
ANDI RĂDIU

The Secrets of Crete

The Journal of White Stone

The Voice from Spinalonga

—

The Journal of White Stone

The Secrets of Crete

Copyright © 2026 Andi Rădiu

All rights reserved.

This is a novel. Though set in real places — the leper colony off Elounda (Spinalonga) and the cities of late-nineteenth-century Greece — its characters, the journal, and the events are the author’s invention. Any resemblance to real persons is coincidental.

First published in Romanian as «Jurnalul din piatră albă».

Translated from the Romanian by the author.

Independently published.

First edition, 2026

Vienna, 2026


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Foreword

Part One

Chapter I

Chapter II

Chapter III

Chapter IV

Chapter V

Chapter VI

Chapter VII

Chapter VIII

Part Two

Chapter IX

Chapter X

Chapter XI

Chapter XII

Chapter XIII

Chapter XIV

Chapter XV

Chapter XVI

Part Three

Chapter XVII

Chapter XVIII

Chapter XIX

Chapter XX

Chapter XXI

Chapter XXII

Chapter XXIII

Chapter XXIV

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Foreword
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There are people history has never seen.

Not because they did not exist — they did, with the same intensity with which we all exist, with the same weight of body and thought, with the same long nights and mornings that demand to be lived. But because the world they inhabited decided their lives were not worth recording. That their suffering was too small, too inconvenient, or too lacking in spectacle to leave a trace.

This book is about one of them.

Her name was Heleni. She lived at the end of the nineteenth century, in a beautiful city, in a family of name and reputation. She loved. She was loved. And because she loved — because her love produced a new life before the world had given her permission — she was erased. Not killed, not beaten, not exiled with scandal. Erased with a signed paper, a bag left at the door, a boat sent to take her away in the early morning, when the city was still sleeping.

Her father chose reputation over her. Not out of cruelty — or not only. Out of fear. Out of convention. Out of that narrow conscience of people who confuse appearance with value and who, in decisive moments, choose what is seen over what is true.

Heleni was sent to a leper colony, though she was not ill. She lived there for years, surrounded by people who truly suffered, and she wrote. She wrote with cold clarity and disciplined fury and a love that no one could take from her, because that love no longer depended on anyone — it was hers, inside her, indestructible.

She wrote for a daughter she would not raise. She sewed the journal into the child's clothing before they took her away, and with it she sent everything she had been — her name, her voice, her truth, her love. She sent proof that she had existed.

✦

This novel is not about revenge.

There is no courtroom drama, no public unmasking, no belated justice that repairs what was broken. Because belated justice is an illusion that literature owes the reader less than it imagines — real life does not organize itself according to merit, and fiction that pretends otherwise only lulls the conscience with a comfort it has not earned.

This novel is about memory. About that invisible thread connecting an eighteen-year-old woman from the Thessaloniki of 1889 to an architect in the Athens of 2024, through generations who did not know what they carried, through silences passed on like a nameless inheritance. About the moment when someone finally wants to know. And finds out.

It is a story about what cannot be seen — destinies that dissolve with time, lives that leave no statues and appear in no textbooks, sufferings consumed behind walls and gone without echo. But which existed. Which mattered. Which unfolded with all the weight and all the beauty and all the truth with which any human life unfolds.

And which endured — and this is perhaps the most important thing — not out of hatred, not out of a desire for power, not for base reasons. But out of love. Out of one person's love for another, out of a mother's love for a child she will not see grow, out of one person's love for truth — a person who writes knowing that perhaps no one will ever read.

That love — discreet, unheroic, without audience and without reward — is the only thing that survived. Everything else collapsed: the family's reputation, the father's calculations, the convenient silences. The journal survived. The voice survived.

✦

Every family has a Heleni.

Someone we know existed but never speak of. A branch of the family tree no one follows anymore. A photograph with no name on the back. A house inherited from someone we never knew. A journal found in a mahogany box, in a cellar, on an ordinary day that becomes, unexpectedly, the day everything changes.

This book is an invitation to look for that person. To go down to the cellar. To open the box. To read, with patience and attention, a voice that wrote in the hope of being heard.

Heleni wrote because, if she did not write, she would disappear.

You now hold in your hands the proof that she did not.
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Part One

What Can Be Lost
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Chapter I
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HELENI

Thessaloniki, September 1889

I should not have been there.

I knew that from the moment I had slipped past the house's threshold, from the moment I had descended the stone steps without lighting a candle, from the moment I had tucked my hair under a kerchief like a woman from the port and not like the daughter of Konstantinos Vasilakis. I knew, and yet my feet carried me on their own toward the old quay, where the air smelled of salt and rotting wood and a freedom I could not name.

The city was fading behind me. Thessaloniki at that hour between day and evening is a living organism that breathes differently — more slowly, more deeply, as though it were finally allowing itself to be what it is. Smells of smoked fish and cinnamon, voices of women calling their children to supper, music drifting from the Turkish quarters — a mixture that Mother called disorder and that I loved in silence, just as I loved all the things I was not allowed to love.

Dimitris was waiting by the overturned boat.

He had not moved since I had spotted him. He stood with his back to me, looking at the sea, and his silhouette in the grey light of dusk seemed carved from the same material as the wall behind him — solid, patient, immovable. I had known him for two years. I knew the way he held a book, the way he listened to music with his eyes closed, the way he smiled at dinner with my father — exactly as much as needed and never more. He was to become my husband in less than six months. And yet I had never seen his face in this light, at this hour, without the eyes of our families upon us.

— You came, he said without turning.

His voice was level. No surprise, no relief — a statement, as though he had noted a fact about the weather or the price of grain. But I knew his silences as well as his words, and behind that levelness I sensed something I could not name.

— Did you think I would not? I asked.

— No. I knew you would come. I was afraid of that.

He turned then. He was smiling — not the smile he wore at dinner with my father, ceremonious and calculated, but the other smile, the one he had first shown me in their library when he thought no one was watching. That smile belonged to a different man — younger, less certain, more real.

I stopped a few steps from him. Between us was the salty air of September and all the distance that our names imposed.

— My father leaves for Athens tomorrow, I told him. He will be away for three weeks.

— I know.

— And you will stay in Thessaloniki.

— I know that too.

The silence between us was not empty. On the contrary — it was full to overflowing, like a glass filled too high, ready to spill at the slightest movement. I looked at his hands. Hands of a man who had read too much and worked too little, Mother had said once, in that tone of hers that said everything by saying nothing. But I had seen those hands writing, and in his writing there was a force no labour could have given.

— Heleni.

He said my name differently from anyone else. As though he knew it was a fragile word.

— We should not speak of this, I said, before he could continue. Not yet.

— When, then?

I did not know. I did not know whether there was a right when to tell a man you love him before that love has been given permission to exist. That I had loved him before the engagement, before my father had sat across from his father and discussed the terms of a future in which I was a condition, not a person. That I dreaded our wedding not because I did not want him, but because once we became what we were supposed to become, something of what we were now — these forbidden meetings, these unspoken words, this walk along a quay where neither of us should have been — would die.

He took a step toward me.

— Three weeks is a long time, he said quietly.

— Or too short, I answered.

✦

My father left the following morning in the carriage, without looking back at the house. That was his way — Konstantinos Vasilakis never looked back. He always looked forward, toward business, toward alliances, toward the future, and we — Mother, I, the house, the lemon tree garden — were things that existed behind him, useful and invisible, like the foundations of a mechanism he felt no need to understand.

Mother stood at the window until the carriage disappeared around the corner. Then she turned to me with that expression of hers — a smile that was not a smile, a gaze that measured.

— Take care of yourself, she said. And of your reputation.

It was not a warning. It was a plea disguised as a command, or perhaps a command disguised as a plea — with Mother you could never be sure. I loved her for that and she exhausted me for the same reason.

— Yes, Mother, I said.

And I went up to my room and stood at the window until I heard her go up to hers, and then I lay down and looked at the ceiling and thought of Dimitris and the sea and three weeks stretching ahead like an unexplored territory, dangerous and beautiful in equal measure.

✦

He came the following evening.

Not to the door, not with a message, not with a pretext for a visit — he simply came, as though it were natural, as though it had always been natural. I saw him from the window entering through the garden gate, and my heart contracted with a force that frightened me.

The servant, Despina, looked at me when I said I had a visitor. Despina was old and knew everything and said nothing, which made her more valuable than any friend.

I received him in the drawing room. We sat facing each other with a small table between us and drank tea that neither of us touched and talked about books, about music, about a concert we had both attended a week earlier in the company of our families, and beneath every word ran something unseen, like an underground river, warm and insistent.

— Do you read at night? he asked at some point.

— Sometimes.

— And what do you read?

— What I am not permitted to read by day.

He smiled. That smile.

— So do I, he said. My father thinks I am reading commercial documents. I read poetry. Cavafy, mostly. Do you know him?

— A little.

— He has a line — that cities do not change when you move away from them. That you carry the city with you wherever you go.

I was silent. Not because I had nothing to say, but because I knew that if I opened my mouth I would say something I could not take back.

— Heleni, he said, and in the way he spoke my name was an entire question.

— No, I said.

— You have not yet heard what I was going to say.

— I have heard. And the answer is no. Not now.

He rose. I thought he would leave — and something in me prepared itself for that, armed itself against disappointment. But he did not leave. He went to the window and looked out at the garden in the darkness, and I watched him, and for a few minutes nothing happened and everything happened.

— When you marry me, he said without turning, I want you to be my wife. Not an alliance. Not an arrangement. You.

I felt something give way in my chest — not painfully, like a rupture, but gently, like a door opening onto a room you did not know held light.

— I know, I told him. I want the same thing.

He turned then. And in his eyes was something I had not seen there before — vulnerability, perhaps, or simply truth stripped of all protection.

He stayed until late. We talked about everything and nothing, and Despina brought candles when it grew dark, and somewhere in the house next door a child cried and stopped, and the city breathed outside in its September way, and I understood that evening that there are moments in life that are complete in themselves — that ask for no continuation, that prepare nothing, that simply are, whole and sufficient.

I did not know then that I would remember that evening as the last evening I was free.

✦

Ten days followed that I will not describe in detail, because some things do not belong to paper — they belong to the body, to memory, to an interior place where words do not reach. I will say only this: I loved and was loved, and that is all that matters, and no one took that from me, not later, not ever, however hard they tried.

My father returned after twenty-two days.

I saw the carriage from the window and felt everything return to its place — the walls, the silences, the correct distances, the correct smiles. Like a coat you put on knowing it is not yours, but you wear it anyway because there is no alternative.

That evening at dinner my father talked of business, of politics, of a Turk with whom he had negotiated something in Athens. Mother listened and asked the right questions. I was silent and ate and smiled at the right moments.

And inside me, in that secret room where the light never went out, I carried everything that had happened in those ten days — intact, mine, untouchable.

✦

The first time I felt something was wrong was three weeks after my father's return.

In the mornings I woke nauseous. Not violently, not dramatically — a dull nausea, like a wave that retreats before striking, leaving only the sense of its presence. I attributed it to the heat, or to food, or to nerves.

One morning Mother looked at me across the breakfast table with an attention I had not immediately recognized. It was not a doctor's concern nor a spectator's curiosity. It was something else — a sharp, calculated vigilance, like someone seeking confirmation of something already known.

— Are you sleeping well? she asked.

— Yes, I lied.

— Are you eating enough?

— Yes.

She was quiet. She drank her coffee. And I felt, without understanding why, that something
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