EUROPEAN UNION
PRIZE FOR LITERATURE

Kostas Hatziantoniou - Gree
Agrigento (2009)

Publishing House Livani Publishing Organization

© Kostas Hatziantoniou

Biography

Kostas Hatziantoniou was born in 1965 in Rhodes, where he also grew up. He studied political
sciences and public administration at the Law School (University of Athens), and made his first
appearance in literature in 1990, as a publisher of the literary magazine Remvie. Since then, he
has collaborated with all of Greece’s notable literary magazines, as well as with encyclopaedic
publications, writing literature, critical essays and historical articles. He has received awards
from the Greek PEN Club, the Company of Christian Letters, and the P. Foteas prize for essays. In
2009, he was selected as a committee member of the National Literature Awards. His narrative
works during the last decade include the The Book of Black Bile (Parousia Publications, 2001) and
the novel Agrigento (Ideogramma Publications, 2009).

Synopsis

Agrigento looks at what happens when a group of people, for whom ordinary life is not enough,
meet in modern-day Agrigento, a town in southern Sicily with a long history, as well as one
which reflects modern Sicilian culture.

These people include an odd elderly doctor, Pausanias Anchite (who immerses himself in the
story of ancient Akragas, guided by the great philosopher of the city, Empedocles); his daughter
Isabella, a painter who seeks redemption, not through art, but in an unforeseeable personal
fate; an outlaw called Gaetano, who hides there while pondering over his life, shooting down
popular myths concerning organized crime; a Greek man called Linos, who chooses to flee and
to return to his first love in order to save himself from boredom and from his homeland’s col-
lapse; and an unfrocked Catholic priest, who together with his brother, remembers people and
events of another, unknown Sicily.

The story initially follows the parallel lives of the characters and gradually escalates on multiple
levels. Agrigento is a book that is a hymn to Sicily beyond stereotypes and preconceptions, but
also a hymn to the real life we miss out on, when we surrender ourselves to obsessions. It is a clas-
sical, realistic novel, with a solid architecture and a magical atmosphere, which attracts and cap-
tures the reader in search of literature of a high standard. A book that entertains, cultivates, gets
one thinking and defends the hope for a true life via the vivid landscape of European intellect.
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2ty nopta @dvnke n Oeia Avyovota. Hrav n peydn Oeia
TNG OLKOYEVELAG, 1] HEYAAN adedgn Tng Mmidvka. Epxotave
ano 1o Kopo, matpida tov avrpa tng. Amlwpévn and ta
Xpovia aAld peyalompenng, unnke yoxpn, eilnoe tnv Ioa-
BEANQ KAl TOVG OTEVOTEPOVG OVYYEVELG, e AVOTNPT| LEPAPXLKT)
O€Lpd, Kal HETA, AoV XAPLOE £va VEDUA OTOVG LTTOAOLTOVG,
kabioe amopepa. Mihovoe ehdylota, mavta pe PePatdtnteg
Kat pe Aé€elg evivnwotakés, oxedov apxaikés. Tnv dkovyav
pe ameploptotn evhdPeta. Ilapd ta omovdaia Tng mMvevpa-
TIK& TpoooVTa, e§nyoboe o pia mapéa P pKpaviytd e,
eixe meploplotel otn fwr g va otnpifel pe agooiwon tnv
Kaptépa tov ov{hyov TngG, yepovolaoTn kat pakapitn edw
kat xpovia. H Beia Avyovota avayvaopile Tov Yyuxtko TAodTto
¢ loaférlag allda katékpve Tnv éAAenyn gveliiag kat
HOVIUN TIEPLPPOVNOT TTPOG Ta TTpooxnpata. Me 1o Ko@TepO
™G PAéppa ovoxétioe To MEVOOG SlakpLTiKE e TNV Tapov-
oia Tov Aivov kat pwtnoe pav aviygtd tng. Exeivn dev nepe
kat pwvae 1o Sov Tlov(énme mov tng e&nynoe. Aunxavn yia
wpa, av o pirog g loaBérAag aviike otV TpWTN Katnyopia
QUOLKNG OLKELOTNTAG, ATTOPACLOE VA TEPLUEVEL TO TENOG TNG
e£0d1ag akolovBiag yla va Tov e€etdoet Kat va ano@acioet.

ITio ekei otekotav o Beiog Maovpitolo, mpwtog e§adel-
@og NG untépag tng loaPéldag. Aydpeve 0" évav mpdyetpo
KOKAO yla Tov Tavkpédo tng QTPil, Tov mpondtopa twv Nop-
pavéwv nyepovov tng Zikehiag. YnAog pe mapdotnua wpaio,
BAéppa yahalio kat gwTevO pa Aiyo amoyontevpévo — kit Oxt
amod mévhog Adyw Tng mepioTaong. 1o AenTO Kal 0TOXAOTIKO
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TOV TPOOWTO urmopovoeg va Bavpaocelg Tnv Wavikr obvlheon
av8plopov kat evyévelag. Tomog atoBavtikng apxovtikng (wng
Tov €Aeye TwG ot NOIKEG VITIOYPeWOELG HOVO wG EEapaTn evat-
oOnoiag €xovuv yU avtov vonua. Exkevtpicog kat aprapg,
XWpPIG Kakieg ylo kavéva pa Kat Xwpig kahoohveg. AvTtn fTav
egalov n kevtpkr) d€a TG {wng Tov: OvTe KAAd oVTE KAKO.
«MoOvo €tow vmooThptle «UmOpelG va eloatl yvijoLa avekTL-
KOG kat avotytokapdogr». To Beio Maovpitolo TeAevtaia Tov
OVYKIVODOAV yuvaikeg OAO Kol TLO KOLVEG, £pya TEXVNG ONO Kal
IO XOVTPOKOUUEVA. «Axaopog mapa&evos» oxoliaoe o Pov-
t(épo. «<KaBolov» andvinoe o dov T{ovlénme, apiAntog ya
TOAAT Wpat. «ZNHAdt ynpaTtelwy evog YViolov aploToKpAaTn».

Kabwg mepipgevay va ektvijoovy yla to vao, eiyave maoet
KOVBEVTA Yla Ta épya avaoTAAWONG 0TV KOAASa TV Vawy.
O dov Tlovlénmne Buundnke Tov apyatoroyo Iliétpo Tkpigo
mov ota dVokola Xpodvia TNG LOTEPLAG TNG TPOOSOV, LE YEV-
valotnTa avtiotabnke otn Plopnxavikn enékTaocn mpog Tnv
apyata oA, ota oxédia yia epyootacto tng Fiat. IToANoi Tov
Katnyopovoav 1oTe OTL eunodile T QuOKY avdntvén Tov
Aykpurtiévrto mpog ) Balacoa kat xapaktiplav... katapa
KAl TPOOKOUHA yta TNV avantuén kat ToV TAOVTIOHO TIG...
TETPEG TWV SWPIKDV VAWY.

«O T'kpigo ¢0woe TNV KotAdda TwV vawv Kat 6Tov TOAeNO,
OTIG ETUXELPNOELG HETA TNV amoPfaon To 1943» mapatnpnoe
£VaG AMOOTPATOG CLVTAYHATAPXNG e Pappévo pardimov OAot
ToV Ipoo@wvovoav “oTpatnyé” ylati €tol SAwve mavTov.

«Aéve oL EOTVIoL Twg 0 TOTOG pag eivat doxnuog. Epéva
I apéoel. Miow Ta ypa@ikd Lépn» meTaxTnke £vag eadel-
@og tov ITavoavia. O Povtlépo ovvaiveoe ki o Sov Tlov(énme
npocbeoe anevBuvopevog oto Aivo pe eykapdoTnTa:

«Ooa gpyootaota ki av otndovv edw, de Ba allowoovv To
XPOHA TOL XWHATOG, TO XPWHA TNG OIKEAIKNG YuxnG. Avtoi ot
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KdTowkow, eime ki €dei&e pa mapéa vromwy mov eixav épbet otV
QAT YLaL VoL TUAO0VV TO VeKpO, «Ba eivat tévta ot iStot. Mnv kottég
Ta yotOikd kat Ta voppavOkd, Ta apafikd 1 Ta KATAAAVIKA Xapa-
KTNPoTKd. Maokeg, oha. Ot avBpwmot divouv xapakTripa aTovg
puBpovg. Iavta avtoi Sivovv pubuo, ot kabe 1oTopIKN TIEPIOTAOT).

Kdmotot petakvobvtav Stakpitikd oe avalitnon ote-
votepov yvwotov. H Oela Onpeoia, n ayamnuévn «pikpn»
Oeia, y1BVpLle TIg TEAeVTAiEG 0ONYiEG OTNV AVVOUVTOLATA TTOV
gkhatye aotapatnta. Ztnv aAAn yovia n IoaBélla, pe v
mo otkeia tng e§adélgn, T Bepovika kat tn Xplotiva -mov
NTAV ETOLHN VO PWTHOEL TOV YEVTOOTPATNYO LLE TTOLOV TPOTIO
Oa umopovoe va emokepOei Tov I'kaetdvo- €kave vonua oto
Aivo va mAnotdoet yla va tov ovotioetl. «Omolog épxetat amo
TO00 HaKPLd, TETOLEG OTIYHEG, Oev eival Tuxaiog» eime n Oeia
Onpeoia mov eide tn oknvn. ITAaL n Beia Avyovota yapoyé-
Aaoe pe dvomiotia. «Timota dev metvyaivovpe ot {wr) xwpig
KATmolo pioko» eime awviypatika otny adehen tne. Io ket o
Oeiog Mmepvapvto, pe pwvn omnAat@dn alld evyevikn, agn-
yobvTav totopieg am’ ta Xpovia Tov morépov. Ma kpivovtag
WG ATOVEG TIG EVTVTIWOELG TOV AOYOV TOV, £€Tlaoe va Aéel doa
Ovpotav and Tig Siynoelg Tov TATTOL TOV Yla pia EMOKEYT
Tov MovooAivt To 1924 oto Aykptt(évTo, yia TNV Kfpvén Tov
AUEIAKTOV TOAEHOV EVAVTIA OTIG CUHHOPIEG TOV OpYaAVWHE-
VoL eYKANHATOG. «“Ma £XovVv Kal ol CVHUOPITEG Sikaiwpa 0T
Cwn” eixe ToAunoet va avtidpdoel ekeivn T pépa KATOLOG.
Aev Tov Eavaeidav» gine yapunAwvovtag pe XV T Q.

«Htav o Toto o payepévog, paptupag oTig dikeg Tov 1932»
napevéPn o Poutlépo ki OAoL €0KLYAV VA PWTNHOOVY TOLOG
HTav ylati Ta xpovia mov €Aetne tov eixav moAd allaket.

«AAnBela; Mov @aivetal anioTeLTO» €IME O YEVTOOTPATH-
YOG ov eixe Stakdyel T xapunAo@wvn ov{nTnor tov pe évav
TpWnV SNHapX0 Yla Vo akoVOoEL TNV loTopia Tov MmepvapvTo.
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«O mapaloyopog Sev xpetdletal va eivatr alnbogavig.
Eivat aAnBivog. Kt avtd @taver anokpifnke o Povtlépo.

Ot k06peg Tov Beiov MmepvapVTo TPWTN POPA AKOVYAVE [
TPOOOXN Kal Xwpig va kopoidevovv TIg LoTopieg TOV TaTépa
TOVG KL QUTO TOV €VXAPLOTOVOE TOCO TOL OV OTAUATOVOE.
«OL \emTopépeleg épxovTal HETA amd xpoviar Eavamnpe To
AOyo kat dpxloe va kateBalet oepég Eexaopéva yeyovoTta,
OLKOYEVELAKEG ATIOX PWOELG ATIO TNV ETTOXT) IOV TTAVTPEVTNKE O
[Mavoaviag Tnv Mmavka. H yvvaika tov, n Oeia Onpeoia mov
HOVO HECO Yla va avTIAapPdavetal TOV KOOUO €iXe TNV Elpw-
veia -avtidpaon otny avodo twv axpeiwv onwg e&nynoe pia
KOl HOVT] QOpa HETA ATIO VAV OUNPLKO KAVYA e TOV TTAVTA
KatadexTikd Avtpa TnG- épotale va amopel ya T oTdon
mov énmpemne va kpatroet. “H atpoéogatpa avtod tov omition
npémet va eivat attia” vébeoe.

10 Aivo, vd dAAeg oLVONKEG, pia TETOLL CLYKEVTPWOT)-
yloptn Bavdrtov, Ba Tov mpokalodoe mAREN kat apnxavia. Twpa
Opwg éviwbe QuoKOTATA KAl ag OVYKEVTpwVE kabe TG00 OAat
Ta patia tévew tov. «Eiote o ovluyog tng IoaBéAlag» pwtnoe
Kamnolog Bapnkoog ovyyevrg tov ITavoavia mov kdTt dkovoe pa
Sev eixe katalaPet. H epwtnon fitav Eagvikn, dev mporaPe kav
va oTpiyet alAov To PAEHUA YL VO TNV ATOPVYEL T} Yia VAl KAVEL
ToV a@npnuévo. XapoyéAlaoe 600 TO EVYEVIKA HTOPOVOE KAl
yoptoe va det Tnv IoaBérda. Ta pdtia tng éapmay piav dAAn
Aapym, aAdwTikn. O TOvog Kat o pvOuog tr¢ evatodnoiag tng
e\eyav mwg “eivat kpipa mov 8e yvwploe Aiyo mepLOoOTEPO TOV
natépa’ pa evBug TNV mapnyopovoe mwg Sev NTAV TVXAIO TTOV
TOV yvwploe wa pépa akplpwg mpv euyetl. Tpopa&e. Ot taoelg
avtég and 1o Pabog Tng ovveidnong Tne, Tdoelg mov dev eixav
wg Twpa ekdnAwOei, anetlodoav va TNV TapacvpPovy -0 TE KL 1|
it Hepe mpog ta mov- dTav ) Beia Onpeoia Tnv TAnoiace va
NG TEL TTWG HTAV WpaA va EEKLVIIOOLV yia TO Vao. ..
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... [Ipoxwpoboe apidntn, avékppaotn, pe oTabepd
Badiopa kat pdtia va tpéxovv dtapkwg. ITio miow o Aivog ava-
AoylloTav Twg o pia ekQopa eixe anmogacioel va €pbet edw
Kal e fo ekQopd Twpa kATt éviwbe va teletwvel. 'H primwg
apxLCe; AVTEG OL TTEPLPOPEG CWUATWY, HOLALOVV (e TTEPLPOPA
emOVILOY Kal AKVPDOOEWY, e TOUTH KEVOV TTOL TTOTE dev Ba
yepioovv. Aé€elg, atoBnpata kat okéyelg Eémieav o avutd Ta
KEVA OTav akoDOTNKE 0TNY €l0080 TOL VAoV TO TPWTO AVTI-
ewvo: “Requiem aeternam dona eis Domine et lux perpetua
luceat eis” - Avanavon atwvia dwpnoov avtoig Kopie kat gwg
AVEOTIEPO aG AAHWEL ETT AVTOIG €1G TOV AL va...”.

[TAR00g eixe mpooéADet, @ilot, makioi aoBeveig pa kat
amAol yvwoTtoi. And oefacud -aklot mpog Tov idto kat dAAot
yta Tnv owkoyévela Tipokpét. TIoANoOG TOoVG é@epe 1) TepLép-
yewa. Eixav €pbet xat kdmotol emionyot, Oxt and avtodg mov
eKAéyovTal pa kamowag GAANG Taéng, HvoTikng. Ymnpxav
ekeivol -Aiyot eivat n ainfeta- mov 600 Kal va AVTOVTOL-
oav, ue TN xapd mwg avtoi {ovoav akodun, cvvoplovoav
He KATOlAV KPLUpEVN evbupia, e avakoD@LOT TOV KATOLOG
¢0LVe TO OTATIOTIKO TIAPWV AT TN YEVLA TOVG 0TO 0KOTASL. Ot
1o oAoi, Aeg kat Tovg {ntodoe o vekpog mapnyoptd, uhov-
oav yla T HatatoTnTa pa ovTe avtol eixav kaptd didbeon va
Eexdoovv moco Spooepn kat evxaptoTn eivatr mavta n {wn.
Tehwkd, paAdov mo atotodoot Ba épevyav Ohot am’ avtn TNV
ekpopd. Movo o dov TCov{énme mapadouévog otig Sikég Tov
OKEYELG, AVATPIXLAOE KATIOLA OTLYUT OTAV VOLOE TIwg eide Tov
[Tavoavia 0TV akpn TOL vaov, va rapakohovdel Tnv expopd
TOV amod pia KOyXn, XAHOYEADVTAG UE TIG EVXEG. ..

... Otav kwvnioave ya va mapad®oovy To OWHA TOV 0TN
YN, Aaumepég oTAyOVEG eixav apxioel va mMEQTOLY amd TO
poAvfBévio Pdbog Tov ovpavov. Ta cvvvepookiaopata yivo-
VTV 0A0éva Kat TUKVOTEPA AAAA OL OTAYOVEG EMEPTAY TTAVTA
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apata kt evBVPoAla. OVTe kAapakt dev kovvidTav. Zta dévTpa
KpEpovTay oxfuata mapd&eva, pakn pag akivntng opixAng.
«Omwg to 10ele, OMWG To BeXe» YIBVPLCe o dov TlovlénTe.
ENaxtotog, pakptvog epxotav o 86pvfog tng moAng. Ztn okn-
voypagia Tng BoAng nuépag OAa @aivovtav mPooeKTIKA, OAV
va ektehovoav polovg, atxpalwta Bappeic pag amoAvtng
8¢ag aflompénetag otnyv onoia ta mavTa kKAnote Ba TdTOLV,
TPV 1} €0Tw peTd To Bdvato mov emPalAet Tn yevikr Kat vo-
xpewTikn aflonpémnela TG owmnng. «Eivat kalo va avapévet
KATOL0G 0TN Ol TN cwTnpia» enavélaPe o Sov Tlov(énme
TO avayvwoua Twv Opnvwv...

... Ekeivo to anoPfpado otnv kothdda twv vawv Bacileve
Hia AQpaoTn YaAnvn. ZHpata SLakpLTikd Ha eTiHOVA oLy a-
Awtlav ta patia 6cwv étvxe va Ppebolv exel KL avapwTi-
ovtovoav Tt va ovpPaivet. Mia emoxn teAelwvel oploTiKa,
TANOLaCel xelpwvag, eimav kamotot. Ki opwg. Aiyo mo ynAd,
KATw arm’ Ttov ioklo Tov Aykptt{évto, Ta ayvyxa mpaypata
oto onitt mov 0 dpxile otyd- oyd v adetalet, Tav oiyovpa
nwg timota 0gv TeAetwvel. Otav o Aivog mAnoiace va amo-
xatpetioet TNV IoaéAa, to éviwoav ki ot Svo Twg 1 emMoxN
7oV £pXOTAY, Ba amalTovoEe VTOHOVT] KAl ATTOPACLOTIKOTNTA.
YTopovr) arm’ avToV KAl amo@actoTIKOTNTA and ekeivr. Aegv
Ba ntav evkolo. I'ati NTav akptPwg oL apeTég mov pEXPL TWPQA
TOVG EAELTTON.

Tov mriye péxpt Tnv avidomopta. Yuxpod 1o ayépt kévraye
10 8éppa, ékave Ta puAAwpata va ptyovv. To @eyyapt, otny
apxn TG xaong, mpofale avapeoa oTa CVVVEQA Kal QWO TIOE
EPWTLKA TIG apyaieg Swpilkég koAOveG. ITeplTTég peTapéeteg
avaykaieg ekpvotnpedoetg dev xdpafav ta dpta Twv atoOnpd-
Twv TovG. Agv Xpetalovtav. Kabwg pihovoav, n IoaféAla tov
EKAVE VONUA VA CWTIAOEL Yl V' a@ovykpaoTel pia pedwdia
Tov epxoTaAV and tnv kothdda. Hrav n povoikn ekeivny mov

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 7



Agrigento

dkovye 0 Tatépag TNG. «AKOUG;» TOV pWOTNOE OPLYYOVTAG TOV
10 Xépt. Kt avtog pmopei va punv akovye akoun timote aAld
YiBvpLoe «vaw. Tati tpwtn opd ot (wr) Tov HTAV £TOLHOG,
Suvatdg kat £Topog kat yla ta o dvokoha. Ta Shokola mov
navta avpto apyifovv...
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Translated from the Greek by Irene Noel

Zia Augusta had appeared at the door. She was the elderly
aunt of the family, and Bianca’s older sister. She had trav-
elled to Sicily from Como, which had been her husband’s city.
Bowed with age, but still splendid, she kissed Isabella and all
her close relatives coldly, with a strict regard to precedence,
and then, after gracing everyone else with a nod, she sat
apart. She was terse and dogmatic, and her use of words was
striking, half archaic. They all revered her without question.
Despite her formidable intellect — as one of her great nieces
explained to a clutch of people - she had devoted her life to
supporting her husband’s career. He was a senator, now long
dead. Zia Augusta could see that Isabella possessed greatness
of soul; and yet she found fault with her lack of flexibility, and
her fixed contempt for appearances. She was sharp enough to
notice a connection between Isabella’s bereavement and the
presence of Linos, and she asked a niece about him. The niece
didn’t know, so she called Don Giuseppe who explained. After
spending some time puzzling over whether Isabella’s friend
fell into the closest category of intimacy, she decided to wait
until after the funeral to quiz him and make up her mind.

In another part of the room, Zio Maurizio, a first cousin
of Isabella’s mother, was talking to a gathering of friends and
relatives about Tancred of Hauteville, the Norman ancestor of
the kings of Sicily. Tall, handsome, he had eyes that were blue
and bright, but a little disenchanted - and not through grief
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at the occasion. His fine, thoughtful face was admirable for
its ideal combination of manliness and civility. His was a type
of aesthetic, noble life which looked upon moral duty purely
as a refinement of the sensibility. Eccentric and inoffensive,
he never had a bad word for anyone, but was not particularly
kind either. That was, in any case, his guiding principle in
life: neither good nor bad. “It is the only way” he would argue,
“to be truly tolerant and open hearted”. Recently Uncle Mau-
rizio had found himself attracted more and more by women
who were coarse, and works of art lacking in taste. “A strange
contradiction” commented Ruggiero. “Not at all” answered
Don Giuseppe, who had been silent for a while. “It’s a sign of
old age in a real aristocrat”.

While they were waiting to go to church, a conversation
began about restoration work on the Greek ruins of ancient
Akragas, in the Valle dei Templi, near the house. Don Giuseppe
remembered that it was the archaeologist, Pietro Griffo, who
had bravely resisted modern Agrigento’s industrial expan-
sion towards the ancient city. During those difficult years of
frenzied development, when there had been plans for a Fiat
factory, people had criticized him for preventing the natural
spread of Agrigento towards the sea, saying that the ruins of
the Doric temples were nothing but a curse, an obstacle to the
city’s development and prosperity.

“It was Griffo who saved the temples earlier, when there had
been military operations there during the war, after the land-
ings in 1943”, observed a retired colonel with dyed hair, whom
they all called the “general”, for so he generally styled himself.

“Sophisticated people say that our region is ugly. But I like
it. I detest picturesque places” threw in a cousin of Pausanias.
Ruggiero agreed, and then Don Giuseppe turned to Linos,
and addressed him, cordially:
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“However many factories they build here, they cannot
alter the colour of the earth, the true colour of the Sicilian
soul. These people, who live here”, he said, and indicated a
group of locals who had come to the front of the house to pay
their respects to the deceased, “they will always be the same.
Whether Gothic or Norman, Arabic or Catalonian it doesn’t
matter. Masks, all of them. It is people who bring order and
rhythm, whatever the historical circumstance. They are the
ones who give style its substance”.

A few of them began to move discreetly away in search
of the closer relatives. Zia Teresa, the much loved “younger”
aunt, whispered final instructions to Annunciata, who had not
stopped crying. In the opposite corner, Isabella and Veronica,
her closest cousin, and her friend Christina — who was about
to ask the bogus general how she could get to see Gaetano —
motioned to Linos to come over and be introduced. “It can’t be
accidental that he comes from so far away at a time like this”
said Zia Teresa, who was watching the scene. Next to her, Zia
Augusta smiled and disagreed. “Nothing can be achieved in
life without taking risks” she said to her sister enigmatically.
A little way off, Zio Bernardo, in a booming, affable voice, was
talking about his time during the war. When he saw that inter-
est in the conversation was flagging a little he drew on what he
could remember of the stories his grandfather had told him,
about Mussolini’s visit to Agrigento in 1924, when he had
declared a merciless war on organized crime. Someone then in
the crowd had dared to speak out and object “But surely even
gangsters have a right to life!” Bernardo lowered his voice to a
dramatic whisper, “That man was never seen again”.

“That was the Toto the idiot” said Ruggiero. He was a
witness in the trials of 1932”, and everyone bent closer to ask
who Ruggiero was, he had been so altered by his time away.
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“Really? That seems unlikely” said the phoney general,
who had broken off a hushed conversation with a former
mayor in order to listen to Bernardo’s story.

“Absurdity does not have to be likely, in order to be real. It
is real. That’s all it takes” returned Ruggiero.

Uncle Bernardo’s daughters were listening attentively to
their father’s stories for the first time without making fun of
him, and this pleased him so much that he wouldn’t stop. “It is
the details which come back to me so suddenly after all these
years”, he said, and began again, recalling forgotten events
and shades of family memories from the time when Pausanias
had married Bianca. Aunt Teresa, Bernardo’s wife, who could
only relate to people through irony - her sole defence against
the rising filth around her, as she once explained, and only
once, after an epic argument with her ever tolerant husband -
seemed unsure now what attitude to adopt. “Perhaps it is the
atmosphere in this house that is to blame” she ventured.

In any other circumstance Linos would have found it
irksome and embarrassing to be at a gathering like this - a
funeral party. But here he felt at ease, even if every now and
then he sensed that they were all looking at him. “You are
Isabella’s husband?” asked a relative of Pausanias, who was
hard of hearing and had picked up something without fully
understanding what was said. The question came so suddenly
that Linos didn’t have a chance to look away and avoid it, or
appear distracted. He smiled as politely as he could manage
and then turned around to look at Isabella. Her eyes were
shining, unusually bright, and different. He saw that the pitch
and rhythm of her tender sensitivity said, “It’s such a pity that
he didn’t come to know Father a little better” and then again,
he saw her consoled by the thought that it wasn’t an accident,
his meeting her father on the very day before he died. Isabella
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shuddered. There were forces tugging at her from the depths
of her consciousness, forces which had never revealed them-
selves before, and they were threatening to carry her away -
she had no idea herself where they were taking her - when
Aunt Teresa approached to tell her that it was time for them
to leave for church...

...She walked on in silence, her face expressionless, her
footsteps rhythmical, tears flowing down her cheeks. Behind
her, Linos was considering the fact that he had started out from
Greece because of a funeral, and now, at another funeral, he
had the feeling that something was ending. Or was it begin-
ning? A procession bearing bodies, like a ritual, wheeling
out and setting aside of wishes; a procession of empty spaces
never to be filled. Words, feelings, thoughts floated in these
spaces, and from the open doors of the church they heard the
first responses: “Requiem aeternam dona eis Domine et lux
perpetua luceat eis” — Eternal rest, grant them O Lord, and
light perpetual shine upon them.

Quite a crowd had gathered, of friends, former patients and
people who had known the dead man; to pay their respects -
some to him, others to the Timocrei family. Many of them
were just curious. Some officials were present, though not
of the elected variety, but from another, secret, order. There
were those — and it is true they weren’t many - who however
sad they were at his passing, could not help feeling pleased to
be alive themselves, or so their conversations seemed to say,
which transmitted a hidden gaiety, because they felt relieved
that, of all their generation, it had been someone else’s lot to
meet with darkness, and not theirs. Many of them spoke about
the vanity of things, as if the dead man was looking to them
for consolation, but really they were in no mood to forget how
fresh and enchanting it was to be alive. On the whole, they
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probably all felt more optimistic when the ceremony came to
an end than when they had started out. Don Giuseppe alone,
far away in his own thoughts, shuddered when he thought he
saw the dead man, Pausanias, standing at the far end of the
church, watching the ceremony from a niche in the wall, and
smiling at the well-wishers...

... As they all moved forward to bury the body in the
ground, gleaming drops began to fall from the depths of a
leaden sky. The dimness thickened as the clouds massed, and
separate raindrops began to fall, heavy and accurate. No leaf
stirred. In the trees hung strange shapes, shreds of motion-
less fog. “It’s just as he would have wished, as he would have
wished” murmured Don Giuseppe. Scarcely perceptible and
from a long way off they could hear the throb of the city. It
was a turbid scene, and yet everything seemed to have been
picked out deliberately that day, as if fulfilling a role, hostages
to an ideal of complete decorum which must be achieved even-
tually, whether before, or after, death, with its insistence on
the total, binding dignity of silence. “It is right to wait, with
silence, for salvation” said Don Giuseppe to himself, echoing
the reading from the Lamentations...

...That evening, in the Valle dei Tempi, a mute stillness
reigned. There were signs, discreet and yet insistent, which
caught their attention while they stood there, wondering at it
all. A season was over for good, winter nearly here, some said.
And yet. A little higher up, under the shadow of Agrigento, the
inanimate, soulless objects knew, as the house gradually emptied
around them, that nothing is ever over. When Linos came up to
say goodbye to Isabella, they both felt that the new season, now
on its way, would need patience and resolution. Patience from
him, and resolution from her. It wasn’t going to be easy, since
those were precisely the qualities that they had so far lacked.
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She walked with him as far as the garden gate. A chill
breeze pricked at their skin, and made the foliage shiver. The
moon, just beginning to wane, came out from behind the
clouds, and threw its light, amorously, over the ancient Doric
columns that stood in the valley below the house. There were
no superfluous regrets or vital revelations, to set down limits
as to how they were feeling. There was no need. As they were
talking, Isabella signalled to him to be quiet, so that he could
catch the melody coming from the valley. It was the music her
father had heard. “Can you hear it?” she asked him, squeez-
ing his hand. And although he might not have heard it yet, he
whispered “yes”. Because for the first time in his life he was
ready, strong and ready enough for the hardest things. The
hardest things, which always start tomorrow...
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