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On the seventeenth of June, 1771, in the great square of Heraklion, two executioners began to flay a living man. The man had his arms bound to a post. Before him, held by force between two guards, his brother watched. High above, from a balcony, the Ottoman pasha of Crete looked on in silence. Below, in the crowd, a Sfakian adolescent whose name was Pantzelios stared with a mouth gone dry with horror, and swore to himself that he would never forget.

The two executioners worked for nearly three hours. They began at the ankles and climbed slowly upward. The skin came away in strips and gathered on the stones of the square. The brother lost his mind in the course of the torture and never recovered it.

The man bound to the post made no sound. Not one.

His name was Ioannis Vlachos, but all of Crete called him Daskalogiannis — Ioannis the Teacher. He was a wealthy shipowner with four vessels that crossed the Mediterranean and the Black Sea. He spoke Italian, Russian, and who knows how many other languages. He had read Voltaire. He had struck his own coinage in a cave near the sea. One morning in March, a year earlier, he had raised a flag in a small church in Sfakia and set a revolt in motion.

Who betrayed him?

The Russians first. The Empress Catherine the Great, through the Orlov brothers, had promised him an entire fleet — men, cannon, ships. The promise was set down in writing, signed at Trieste in the autumn of 1769. Daskalogiannis bought powder and shot with his own money. He gathered two thousand men from the mountains of Sfakia. He won battles. He struck coins bearing his own mark. For a few months, he built a free state in the heart of the Ottoman Empire.

The Russian fleet never came. It stopped in the Peloponnese, did its work there, and left. Crete was abandoned.

The Turks arrived with six thousand soldiers. They burned Anopoli. They seized Daskalogiannis’s daughters and carried them off to the harems of Asia Minor — where, like so many thousands of Cretan women, their trace was lost forever. In the gorge at Aradaina, they broke the last of the resistance. In October of 1770, Daskalogiannis surrendered at Frangokastello, trusting in an amnesty that was a trap. He was betrayed once more: seventy-five of his captains, among them six priests, came down to Frangokastello with five hundred sheep as a gift, believing they were offering submission. They were taken in chains to Heraklion. Some were hanged at once. Others were tortured for months.

The last was Daskalogiannis. In the square of Heraklion, on the seventeenth of June, 1771, before his own brother. Silent.

This book is the story of him.

I have invented what could not be known — the voices. What a husband and wife said to each other on the night before the revolt. What the Ottoman pasha was thinking when he signed the sentence. What a young Janissary officer, born a Christian in the Balkans, saw when he rode in to burn a village very like the one of his childhood. What in fact took place in the cell at Heraklion during the eight months between capture and the knives.

The novel follows a real thread, one the primary sources confirm: Το Τραγούδι του Δασκαλογιάννη — the Song of Daskalogiannis — composed in 1786 by a poor, illiterate cheesemaker from the village of Mouri, one Barba Pantzelios: the very boy who had watched, dry-mouthed, at the execution. From this song — preserved for fifteen years in the mind of a simple man, then sung night after night in Sfakian courtyards — survives the memory of what truly happened.

It is a history that is not known in Romania. In Greece, the name Daskalogiannis is on the airport at Chania. In Crete, every child learns it in school. In the rest of the world it has remained a deserted village left behind — as Pantzelios put it, speaking of the way the Russians forgot them.

I wrote this book because, like Pantzelios, I felt that someone had to tell the story. The scenes are hard, harder than in any of the earlier volumes of the cycle — especially the last. I have not softened them. To soften the execution in the square of Heraklion would have been a betrayal of Daskalogiannis’s silence, and of all those who, for two and a half centuries, kept his memory alive through a song.

And yet beneath the hardness there is, throughout, something else — people who live, who love, who err, who hope, who endure. A wife who knows from the first that the Russians will not come, but who holds her tongue because she loves her husband. A cultivated pasha who reads Hafiz and signs death sentences with the same hand. A young Janissary who, in a burning house, thinks for a moment that he recognises the face of the mother he has not seen in twenty years. A cheesemaker with hands white with whey who, fifteen years later, is trying to find the first line.

I invite the reader to follow in their footsteps with me. In the harbour of Loutro, in the coffeehouses of Odessa, aboard the three-masted ships, in the cave of the mint, on the cliffs where Daskalogiannis watched, night after night, the empty sea that brought no Russian fleet. And, in the end, in the square of Heraklion, on the seventeenth of June, 1771 — where a man chose silence as the last form of dignity.

What you will read truly happened.

This is my song for him. The sixth and last of the Cretan cycle.

The cheese was ready before the sun came up. He lifted it out of the cloth apron, set it down on the cracked wooden table, and pressed it with his palms until the whey ran out white and salty between his fingers. For fifteen years he had done this every morning. Fifteen years since the master had died.

Outside, the mountains of Sfakia were still black. A bell sounded, far away — a goat, perhaps a sheep. Someone, somewhere, was alive and starting a day. Barba Pantzelios did not look up. His hands knew what they had to do, and his mind was elsewhere.

The night before, in Manousos’s courtyard, the men had asked him again. “Sing for us, Pantzelios. Sing for us about him.” And he had kept silent, as he had kept silent for fifteen years, and he had drunk his wine, and gone home with heavy feet and a heavier heart. He had not slept that night. He had turned on his mat until his wife had put a hand on his shoulder and said, without opening her eyes:

— If you do not sing, who will?

Then she too had fallen asleep, calmly, and he had been left with his eyes open in the darkness, listening to her breathing beside him, and for a moment it had seemed to him that he was alone in the world. Alone with his dead.

Who.

His hands were trembling now, over the cheese. A man of sixty does not weep, but the tears had come all the same — slow, persistent, the way rain comes in Sfakia in autumn. They fell on the wooden table, mingled with the whey, vanished. He did not wipe them away. There was no reason to.

He was a cheesemaker. He had never learned to read. He could not even write his own name. What could he say — he, Pantzelios of Mouri, with his white hands and his sun-darkened face — about a man who had known Italian and Russian, who had owned four three-masted ships, who had sat at table with merchants from Trieste and with the envoys of the Empress at Petersburg? What right had he, who had lived, to speak of the one who had died?

Because that, in the end, was what gnawed at him. Not the ignorance. The guilt.

He had been sixteen that morning in March, at Agios Georgios. He had stood behind the men, on a stone, so as to see better. Daskalogiannis had raised his arm and spoken, and Pantzelios — who had not understood half the words — had understood everything from the way they were spoken. It was as though someone had lit a fire in your heart without asking whether you wanted it. He had shouted with all the rest. He had shouted until his throat hurt. He had shouted as though his shouting would bring the Russian fleet closer to shore, ship by ship, sail by sail, cannon by cannon.

The fleet had not come. Not in March, not in April, not in May. Not ever.

And he had lived. That was the shame. His mother had perished at Anopoli, together with two of his younger sisters. His father had fallen at Imbros, a bullet in his chest. His uncle Yannakos had been beheaded at Frangokastello, along with the other captains. But he — Pantzelios, the youngest, the one they had sent up into the hills with the goats precisely because he was small and useless — he had lived. He had hidden in caves. He had eaten roots. He had wept into his fist so that the Turks would not hear. And when he had come back, six months later, the village was ashes and the dead were as numerous as the stars.

From then on he had made cheese. From then on he had said nothing.

A tear dripped onto the back of his right hand. He watched it tremble there, round and clear. He thought of Daskalogiannis. He thought of what he had heard, of what was told in whispers through Sfakia — that they had flayed him alive in the square at Heraklion, with razors, before his own brother, and that he had not made a sound. “Not so much as a sound,” the people said, and they crossed themselves. “Silent as the mountain.”

Pantzelios closed his eyes, and the tear fell.

Silent as the mountain. And he, Pantzelios, was silent too, but his silence was of another kind — it was the silence of one who did not dare to speak. Of one who feared that, if he opened his mouth, everything would come out at once — the dead, the treachery, the Russians who had not come, the fallen flag, the master’s daughters taken into the harem and never seen again, his own mother burning, Aradaina red with blood, the brother of Daskalogiannis gone mad in the square — all of it, in a flood that would have choked him.

“If you do not sing, who will?”

He opened his eyes. Outside, a thin line of light was beginning to show over the crest of the mountain. A bird — a raven, perhaps — cried out somewhere near. The sound of life.

There would be no books about Daskalogiannis. There never would be. The Turks wrote of him only as a dead rebel. The Russians had forgotten him the day their ships changed course, as one forgets a deserted village left behind. The Greeks in Athens — if any Greeks were still there, which there were not many of — did not even know that he had existed.

That left only them. The Sfakians. The people who had seen him. Who had buried their dead on the mountaintops, without names on the stones, so that the Turks should not find them and desecrate them. Who, fifteen years on, still started when they saw a horseman coming down the road from Chania.

And there remained a cheesemaker from a village on the coast, with his hands white with whey and tears on his cracked chin, who had to find a line.

He drew a breath. He let it out slowly, the way he did at night when he prayed himself to sleep. His hands left the cheese alone. They stretched out along the edge of the table, braced there, like two anchors.

He began.

Book One

Master of the Sea
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Chapter I
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Anopoli, Morning

Sfakia, spring of 1760

“Every man carries within himself the bird he will either let fly or strangle. But know that the bird, in its turn, holds him prisoner.”

— Voltaire, Philosophical Dictionary

The dawn came over Anopoli blue-grey, like the hem of a ship’s sail washed too many times. Ioannis Vlachos stood at the window and watched the mountains reveal themselves — Lefka Ori, the White Mountains, still whiter with snow that had not yet melted from the peaks. The air smelled of juniper and hearth-smoke. Somewhere behind the house, someone was milking a goat, and the animal struggled, letting out a short, irritated bleat.

Ioannis smiled in spite of himself. He was home.

Behind him, the house was still asleep. The four daughters in their room, Maria the eldest turning in her sleep and murmuring something that seemed to be a poem. The two boys — Nikolaos and Manolis — curled against one another under the same thick woollen blanket, though each had his own bed. And Sgouromallini, his wife, in their room — still motionless, with her red hair spread over the pillow like an autumn river.

He had looked at her in the darkness before getting out of bed. He had watched her breathe. Fifteen years of marriage, six children, thousands of nights together — and still he had not grown used to looking at her in the morning. It was as though, each time, he was discovering her anew.

He was dressed now. White linen shirt, black waistcoat over it, red sash, the wide Cretan trousers, travelling boots. On the table in the living room, the travel basket Sgouromallini had prepared for him the evening before — bread, cheese, olives, a bottle of thin wine. And, beside the basket, the two things he always took with him on the ship: the brass compass, a heirloom from his father, and the book of Voltaire he had bought in Venice the year before, and which he was now reading for the third time.

He picked up the book. He opened it at random. He read three lines, then closed his eyes.

— What does it say?

The voice came from behind him, still softened by sleep. He turned. Sgouromallini stood in the doorway, barefoot, in her long nightshirt, her hair tousled. She had not yet put on her headscarf. That was how he liked her best — undone, with the mark of the pillow on her cheek.

— It says we are all prisoners, he said quietly. Only each man chooses the kind of chain.

Sgouromallini came closer, stopped a step from him. She raised her hand, placed it on his cheek. Her hand was warm, still from the bed.

— And you — have you chosen yours?

— I have. Long ago.

— What are they?

Ioannis set the book on the table. He took her hand from his cheek and held it in both of his.

— You. The children. The sea. Sfakia. In that order.

She smiled. She said nothing. She rose a little on her toes and kissed him — briefly, at the corner of his mouth, the way she always kissed him when he was about to leave.

— Let me make you a coffee before you go down to the harbour.

She lit the fire in the hearth with the motions she had made ten thousand times. She put the copper briki on the hot ash, added the water, the finely ground coffee, a small spoonful of sugar — because she knew he liked it sweet, though he would not admit it. The bitter, warm scent rose in the low-ceilinged kitchen. Outside, the neighbour’s rooster began to crow. A dog barked somewhere, then fell silent.

Ioannis sat at the wooden table, both palms cupped around his coffee cup. He watched each of her movements. The way she swept a crumb with the back of her hand. The way she arranged the bread on a wooden plate. The way, passing by, she lightly touched the edge of the briki to feel whether it had cooled too much.

— How many times will you do this, on the days I’m not here? he asked her.

She looked up. Her eyes were grey-green, as many had them in Rethymno. She thought for a moment.

— Many times.

— Do you miss me?

— Yanni, she said — so she called him when she wanted to scold him, with the name of a child — do not ask silly questions in the morning. He is tired. Drink your coffee.

He drank. The coffee was exactly as he liked it — strong, sweet, with foam on top.

— When do you come back? she asked, more quietly.

— Two months. Perhaps two and a half. Venice, then Zakynthos, then, if I have good wind, home.

— Bring me the blue cloth, if you can still find it.

— I’ll bring you five, he said, smiling. One for each daughter, and one for you. Maria is already too grown for cotton.

— Maria is already too grown for many things.

He stopped, his cup halfway to his mouth.

— What do you mean?

Sgouromallini sat down opposite him at the table. She drew her shirt around her shoulders, though it was not cold. It was a gesture of hers when she was about to say something serious.

— She turned fourteen a month ago. Yorgakis Manousakas sent someone yesterday to ask if we might talk.

Ioannis set the cup down. He looked at her.

— Manousakas? Giorgos’s boy?

— Yes.

— He is — what, nineteen?

— Twenty. He is the eldest son. He stands to inherit the great flock.

Ioannis fell silent. Outside, the rooster was crowing again. Maria, the eldest, was their first child — the first who had been born, with red hair like her mother’s, with a sharp temper, who already read in Greek and in Italian what he brought her from Venice. He was not ready. No father is ever ready.

— I’ve come home one day, Elena, he said quietly — he called her Elena when he was serious, though all Sfakia called her Sgouromallini — and already you speak to me of a wedding.

— I do not speak to you of a wedding. I tell you what has come to my door. You decide what we do.

— What does Maria think?

— Maria does not even know. I got the news yesterday, after she had gone to the church with Eleni.

Ioannis ran his palm over his eyes. The weariness of the road before today’s road came down suddenly on his shoulders.

— We will speak about it when I return. Two months is time enough for Manousakas to wait. If he will not wait, then his boy does not deserve my daughter.

— That is exactly what I wanted to hear, she said, and smiled for the first time that morning. Her smile was a slow festival that opened over her face like a fig blossom.

Then came the children’s turn. First the two boys, Nikolaos of eight and Manolis of five, who came down the stairs together like two puppies, still in their nightshirts, still with the traces of sleep on their faces. Manolis climbed straight into Ioannis’s arms, without saying good morning, without asking anything — he settled there and pressed his face against his chest, over the heart. Nikolaos, the elder of the boys, was more reserved — he came, put his hand on his father’s shoulder, looked at him with his large, dark eyes, and asked:

— You leave today?

— Yes.

— Will you bring me that book about ships, the one you promised?

— I will.

Nikolaos nodded, satisfied. Then he went to drink water from the pitcher.

The daughters came down one by one. First Maria — with red hair like her mother’s, but already braided for the morning, properly dressed, with a shawl over her shift. She was fourteen and carried herself like a woman of thirty. She came to him, bowed, kissed his hand as became a well-raised daughter, then straightened and said, gravely:

— A good journey, father. Come home well.

— You take care of your mother while I am gone.

— I always take care.

Ioannis looked at her longer than usual. She had changed. She had indeed changed. Maria had something new in her gaze — something he could not quite define, but which told him the conversation about Manousakas was not only a conversation.

The other three girls came all at once — Eleni of twelve, Katerina of ten, Sofia the youngest, of six. They made as much noise as a whole yard of birds. Sofia climbed on top of Manolis into his arms, Katerina tugged at his waistcoat to see whether he had brought her the promised Italian sweets, Eleni stood aside and wept quietly, the way she always wept when her father left.

— Eleni, what is it, my flower?

— Nothing, father.

— Tell me.

Eleni came closer. She buried her face in his red sash and murmured something of which he caught only:

— ...I fear the sea will break you.

Ioannis knelt down beside her. He took her face in his palms — his large, calloused hands over her thin white cheeks.

— The sea does not break men who know her. The sea breaks only those who pretend to know her. Me — the sea has known me since I was smaller than you. Yes?

— Yes.

— Then give me a kiss, and put a warm loaf of bread in my basket, so I can eat it when I reach Loutro.

Eleni smiled through her tears and ran to the oven.

At the seventh hour, when the sun had risen a spear’s length over the peak of Pachnes, Ioannis left the house. The travel basket on one shoulder, the leather satchel with papers and contracts on the other. Sgouromallini walked with him as far as the small gate at the edge of the village. The daughters and sons waved from the threshold, all six lined up like a descending staircase. Sofia fluttered her nightshirt, laughing.

At the gate, Sgouromallini stopped. She never went further. It was a custom of theirs — she did not come down to the harbour.

— If you reach Venice before the end of April, she said, light a candle at Saint Mark’s. For my mother.

— I’ll light two. One for your mother. One for you, to keep you by me.

— Don’t talk nonsense, Yanni.

— My nonsense is the truest of truths.

She placed her hand on his chest, on the place where his heart was. She held it there for a few moments. Then she let go.

— Go. Before I soften and keep you back.

Ioannis left. He did not turn to look back. He knew that, if he turned, Sgouromallini would still be at the gate, her hand on the wooden bar, watching him. And he knew that, if he saw her, he would stay a few more minutes. And then a few more. And then he would not leave at all.

The road from Anopoli down to the harbour of Loutro descended steeply through the rocks, winding along the edge of a gorge. It was a hard road for those who did not know it — narrow, stony, without shade. But Ioannis had walked it so many times that his boots knew each stone by themselves. He passed the old chapel of Agios Nikolaos, where he made the sign of the cross without stopping. He passed the sheepfold of Yannis Hatzipetrakis, where the shepherd called out to him from far off:

— A good road, Kapetan!

— Thank you, Yanni! he shouted back, without slowing.

They all called him Kapetanos — captain. Not because he was an officer of the marine — he was not. Because he owned ships. Because when the village council was gathered, he was among those whose opinion was asked first. Because at thirty-five he was already one of the wealthiest men in Sfakia — and in Sfakia, wealth was not measured in gold, but in the number of men who would count on you if the Turks came.

Halfway down the road he stopped at a spring. He stooped and drank from his palms. The water was cold as snow. He splashed some on his face. He looked at the pool that had gathered in a small hollow, and saw his reflection. A man of thirty-five, his face dark with sun, a black beard — already with a few white threads in it — deep-set eyes. A man he would have judged, had he met him on a foreign ship, as one to whom you could entrust your cargo.

He straightened. He wiped his face with his sleeve. He walked on.

The harbour of Loutro was a corner of paradise he had built for himself. A small, deep inlet, sheltered from every wind, with a strip of white pebbles and three or four white houses on the hill. There he kept his ships. Today, at anchor, the Santa Irini was waiting for him — the largest of his four ships, three-masted, a proud hull, her white sails furled on the yards like sleeping wings.

Kostas caught sight of him from afar. Kostas had been his first mate for eight years, a short, thickset Sfakian with a red beard and an old scar that crossed his left cheek from the forehead to the chin. He had got it in a fight with Algerian pirates in his youth. He was forty-two now and knew the sea better than any man Ioannis had ever met.

— Kapetan! Kostas called, raising his hand. You are two minutes late! I thought the woman had kept you in bed!

— She did keep me. But I escaped, Ioannis called back, laughing.

The other men of the crew — a dozen or so, all Sfakians, all weather-beaten, all with hands scarred by ropes — laughed as well. It was an old joke between them, that their Kapetan was the first and the last to part from his wife. Ioannis did not mind the joke. It was, after all, true.

He came up on deck. The smell of warm pitch, damp wood and salt struck his nostrils — his favourite smell in the world, one he had known since boyhood when he had sailed with his father. He set down the basket and the satchel. He shook Kostas’s hand.

— How do we stand?

— The hold is full. Olive oil, soap, carded wool, twenty-three bales of linen, four barrels of Sfakian wine, seven crates of hard cheese. I’ve also loaded the salt you asked for, from Elafonisi. The papers are with me.

— Water?

— Eighteen barrels. Checked.

— Wind?

Kostas turned to the open sea. He blinked a few times in the sun. He sniffed the air.

— Moderate south-west. In three hours it will shift a little further south. If we raise sail at noon, we’ll be on the road to Zakynthos by evening.

— Then we raise sail at noon.

— At your orders, Kapetan.

Ioannis went below to his cabin. It was a small cabin, but neatly kept — a narrow bed with a straw mattress, a table on which were nailed the great compass, a rolled chart of the Mediterranean, a Greek Bible he did not read much, and, on a shelf, his travelling books. Voltaire. An Italian translation of Plato. The logbook of a Venetian merchant, which he read for the maps. And a new, empty notebook in which he recorded observations from each voyage.

He took the Voltaire from the satchel and set it on the shelf beside the others. He opened the notebook. He dipped the pen in the inkwell. He wrote, in his firm hand:

Day one. Departure from Loutro, Sfakia. Destination: Venice. Cargo as per Kostas’s list. Wind south-west. At home I have left a wife who is thinking of a wedding for Maria. I will think on it as well, on the way.

He closed the notebook. He leaned back for a moment, eyes closed. A line came to him, unbidden, from Homer, which he had learned as a boy at the school in Rethymno where his father had sent him to learn:

“The much-wandering man, who suffered much...”

He smiled. He rose. He left the cabin and went back up on deck.

The sun was already high when the anchor was drawn. Kostas gave his orders short and sharp, as he always did — haul, boys, haul — and the men pulled the ropes, and the heavy anchor, with its rusty flukes, came up out of the green water with a long, sucking sound.

The sails rose one by one. First the mainsail — white, heavy, with Ioannis’s emblem sewn in the corner: an eight-pointed star, star of the sea, of the colour of iron. Then the foresail. Then the secondary sails. Each canvas filled in turn, like a lung drawing its first breath.

The Santa Irini began to move.

She came out of the inlet slowly, with the care a fine horse takes on a steep path. Ioannis stood at the prow, holding with his right hand to a stay. He looked ahead. Ahead was the Mediterranean — wide, blue, without end, with a few white sails far off to the west — perhaps Algerian ships, perhaps Venetian, perhaps a few solitary madmen who had put out for no reason.

He turned, once, toward the mountain. Toward Anopoli. From the sea, the village was only a handful of white specks on a coast of stone. Sgouromallini was somewhere there. The daughters, the sons, his life.

He raised his hand. A short salute, toward the shore.

No one saw him. But he knew that she knew.

He turned back again to face the sea.

Kostas came up beside him, leaned on the rail. He was silent for a minute. Then he said, in his rough voice:

— Have you ever seen how the spring turns, Kapetan? If you were now at sea for three days and came back afterwards, you would find Sfakia green as an apple. Strange thing, the spring. It comes when you don’t expect it.

— Like all beautiful things.

— And like all ugly ones, Kapetan.

Ioannis looked at him. Kostas had at times these flashes of philosophy that one would not have suspected in a man with such a scar. He smiled.

— Kostas, you should be writing books.

— I cannot write, Kapetan. But I can sail. And, from what I have seen in my life, that is the more useful of the two.

Ioannis laughed. He took off his hat, set it crookedly on his head, the way the wind wanted it. The salt smell of the sea filled his lungs to bursting. Sfakia grew smaller and smaller behind them. Ahead, the blue opened like a book that he — with fifteen years of journeys already behind him — had not yet read to the end.

Somewhere, at the bottom of the travel basket in the cabin, the warm bread that Eleni had put in for him was slowly losing its heat. But the smell of it would remain all evening — a smell of home that would keep him company for three days, until, late one night by the light of a candle, he would eat it, thinking of his youngest daughter, and of her question:

Will the sea not break you, father?

No. The sea would not break him. Not yet.

For the sea was only the sea, with all its storms.

What would break him, ten years later, would be something else. Something that was not yet on the horizon. Something that did not come from the sea, but from men. Something that, on that spring morning of the year 1760, Ioannis Vlachos — Daskalogiannis, Ioannis the Teacher — could not possibly have foreseen.

But we know. And he, in his turn, will come to know.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter II
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The Three-Masted Ship

From Sfakia to Venice, April 1760

“And again, across the grey-haired sea, the ships with their painted prows put forth.”

— Homer, Iliad

On the second day after they had left Loutro, the wind shifted exactly as Kostas had foretold. It came up from the south-east, milder and warmer, as though Africa herself had breathed a long breath across the Mediterranean, scented with sand and cedar. The Santa Irini heeled gently to port, her sails swelled further, and the ship began to glide between the waves with that easy confidence that came, always, only from good timber felled in due season and from hands that knew their work.

Ioannis stood on the upper deck, leaning on the rail. He was holding a clay cup of thin wine watered down. He drank it slowly, without haste, watching the wake the ship left behind her on the grey-green water. The gulls had followed them since they had left port — seven, eight, sometimes ten — crying out short and grotesque, slicing at one another in the air for every scrap of fish that the ship’s cook, an old man from Rethymno named Yannakis, tossed overboard.

— We’ll be tossing them overboard all the way to Greece at this rate, Yannakis grumbled behind him, wiping his palms on an apron spotted with blood and fish. My gulls, back in Rethymno, have better manners.

— Your gulls don’t put out to sea, Yanni, Ioannis said, smiling. Your gulls sit on the rocks and wait for you to
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