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Until the day when he saw, for the first time, a railroad train ripping through the fields and rushing into the
long tunnel—like a wild beast into its lair—Yiannoulis had never seen a machine of any kind except one clock.
Even that he had seen from a distance. The clock was hanging from the shoulder of the forest keeper who
displayed it and explained it to all the villagers.
Yiannoulis did not have the courage to go near the clock, to put his ear against it and listen to its tick-tock, but
he saw its little wheels turn and he heard the other villagers say that it was like a heart-beat—“the heart-beat of a
rabbit out of breath.”
The forest keeper said that his clock was “a first-class machine.” He described all its virtues and told about the
Europeans who had manufactured it.
Yiannoulis did not understand many things. He noticed, however, that everyone marveled at the clock and
admired such a beautiful and diligent object. One of the elders confessed quite clearly that he was jealous of the
clock, for it marked the hours better than the sun and the stars; but God would have to bless the vineyards for
three or four years straight before he himself could scrape up the price to buy a clock.
Later, Yiannoulis saw another “clock-machine” at the monastery in the hands of the Abbot. Yiannoulis felt as if
he did not really see that clock, for the Abbot took it from his bosom, looked at it quickly, and hid it again. Neither
in his small mountain village nor in the monastery had Yiannoulis ever seen anything else that could be called “a
machine.” He had never seen a water-wheel. Or a windmill. Not even a cart!
He had gone to the monastery as a shepherd-boy when he was fourteen years old. Fourteen—but he was
almost as tall as a man and, as the monks said, he was more than able to tend the small flock of the Most Holy
Virgin Mary. The day he stood on the mountain top and watched the train ripping through the fields, rushing into
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the long tunnel, he was eighteen—a real man.
“But consider,” the monks said when the subject of Yiannoulis came up, “who his father was, eh?”
And they remembered Father Gabriel and prayed for his atonement and the peace of his soul.
“Whose father’s son are you, eh, Yiannoulis?” the hired help used to ask him.
“Go, ask and find out, and if you don’t I’ll tell you,” Yiannoulis would reply calmly. In his childhood, he had
become accustomed to this teasing, and the hired help did not tease out of malice but from habit.
When his mother, the youngest daughter of Yianni, the retsina-wine-man, was discovered pregnant without
benefit of clergy, there was a great uproar—as if this were the first time that such a thing had happened in the
village! The uproar was caused by the persistence of old Yianni to learn, by hook or by crook, “what devil had
ploughed her and planted his seed.”
As for Myrtoula, she played the “innocent lamb.” She swore by all the Christs and Virgin Marys, and by the
Archangel Gabriel—who was her patron saint—that she knew nothing! that there was nothing wrong with her,
and that it might be just a bloating that would pass, by the grace of the Archangel Gabriel. She had her “monthly,”
she said, and showed stained sheets.
But her aunt did not swallow these excuses. Even if she was not a midwife—there was no such personage in
any village of Orini—the aunt was the “assistant” in all seventeen of those villages. She was not fooled by the
“innocent lamb” or by the bird’s blood on the sheets.
“You’ve had it from your youngest daughter, my brother,” she said to old Yianni; “so shut up and put an end to
this gossip.”
But old Yianni, famous for his stubbornness, would not let up; finally the villagers started teasing him:
“Are you in your right mind, that you keep asking? Have patience and you will see him sprout forth with a
beard!”
“Ach! That shameless female!” old Yianni kept raging like a mad dog. But he was patient until Myrtoula gave
birth. After the forty days following the birth, the baby was baptized; the godfather was Father Gabriel, who
himself had asked for this honor.
Then the howls started again; old Yianni was determined to learn by hook or by crook, “what devil was the
planter.”
“Stop, father, don’t aggravate me. It’s a sin when I’m breast-feeding the child,” Myrtoula would say. So old
Yianni bided his time until the child was weaned. Then one day he took her to his retsina-wine vats; he said he
wanted her to help him. He lit a fire in the furnace, nailed four pegs in the ground, and after the resin had boiled—
without a word, without a question—he grabbed her, tied her “hand and peg-foot and peg.” He held a ladle full of
resin, and lifting her skirts, he looked at her—not a word, not a question.
Myrtoula knew his stubbornness. He would most surely scald her, but she had the same inexhaustible
stubbornness as her father. Not only did she not confess, but she did not even open her mouth, except when little
Yiannoulis woke and started to cry.
“Let me be,” she said. The father for the moment had to be content with those words, for he could not endure
her stubborn silence.
Yiannoulis continued to cry.
“Let me be, father. I will not tell you, no matter what you do to me,” she said.
“Bitch—scrofa—speak up, hey?” he growled.
But again the father had to stop, for he could not endure the silence with which she opposed his spite.
Again not a word. Only the child cried lustily, as if he understood the wrong that was being done.
“Tell me!” the father shouted.
“Let me be, you will scald me, have pity on my baby, you will learn nothing!” she answered.
“Shameless beast! Female!” he howled and poured the hot resin on her.
“Oh!” she shrieked, and he pretended to laugh but he was trembling.
“Shameless female! But the resin is cold. Besides, it didn’t go where it should have,” he said wildly, as he
filled the ladle again.
“This time I will not wait. Speak up, you female thing, you bitch!” he shouted.
“Let me quiet my baby,” Myrtoula pleaded. “It’s a boy and it’s not good for him to cry so.”
“Let him yowl, let him croak, the bastard,” said the old man.
“Gabriel,” murmured the mother and she fainted.
“Gabriel!” her father howled—so that was the father of Yiannoulis—but which Gabriel?
In all the seventeen villages of Ocini there were no “Gabriels,” except Father Gabriel of the monastery and the
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Archangel Gabriel who was painted on the door of the altar. “Father” was not to be questioned—it is not the
custom to annoy monks on such matters.
How could the Archangel be questioned—as the proverb says,
“He has a mouth but does not speak.” As for “The Bitch,” as soon as she revived and quieted her baby, she
became stubborn again, and again an “innocent lamb.”
“I didn’t say anything,” she insisted. “I only begged the Archangel Gabriel to save me.”
To this very day, the father and the daughter have held to their stubbornness. In his final hour and beyond it—if
there is a beyond—Yiannoulis’s grandfather will question and his mother will be silent. As for Yiannoulis, from
the day he first began to talk, until the day the railroad train challenged him, whenever anyone asked, “Whose
father’s son are you?” he replied:
“His, who stands at the door of the altar.”
“Whose, you idiot?” the villagers asked. “The one who stands with the flower in his hand or the other who
comes out with the Holy Communion cup?”
*
One afternoon, Easter day, the monks and the hired help were playing athletic games in the front yard. They
jumped and they threw a heavy stone and lifted it like a weight. (It was actually the commemorative plaque of the
monastery building.)
In all the contests, the first and best was Yiannoulis.
“Who was his father, hey?” the monks and the hired help remarked. And the father—that is, Father Gabriel,
because, of course, he could not have been the Archangel—stood on the sidelines (it was not proper that he, the
curate, should take part in these games) and said to himself,
“Ha, that’s my boy!”
At that moment the cowherd came running and said that the draught-ox—not the bull, but the cow, the female
—had become stubborn. She was in a rage and he could not put her into the pen.
“Is that so? Wait,” the monks said.
They had started to tire of their games and ran as if to a new one, but they quickly saw that it was no game to
control the stubborn draught-ox. On the contrary, it was a real contest, and a dangerous one at that. The ox was
not merely stubborn but actually frenzied—“possessed by the Devil,” as the cowherds say. One by one, the monks
withdrew.
“Bring some rope,” said the Abbot.
“Yiannoulis! If Yiannoulis is so capable, let him take care of her without a rope!” cried those who had been
defeated by the young man in all three contests.
Yiannoulis stepped forward. Then they all cried, “Don’t!” and made him fearful—which is what they wanted.
The Father would not stand for this.
“I dare you,” he cried.
“Don’t!” the others said.
“Dare!” the Father yelled. “Don’t be afraid. It’s not a bull. It’s only a female ox. She’s stubborn but she won’t
go into a rage. I dare you!”
Ha! Yiannoulis regained his confidence. He took off his shirt (a new one—so it wouldn’t get torn), tightened
his belt, rolled his pants up to his thighs, and so, more naked than dressed …
“Say! the Archangel Gabriel must be his father!” shouted one of the monks.
Yiannoulis started to walk around the frenzied beast, gradually closing in on her.
“That’s the way! Bravo, my son!” yelled Father Gabriel and he ran close by, even if it was against the rules—
for he was the curate.
The enraged animal dug the earth with her hooves and snorted. As her adversary approached, she turned her
horns upon him.
“Attack her! Don’t be afraid of her! Grab her, my son, by the horns!” cried his excited father. “Forward, by the
horns, and you’ll throw the bitch!”
“Don’t!” the others yelled.
“Forward! by the horns, and don’t let go even if she drags you and rolls you. What can she do? She’ll fall, the
bitch!”
But suddenly, the raging animal dropped her defensive stance, snorted, shook herself wildly and leaped outside
the circle that the boy had formed. She now started to circle around him.
“Don’t move!” cried Father Gabriel. “You delayed! You missed your chance! Only I can manage her now.”
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“She’s possessed!” called the others.
“No, you’re the curate! It isn’t proper!” cried the Abbot, but Father Gabriel, who had already taken off his
cassock, now took off his tall, black, traditional priest’s hat.
“There,” he said, leaving his vestments on the stoop, “I’ll handle her.”
“Don’t! She’s possessed by the Devil!” the monks shouted.
“Nonsense! She’s already quiet,” he said.
The animal had stopped, subdued, and now it was no more than a game to rush in and grab her by the horns
and throw her down.
But no! Father Gabriel would not have had it that way. He had “unfrocked” the curate, he had rolled up his
sleeves like a fighter, so he had to fight. He began to taunt her, running in front of her, until the animal was again
enraged. He continued to annoy her, to tease her; and when he had made her wild, he rushed in, grabbed her by
the horns and threw her down—the bitch. The monks and the hired help applauded and cried,
“Hurrah for Father Gabriel! Hurrah!”
“That’s the way you do it, my Yiannoulis,” he said.
The boy was jealous of the triumph of this protector who was his godfather and—common knowledge, but for
him a secret pride—his father.
“Now, a rope!” called the Abbot.
“No, it’s not necessary!” said Father Gabriel, and with a certain maneuver, without letting go the horns, he
straddled the neck of the beast, beat his heels against her nape and her chest, and she rose slowly. She seemed
completely tame. She only snorted and panted like a halting steam-engine. The monks now declared that it had,
after all, been a simple feat.
“Well, it’s only a cow, a female,” said one. “If it were a bull, even an ox …”
“Well, that’s what I said,” remarked Father Gabriel.
But by the time he got the words out, the cow, with a violent shake, had her conqueror rolling on the ground.
Before he could straighten out, before you could say Kyrie Eleison, the bitch gored Father Gabriel and he
surrendered his soul, with never a chance to utter anything but,
“Oh, my life!”
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That spring, the Sorcerer awakened in Yiannoulis. Something shapeless and vague was roused deep within
him. The inconceivable Sorcerer who transforms the world, who rules it from a grotto which no one can fathom or
find, that Sorcerer woke up and Yiannoulis, alone on the mountain and in the fields, was no longer as carefree as
his little dog, Faithful. The things that met his eyes were no longer without mystery.
The peasant’s indifference to Nature that he does not notice or wonder at—for the peasant himself is part of
Nature—suddenly changed for Yiannoulis. In his own self, which became a deep mystery to him, and then in the
world around him, he noticed that certain things were marvelous.
He realized that he had a body, that he had entrails.
“I, too, am a clock-machine!” he thought.
He divined the Sorcerer who lived within him. Was it not the Sorcerer who blew when Yiannoulis brought his
pipe to his lips?
The Sorcerer’s eyes were scanning the dark and the shadows as if looking for a lost sheep. The Sorcerer was
searching for something.
Spring came. Like a hereditary fever, madness fired Yiannoulis’s blood. His body thrilled and his eyes grew
restless. He roamed the mountain and the fields like a vexed hound that the Hunter-Sorcerer had sent forth to seek
—to seek!
Yiannoulis was filled with a heroic mood. He embraced trees, uprooted them, he bent and broke tree trunks, he
tore off branches. He wanted an adversary to wrestle with, to exchange blows with, to grapple with, but not in
hate.
“Where is there a frenzied bitch of a cow,” he thought, “to rush at, to grab by the horns, to throw down as
Father Gabriel did?”
In Yiannoulis’s mind there was no other image of doing battle without hating.
*
He became acquainted with another shepherd, Mourgos. They “met” and “talked.”
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During his four years at the monastery, Yiannoulis had never met any other shepherd, not even once. The
shepherds of all the seventeen villages of Ocini did not graze their flocks on monastery soil.
“Better they starve than take a bite of monastery grass,” the shepherds used to say.
Either because of reverence or because of the national forest that enclosed the monastery grazing grounds from
all sides, the shepherds kept their livestock away from the monastery grass. How then, did Yiannoulis and
Mourgos “get acquainted?” How did they “meet and talk?”
One day, from the opposite mountain, Mourgos perceived Yiannoulis. Mourgos climbed to a peak, cupped his
hands and shouted,
“Hey … shepherd … hey!” Yiannoulis climbed to a high ledge on his mountain, cupped his hands and
answered,
“Ooooooo …”
“You … on … that … mountain … and … me … on … this . . . mountain,” Mourgos said; “let’s … talk!”
“Eeeeeeee …,” replied Yiannoulis, and they began their “conversation.”
They were so far apart that one could see the other like the tiny silver votive figures that hang in the church of
the All-Holy Virgin Mary. One day Mourgos shouted,
“Hey … Yiannoulis … hey!”
“Ooooooo …”
“Do … you … know … what … a … female … is?” Mourgos asked.
“Of … course … I … know …,” replied Yiannoulis, and he remembered Chrissoula, Anthoula, yes, even his
snotty-nosed little sister-in-law Fotinoula who …
Mourgos did not give him a chance to dwell on the thought of his snotty-nosed little sister-in-law who …
Mourgos shouted, “Eeeeeee …!”
Yiannoulis replied, “Chrissoula … of … Papayiannou … and … Anthoula … of … Kyrkilou!”
“Where … are … they …, hey? Where … are … they …?”
“They … are … not … here …, they … are … at … the …village.”
In a gesture of disdain, Mourgos flung out his hand at Yiannoulis, showing his open palm, his fingers
widespread. Yiannoulis was puzzled because he knew that his reply had not been thoughtless. In a little while
Mourgos again shouted,
“Hey, … Yiannoulis!”
“Ooooooo …”
“Your … sisters … and … your … mother; … you … bastard, … where … are … they …, hey?”
“They … are … not … here! They … are … at … the … village!”
Again Mourgos turned his open palm at Yiannoulis, who sat thinking for hours afterward: What could be the
answer to that question? Surely, Chrissoula of Papayiannou was a female, and Anthoula of Kyrkilou, and that
snotty-nosed sister-in-law of his Fotinoula—(he and she one day when they were only six years old isolated
themselves and played “husband and wife”)—but Mourgos was right; it was stupid of him to consider Anthoula,
Chrissoula and Fotinoula since they could not be taken to a corner and …
He thought and thought and he came to the conclusion that he knew what a female is, but he got the impression
that Mourgos was probing for a deeper answer. So until he could find that answer and shout it back to Mourgos,
Yiannoulis did not lead his flock to that other side of the mountain.
The Sorcerer demanded that the question be answered in one or two days:
Do you know what a female is?
He remembered songs that young girls sang, as gay as the sparkling brooks.
But when had he heard them? Where had the thought of them been hidden before?
He looked into the shadowed, gleaming waters but he saw only his own face and everything around him
seemed mysterious. He remembered the story of the shepherd who, looking into the water, fell in love with
himself—God forbid!—he had sat by the water’s edge and had “sinned” until he lost his life and his soul.
But when had he heard this story and why had he not remembered it before ? Where in his mind had the
remembrance of it been hiding?
Yiannoulis would not look into any stream anymore.
He remembered gossip about mountain women, tree women who sweetly kissed and caressed young shepherds
in their sleep.
When had he heard it, from whom?
He went into mountain caves and to thickly wooded places and looked and looked … The shadows were full of
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mystery. He stretched out in the mountain caves and he lay in the thick groves and he pretended he was asleep so
that he could spy on them, so that he could seize them; and they?—they must have come and enjoyed his body
without his knowing, for his limbs had seemed to melt and then he remembered a shepherd whom—God forbid!
—they had enjoyed in his sleep until he became consumptive.
When had he seen this shepherd? Who had told him the cause of his consumption? Yiannoulis said to himself,
“Keep away from the mountain caves and the deep groves.”
*
One day he climbed to a clearing and there, facing him were the Hills that all the shepherds of Ocini called
“The Bitch.” The shepherds said,
“There are the breasts of The Bitch. There is The Bitch’s belly. There are the knees of The Bitch. Between
them is the well of The Bitch.”
Yiannoulis had never gone to the Hills before. The shepherds learn from childhood that the Hills of The Bitch
are wasteland, “grassless, without a bit of down, like the scaly skin of a diseased skull, like the face of a beardless
man, like an arid well.” No shepherd took his flock there. Only in the morning and in the azure dusk of late
afternoon hours did the shepherds perceive her, and they sketched on the air with their shepherd’s crook, the shape
of the giantess, who lay on her back. Thus did they, with the myth-making aptitude of our race, perpetuate the
legend:
“A female, it was, a Bitch sent by the Devil, who came and lay naked to scandalize the monks, and the Virgin
Mary slew her but the Devil petrified her so that she would be a perpetual temptation to the monastery. She is
accursed. That is why no grass will grow there and the well is dry.”
Yes, once or twice, in his early youth, Yiannoulis had heard such things about The Bitch, but he had forgotten
them like all the other tales of his childhood. When he had come to the monastery as a shepherd and had sat for
hours at the clearing—even when he had been looking for a lost sheep—he had not recognized the form of a
naked woman lying there.
Now, not only in the early morning or late evening shadows, but in broad daylight the Hills of The Bitch lost
their stony appearance. They became a woman, lying on her back, beckoning him. Her monstrous dimensions
were not discernible. The metaphysical strength of his fantasy gave her perfect proportions. The question, Do you
know what a female is? was solved. The Sorcerer was satisfied by the solution, and Yiannoulis turned his head
toward the peak facing Mourgos so as to call out the answer to him.
“Hey … Mourgos … hey!” Yiannoulis shouted.
“Eeeeeee …!” Mourgos replied.
“I … know … what … a … female … is!”
“Hey …?”
“The … Hills … of … The … Bitch!” Yiannoulis exclaimed confidently.
Mourgos burst out laughing and again showed Yiannoulis his open palm.
“Eh … if … that … isn’t … either …, what … is … it … then? Tell … me …, Mourgos!”
“Our … she … dog … and … our … she … goat!” Mourgos yelled, and then Yiannoulis flung out both his
hands and showed Mourgos his open palms and cursed him repeatedly.
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The next evening, again at the clearing, when Yiannoulis blew his pipe, Mourgos, from the opposite peak,
piped his answer. Yiannoulis was annoyed by this, annoyed beyond description. Words could never say how much
Mourgos annoyed him. Mourgos with the same tune distorted the beguiling echoes that hovered in the air after
Yiannoulis’s own piping. Yiannoulis snatched his reed from one hand to the other, as if from a stranger, from an
enemy, from an unworthy, hostile hand, and smashed the reed against the rocks.
“Why?” he asked himself.
“Because,” answered the Sorcerer, the Unreasoning, the Inconceivable One.
“Shut up, Mourgos,” Yiannoulis murmured. Mourgos stopped piping, as if he had heard and wanted to do him
a favor. Yiannoulis, still breathing hard, cried out,
“Shut up!” No words could ever say how much Mourgos annoyed him, even from such a distance, even when
Yiannoulis did not see him or hear him. . . .
*
But there was Diavolokyrilos coming again, his cassock wrapped closely about him, looking very reserved.
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Yiannoulis glanced at him sideways and muttered curses.
“What’s wrong, my boy? What makes you behave this way?” Diavolokyrilos asked.
Yiannoulis turned his back to him and Diavolokyrilos tucked up his cassock and went and sat alone nearby. He
had brought a good leather belt with a large, shiny buckle like a horseshoe to give to Yiannoulis. The day before
he had noticed that Yiannoulis wore a rope for a belt, so he had brought him the leather belt.
“Oh, well,” Diavolokyrilos said to himself, “you can’t even talk to Yiannoulis today.” He had to make
conversation, though, so that Yiannoulis would not think that he was subject to these whims. To gain the upper
hand, Diavolokyrilos said,
“Take the sheep to their fold. It is already late and your flock shouldn’t be out.”
“Leave me alone. That’s my business,” Yiannoulis replied impudently, but he suddenly thought of something
he wanted to ask, so he smiled. Diavolokyrilos understood the childish artlessness in the clouded face of the
young shepherd.
“What is a female, eh, Yiannoulis?” Diavolokyrilos put the question before Yiannoulis could speak.
“Bitch,” said Yiannoulis.
“Fire and Fury and Sea and …,” Diavolokyrilos began to rant.
Now Diavolokyrilos’s chatter about that “shameless female” distressed Yiannoulis. He asked about the “city”
just to change the subject, and Diavolokyrilos, in the same tone, with the same words, started to rant about “the
city”:
“Bitch, bloodsucking witch …. High seas and boiling cauldrons … and …”
Diavolokyrilos loved to rant, but oh! how he did distress Yiannoulis. Diavolokyrilos went on,
“Psalms! Jeremiah! City of Niver! Walls of Jericho! Land of Babylon! Jerusalem, the Prophet-Killer and Hell
and the God-built Paradise … ach! And an archangel at the gate with a fiery sword!”
But what about the cow? Yiannoulis wanted to ask about her, the bitch that had killed Father Gabriel. They had
taken her to the village, Diavolokyrilos now told him, to sell or trade her, but nothing happened and they brought
her back. The next day they were going to take her farther away where the people did not know of her doings. The
monks could not bear her presence at the monastery. Everyone, half-witted or sane, cursed her wherever he passed
her, spit on her and kicked her in the ribs. The animal would turn quietly, with a melancholy gaze as if to say,
“How did I, a dumb beast, know what I was doing?”
But the memory of Father Gabriel was still very real and the monks could not take into consideration the
“irresponsibility of the beast.” Does not the Bible say, “If a bull gores a man or woman and he dies, stone him and
do not devour the meat.”
Yiannoulis wanted to talk about the cow.
“Are they going to take the cow again tomorrow?” he asked.
“Of course, they will, the bitch.”
“Tomorrow, already?”
“Of course, tomorrow, the accursed!”
They were going to take her far away, but Yiannoulis wanted to fight her—the bitch—to madden her, to make
her wild and afterward to throw himself on her and bring her down. That is what Yiannoulis wanted. .
He stepped on the pieces of his pipe and they cracked.
Yes, Yiannoulis wanted to fight the cow; and at that moment it seemed to him that ever since he had seen
Father Gabriel throw himself upon her and grab her by the horns, he had thought of nothing else but to throw
down the bitch. Now they were going to take her far away. Diavolokyrilos spoke of the cow—the bitch, the
female—in the same tremulous voice that he had spoken of “the city.”
“How I want to fight her, Brother Kyrilos,” Yiannoulis told him.
“To fight her, my boy? The—?”
“To grab her by the horns and throw her down!”
“To throw her, my son? The—?”
“To ride her!”
“To ride her, my soul? The—?”
“The bitch!”
“The Bitch?”
Diavolokyrilos quickly decided .that now was the time to offer the belt.
“Yiannoulis, look. I have brought you a leather belt.”
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Yiannoulis was not paying attention. He was already making his plans; so he took his flock to the fold. When
the monks sat at the table, he would go into her pen and would drag her to the threshing floor and there he would
fight her.
And that is what he did.
At the appointed hour, he went out furtively and hid behind the pen. He made the mistake of not first waiting
in line for his dinner; so Diavolokyrilos came out looking for him, with his bowl and his piece of bread and a
sharp onion.
As Yiannoulis was dreaming of a glorious battle, a war without malice, he heard the monk calling him. He ran
into a thicket and hid like a rabbit when a dog barks. He listened to his heart beating and he put his hand over it so
that the monk who was calling him from the yard would not hear it.
Oh! how it beat! How his heart did beat! Even after Kyrilos was gone, it kept on beating—like a machine, like
the watch of the forest keeper.
Stealthily, breathing hard, Yiannoulis entered the pen. With what cowardly motions he prepared for his heroic
deed!
And the creaking of the door … oh! And the smell of the cow dung!
Which of the oxen snorting and ruminating in the dark, was the cow? The first? The first, for as soon as he
touched her, a thrill, hot and cold, shot through him and afterward, when the beast stuck out her tongue and licked
his chest, he felt a sweetness.
“Bitch, bitch,” he said softly, lovingly, fondling her thighs and belly. The vision of his dying guardian, his
godfather and his—common knowledge, but for him a secret pride—father, appeared for a moment, faintly in his
mind, but gave way to the vivid picture of the fight, the victory, and the triumph of the monk. In life, defeat and
death are improbable things!
“Bitch, bitch,” he whispered while an inexpressible realization stirred in his mind and brought feelings of
primitive heroism and eroticism. He wanted to do violence, to conquer. He wanted adventure. But what other
could he find, what other device?
“By the horns and down with the bitch and then astride and afterward to go and brag about it to Mourgos!”
He could not imagine a deed more manly, more triumphant than that. Even the words describing the deed were
magnificent, “By the horns and down with the bitch and then astride.”
The Sorcerer! The Sorcerer wanted to wave his little wand without malice!
The poor beast crossed her front legs and lay down.
“Bitch, bitch,” Yiannoulis whispered, lying down beside her. He felt the warm breath of the beast. He
abandoned himself to its licking. He tickled her belly and the ox unfolded and stretched like a cat.
“You crafty female!” he cried softly. The smell of the cow dung intoxicated him. He caressed her and slowly
she stood up. He untied her and pulled her out of the stable.
But after a few steps he bumped into Diavolokyrilos, who was passing hastily, mysteriously, holding a spade
and a sack.
“Exorcised,” Diavolokyrilos muttered.
“I’m going to fight her, the bitch,” Yiannoulis said breathlessly, longingly.
“Leave her and come with me to the Hills,” said Diavolokyrilos.
“To The Bitch?” Yiannoulis asked.
“To The Bitch. Come and you will get your share,” Diavolokyrilos said, dragging him by the hand.
Yiannoulis was not to be swerved. But the monk, too, had no time to waste. He decided to continue at once his
business alone and secretly, as he had so far been doing. He rushed off, down the slope toward the Hills of The
Bitch, leaving the shepherd to drag the bitch-cow to the threshing floor.
Yiannoulis knew something—something he had heard in the monastery about “the fantasies of Father
Kyrilos.”
Diavolokyrilos (as they called him) believed that the Hills of The Bitch were not really barren.
“On the contrary, she has lots of stuff,” he used to say. “Gold, silver, amianth,\fn{ A naturally occurring flexible
asbestos} I don’t know what, but The Bitch has stuff.”
“These fantasies are inspired by the Devil,” the Abbot would say, “fantasies, brothers, to draw the eyes of the
Monk from the Firmament to the Dust, and to turn the hope of his salvation from the Heavens to the Earth! The
words of the ancients are not a vain myth: ‘The Hills are a Gigantic Bitch-Female.’”
The Abbot would then relate the fable, and the strings of black prayer beads that each monk wore would rattle
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rhythmically. The Abbot would say,
“Many machinations has the Wicked One when he wants to lead astray, brothers.”
The Abbot would then embark upon after-thoughts, to edify and satisfy their souls, but the strings of prayer
beads would stop rattling; the monks would fall asleep. Only Diavolokyrilos would listen and finally contradict.
He had sinned, he knew; he would say, “Lord have mercy on me,” but one day when he was going to the
village, the Most Holy Virgin enlightened him to take a roundabout way, to pass by the Hills of The Bitch, to see
the stones with the glittering spots. It was necessary that His Holiness issue an order to permit him to go to the
city to take out titles and to give samples of the stones to be analyzed. He was certain, by the grace of the Most
Holy Virgin Mary, that The Bitch had plenty of stuff.
“And after all,” he would add, “there is even that old proverb that says, ‘Lucky find of the soil, gift to the
soul.’”
The monks would wake up, round-eyed, and say, “Amen, amen.” Diavolokyrilos would describe how they
could exploit the gold, the silver, the copper and amianth of The Bitch.
“Yes,” he would say, “by the grace of the Most Holy Virgin Mary, in her breasts she has gold; in her belly,
silver; in her knees, copper—and amianth … somewhere there must be amianth—that’s what I figure. By the
grace of the Most Holy Virgin Mary, there must be amianth, too!”
“Amen, amen,” a chorus of monks would say.
“And the exploitation, with the grace of the Most Holy Virgin Mary, will be easy. The landless peasants will
work, and if a company isn’t found to set up furnaces, Her Grace has provided that the railroad pass before The
Bitch. A narrow rail will be laid and the ore will be brought down in small cars and the railroad will take it to the
sea and the boats will take it to Europe,” Diavolokyrilos would explain.
“Amen, amen,” the monks would say, and the prayer beads would rattle.
But the Abbot would insist that these were fantasies sent by the Wicked One and he—his Abbot and Spiritual
Leader—forbade Diavolokyrilos to talk about such things again. He forbade him to go to The Bitch, even to think
about her or to dream about her; otherwise he would have a heavy penance, fasting and genuflections.
Even so, Diavolokyrilos would not put the idea out of his mind. He thought about it day and night; and several
times, going to the village on some business, he took the roundabout way and collected a few stones. One day, he
received a letter saying that the samples had definite traces of ore-metal, but so slight that it was not worth
mining.
He ran out with a pickaxe and a sack. He would dig up more samples with more stuff in them. He was certain
that the gold and silver and amianth of The Bitch would rise to the surface like froth in a boiling pot!
4
It would be good if Yiannoulis came, too, thought Diavolokyrilos, but that blessed boy was dragging the cow
to the threshing floor to wrestle with her. Ah, well, everyone to his taste!
Rushing down the slope along a patch to the Hills of The Bitch, he came to certain conclusions about the
desire that awakens in a person and transforms him, in his appearance and in his inner self; so that even if he
sucks pebbles, he can taste juice oozing out and become satiated. As he went down the slope, he imagined The
Bitch, stark naked, holding out to him gold and silver, and—with the grace of the Most Holy Virgin Mary—
diamonds.
The threshing floor to which Yiannoulis was dragging the cow, was low, along an open pass, and gleamed like
a plate. It was surrounded by stones and hedges and was paved with flagstones.
In the middle of the threshing floor, Yiannoulis paused, gaping at the dumb beast who stood as if she
remembered the days when she had pulled the threshing machine, spurred on by the goad of the monk-thresher.
He took hold of her gently, caressingly, but she would not move. He took hold of her roughly, but the beast
would not move. She merely opened her nostrils wide, stooped, stretched her neck and searched the flagstones as
if she were nuzzling for a grain, left over from the abundance she had trampled in previous days without ever
having been able to taste any, muzzled as she had been with the cane snout.
“I’ll make you mad, Vixen! Ogress!” cried Yiannoulis obstinately, and he started to tickle her, to shout at her,
to hit her.
Nothing happened. Whatever he did the beast accepted with an exasperating indifference, as if it were not she
who only a few days ago had acted the part of the bull. To his caress, she lifted her head, snorted, stuck out her
tongue and licked his chest; and then again she nuzzled for that grain. To his shouting she replied with an innocent
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glance and again turned away looking for that grain, and to his beatings she walked a few steps, but always with
her neck stretched toward the flagstones, searching for that grain. Finally, as he grabbed her horns and twisted her
head, the dumb beast sprawled on the flagstones, but even then she reached out for the grain. . . .
“I’ll make you ferocious, Vixen! Ogress!”
With a kick in the ribs, he forced her to her feet and with another kick on the root of the tail he made her trot.
He kicked her again and made her run in circles near the stone wall and he ran beside her, shouting and beating
her. Suddenly Yiannoulis stopped, wheeled about and rushed upon her as she ran toward him.
Nothing happened. She tilted her horns high, stood firm on her forelegs and offered the young man her warm,
gristly nape, like a petted woman who withholds her face and offers her throat to her hungry lover.
“I’ll make you wild, Ogress,” he said.
She bent her knees and lay down, beating her tail, once on the stones, once on her ribs.
“Crafty! Crafty! Female! Bitch!” cried Yiannoulis. His blood boiled and his will became inflamed and he
stubbornly made up his mind to gain his desire.
“I will make you wild, you …”
He kicked her and chased her again and again, cursing at her, “Christs and Holy Marys,” but nothing
happened. The poor beast would only stop and look at him with an expression of infinite patience in her beautiful,
melancholy eyes. Her pathetic resistance made the dark yearnings of the Sorcerer blaze.
“I’ll make you, Ogress. I was born stubborn. I …,” he kept saying.
He took out his penknife and he started to jab her thighs, her ribs, wherever his hand could reach; and when he
seized her by the horns, he fell with her on the stones, panting, and she—the bitch—stuck out her wide, warm
tongue and licked his chest.
“Bitch, bitch, Female,” he whispered.
Was it possible that Mourgos was piping at such an hour? He thought he heard Mourgos’s lascivious tune.
Then, the mysterious desire of the Inchoate, the Unreasoning Sorcerer became apparent. Yiannoulis put aside
his penknife. With timid, cunning gestures he caressed the dumb beast who pressed her tail between her legs and
offered her gristly, warm neck to his hot passion.
“I love you … you … I love you!” he cried.
Suddenly the night seemed full of voices and echoes, as if the Satyrs, Sileni and Goat-Pans had awakened and
were enticing the Nymphs. All the monks ran down to the threshing floor, shouting curses and blasphemies, to
prevent the evil deed—to save the ox from the hand of the killer!
“It was an act of God, my coming out on the terrace,” boasted the monk who had awakened the others.
“Otherwise he would have already slaughtered that poor beast of God.”
The black-handled penknife was open on the stones. Yiannoulis said that he had not intended to slaughter
God’s dumb creature. He had only wanted to make her wild, to rush upon her, to grab her by the horns and throw
her on the ground.
“Go! Do not let me set eyes on you again at the monastery,” the Abbot said and then added, “Summer is here,
the air is warm”—a hint that Yiannoulis could go to the north pastures to graze the sheep.
“Rebellion has taken courage and Sin is choking the monastery,” the Abbot said slowly after noting the
absence of Diavolokyrilos. “Monks and hired hands go and come wherever Satan beckons.”
So they took the cow away from Yiannoulis. He followed plaintively, full of shame, but watched her with a
deep, puzzling expression, as if he were trying to explain to himself what exactly he wanted from the dumb beast.
*
It was almost noon when Diavolokyrilos returned, burdened with stones. All morning Yiannoulis, his eyes
downcast, had not seen a kindly face at the monastery as he waited for the kitchen help to prepare his provisions
for the eight or ten days he would spend at the north pastures.
“Rebellion runs rampant,” said the Abbot, and his face clouded darkly as Diavolokyrilos approached. When he
entered the yard, exhausted but triumphantly scattering the stones with the glittering speckles, the Abbot smiled
and said, “So be it, may it be for the best,” and he lifted his hand high to bless the crop of The Bitch.
“Besides, The Bitch is first-class pasture ground,” Diavolokyrilos told the monks; and when they spoke of the
gold and the silver, of the domes and belfries they would build, they said that Yiannoulis should take his flock to
The Bitch instead of to the north pasture. The Abbot and Diavolokyrilos would go to the village the next day and
give samples to the chemist and register the titles.
*
Yiannoulis took the long way down from The Bitch, looking for a path to the railway tracks. He walked
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slowly, as if he wanted to stay far from the way of the Beast. Sunset was beginning to color the sky and the land,
and if he did not delay, the Beast would come and he would see it. The monks had trusted him with one small
flock and he had left it on The Bitch. He remembered that on leaving his flock, he did not look back as one does at
something dear when one does not expect to see it again. He wanted to change the image of the railroad that was
in his mind, but it persisted—“like the horse of St. George that tramples the dragon.”
“This is really something to fear,” he told himself.
He heard a humming sound and stood still.
He took a few steps defiantly, and there, like a whirlwind, the Beast was coming upon him. It gave a shrill
whistle, suddenly grew larger, and flashed by him. He jumped back as if he had been kicked.
“But this is something not to be looked at by human beings,” he thought, shutting his eyes, picturing it in his
imagination. When he opened his eyes again, the Beast was far away: a fantasy, black against the sun that was
glowing like a furnace behind it.
He stood thinking of nothing; his brain felt numb. But behold, the new moon, a friendly face that he had not
seen for many days. His mind stirred like a blind man’s which brightens at the approach of a friend. He
remembered the small flock entrusted to his care, which he had deserted at the far side of The Bitch. He asked
himself: What can this fierce thing be that runs on iron rails and shakes the earth and puffs maniacally and …
In his mind the engine grew to gigantic proportions and spewed flames. Since his mind was barren of images
or related associations, he could not assimilate or even compare his vision of the engine. Slowly, it became
shapeless and vague, like a picture in a dream remembered.
*
Later, when he is putting on his cross and saying the Prayers of our Holy Fathers, before he goes to sleep—the
cow, some bushes and tree roots he has seen that looked like squatting women; The Bitch female of the myth
whom the Most Holy Virgin Mary killed and whom the Devil turned to stone for the everlasting temptation of the
monks; Anthoula of Papayiannou, Chrissoula of Kyrkilou and his snotty-nosed sister-in-law, Fotinoula; the
slender girls of the songs, the beautiful girls and the Nereid of the fairy tales; the dragon of St. George; even the
shadows that seemed to be fighting in a field the day before—all are jumbled in his mind like memories in a
dream and they become the fierce, ghostly mass that a few hours before passed by him like thunder and lightning.
Yiannoulis does not sleep even one tiny moment that night. His mind has grasped a new image. He kneads and
rekneads it endlessly. Sometimes it is The Bitch female of the myth; other times it is the dragon of St. George or
The Bitch “who takes away the bread of the mule drivers”; and there is the Adventure that he has searched for the
last few days.
Through the dark night and into the dawn, he is overwhelmed by moods of heroism and eroticism, by an
animal joy and a human longing, which is like the madness of a Don Quixote. The blazing spring sun does not
dim the heroic dream that his poor brain has contrived. His hands feel large, ready to down the bitch-cow, to kill
the dragon for the sake of the young princess, to stop the railroad train that “takes away the bread of the mule
drivers.” He does not doubt what he wants, what he is capable of doing—
“Oh, Little Virgin Mary! Little Virgin Mary!”
“What can it be?” Yiannoulis wonders.
The Machine-Beast passes slowly, departs, and is lost in the distance. A quietness spreads in the fields.
“She is a Machine-Beast,:” he explains to himself. His confused eyes watch the rails flashing like streams of
fire. His face burns. His heart beats wildly. He puts his hand to his heart.
“Am I a machine?” he wonders. Many questions come to him, but answers—none!
5
At last he understands the meaning of the Machine—of the men who operate her and of the passengers. He has
noted the regular run, the engineer with his hand on the throttle, the faces of the travelers behind the small
windows. Now Faithful follows him too—that lazy dog who would not even raise her sniffer from between her
legs except to bark at a goat.
Motionless as a statue, Yiannoulis watches the Machine-Beast approaching and then departing. In the small
windows, he sees white hands, bare arms, faces like flames at their instant passing.
“Can the Machine-Beast stop?” he wonders.
One secret is hidden in his heart. He does not say a word to the hired hand who brings him his pipe and bread
and food, for fear the fellow will learn his secret.
11

One day, he raises his hand and waves to the Machine-Beast. He looks for friendship, but the Beast rolls by
with mechanical precision and pays no attention to him. The engineer holding the throttle, the fireman stoking the
furnace, the passengers lost in the arrogance that often possesses travelers, do not notice him.
Another day, as the Machine-Beast appears, Yiannoulis takes out his pipe and starts to blow hard and loud, but
the untamed Machine-Beast passes and again a quietness spreads in the fields. The next day, when the MachineBeast comes, he begins to dance, bending, circling, yelling,
“Hop … hop … hop-hop-hop! Dear Virgin Mary! Hopla-hop! Hophop-hop!”
But the Machine gives him no response.
“Bitch!” he cries to her.
Yes, Bitch! He clenches his fist high. He shouts at her,
“Christ and Virgin Mary!” One of the lambs gambols.
“Bitch! Bitch!” he shouts and throws stones at her.
“Bitch! For you I was born, for you let me die,” he cries, remembering a song, and he runs toward her with
open arms.
The engineer opens a vent and showers him with hot steam.
“Bitch!” Yiannoulis shouts. “I love you!”
Is he beset by the frenzy that used to strike the ancient shepherds?
*
One day, at the hour when the sun is setting, when the clouds are on fire and the earth gleams, he jumps on the
rails. His hands feel huge and powerful enough to hold, to squeeze the giantess.
The Machine appears—the Beast—the untamed Bride. The stubborn Groom stands in her iron path and
watches her coming.
“I love you … you!” he shouts.
The giantess lets out a great howl, belches puffs of black smoke, puffs of white steam, and reduces her speed
as if she comes reluctantly; but the mad Groom pulls aside the rags which cover his brave, nude, manly beauty. He
flings himself unsheathed, like a male animal on the female, and is shattered by delight.
1920
189.138 Excerpt from Xenakis\fn{by Nouritza Matossian (1945-

)}

“she spent her childhood in Cyprus” (F) 10

The name has cast the man.
Iannis Xenakis means “gentle stranger.” For him no territory, no ground is home.
At birth he was delivered by forceps; it will never go easy with him. Iannis Xenakis never surrenders the edge
of strangeness either to people or success, wedging it between himself and his family, marking out the green line
of his freedom. Discomfort is a primary condition and where it fails to exist he will provoke it.
He inhabits two spaces by choice.
The first can be reached by a staircase which he designed; narrow, precipitous, without a balustrade, and built
out of closely-set wooden slabs which can only be climbed safely like a ladder—the first clue that this composer
is a stylite. It leads to the tiniest room under the roof of his otherwise spacious and luxurious apartment; a narrow
bed above which hangs a child’s oil painting of the room by his daughter, upon the bedside table a photograph of
his father and daughter, a white bookcase against white walls and on the bare wooden floor a stack of English
paperback thrillers to combat nights of insomnia.
His second place is up four flights of stairs, a five minute walk away from the house in the Pigalle. In a large
studio with a high ceiling, a ribbon of windows runs across the north wall. Several outsize objects punctuate the
space; a huge wooden bell is suspended in mid-air, a string of colossal beads, a climbing rope, a knife dangling
from a string—the sword of Damocles to remind him of the passing of time. Metal shelves line the walls, rickety.
Books, scores, papers spill out, and against them lean postcards, snapshots, shards of pottery and rocks. On the
ground outcrops of boxes, folders, science magazines and letters form islands of disorder, leaving channels and
inlets for human beings to navigate through.
At the end of the room is an architect’s drawing desk; for hours he stands here immobile, staring through his
half-frame spectacles at the paper before him, making tiny marks upon it; drawings, columns of figures,
calculations, diagrams serried onto thin pieces of paper spread out all about him. Always at hand is a slide rule, an
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electronic metronome, a stop-watch and at least one work by Homer or Plato in the original. Here is a roughness
and vigor, more characteristic of a carpenter’s workshop or a forge than the well-upholstered study of a middleaged composer. In this room, chaotic and unswept, Xenakis has squatted since the day he bought it in 1967; most
of the objects’ have not been moved since then, the only concession to comfort in ten years being the addition of
some armchairs and a heater.
He dresses in soft cord trousers, open-necked shirt, woolen sweater and soft rubber-soled shoes, for Xenakis is
always on the run. He could be mistaken for a physical instructor as he stands tall and broad-chested. His body
betrays a permanent state of impatience. People in his presence always appear to placate him or put him at ease as
though distracting a precocious child. When they succeed he switches from glassy staccato to warm grainy vowels
and sudden volleys of laughter; he begins to surrender more of his body space to his neighbor as he tenderly pours
out a glass of wine as though to confound the initial abruptness of granite dignity. Imperious nose and the
predatory eye of a bird of prey set into a physiognomy hewn out of an olive-trunk; square-tipped fingers splay out
as he mellows into a favorite story of the Samurai returning home, or compares Athenian to Cypriot Greek as he
repeats phrases with delight;
“The Cypriot is much closer to ancient Greek. Much purer. C’est beau ça. C’est archaïque.”
The famous scar has receded, falling back into the folds and fissures of a natural landscape. The “gentle” is
surfacing unchecked.
*
Only now may he begin to answer questions about his childhood where previously he had responded with the
kind of abbreviated generalities which are a sure sign of an unhappy early life.
His father, Clearchos Xenakis, was born in 1878 in Braila, a Romanian port in the crook of the Danube just
before it flows into the Black Sea. Here for centuries the Greeks had shared financial power with the Jewish
community. Clearchos’ father had come from Naxos to trade in Soulina and had raised a family of twelve children
of whom Clearchos was the eldest. The young man showed an aptitude for abstract subjects, later inherited by his
sons, but his own wish to study theology in a famous Greek college of Constantinople was thwarted by family
obligations. In order to acquit his responsibility towards the education of his brothers and the dowries of his
sisters, he became the agent of a British import-export business, involved himself in shipping, dealt on the stockmarket and was soon a prosperous member of the Greek community.
Clearchos’s wife, Photini Pavlou, was the daughter of a mill-owner in Braila whose family originated from the
Greek island of Lemnos. She was born in 1895, given a sheltered convent education where she learned several
languages and became a proficient pianist. The couple lived in the smart residential district near the public park,
with their three sons (Iannis the eldest, Cosmas and Jason) together with servants and governesses. Iannis’ date of
birth is usually given as 29 May 1922 although some relatives believe he was born in 1921 for his birth certificate
was lost during the war.
Social life for the family fell into the demarcated pattern of their milieu; they exchanged formal visits with
other Greek families, spent holidays in the wealthy hotels of the pine-forested Carpathian mountains or in the
Balnearic resort of Mamaia. Sometimes Clearchos’ passion for the opera took the couple to Bayreuth and Paris.
For the most part the parents seemed to live alongside the children, not with them, except when the boys were
paraded at dinner and on promenade, stiffly attired in tight little velvet suits and carefully groomed to behave in
accordance with rigid conventions.
Xenakis’ few memories of his mother associate her with the piano which she loved to play for hours, reading
from a large collection of piano literature. When the boy was still only five years old she caught measles during
her fourth pregnancy and suddenly the atmosphere in the house became ominous, charged with adult whispers, the
comings and goings of doctors and nurses, the obvious distress of his father. One day the boys were told by their
grandmother to go upstairs and to kiss their mother goodbye, being careful not to wake her for she was very tired
and about to go on a long journey.
Only Iannis was old enough to suspect the truth. As he entered the darkened bedroom her silver hairbrushes
glinted cold on the dressing-table, and he knew that this was the last time he would ever see his mother. As he
kissed her she already lay dead after giving birth to a baby girl who did not survive her.
His grandmother said of Iannis that nature hesitated at his birth whether to make him a boy or a girl. This was
probably a reflection of his own sensibility, deeply scarred by his mother’s death. He clung to the few experiences
he had shared with her: the gift of a flute whose sounds had astonished him, her wish that he should enjoy music
and especially play the cello. He refused to let her go. Instead he identified with her memory as though she had
entrusted herself to him alone. He said,
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“I felt her living through me, she was always present and even others felt her spirit in me. An aunt who lived
far away at the time told me many years later that my mother came to her in dreams and said ‘Iannis holds my
spirit in his hands.’”
It was a feeling he retained late into adulthood. Relatives commented on his likeness to her, to the extent that
he felt a special bond with his father because of this resemblance. Naturally no-one could replace their mother but
the formidable battery of governesses, in whose charge their bewildered father placed the boys, offered no warmth
or affection and even destroyed any capacity for tenderness and love by deliberately setting them off against one
another, fostering animosities to crack their solidarity and thus make them easier to control. In order that they
should learn several languages, each governess spoke her own: English, German or French.
Iannis went to a Romanian school and was also coached in Greek. Their father withdrew more and more into
his business and spent leisure hours at his club so that the children scarcely saw him and led an isolated life,
effectively cut off from the outside world and even from one another.
When Iannis reached the age of ten, his father sent him to boarding school in Greece, choosing a school which
had just been founded on the island of Spetzai. Anargyrios and Koryalenios School was favored by wealthy
Greeks living abroad who wanted their sons to be educated in Greek culture to a high academic standard. It was
unusual in having two headmasters, a Greek for academic subjects and an Englishman in charge of sports.
In the autumn of 1932 Iannis took his first airplane flight, to Salonika with his father, then a grueling twelvehour train-ride to Piraeus from where they sailed to Spetzai. Situated in the beautiful archipelago near Hydra, it
was a narrow strip of an island, covered by pines and a few olive trees, easily crossed in a few hours on foot or by
donkey, for there were then no motorcars on the island. The school was far from the only town on the island and
here Xenakis began the next six years of his childhood and adolescence, to be joined later by his younger
brothers.
*
No sooner had he arrived than he became an object of derision, for the mainland Greeks used his strange
Constantinople accent and expressions as a welcome pretext for taunting him. There were one hundred and ten
boys from England, France, Germany, Australia, the United States and Russia, but the Athenians assumed a
superiority over the rest. Emotionally damaged by the events at home, he lacked the confidence which alone could
have cushioned him against the power-games and rivalries of boarding-school life. A trusting nature and
unquestioning naïvete made him the obvious butt of practical jokes and he ran the gauntlet of beatings by the boys
and punishment from the teachers, for he was both turbulent and quite inept at avoiding blame. Although he made
friends, the desperate absolute character of his attachments were often betrayed, while in the collective arena he
was helpless in imposing his will or choosing powerful allies for protection.
He withdrew. For three years he skulked; confused, miserable, lonely.
Suddenly at the age of thirteen he underwent an intellectual awakening which precipitated him to the head of
his class. In the library he discovered a retreat from which he did not stir for hours and hours, reading voraciously
English and French literature of the nineteenth century; the complete works of Victor Hugo including his poetry,
Flammarion’s astronomy, classical Greek poetry and drama, Pindar, Anacreon and Sappho. A gift for mathematics
and natural sciences emerged as he became more involved in class-work.
But instinctively he was drawn to classical literature and philosophy in which he found a natural hideout and a
substitute for the real world. The Greek headmaster taught these subjects with skill and made them extremely
vivid.
“He viewed all philosophy through antiquity; he taught poetry, drama, history, in a synthesis which was
exciting and enriching.”
Here Xenakis began to erect the intellectual scaffolding upon which he would build a lifetime’s work of
research and creative expression.
His new-found enthusiasm was partly due to the recently arrived English headmaster, Esmeade Noel Paton,
who took a special interest in Xenakis, unearthed his sensitivity to music and encouraged him to ask the
innumerable questions which seemed to well up in the young boy, discussing them patiently and seriously.
Xenakis had never before enjoyed such a rapport with an adult and he responded with hot-headed candor. The
master possessed a gramophone and a treasured collection of records; after dinner he would open the windows of
a classroom overlooking the sea and play Beethoven quartets, symphonies, concertos by European composers
which Xenakis heard for the very first time. He also took part in the school choir, singing Palestrina and Italian
Renaissance music. In addition to music lessons in harmony, in which he confesses to being very bad, he took
piano lessons but was dogged by unsatisfactory relations with his music teachers, a tendency which would
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continue all his life and affect his music. On Sundays there was an obligatory walk into town for the Byzantine
liturgy in which the boys sang on special occasions; afterwards they dispersed to the cake-shops before returning
to school.
Having mapped out his intelligence and capabilities as though for his own benefit alone, Xenakis confidently
disdained school-work in favor of his personal reading, dropping from the top of the class in his last two years to
leave, at the age of sixteen, without a particularly distinguished academic record.
It was a different story in sports: a gold medal for swimming, second place in diving and trophies for athletics,
especially in the high jump (1.62 meters) and the 400 meters race. The school’s emphasis on sports would leave
him with a marked taste for a simple, athletic, even ascetic lifestyle. Meanwhile he had grown into a tall,
handsome, broad-shouldered young man with an open smile and confident bearing.
*
During his childhood, Greece was undergoing political wrangles between monarchists, communists and
socialists. Governments rose and fell in rapid succession, interrupted by military coups and rigged elections. It
was not surprising that Greek intellectuals looked to the past and idealized the glories of ancient Greece as some
consolation for the muddled present, imbuing the young with this insidious form of escapism.
In 1936 General Metaxas obtained the King’s assent in abolishing the constitution and parliaments to impose a
police state so that a year later he was able to boast:
Greece has become an anti-communist, anti-parliamentary, totalitarian state … If Hitler and Mussolini were really
fighting for the ideology they preach, they should be supporting Greece.

England was trying to extend its sphere of influence in Greece. Unknown to Xenakis, his very own teacher,
Noel Paton, was himself a member of British Intelligence whose arrival in Greece coincided with the Metaxas
dictatorship, countenanced by Britain. Fascism already branded Europe. Hitler, Mussolini, Franco had changed
the balance of power; Germany occupied Austria and signed a pact with Italy. War was not far off. Despite his
predisposition towards Fascists, Metaxas was treading a slippery tight-rope of neutralism, leaning sometimes to
Britain and France, sometimes to Italy and Germany, all the while keeping a wary eye on Russia.
It was against this background that Xenakis set off for Athens in the autumn of 1938 after rejecting his father’s
offer of sending him to England to study naval engineering. Instead he enrolled at a preparatory school to take the
entrance examinations for the engineering course of the Athens Polytechnic and was welcomed into the home of
his bachelor uncle, Sophocles. For the next two years he studied mathematics, physics, law, ancient literature. He
began to pursue his interest in music by taking piano lessons which he later dropped in favor of harmony and
counterpoint taught by Aristotle Kondourov from Russia, a great admirer of Tchaikovsky, and particularly
memorable to Xenakis for making him learn all the voices of the Mozart Requiem.
He impressed upon the young man the necessity of absolute rigor and discipline in the pursuit of composition,
a lesson Xenakis never forgot. With the absence of affection and close contacts at home and at school,
adolescence was difficult, set in relief by the sometimes exasperated but gentle letters of Noel Paton with whom
he continued to correspond.
“What a creature of moods you are,” he wrote and then, “of course it is natural to desire a woman, but we must
control our desires mustn’t we?”
A rhetorical question; for the young man was constantly falling hopelessly in love with women often older
than himself. His teacher gave him news of school, of his brothers there, he sent books, a model airplane, told him
that the King of Greece, who was patron of the school, was to visit and stay in his apartment; he invited Xenakis
to visit Spetsai so that they could have some more of their “serious” talks together.
“I am looking forward to seeing you again very much,” he wrote. Meanwhile Xenakis was dreaming of the
past:
I was unhappy living in a century that was not mine. I thought I had been born at the wrong time. I could not bear
modern life; it was too ugly, too uninteresting. I wanted to run away and produce my own universe.

With a French racing bicycle and a tent he visited archaeological sites. He cycled to Marathon, engaged in a
pastime which was rich and yet essentially solitary; and on days when he felt elated the light which fell on the
Acropolis turned to gold.
His father, recently empowered by the British government to look after the interests of British citizens in
Romania, watched the developments in Europe with alarm. France had signed an armistice with the invading
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German troops in 1940 and later that summer the King of Romania abdicated, leaving the field wide open for the
Germans to enter in October. Clearchos decided to wait no longer and together with other families he left his
home and business for Greece. His younger sons had returned from Spetsai so he took a house in Athens,
gathering the whole family under one roof again. By dint of business contacts and ingenuity he managed to
borrow money, to work as the employee of a shipping firm and succeeded in supporting and educating his sons
during the difficult times ahead. Xenakis, who had twice failed the very arduous examinations of the Polytechnic,
now succeeded; but the beginning of the academic year coincided with the Italian invasion of Greece so that
school was closed. It was to take him seven years to complete his studies there, interrupted by war-time conditions
which closed the Polytechnic repeatedly and even turned it, during the Italian occupation, into a prison for British
soldiers.
*
Paradoxically it was a fascist dictator, General Metaxas, who rejected Italy’s ultimatum demanding entry into
Greece and irreversibly locked the fate of his country with that of the Allies. On the 28 October Mussolini crossed
the Albanian border into Greece and a popular resistance began, described by historians as heroic in view of the
poverty in Greece and the lack of arms. The students reacted in spontaneous resistance, organizing demonstrations
and propaganda against the invaders. Xenakis’ response was instinctively that of a nationalist who wants to see his
country freed from foreign invaders. In April 1941 the Germans entered Athens and a month later the Allied
troops, who had retreated to Crete, were defeated leaving the entire country under the triple occupation of Italy,
Germany and Bulgaria.
The Resistance began to organize itself. With the formation of the National Liberation Front by the Communist
Party, many smaller left-wing groups were united under the aegis of EAM in September, later to form the
National People’s Army, ELAS. There was a Republican group, the EDES, the Social Liberationists, EKKA and
many more shades of left and right.
At first Xenakis joined a right-wing group. The first concerted action was a major demonstration on October
28, 1941, to commemorate the first anniversary of the Italian invasion. Thousands of Athenians flocked into town
to protest against the invasion, under the watchful eye of the occupying troops. A month later students and
teachers were out on strike. That winter was to be one of the most severe in history and with the bitter cold came
famine. The occupying forces levied extortionate taxes so that the economy collapsed; all means of transport, food
and other goods were requisitioned, leaving the already impoverished population destitute. Xenakis recalls:
“It was so cold that the covers and blankets were useless; people put everything onto their beds at night, even
chairs and small pieces of furniture, just to give themselves the sensation of weight and an illusion of warmth.”
It was a common sight to see children scavenging in dustbins, people collapsing of hunger in the street,
pushcarts loaded with corpses being trundled to the nearest common grave as the dead lay on the pavements
abandoned by their relatives who hoped to benefit just a little longer from the miserable ration cards. EAM
established a free soup dole which was the only source of daily food for several thousand Athenians. As an
exception Canada lifted the blockade on occupied countries so that wheat might get through to the starving
Greeks. During that winter the number of deaths rose sevenfold.
Xenakis’ beliefs were in upheaval and soon he joined the Communist Party for he had been able to observe in
practice the activities of the various organizations. He says:
I came into contact with the Communist and Socialist Parties and their ideas. Slowly my image of politics, of
everything was upset; I discovered that the right-wing resistance was a waste of time. The Communists questioned
social matters, reasons for war; they had more effective activity against the Germans. We organized huge mass
demonstrations against the Nazis with hundreds of thousands of people in the streets. Nowhere else in Europe did you
have popular demonstrations on such a scale.

The Germans decided to reopen the schools and universities in order to keep the students under surveillance
but Xenakis comments that, on the contrary, they facilitated the growth of the Resistance for slowly they became
hothouses of recruitment and organization where daily meetings could take place under cover, information easily
passed on and solidarity strengthened. Young fascists were given places in the Polytechnic: “parachuted,” was the
term used for they were not required to pass entrance examinations. A split between these and the legitimate
students grew so that the former soon became S.S. collaborators and future Greek army officers, while many of
the other students simply joined the Socialist and Communist Parties.
Xenakis threw himself wholeheartedly into these activities, particularly in organizing demonstrations. He
became a familiar sight at their head, reckless in facing the collaborationist Greek officers or the Italian
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machineguns, for many of the demonstrations ended in violence and death. The Athenians nicknamed him
Archangelos for his splendid looks. Over the next six years he was to be imprisoned repeatedly, first by the
Italians, then the Germans and finally by the British. He recalls:
The first time I had The Republic of Plato in my pocket. I had discovered the Leipzig Edition which was in very
small print and I read it in prison. There was nothing to eat except for the seedless raisins which the students outside
sent us.

Naturally his commitment and enthusiasm did not remain confined to the resistance activities in Greece but
extended to the wider context of national politics and world communism. As the German terror increased, abetted
by the Greek fascist and collaborationist groups, the struggle to maintain a strong counterforce of resistance
exacted a new pitch of moral and political engagement. Many were convinced that this was “the war to end all
wars.” If only the grip of Nazism could be pried off, the free countries would unite to form an international world
government without divisions and nationalistic differences and Greece would be free of repression.
Xenakis admits that for himself and many of his friends, perhaps because of their youth, the aims of the
struggle needed to be pure and absolute. For them it was not a matter of politics and survival but also an
examination of the very fundamentals of being and existence. His own compulsion to lead demonstrations, to run
risks, to court death, knowingly was a way to test his self-confidence and to win the admiration of others. For the
first time in his life he became totally absorbed; self-consciousness, feelings of awkwardness and rejection
disappeared as he gave himself up completely to action.
As a result new qualities of leadership and maturity emerged, bonds of friendship were strengthened. From an
individualistic figurehead he matured into the responsible member of a tightly-knit group within the organization,
taking part in the more complex activities of forming groups and cells of student resistance in the colleges and
university. Soon he was engaged in political activity, making speeches to mobilize public opinion. He became
committed to mass propaganda which he felt was one of the most efficient weapons of the Left against the
Germans. He believed in a “Platonic communism of justice and reason and in the equality of women.” In
retrospect he concludes:
It was a very interesting life for me because I was putting into practice Platonic ideas through Marxist tactics or
revolutionary ideas with mass action propaganda. At least that is how I felt at the time.

As though to add to the excitement of this period and as proof of his new confidence, he fell in love.
Photographs of her show a neat heart-shaped face, lovely bright dark eyes and curly brown hair lit up by an
attractive vivacious presence. Alki was the first great and enduring love of his youth, a student involved in the
same political activities, capable of matching his intensity and élan.
This was the only moment of his entire life when he would be so totally engrossed in the world about him.
Suddenly the piece-meal enthusiasm of his youth converged, the parts cohered into an entirety far more brilliant
and exacting than the fragments he had known before.
*
The campaign of demonstrations intensified after the spring of 1942, uniting a large majority of the masses in
the cities. Later in the summer, armed resistance in the countryside, a parallel activity of EAM, began to play a
more important part. In September the first British Secret Operations commandoes were parachuted into Greece
to join in sabotage missions with the armed resistance, the “andartes.” Xenakis recalls the animosities between
different groups increasing as the Occupiers, helped by the quisling government, created ultra-right-wing groups
and armed gangs to root out communists and disrupt the resistance.
Athens was almost on a war footing; several districts became fortresses of the communists while ELAS, the
People’s Liberation Army, carried out raids on the German garrison and controlled much of the countryside. In
February 1943 a new measure announced by the Germans outraged the people and gave rise to what Xenakis
describes as one of the most effective campaigns of mass demonstration.
It was the attempt to introduce so-called “civil mobilization,” threatening 80,000 young workers with
deportation and forced labor camps in Germany. Massive demonstrations which Xenakis helped to organize, often
ending in bloody battles with civilians wounded and killed, forced the Germans to climb down. Greece was the
only country in Occupied Europe where Hitler was unable to impose forced labor.
On the 25 July 1943, Italy capitulated and during that summer Italian troops in the Greek countryside came
under mounting attack from the freedom fighters. In December Xenakis and his comrades began to see results
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they had been fighting for in social measures: ELAS published the “Code of Self-Government” to implant
democratic principles in the countryside; local government, law courts, education for peasants and public utilities
were organized. Out of a total population of seven million, ELAS commanded a membership of two million.
*
The growth of communism in Greece was being viewed with alarm by the Allies, particularly by Churchill,
who initiated talks with the government-in-exile to snatch Greece out of the hands of the communists and to
install a right-wing government with the King at its head. In the spring ELAS leaders flew out to meet the King
and government ministers; protracted negotiations gradually eroded the strength of the Left culminating in
October with Churchill and Stalin secretly signing the Balkan Pact. This shared out different spheres of influence
in the Balkan countries, with Greece assigned to Britain.
On 12 October 1944 the Germans evacuated Greece. Three days later the entry of the British troops was
greeted with ecstasy. Resistance fighters, students, the civil population were out on the streets to garland the
British tanks and welcome the soldiers as liberators. Xenakis says,
“We received them as our Allies, as comrades-in-arms.”
Unknown to them however, Churchill schemed, together with the Greek government-in-exile, to break the
back of the Left and these plans were being put into operation. ELAS, now in military and political control over
most of Athens and much of the countryside had pledged its support to the government and wished to appear
friendly to the British, while still carrying out a pro-Stalin policy. When the British Commander, General Scobie,
ordered ELAS to lay down its arms and surrender, the announcement was received with disbelief. Xenakis argues
that at this stage the British presence was still quite small.
“We could easily have held Athens and thrown them into the sea.”
But the tortuous policies of the EAM-ELAS leaders, their inability to react quickly without orders from Stalin,
perhaps their incompetence in political negotiations at an international level meant that they played right into the
hands of the enemy. Athens reacted to this betrayal by their British Allies on the following day, December 3 rd,
with a demonstration which made its way to Constitution Square. Suddenly the police opened fire from rooftops
and balconies on the unarmed demonstrators which included entire families, with women and children. As people
flung themselves onto the ground the firing continued. During a lull they began to pick up the dead and wounded
when another barrage of firing began. Twenty-eight people died and one hundred were wounded.
On the following day a national strike was called, while in Athens a funeral rally wound its way through the
town carrying the coffins of the dead to Constitution Square. Xenakis remembers it as being one of the most silent
assemblies as countless thousands of people knelt to the ground in the square to pay homage to the victims. This
time the military remained well out of sight. But on the way back from the cemetery the unarmed mourners were
fired upon once more, now by members of the Organization X, an ultra-rightist group led by Grivas, later to
become leader of the Greek Cypriot guerrillas against the British forces. Again there were one hundred dead and
wounded.
Indignation and horror at these “Liberation” events reached a peak. The British commander declared martial
law and once again ordered ELAS out of Athens. Fighting began in earnest around Philopappou Hill opposite the
Acropolis, a hornets’ nest of the “X” members.
In a message on December 5 Churchill commanded General Scobie to maintain order in Athens and to
neutralize or destroy all the bands of EAM-ELAS, authorizing him to take all necessary measures to hold and
dominate the city. ELAS leaders yet refused to believe that British troops would ever fire upon them. They
decided to take the public buildings of Athens, concentrating their attack on the Greek right-wing forces, but to
their surprise, they found the British troops defending those very positions. Fighting was breaking out all over the
city—gunfire, explosions, dynamiting. Barricades went up to prevent the progress of the British armored vehicles
and tanks through the streets. The RAF began to buzz low over the town, strafing residential districts with
machine-guns. Another unpopular move which outraged the citizens was the occupation of the Acropolis,
reminding them of the Turkish precedent over a century ago when the Temple of Athena had been badly damaged.
“Even the Germans did not dare to do that,” comments Xenakis.
Tanks rolled through the city, armored cars came in with reinforcements and the Resistance fought back with
hand-grenades and molotov cocktails. Unfortunately for the EAM-ELAS, their military leaders were unable to
take charge of the fighting in Athens, leaving operations to be directed by political leaders with little or no combat
experience.
Xenakis was beginning to see the new stage of battle in a different light:
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What we were doing had absolutely no military sense because it was already too late; but the orders came from
above. It was stupid because the Communists had control over the whole of Athens except for the Centre, and instead
of bringing in the fighters from outside—there were 60,000 armed men outside Athens—they waited. The leaders were
afraid. Instead of saying “Good. Let’s go straight in and take the centre of town,” they stalled, hoping for orders from
Stalin which would never come. So we lost our advantage and by the end of December we had given them too much
ground.
Even so I didn't understand the double-dealing. Still I was asleep, although American journalists to whom I passed
on news of the fighting in my capacity as student leader told me that Roosevelt’s government and the American people
were against Churchill’s policy; that their own news reports were being intercepted and suppressed by the British forces
and had to be rerouted through Yugoslavia. We did not see through the intentions of the British politicians.
I thought that peace would come; everything would go back to normal and I would drop politics and study music,
which is what I decided I really wanted to do after all.

Although his interest in music and even ancient Greek literature was set aside during the past few years, it was
rekindled by a comrade in the Resistance, the nephew of the General Secretary of the Communist Party, to whom
music was so natural that Xenakis was amazed to see him constantly scribbling music on scraps of paper and
under circumstances of extreme stress. Often the pair went knocking on strange doors to ask people if they had a
piano on which Nikos might play for a little while. That was how Xenakis first heard the music of Debussy, Ravel
and Bartok.
In the new outbreak of fighting during December 1944 many citizens and students who had never before
carried arms under the Italian or German Occupation now volunteered. Xenakis also joined a student battalion of
the EPON and was appointed political leader of a group named “Lord Byron,” which is singled out in a book of
this period:
At Exarheia, more precisely in Didotou Street, the company “Lord Byron,” formed by students, distinguished itself
with acts of heroism. It was nonetheless true that the British pressure became stronger and stronger. Blowing up a
house here and there, putting up barricades destined to slow down the advance of the tanks, ELAS retired to the
northern sections of Athens. In the districts which it evacuated, the British, the armed forces, the police and the
National Guard proceeded to make massive arrests and to carry out summary executions.\fn{ André Kedros, La Resistance
Grecque, Robert Laffont, Paris, 1966}

These were precisely the events in the course of which Iannis Xenakis almost met his death. It is a story which
has never been publicly disclosed before. Xenakis told it to the author one winter morning in his studio after ten
years’ acquaintance. He spoke in a quiet thoughtful voice and told it entirely in Greek:
It was the very beginning of that day’s fight, at noon. I was in charge of a block of houses because I was a kind of
officer. I had put the residents in the basement—poor people, they were terrified. And I organized defenses, posting
guards in position. Outside were the British troops with heavy armaments, rolling through the city in Sherman tanks.
I was with three people inside the building. We heard mortars firing and there must have been an explosion which
hit us. Two of the people, one a girl, died instantly. One had his brains scattered on the wall. I fell unconscious.
After a while they carried me with a white flag to another building which served as a temporary medical post. I
heard them say,
“He has only a few hours to live. At least let him die in peace.”
And they gave me some shots for the pain, no first aid or precautions against infection; nothing. But I didn’t die.
When I came around my girlfriend, Makhi, another student fighter, was holding my hand; somehow she had managed
to find me there.
At last I was really happy because I thought I was going to die. That night our side retreated. The next day the
British and the collaborators, the National Guard arrived. We had been abandoned, left in the hands of the enemy.
I began to swear and shout at them. At least I thought I was swearing but my mouth … ah … a catastrophe. My
palate was pierced, there were bits of teeth, flesh, blood, holes, my jawbone was broken. My left eye had burst. I was
choking in my own blood and vomiting … anyhow … they left us there for some hours, then they returned and took me
to a central hospital in Athens—instead of killing me.
I still did not want to live. My girlfriend was there and after they had operated upon me to remove the piece of
shrapnel which had lodged in my face—it was a large piece—she saved it. Then she went up the mountains and
managed to lose it.

He smiles ruefully.
“Is this what you wanted to know? But you’re not going to write this, are you?”
Xenakis’ mood suddenly changes. Touching the side of his left temple he says:
“If that shrapnel had hit me just a little higher, up here, well … it would have been all over. Neither
Metastaseis nor Diatope and certainly not your book.”
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The studio echoes with his jubilant laughter. He is sitting to one side of the suspended knife. In fact he could
have died at the hands of the enemy or from gangrene after the twelve hours during which his wounds remained
untended, but his father, who was searching for him everywhere, bribed a policeman who found his son almost
dead, and together they moved him to hospital.
Xenakis was admitted on New Year’s Day, 1945. He insists that he was very tranquil and content to stay in
hospital where he underwent three operations to reconstruct the bone structure of his face and to reset his nose.
Conditions in the war-time hospital in Athens were so primitive that on one occasion surgery was performed on
his face without anesthetic.
But he talks about other subjects:
“I was still convinced that I should die. I was reading Charles Morgan’s Sparkenbroke while I was in hospital.
Love, art, death. It seemed the perfect trinity for me.”
As though suddenly transported into another world in which the activities of the past few months had no
reality, Xenakis heard the news in a hospital ward. A Regent, Cardinal Damaskinos, had been appointed and
following him, a Republican Premier, Plastiras. On the 5 th January, ELAS evacuated Athens while British troops
and reinforcements continued to pour in. The fighting finally ended on January 15 but many of the ELAS troops
fled to the mountains instead of surrendering.
The worst blow for Xenakis and thousands of Resistance members was the news that EAM leaders had
capitulated. They agreed to lay down arms, to disband ELAS and to seek no representation in the government, in
exchange for which the leaders would receive amnesty while the rank-and-file would be liable to prosecution for
common-law crimes during their Resistance activities, even against the Germans and the Italians. This cowardly
betrayal, contained in the Varkiza Agreement of 15 February, coincided with the Yalta Agreement suggesting that
pressure from Stalin may have been responsible for the abject surrender. Xenakis could scarcely believe the
treachery of his leaders, a disappointment which made him hope more fervently for death. Outside, traps were
being set for his comrades.
By the middle of 1945, the Fascists were terrorizing the country: eighteen thousand people were imprisoned,
only two thousand legally condemned while eighty thousand awaited charges. Daily, summary arrests, tortures
and murders were taking place.
*
When Xenakis left hospital in March 1945, the world he had known only three months before was completely
changed; not only the external circumstances and conditions of life in Greece, but also the simple and
fundamental framework of his sensory perception.
While standing perfectly still he would suddenly find himself tipping and falling over, misjudging his posture
in relation to what he perceived as the vertical elements in his surroundings. As a result of his accident delicate
crystals in the ears which help to maintain a normal sense of balance had been destroyed by the blast. This
disability was farther compounded by an optical problem; distortion in sight resulting from one-eyed vision
reduces the peripheral field, making distance objects appear further to the right while nearby objects appear closer
than they are.
He misjudged the height of the pavement. Climbing stairs he missed the rung and stumbled; reaching out for
support his hand grasped thin air for the banisters were further away than he expected them to be.
The frustration and anger of a vigorous young man of twenty-three, suddenly finding himself fumbling and
tripping like the victim of an illusionist, can be imagined. Two photographs taken within four months of one
another attest to the other cruel change. One is a snapshot from 1944, an open dynamic expression, square jawed,
bright-eyed and smiling, probably at his girl-friend behind the camera; an energetic young man riding the crest of
the wave. The other is in his identity card, dated April 1945; a defiant scowl, the left side of the face as though
imploded by the violent blast, only one seeing eye the other dull glass; but worst of all, a look of
uncomprehending sullen anger set in the smouldering despair of a living being more drawn to death—a young
man destroyed and embittered.
Half of his face was in ruins and with it his inner self. His hopes, beliefs, everything he had fought for; the
ideals through which he succeeded in focusing his life to make it lucid and meaningful were shattered. He must
learn to look at this half-face and recognize it as his own, to overcome his repugnance and walk out in the street,
to encounter his friends in the light of day, to “face” people.
Reluctantly he returned to the Polytechnic to complete his course. An official document testifies that in the
academic year of 1946 he was registered in the fifth class and that he passed his final examinations in the summer
of 1946. A list of the marks he obtained already hints at his future involvement with electronics and computers,
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activities he could not even conceive of at the time.
Elements of Architecture 7.5
Building Construction 5.5
Experimental Physics 8
Geology. Mineralogy. Petrology 8
Mathematics 7
Descriptive and Projective Geometry 5.75
Electrical Engineering 10
Resistance of Materials 7

Despite the fact that many of his friends and comrades suddenly disappeared into camps, were arrested and
assassinated, Xenakis did not leave the Resistance and continued to concern himself with student affairs. He
attended a Right-wing rally in the Athens stadium held to commemorate the return of the Dodecannese Islands to
Greece following their capture from Turkey by the Italians. This gathering was subverted by the Left into a
demonstration for the end of British rule in Cyprus and its union with Greece. Xenakis was once more arrested
and put in jail.
In March 1946 elections were held but the White Terror had made it impossible for the Left-wing groups to
campaign, Liberals, Democrats, as well as Socialists and Communists, abstained in mass, leaving the way open
for an ultra-right-wing government and civil war, The legendary guerrilla fighter, Markos was already gathering
armed forces in the mountains to form the Democratic Army, while the regular Greek army was being reorganized
with British aid in order to combat the guerrilla forces.
During the next year, with the Truman Doctrine and the Marshall Plan, the U.S.A. overtook the British with aid
and weapons, to the extent that operations against Markos were soon being directed by joint American and Greek
command. An efficient way of rounding up the remainder of the Resistance was by conscription; all young men
were duly ordered to enlist.
To Xenakis the Resistance directive on this question was worse than ridiculous, it seemed downright cynical.
He explains:
We were given the choice of either joining up with Markos in the mountains as armed guerrillas, or of going
underground in Athens, or of enlisting in the army to infiltrate it and create cells of subversion. I went to join up
expecting to be discharged because of my wounds but they gave me a clerical post instead. The Commander was an old
Democrat who turned a blind eye to many of us with a Resistance record. He even told me,
“Don’t be afraid. I will protect you.”

Meanwhile large numbers of recruits were being interned in the concentration camps on the islands, including
the notorious Makronyssos, later used by the Junta. Xenakis continues:
In the camp I saw students whom I recognized as Fascists and they were dressed as officers. Of course they knew
me too and questioned me, for they were in the Second Bureau (Intelligence). Some of my friends were immediately
sent to camps and I was told to sign a paper abrogating my political beliefs. Recantation or the concentration camp.
I refused to sign. Immediately I asked the Commander for leave so that I might seek my father’s advice. He granted
it and I left the camp as fast as I could. I never set foot in it again.
In Athens I went underground. My father was able to pay people to keep me hidden but they were always trying to
blackmail him for more money. He was already borrowing at fifty percent interest to support us.

Xenakis had several narrow escapes when he was betrayed and almost caught. He fled from house to house but
succeeded in remaining hidden, enduring the hottest part of the summer within closed doors. Meanwhile his father
was trying to smuggle him out of Greece for even free citizens were not permitted to leave. However, since
Dodecannese Greeks were allowed to travel to Italy, he managed to have a passport forged for his son and to
arrange a passage.
*
Early in September 1947 Iannis Xenakis stood on the deck of a small cargo ship in Piraeus harbor looking out
for the last time at the country which effectively ostracized him for the next twenty-seven years. On the shore the
dignified, erect figure of his father, little black moustache etched over his lips, stood alone; his father who had
repeatedly pleaded with him to stay out of the Resistance, who had come to find him at the barricades in the midst
of the fight begging him to come home; Clearchos, a man whose indomitable courage and resourcefulness would
save his son, was soon to be imprisoned by the authorities looking for Iannis, an army deserter under sentence of
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death.
Xenakis turned and went quickly below deck to be stowed away in the hold until the ship docked a week later
in Italy.
With a coat from a charity organization and the little cardboard suitcase of the refugee he made his way to
Rome in the hope of obtaining a French visa. The French Consul looked first at his passport and then at him,
incredulous:
“Of course we both know that this is a forgery but do you know just what a bad forgery it is?” The fellow who made
it had not managed to emboss the photograph onto the paper in relief—it was probably too difficult for him. The thing
was doubly useless.

The Consul told him to apply for new papers at the Greek Embassy but Xenakis was not naïve enough to jump
out of the frying-pan into the fire and risk deportation back to Greece. Instead he contacted the Communist Party
and after a month went to Turin. Here it became clear that the only way he could enter France was illegally.
Arrangements were made for him to be escorted by a member of the party, who happened to be a policeman, on
the train passing through Ventimiglia. Once on French soil, he took a train the same night to Paris.
Chance chooses historic dates to coincide with the important events of Xenakis’ life and on this occasion he
arrived in Paris on Armistice Day, 11 November 1947, in a city completely paralyzed by a general strike. Not
even a taxi could be found to take him to the hotel where contacts were awaiting him. Instead he walked the
distance, looking over his shoulder, changing pavements and dodging shadows out of sheer habit.
Ever since he had become disillusioned with Greece he began pinning his hopes on Paris, but in reality the city
presented a gloomy picture.
The Communists were demanding better conditions for workers, there was fighting in the country, essential
services were all on strike and some feared the outbreak of civil war. Xenakis recalls:
There was no food, terrible poverty and unemployment. I was disappointed and frightened. All I saw was dust and
ruins. I wanted to go on to the U.S. where my brother was studying philosophy so that I could study physics and music.
But of course I had no papers and no money.

A refugee organization helped to take care of him. The recent events in Greece were unknown in Europe and
France was particularly safe because of the political power of the Communist Party, but Xenakis had to be
constantly reassured that he would not be arrested or deported. Efforts were being made to find him a job for
luckily, despite the panic at home before his departure, someone had the foresight to slip his Diploma of
Engineering into his pocket.
*
The most accurate picture of his state of mind at this time is given by Xenakis in the rough copy of a letter
which he wrote three months after his arrival in Paris, addressed to his headmaster and friend, Noel Paton, now
living in London.
It is especially curious for the awkwardness of language and lapses of style, as though Xenakis could not bring
himself to write in English, a language he once knew very well.
He would soon visit Noel Paton in London, unprepared for the shock of discovering his teacher’s political
activities in Greece, while Noel Paton refused to see his viewpoint. Xenakis explained later:
“I told him, ‘What would you do if London were being bombed and destroyed? Would you stand by and watch
because it was being done by your allies?’ He didn’t want to understand.”
For Noel Paton had not seen the effects of the war in Athens, leaving as the Germans invaded. In fact, about
fifteen years later, Xenakis would learn that his friend had died in mysterious circumstances from which he
surmised that Noel Paton had probably committed suicide. …
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From top to bottom: The Church of St. Lazarus, Larnaka, Larnaka District, Republic of Cyprus; The
Church of St. Charbel, Limassol, Limassol District, Republic of Cyprus; The Chrysopolitissa Church,
Paphos, Paphos District, Republic of Cyprus
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The Bayraktar Mosque, Nicosia, Republic of Cyprus

The Sacred Temple Of Virgin Mary Faneromenis, Nicosia, Republic of Cyprus

The Cathedral of St. Nicholas, Nicosia, Republic of Cyprus
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The Cathedral of St. John the Theologian, Nicosia, Republic of Cyprus: two views
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The Agios Savvas Ethiopian Church, Nicosia, Republic of Cyprus

The Anglican Cathedral of St. Paul, Nicosia, Cyprus
▲
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