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Tig avapvnoeig and Tn Agukada TIG KouBaA® oav €IkOVeG péoa pou. Eival eiIkoveg ye-
MATEG PWG KAl OKIA, HOPPEG Kal XpwldaTd. MepdTeg avBpwnoug, AouAoudia, dévTpa,
AOQoOUG kal 8GAacoa. BAENw BAIUPEVA PATIA YUVAIKWOV PE KOPWEG TOMIKEG (POPETIEG,
BAENw éva kageveio yeudaTo avdpeg nou naifouv. Melopal To pUpwWdATo, XElponoin-
TO Wwii TNG AKPIRAC Kal TIG ENIEC NOU TO OUVOJEVUOUY, TO MIKAVTIKO Tupi. AkoUw Ta
yaidoupla, TIG KAaTOIKEG, Ta NPORATA, TO TEPETIONA TwV TUTJKIOV aoTapdTnTa Kai na-
vToU. Eival eikdveg nou peévouv n nou pwTifovTal Jovo yia Aiyo. 'Eneira epgaviovral
oniTia nou €xouv nNAnysi and To gsiouo, Pia kpua vuxTa, n ypld Apoevia kabiopévn
MOV KMNPOOTA OTn QWTIA.

Introduction

I carry my memories of Lefkas inside me as images. They are images full of light
and shade, shapes and colour, full of people, flowers, trees, hills and the sea. I see
the sorrowful eyes of women in smart local dress; I see a café full of men play-
ing backgammon; I taste the aromatic homemade bread of Akrivis and the olives
served with it, the spicy cheese; I hear the donkeys, the goats, the sheep, the
ceaseless trill of the cicadas everywhere. They are images which remain or which
arise only for a short while. Then houses appear which have been damaged by the
earthquake; a cold night and the old lady, Arsenia sat alone in front of the fire.

‘67

'Eva Kopitol and To Mavaaon kpatwvTag £va KapBEA wwuiou /
A girl of Manasi holds proudly a homemade, traditional bread / 1967
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BAEnw Tov €auTd pou KATw anod nelka va apouykpaleral Tov avepo ota kKAadid. BAE-
nw Tov Avepo va Aaunupilel navw ano acnuonpdciva daon, To @apo ota huTepa Bpa-
X1a, TN A€UKr| akTn va BubBileTal oTa yaAddia vepd kal KUUATa va oKAve O OKOMEAOUG.
Kal ouvexwg BAENW Tn Agukn duuo oTo naixvidiopa Tng 6aAacoag, nou anAwveral
yaAalonpdoivn, pakpid otov opifovTa Tou Aaneipou.

I see myself beneath the pine trees listening to the wind in the branches. I see
the wind making the silver-green forest glisten, the lighthouse on the sharp rocks,
the white coastline dropping down into the blue waters and waves breaking on the
reefs. I continuously see the white sand in the play of the sea which extends out,
blue-green, far in the infinite horizon.

72

SoUpouno otn Baaihikn / Dusk at Vasiliki / 1972

‘65

< AkpwTnpi Aeukatag / Cape Lefkatas / 1965
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72

H vnoida Zécouia
Sesoula Islet / 1972
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To povadikd ewc TnG EANGdag nepiypageral &ava kal Eava oe BiBAia. ‘Opwg va To
OUAAGBEI NpaypaTika 6a unopeaoel Jovo Onolog apliepwael Xpdvo Kal Tou avolxTei. Tote
Jnopei va eEehixBei o pia onuavTikn guneipia. To ‘@w¢ Tou NoTOU!, dnNwg To ovoua-
{w, €ival oTnv NpayuarikotnTa KAt noAu 181aitepo! MepioodTEPO HOU apEoel PETA TA
@BIvonwpiva npwToBpoxia. ToTe gival 181aiTepa NAOUCIO OE ANOXPWOEIG, KAUIAa (popa
€VToVO, aAAG Npo navTwv Tpueepd. Mia Balacoa and akTiveg yeuaTteg {eoTaald, eAni-
da, ayann — suyvwpoouvn.

The unique Greek light has been described in books time and time again, but it can
only really be captured by someone who dedicates time and is truly open to it; then
it can evolve into an important experience. The ‘light of the south’ as I call it, is in
all honesty something very special! I like it most of all after the first autumnal rains.
Then it is especially rich in shades, sometimes intense but more often than not,
gentle; a sea of rays full of warmth, hope, love - gratitude.
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To Xelpwva To Pwg gival anpoBAenTo, Ta cUVVEPA Bapld kal palpa. AVTPEG OPYLVOUV
Kal onépvouv, xTifouv kal Euloupyolv. Muvaikeg PUAAV KaToikeg, PHalevouv €NIEG N
aypia xopta. H apuydaAida Byalel kidAag Ta Aeukd kai pol aven Tng.

MéExpl TNV Npoxwpnuévn avol&n Bopelol Aveuol PEPVOUV PPECKO, kaBapd aépa. BoTa-
va, xopta, 8apvol aveifouv og XIANIAdEG HOPPEG KAl XPWHATA, OPXIOEEG KPUUUEVEG OTO
XopTapl. ‘'OTav EguuTilel To KOKKIVO TNG nanapouvag kal {eoToi VOTIOI AVEUOI (PEPVOUV
€vav yaAaktwdn aépa, To Kalokaipl gival kovtd. Zuvtopa n ZEotn yiveral duoPBacTta-
XTN, Ta Npdowna autwv nou douAglouv kaAunTovTal Pe 1Id9pwTa. Zwa kal avepwrnol
avanauvovTal aTn oKId, wonou To Bpadu Eunva véa {wr), NoAUXpwun Kal noAupoun...

In the winter the light is unpredictable, the clouds are heavy and black. Men plough
and seed, build and do woodwork; women take care of the goats, collect olives and
wild greens and the almond trees are covered in white and pink blossom.

Until well into spring the north winds bring fresh, clean air. Herbs, greens and bushes
bloom in thousands of shapes and colours and orchids hide amongst the green. When
the red of the poppies breaks out and the warm south winds bring a milky wind sum-
mer is near. Soon the heat becomes unbearable, the faces of labourers glisten with
sweat. Animals and people rest in the shade until the evening awakens a new life,
colourful and buzzing...

‘68

Xelpwvag ota XopTtata / Winter at Chortata / 1968

‘68

endpevn oelida / next spread: duTelovTag dévrpa otn O€on
«Xwvi» oro ABavi / Planting forest trees in “Choni” at Athani 1968
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