We’ve got a perfect example right now, some great smiths are making a statue, which is such a witty idea.    

And now, in the frivolity of our times, we talk of the Mona Lisa. Is the Mona Lisa smiling or not? All this is the nonsense of a prosperous society.
2. A critique on the modern city

Speaking personally, this city has betrayed me indeed.

We left and the bullies came. Well, I don’t like bullies, although I speak in their fashion sometimes. And the bullies deformed not only the look of the city, they deformed its character too. Those bullies produced 2nd  rate citizens, or 3rd, 4th, 5th rate ones. 

But to admit one truth, which I suppose is well known, the first settlers of the tourist city were not from Aghios Nikolaos. They came from elsewhere. From the villages and the glens nearby. Like gold-miners, they saw that here there was profit and they came to plunder the city, not to embellish it, not to make it glorious, not even tourist-wise – tourism is not to be looked down on, it is a social activity of great importance. Well, if you intend to plunder a city, then this city will not prosper.   

Now, whether the city has prospered or not, I am filled with elation when I hear the merchants grumble: “crisis, crisis, crisis”. To hell with you all, I say, let none of you stay alive! Go away, let yourselves be replaced by people who deserve to dwell in this land, the Cretan land.

This is my point of view. And to such a horrible schedule I say goodbye, gentlemen, I am leaving! I say I am leaving and I don’t leave. This is one of the contradictions of routine, but I am going to leave indeed, it is not just a threat. 

And what I have to say while leaving, with my farewell, to you, and you, and you, and to the glens and the seas and the waters, is that this land deserved a better fate. I want to remind that this city was built during hard, very hard times. And it was worth much more. The residents themselves could have handled it, but they didn’t because they are weak-spirited and cowardly. The vultures came and looted the city, literally. Things could be different, but they’re not. There’s a line by Kavafis that says “such is the high-priest that it deserved”.

3. A critique on modern Greece

Let me recall this fancy story, from Viannos up there. Some years ago a teacher together with the people of the village set up a small museum. They found some old stuff, a handful of vases, and they made up a museum. So they inaugurated it and they invited us and lots of other people, and I was very happy to see a sign outside the museum saying “Germans not allowed”. Of course this was unprecedented, it had never been heard of before, a museum forbidding the entrance of the Germans or the Portuguese or the Greeks. Unheard of! The poor curator was in total panic. He says let’s do something. I said I’m not doing anything at all, those people are right. The Germans burnt the villages, all five of them, they killed every single soul, they left no house standing more than one foot from the ground. It was an explicit method. They were told “burn everything down to one foot from the ground, let nothing escape”. So the least the people could do was to forbid Germans from entering the museum. 

It is very interesting that the Germans, in the name of a freedom that I doubt they ever knew, in the name of a liberalism that I don’t suppose they ever experienced, are one of the most liberal peoples of Europe. They are strict and they are just, while we Greeks are neither. So if we were to compare Greece and Germany, in Greece there is a tolerance that I personally like. The society of tolerance, “la sociētē de la tolērance” in French, has found its ultimate expression in Greece. Everyone tolerates absolutely everyone. Are you a thief? It is forgiven! Are you a crook? It is forgiven! Are you a reactionary and devious politician? It is forgiven! Everything is forgiven, luckily!     

And it is exactly this easy forgiving that may be the cause of our longevity. We can go on living, we are a strong race, everyone tolerates absolutely everyone, everything is forgiven, luckily!
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