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SUMMARY :

 


This is a volume of three Short
Stories that one can find separately among my other writings. The
titles are “MEMORIES FROM SMYRNA ”, “LIFE INSURANCE ”, and
“A MINUTE TO
GO”.

 


 


 


 


 


 


MEMORIES FROM SMYRNA

A certain man
in Greece,
named George
Malides, is from Smyrna (Izmir) of Asia Minor. While searching in
an old house, he discovers some hidden and forgotten envelops. There he
discovers a secret that interests the man a lot!
His hidden
past from Smyrna is now in front of his eyes, alive
again!

LIFE INSURANCE

The story is about Gerry, a guy
deep into debts. It is days he’s been searching for a solution and
finally comes up with a brilliant idea; his life insurance! But
fate has some different opinion about it!

A MINUTE TO GO

A man discovers a secret map hidden
inside an old book. When he reads it he understands that the map
indicates a secret place in Italy. There some strange things are
about to happen!
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SUMMARY :

 


A certain man
in Greece,
named George
Malides, is from Smyrna (Izmir) of Asia Minor. He is a
wealthy
constructor and now he goes to an old house to investigate it. It is
an abandoned
building which he intends to demolish the next day. While searching
in it he
discovers some hidden and forgotten envelops. When he opens them he
finds some forgotten letters of a dead lady. He starts to read them
and he finds out the terrible secret that this house keeps behind
its walls. It is a secret that interests the man a lot!
His hidden
past from Smyrna is now in front of his eyes, alive
again!

 



 


1

 


The house constructor George Malides was
inside his black Mercedes driving down the big avenue. Under the spring sun the car was
shining beautifully attracting also some lusty looks upon it. After all, at the end of the
sixties there weren’t but a few people in Athens who indulged
themselves in a car of such luxury; set aside a personal
driver.

John, the driver, threw his boss
a quick glance through a mirror. Malides smoked his Cuban cigar
slowly and indifferent. He caught the driver’s look but he remained
quiet.

Shortly after, they reached
outside the harbour, Piraeus. The hustle was great. A boat
full
of Greek immigrants
was about to sail for America. Malides glanced to the jostling
crowd. Everybody tried to go on board one way or another. Cries and
buzz filled out the harbour, while the police was making strict
control before the embarkation.

Suddenly Malides shout at his driver to pull over.

“What?” John asked almost
amazed.

“I said pull
over!”

“Where exactly, sir?”

“Wherever... near the entrance of
the harbour, damn it!”

“OK, OK,” the boy said a little
scared.

Filled with fear and anxiety John obeyed
and parked immediately. His boss came out, left his cigar to fall
on the road and crushed it almost brutally under his right black
shiny leather shoe. He tided himself up a bit and then walked
straight to the crowd.

John watched him. His boss stopped a few
meters later next a woman sat on the ground. She held a baby who
was breastfeeding at the moment, while her belongings lay aside.
She saw Malides and with some haste mixed with obvious awe stopped
feeding her baby and hurriedly pulled a cloth on her nudity. The
man kneeled, he told her something, and then he put a handful of
money into her pocket. But she refused them almost
vividly.

Malides though didn’t care at
all for her reaction. He just helped her to stand up, he took her
baggage and they all moved to the boat. Leaving her alone for a
moment he went to a police officer. They chatted a
tlitle
and at the same time Malides squeezed something into his
pocket.

Having a vague smile on his
face the officer went close to the woman and helped her to embark
without even looking at her papers. In the mean time Malides spoke
to a sailor. Only minutes after the sailor caressed his left pocket
while he was receiving the woman to accompany her on the
boat.

A little later the constructor’s Mercedes was
again on the move. The driver just looked at him for a moment and
said dubiously:

“Sir―”

“Yes.”

“Where to do you want me
to head to,
now?”

“To the place you know, idiot,”
the constructor grouched with some vague anger.

“OK, sir,” John answered and
looked ahead.

Now the constructor looked at
the glittering sea while diving into his memories from the past.
Back then he was more or less at his ten, in Smyrna of Asia Minor.
The city was scorched to the ground by ruthless fires.
It was the 1922 back
then, during the last day of the city.

Somewhere among the frantic
crowd a woman with two children at hands searches desperately a way
out of the
burning hell. They manage to reach the docks, but there is nothing
around but frenzy. Her chest is filled with smoke and agony. The
air is full of howls and despair. A little later all three are
found in a rescue boat. She looks around in the water and she sees
nothing but dead bodies, cut hands, floating legs, heads and blood.
A lot of blood!

Ahead though the woman can now clearly see
her safe passage to Greece; it is the English, French and American
ships. Her boat floats strictly to one of them. Soon they reach it.
Above her head hundreds of refugees are now trying to embark using
any means. They all seek a place on the deck of the ship; a place
in freedom, in paradise, a new home in Greece.

The woman gives first her elder
child to someone. A little later she also sees the boy on the ship
deck safe. She smiles with content. But next to her in the little
boat there are many anxious people standing up, jolting and moving
carelessly buck and forth. Suddenly, while she tries to grab the
rope-ladder in front of her, the little boat overturns! All the
poor refuges are immediately found into the bloody water crying in
agony for some help. So does the poor woman. At the same time the
ship’s engines starts and the ship is moving.

She stretches her hand with anguish at
her embarked child and starts shouting at him. The boy is crying
desperately on the deck while looking at her. The woman holds her
baby and keeps on shouting to the boy on the ship only some
words:

“Wait for us at Piraeus, wait for
them at Piraeus. I’ll be there soon—”

The embarked
boy is
looking at them with crying eyes. He is also extending in vain his
little hands to his mother trying vainly to reach her. But it’s too
late for everybody. George Malides is travelling to Greece, alone.
Away he can only see his home city, Smyrna, burning to ashes. A
little later tired to the bones he closes his eyes and falls
asleep.

When he wakes he finds himself
at Piraeus. There he starts to search for his mother and brother.
He fails to find them. He continues the same thing during the next
days, but in vain again. They never made it, but he doesn’t know it.

A month later the boy still wanders around
the harbour. He earns his living by running errands. He sleeps in
wooden stores, something usual for many children of his kind. Even
so each day, when a ship with refuges reaches the harbour, George
is there hoping to see his mom and little brother. With the time
came the despair also. Finally he made it to embark for
America.

Some 20 years later George
Malides become a reach and famous house constructor. By that time
he heard that his mother and brother never really reached Piraeus.
They stopped at an island, Chios, off the coast of Smyrna. There,
his mom married again a local, some Nick. George never forgave
her.

Sometimes he had also
received letters
from his brother. He answered nothing but a single line: “I am very
busy”. Nevertheless sometime later he did finally decide to return
to Greece. By then his mother had already passed away.

“Boss… yo boss!” John said
suddenly. “We are here.”

“Where... what the
hell—”

“We are at that house,
boss.”

George Malides seated up
surprised enough.

“Boss… well, are you ok?” the
driver asked again looking at him rather curiously.

“Yeah, Yeah―” Malides said,
though disturbed.

The last hour he
had been completely
absorbed by his thoughts and didn’t catch the time passing by. He
glanced outside his window. He checked the street and the number
and nodded satisfied. Then he stepped down and stretched his coat.
He waved to the driver and they both moved at the
entrance.

Malides pushed almost violently
the loose outdoor who shrieked at them for welcoming. They entered
the courtyard. The constructor threw a quick glance and realised
that the house was abandoned, if not a ruin, he thought. The garden all around was a mess,
the paved yard almost dissolved with broken tiles all over the
place. An almost dead lemon tree stood at a corner and underneath
some stray cats licked their feet.

For a moment they
both heard the blow
of the cold air. Some shutters started to strike like hell.
Then they stopped and the boy said:

“Boss, may I ask you
something?”

“It depends.”

“On what?”

“If it is some
bullshit—”

“Well—”

“Hit it…make it quick then!”
Malides said.

“Each time you are about to built
something, we visit the victim.”

“The... what?”

“I mean this... the building you
are about to demolish.”

“Why do you care?”

“I don’t—”

“So?” Malides asked and looked at
him puzzled.

“You know... I’m just asking
you.”

“I didn’t expect you to
understand.”

“What exactly, boss?”

“It wouldn’t even cross your tiny little brain
that each house is like… a man.”

“In what way?”

“Each
one of them has its own story to tell.”

“Story, you say?”

“Yes. I mean the building comes
to life and some day―”

“It dies?”

“Yes,” the constructor
nodded.

“When you demolish
it?”

“Of course, you
moron.”

“Ok.”

“If you look around you will
understand.”

“You mean this house, boss?”

“Yes. The story of this house
breaths around us… now.”

“Really?” the driver wondered
rather loudly while looking around with obvious doubt in his
face.

Malides breathed deeply with joy.

“You might as well easily
discover it.”

“How, boss?”

“You know… each house takes life
the moment somebody makes the drawings on a paper. And the death
comes with the machines.”

“When you bring it down, you
mean.”

“Yeah…” Malides said looking at
him with some anger.

"But boss…how are you
so…so—”

“So… what?”

“Sensitive, if I may
say.”

“Sensitive? What the fuck are you
talking about?”

"But boss…aren’t you forgetting
something?”

“Like what?”

“You are the one who levels them to the
ground in order to build blocks of flats."

“I told you, you miserable scam,
I didn’t expect you to understand.”

“But boss—”

“I am... just another
grave-digger of the corpse; I mean the racked building.”

“Oh. I get it now,” the boy
said.

“If the householder has already
decided to demolish it, he does it with or without me.”

The boy nodded as if he had
understood it.

“Do you get it now? I am nothing
but the executor of the will.”

“With some good profit, though,” John said,
and simultaneously pulled aside to avoid Malides’s hand.

“So what…you prick!” the constructor said in
some anger.

“But boss―”

“Even a grave-digger has to earn his living.
Do you work for free?”

“No,” the boy nodded.

“So, you understand.... I think.”

Nothing more was said. Malides
furiously kicked away an empty iron bucket lying just a few yards in front
of him and headed to the staircase. No doubt, he thought of the
boy’s words and instantly
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