Return to home page

CHAPTER 30

“A Long Zeibekiko for Nikos”

Dionysis Savvopoulos

So, pencil and paper, as despair has dug a hollow pit

Shadows that thrust with flashes from a knife into the narrowest of cells
Up on high, dressed in robes of blood, the moon was glimmering

He has no hopes; he is asking not for freedom, but for justice.

He was born in a mudflat, close to Katerini

Shadows with storm flashes that skid onto the cloth screen of Hades
Nikos was the firstborn child; the next was called Demosthenes

An unspoken bond, an image from childhood, formed in another time.

His old man had been hiding in the mountains after *45

And the villagers, for fear of the authorities, kept away from the son
And he saw them, bent over their work, and inside him arose the rage
Of a man who is squeezed between the crowd and the police.

Till, one day, with no baggage, pushing the hole in his arse,

He rolled down from Macedonia to here, and, then, where will he end up?

He will always be reaching for the star that no police can reach

For people on the run this heaven is illegal

Niko, I’m touching the root of your soul

Niko, in the underworld of language

Two convictions, six years for theft, I saw him when he came out

Now he was now keeping a distance from the crazy woman, not to save himself
But more to save her, if you understand me, like, for instance, she wanted marriage
And then they said “come to us, so as to snitch”, and he didn’t accept, not even for a
moment!

And from the depths of their dungeons, and in his rage, he fled to the backcountry
But wherever he went the word went ahead of him, and in Saloniki they copped him
He managed to get away, and came back to Athens.

And then they got ahold of his fiancée

They spoke words of slander to her, and her parents added their bit, and in the end she
broke off with him.

And yet he lived a completely sober life, sleepwalking in a land

That trumpeted in an endless shrill “there is no escape”

Hanging onto his only breathing space, the ghetto of the bouzouki bars

Deep image, where the ecstasy still works.

“So as to hear,” as he said “the words, and the voice, and see my little brother stand tall on
the dance floor,

So as to look at him dancing solo, and to feel something move inside me”

Niko, in a cheap bar on a Saturday night

Niko, full of breaks

He put in a request to the band, and then sat with his brother and waited till they announced
his dance

And the instruments struck up the tune for Demosthenes’ dance.

As he went up, the dance floor was already full, and he was heard to shout

“It’s a solo dance request,” because he could see evil striding towards him.
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The dance floor emptied. Only two cops. They were dancing, with their backs turned to him
Then the kid pushed them out of the away, yelling “It’s my song.”

They knocked him down onto the broken glass. He screamed while they dragged him

Like in a vertiginous film of life, Nikos burned the brakes.

Outside of madness, he had nothing to hold on to, for he had been destroyed.

He tumbles into the spotlight of his darkness, into this horrific moment of attraction,
With such violence that it is impossible for me to say what happened down there
The whole drama took place, in my opinion, in a plane of invisibility.

He told himself “Niko, hold back”, but at the same time he was pulling his knife.

The first one who got stabbed was seen bending over, holding an identity card,

Three were killed, and he stabbed six others, and there were shouts of “Open up, they will
slaughter us”.

Pulling the kid brother out, he was muttering “They won’t bother you”.

Niko, you’re out of your mind!

Niko, what are you up to?

Then he fled to the house of a friend, but he thought maybe they would give him up.

“I"ll run away,” he said, “in a boat, onto the open sea, so that the storms can drown me,
YES!”

“Let them go crazy, hunting for Niko but Niko will never be found.”

But when he came out on the street he saw them, like thugs, one of them holding handcuffs.

They surrounded him on all sides, and his life hung

By a thread that he would not grant to them, and he went to use his knife.

The police should have killed him, but they threw him down.

He was writhing and swearing like a trooper, until they hit him with a lump of wood.

His trial was held in the wild November [1973]. Did he feel it too?
The press, however, openly portrayed him as a bloodthirsty animal
Many progressives said the same: “Surprising, it was not.”

Their involvement felt to him like another threat.

A lot of ordinary people also said the same to the press.

But Bithikotsis chased him out and said “How can I explain this to you?”
He had no witnesses testifying for him apart from his boss and his landlady
The lawyers said: “A disturbed mind, just look at his record.”

Niko, a village of obscured people.

Niko, who have surrounded you?

He wrote himself out of the script from the start. He said: “I have to die”
He made out for the judges, but they didn't make out for him

As he was telling the story of his life, I thought I couldn't stand it.

His sentence was spent inside, but the justice came from outside.

In his letters from prison, life is no different

He was suffocated like some mythical animal, here as much as there
Don’t be a shudder beyond, that shows distance from the drama

and carries like a flying miracle, the galley of justice.

My art has known strange times, and knows right from wrong.
His motives were not ignoble; I see him moving in slow circles
Like a deity who lets her panic loose and expands bursting

Into the unsuspecting crowds of revelers that rush her sanctuary.

The queue that grows by spitting at him, brandishing the straightjacket
and electric shocks to shake him, will get what it deserves.

Driven into the labyrinths of a nightmare, eternal, without salvation

A slave to the ordinary judgment of a judge, who does not understand
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Niko will never be like that

Niko is the sickness that saves us

As it carries you further even from your cell,
Niko, to the heaven of your music.

The Greek original

Aoudv LoAOPt kan yopti, N andyvoon Gvoise Aoyodpu
ZKIEC TOL YOONKOV e AGUWELG Lo aplov GE Lo OTEVO KEAL
ynAd pe mémAa aipatoc Xapivipile n Xehvn

Agv €yet eAmida, ehevBepia dev (NTd, aAld ducoroovvn

I'evvinke 6” éva Aaomodtono, kovtd otnv Katepivn

2K1EG pe Aapmes BuéAANG mov YAIGTPOUV 6TOL AdT TO TV

O Nikog ftav 0 Tp®TOTOKOG, TOV AAAOV A&yav AnpocBévn
BovBoc deopdc, eucova Tadikr|, o€ GAAO XPOVO OVOTAEYLEVT|

O yépog tov giye kpvydva To fovvo amt’ to 45

Kt ot yopixoi o’ Tov pofo tov Apydv, LaKpaivay Ki o’ ToV Y10

Kt awtdg Touc £BAene oTp@UEVOLG OTIV SOVAELL Kal LG TOL Gvafe 1 pavio
TOVL CTPWYUEVOL OVAUESH 6TO TANB0G Kot TV AcTuvopia

‘Qomov o, HEPOL YOPIg OMOCKELT], TOOVAMVTOS TNG TPVTOS TOL TNV POSA
KvAider am” v Mokedovia g €0, Kt axopo mov O Pyet;

Ba Tpéyel TAVTO Y10, TO AGTPO OV 08 PTAVEL KOl AGTuvopLio

"o Tovg ELYAdeC aVTdS 0 CLPAVAG €IV’ 1| TaPAVOLLiaL

Niko, ayyilw to oToryeio cog

Niko, peg Tov VTOKOGO TNG YADGGOG

Avo kotadikeg €€1 ypovio Yio KAom, ToV €lda dTav Pynke

Kpatovoe nAéov oy amdotoon am’ v Tpéla, Oyt Yo va cobel

AN Y100 VOL TNV OADGEL OV pLE VOELG, Vo Adyov xdpn NBeke yapo

Kot tote Tov "mav «€ha o€ pag o va Tpodmvelsy de 6€xOnke otryun!

Kt o’ v Babeid tov vroyeiov Toug v AVGGa, KOTEQPLYE GTNV Enapyic
Mao 6mov Ko Tye, TO OYa €lye OTAAEL, GTNV ZAAAOVIKT TOV TGOKIGOV
2xeddv tpexiilovtag Eava "pbe oty ABnvda, Kot TOTE MAGAV T1| LVNGTH TOV
Trg eimav Loyuwa, Pondfcav Kt yoveilg domov diékoye poli tov

Kt owotoco Lovoe tedeimg coPapdc, vivoPatdviag 6’ éva KpATog
ITov OpropPevet pe pav oTéelmTn oTPLyKALd «d1aQuyn Kot
Kpatdvtog povo po kpueny avamvor, Tov urovlovktlidikmv to YKETo
Ba61d swcova, mov 1 ékoTocn ekel, akOo AEITOVPYEL

«V’ aKOVM» EAEYE «Ta MDY, TN G®VN, KOL T  OOEAPAKL OV VYOUEVO
VoL TO KOLTAm 6TOV Yopd TOL povayd, Kot KAt va mafaivo»

Niko, ckvAddico Zafpdto

Niko, onacipoto yepdto

[oapoayyehd, kol Tepuévay Kabiopévorl, Kol ta nyeio To ovayysiiay
K1 6Aa T 6pyave cUAAGPaY TOo KOO Yo TO Yopd ToL ANpocOévn
KaBaog avéBatve, n wiota NTav yepdn, akovotnike vo ovpAlalet
apayyehia, yioti o €ide 10 Kok pe dpackeMés va TAnclalet

H miota ddgiaoe, povayo dvo aoTLVOLOL, YOPEVOV, YUPVAOVTAG TOV TNV TAATN
T6TE TOVG £0TMPMEE 0 PIKPOG LE L0l OTPLYKAMA «O1KO LLOV TO KOUUATL

Tov pi&av KdTm o€ YyoaAd Koppatiacuéva, Eepavile Onmg Tov Ecépvay

Zav Eva AN tyyiddec 1 Long Toug, Tov Nikov ékaye T gpéva

‘E€w am’ v tpéla dev elye kdTt va maoTel, yioti Tov 1o YoV dStoAvcEt
Koatpaxviiet otov Tpoforéa Tmv GKOTASOV TOV, TNV QPIKAAEN ATPAELOV TOV
Me t60m Bio Tov givat 0dVVOITOV Vo Tm, Tt £YIVE EKEL KATOV

To dpapa 6ho cuvteléotnke Bappd, GTOV YDPO TOL CLOPATOL
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Y10V €0v1d ToV gine «NiKo, GUYKPATHGOV» TPUPOVTOC KIOAOC TO AEmiol
Tov TpdTO OV TNV £POIYE TOV EIBAV, LE LI TAVTOTNTO VoL OKVOPEL
TooytnKav Tpelg payaipowoe dAAovg €61, povée, «avoiyte o pag cpagovvy
TpaPadvrag EEm tov pikpd Topaphodoe «ecéva o€ Ba o€ TEPAEoVYY

Niko, 6ot aAdomapévo

Niko, T éyelc kapwpévo;

Metd KaTéPUYE GTO OTITL EVOG YVOGTOV, Lo Evolmae 0Tt Ba Tov ddcovv
«Bo. eOYO» glme «ue P Bapka v’ avoryTd, povpTovves va e mviEovv, NA!
Noa tperabovve, mov Niko vo yopgvovv, kot Niko vo unv Bpicikovvy

Ma 6mwg Bynke Tovg €ide cov BaAEdeg, 0 vVag e TIG XEWPOTEDES

Tov exvkd@cav Kot amd To YOpw péEpT, Kpepotav 1 {1 Tov

amd €va vipa ov Og Bal dve 67 aTovg, Kot TETAEE poyaipt

No avaykaoTovV Vo ToV GKOTOGOLV 01 AGTUVOLOL, Lo EKEIVOL TOD “pLyvay 6T TOd
Zepvotav Kt £Bpile domov Evag Tafepvidpng, ToL "dWCE o Le Eva Kadpovt

H &ikm tov éywve tov dypro Noéuppn, to évimbe dpaye Kt ekeivog;
O Tomog mavtmg, Tov TpdPaie avorytd Gov aptofoOpo KT vog

Ta 110 Aéyav Kot ToALo1 TPoodevTikol «TapaEEVo SV NTOVY

H oopPaon tovg doicBavinke 6 avtdv, pav AR omeiln

To ‘mav eniong Auikoi évo cwpd, GTOV GLUVEPYATN EVOG EVIVTOL

Ma 0 Mmibik®dtong Tov Sudyvel Kot TOL AEEL «TTOV VO GOV eENYD»

Agyv glye papTupeg EKTOC T APEVTIKO KOl TNV VOIKOKVPE TOV

O1 1K YOPOL AEYOV «OVALOAT YLYT, KOITAETE TO YOPTIH TOLY

Niko, ymp1d GLGKOTIGUEVOV

Niko, Toiot 6 £yovV KUKA®UEVO;

O 1d10¢ E€ypaye am’ apyfg TOV E0VTO TOL, TO EINE «TPEMEL VO TEDAV®»
Mmnike otov KO6mo dNAAST TOV SIKAGTAOV o 0VTOl SgV UTNKOV GTOV S1KO TOL
Kabang dmyatav v {on tov, Bappodoa de 6” avtéém

H o1 e€ehMocotav péoa pa 1 dtkoosvvn Ty an’ 5@

210 YPOAUUOTA TOL amtd T QLAOKN, 0 Bilog o0& dropépet

Aceuktiovce oav {wo pobiko, edd 660 Kt eKel

Mnv givon téiyo éva piyog mapamépa, Tov deiyvel amdoTaoT amd TO SPApLo
KOl LETOQEPEL GOV ITTANEVO Eva B, TG SIKOLOGVVIG TV YOAEPQ

H téyvn pov é{noe mapdeveg otiypés, kot amd dikio Eépet

Ta kivnTpd Tov dev RO TATEWVE, TOV PAET® GE APYES OCTPOPEG

Zav pe @gotnra mov AdeL Tov Tovikd TG Kot StaoTéEAAETON EEoTTDVTOG
277 avuToyiooTa LTOVAODKLO TOV YAEVTION, TOL BLalovy To AGVAD TG

H ovpd mov avédavel erivovtdg tov ag Avccdel, e tov LoupAd pavdva
Kol e To. NAEKTPOSOK VoL Tov KAovioet, Oo AaPet 6t g a&ilet

21ovc AaPupiviovg Tov e@LadTn 00N yNUEVN, caudVia, diYmg cmTNpia
2NV TOKTIK S0VAEI0 TOV JIKOGTH, TTOV OV KaTaAdBoivel

Niko, moté 6g 06 "vau €tot

Niko, €iv’ 1 0pp®OOTIO TOL HaG GOLEL

Kabng og pépvel mo pokpid Kt ar’ to KeEA cov

Niko, otov ovpavd NG LOVGIKNG GOV

Translation: Ed Emery, with thanks to George Georganas, Andreas Koch, Nico Koch
and Anna Melidoni.
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