CHAPTER XXXX

H IZTOPIA MIAZ T'AIAOYPITZAZ

Mavvng Mapaiag

Xpoévia Tplavtatécoepa,
ME @opTwHEVN TTAGTN

H yaidoupitoa rpdopepe
OTO OTITIiTI TOU aywyIdTn.

Mavta adiopapTupnTa
@oprTia KouBaAouoe

KI aTTO TO BAPOG Ta OXOIVIA
TpiBave, kal Boyyouok.

Kavévag o€ Tn pwtnoe

oTa Bdpn TTOCO AVTEXEL,
MaoTiyio TTICWKATTOUAQ

KI QVTE KOl VTEE VO TPEXE.

Eva deudr dxupo
Kal hia xoueTa KpI18dpl
drdavouve va ouvtnpiBei
10 OOAIO TNG TOUAPL.

Kai doUAeue kal doUAEuE
ME AAIO Kal JE PTTOPEG,

KI GpwaoTN aKOUA KPATAYE
QopTia YE TIG WPEG.

‘QoTrou pia yépa oTAAWOoE
Ta TTOdIA TG OTO XWHA,

Me dévTIa TTOU €EEXOUVE
OTO YEPIKO TNG OTOMQ.

Me péria yudAiva BoAd
avrutropn KoITadel,

MépTel Bapid oTo £60QYOG
Boyydel KI' avaoTevacel.

Kaveig d¢ BpéBnke kKovTa
yla va Tn Bonenoel,

AKOuQa KI 0 apéving TNG
TNV €XEI EYKATOAAEIYEL.

Me révo avaAloyioTnka
TTOOA TOUXEI TTPOCPEPEL,
Kai vipdatnka cav dvBpwrog
yI' QUTA TTOU UTTOQEPEL.

To KOUPAOPEVO TNG KOPWI
TAdyloo€ o€ piav dkpn,

TTpoopévovTag To Bdvaro
UTTOMOVA YEUATN.

«Q Bavare AutTAoOU TNV —
OKEQPTNKA — EAa @TAOE

Map’ Tnv wuyn tng PIacTIKA
TTAp TNV, € TN Auttdoal;»

Kai 161€ auTh {ewlixnoe
€pnNuUN OT’ OKPOYIGAL,
AvalnTwvTag pia wr) —

MOKPIG aTr’ TOuG avOpwITTOUG — GAAN.

“Yopa
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The Story of a Little Donkey

Yannis Gavalas

For 34 years, with her back laden,
the little donkey worked in the house of the donkey-driver.

She never complained — she carried the heaviest loads —
and the loading ropes creaked and screeched with the weight.

Nobody asked her how she manages to carry such heavy things,
driven by the whip and people shouting “Gee up, come on...".

A bundle of hay and a handful of barley
has to suffice to keep her poor body alive.

And she worked and worked, under the sun, in heavy storms,
And even if she was sick she carried her loads, for hours on end.

Until one day she dug her hooves into the ground,
with her teeth sticking out from her ageing jaw.

With dim and glassy eyes, all weak she looked around,
and she fell heavily to the ground, moaning and groaning.

There was nobody nearby to help her.
Even her owner had abandoned her.

With pain | was thinking how much she had given of herself,
and as a human being | was ashamed for all the things she had suffered.

Her tired body she laid in a corner,
waiting patiently for death to come to her.

“Oh death, have pity on her,” | thought. “Come now,
And take her soul quickly. Take her, have you no pity for her?”

And then she died, abandoned on the sea shore,
and she was gone, searching for another life — away from human beings.
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