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Goumenissa
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The town fills with the scent of burning wood;
quince leaves fall from the sky
like angels
on the night the Christ Child was born.
Mist drifts, veiling the narrow streets;
raindrops cling to roof tiles,
and the wind plays its violin
through the frozen, gray neighborhoods.
The town fills with an unwelcoming gray,
and the barking of a dog.
Thousands of dreams await the spring,
and the town once more fills
with the scent of burning wood.
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The Vineyards of the Village 
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When I look down
at the vineyards of the village
from above,
they resemble a sea.
Row after row,
the waves draw closer to me.
I wait for the white sail,
for the cry of seagulls.
Salt clings to my skin,
and the sun carves into my body.
A sea breeze
within my dreams.
Your beauty
has become my stubborn fate.
I curse my destiny
for living so high,
for not seeing you,
for not hearing you.
At dusk
I lose myself among the vines.
I touch the leaves,
I gaze at the clusters of grapes,
imagining
myself held in your arms.
In winter
I will intoxicate myself
with your juices
and your aromas.
I loved so deeply
your fresh soil,
the scent of crushed leaves.
So deeply
they live within me,
like a sea breeze
filling my lungs
and granting me
eternal life.
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Grandmother
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I longed for your words,
your tender tales,
the king you promised would come to save us.
You painted a thousand colors
with words and hands alike,
a magic wand setting rhythm to your stories.
Carriages, princes, miracles, gifts —
all vanished, leaving an orphaned, silent bed
bathed in Olympian light as the sun falls,
and a mirror no one ever looks into.
Your words still echo in your empty room;
you envied the last light of the morning star,
then rose above, watching over us all,
like a mermaid wondering
if her king still lives.
How many times I reached that river,
the one that leads to another life,
to find you, to hold you —
yet just as often I feared crossing it alone,
standing on its bank
to weep, to release myself.
Time draws near, grandmother,
and everything around will change.
I planted your seeds, sang to them,
as in the song you taught me years ago,
to bring me back to life,
as I once promised you
while you held me close.
At sacred streams I make my vows for you
and promise never to forget.
Alone I walk the paths you once trod,
and there I find
the king you always sought.
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The Wedding
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Zournas and violins,
gypsies and drums,
pots are shattered,
the crowd is thick.
Today you become a bride, little one —
tomorrow
no one will stand beside you.
The house is full of celebration and light,
not a drop of wine will remain.
Uncles long forgotten arrive,
the door stands open
to the whole world.
The old grandmother sits apart —
what is left for her to laugh at?
Grief weighs heavy,
the years weigh heavier.
She watches the world rush forward,
she sees
the sadness in her grandchildren’s eyes.
The poor woman says nothing.
She grips her cane
like a companion.
She remembers
when she too was little,
when they married her off
while she was still a child.
“Opa!” they shout,
glasses break,
flowers scatter across the floor —
but the bride is modest,
so young, so alone —
how can she smile?
Her heart pounds
and she remains silent.
She wonders
how life will be years from now.
She will leave childhood behind,
her body still small,
too early
to know
the joys of love.
“Come, my sister,”
the eldest brother calls.
The father drinks,
bent in silence.
The mother speaks no word.
“What a beautiful wedding,” they say.
Neighbors and strangers
rush up the stairs.
The dog barks —
he senses it too.
From tomorrow
his mistress will be gone,
so he curls into his corner,
alone.
“Come now, the priest is waiting.
Soon the groom will arrive.”
He may be older,
but they say
he will be good to you,
like your father.
Now the girl begins to cry.
The father cries.
The brother cries.
The mother cries.
The grandmother cries.
What kind of wedding
is this, truly?
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So Much Sorrow
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The trembling oil lamps on the graves,
and the souls of the dead
half-close their eyes
before the light of the sun.
Shadows of people
stand motionless
within the scent of cigarette smoke
in the silent café.
In the old stone house
you hear the wooden stairs creak
as the old mother climbs them
with her cane.
And the presence of the dead father
always fills the room.
Day and night he is here, near us,
every minute, every hour.
The bells cease
to give color to the day
once Sunday has passed.
Old mothers dressed in black
throw the stale memorial wheat
to the chickens.
Some wailing,
some laughing,
some wandering like newlyweds
inside their shaken minds.
And you stand there,
your soul dressed in black,
waiting for time to pass,
for me to return
and stand before you,
to lift my eyes
and look at you.
Do you truly think
I have the strength to do that?
Your tears have run dry —
you shed them for others:
for parents, for siblings, for homeland.
And whatever remained
you spent on me.
The bitter orange tree has blossomed,
its scent spreading
like myrrh
from Father Giorgis’ censer,
bringing joy to our souls.
How I miss my father’s voice,
his gaze,
his thoughtful mind,
his calm.
Your words are birdsong.
You make your stories
vividly alive.
My final thought
is your embrace —
warm,
waiting to close around me.
Patience has drained away,
and all my “musts” are gone.
So much sorrow —
who can bear it?
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