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ONE OF THE BEST THINGS about summer visits from my cousins in Canada is getting to be the intrepid mediator between them and local family. For some unknown reason, cultural and linguistic misunderstandings always seem to arise when I’m around!

Early yesterday morning, my cousin Eleni, fifty two, Toronto born beauty therapist, invited me to join her and her Canadian husband, Jeff, fifty four, camera operator at the CBC, and their two kids, Harry, thirteen and Effie, seventeen, for coffee. She also invited some of our elderly lady relatives who live in Kathikas. Theia Anastasia, eighty six, first cousins with my mom, was busy telling me, in Greek, about her beautiful lush garden and how she has coffee and biscuits with her lady friends there every afternoon.

Unsure if Eleni and her kids were keeping up with her story, she decided to use her English so that they wouldn’t miss out on any of the important details of her story.

“I have large lady garden, but for you is difficult to find entrance. Maybe your husband can find it and trim the bush around the edge for me? He has good power tool? If no, I have one working with battery he can use, but the truth is, it is not big enough for my entrance.”

Eleni’s face grew purple as she nearly lost consciousness from her uncontrollable fit of laughter. Harry’s head fell onto her lap after he dropped from his chair in laughter. Jeff looked at me with a shocked look on his face and asked me, “Does she actually know what she just said?”

I shook my head from side to side and replied, “I doubt it.” I wondered, though.

Anastasia, who lives in her palatial stone built villa in nearby Drouseia village, and is surprisingly sprightly for eighty six, dashed into Theia Maritsa’s kitchen to fetch some holy water and sacred oil collection to rub on her relatives, who she sometimes suspects have been possessed by bad spirits in Canada.

Not wanting to miss out on sharing interesting garden stories, Theia Maritsa, my mother’s sister, seventy seven, told us how her late husband Pavlis used to bring “koroues”, a Cypriot dialect word for a type of flowering bulb, which also means “little girls” from Limassol and plant them in their garden. Not wanting to have them think her English is sub par, aunty Maritsa said in her best English slang, “He had a large, thick rod and he liked to tap the koroues with it when he was fingering them in the soil.”

She meant that her husband, a diligent gardener, used his walking stick to press the bulbs deep into the soil. In my childhood holidays in Cyprus, I’d seen the immense pleasure he took doing just that in their lush Kathikas gardens.

Teenaged Effie, although not a stranger to obscene language, looked at her dad in horror.

“Gross!!! Mom’s relatives are weird! Can we go to the beach now, please?”

“No, don’t go! Don’t you remember when you were little and you used to hug my legs while your brother used to come all over me?” asked Anastasia, as she lit her olive leaves in effort to bless the demons out of her curious relations. Before the burning incense and holy water could reach them, the two teens ran away in horror.

She meant to say that Harry used to come running to her with open arms. Poor me, I thought, another lost in translation mess to clean up.

“Theia Maritsa, could you please bring me a can of beer?” I asked.
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THIS MORNING, STILL recovering from yesterday’s “lady garden” incident, I thought it would be safer to keep the Canadian cousins far away from the family village of Kathikas. We decided to head to the beach in Neo Chorio instead. You know, neutral territory, just sand, sea, and maybe some light sunburn for the sake of our social media posts.

Of course, Maritsa heard about our beach trip and insisted on coming along “to keep us company and make sure no bad spirits follow us to the water.” She even brought her holy water bottle in case she needed to “baptise the sea” before we went in.

On the way there, Kiria Anastasia decided to share her recipe for loukoumades, honey coated balls of fried dough, with Jeff. Except, in English, she explained it like this:

“You must take your tiny balls and make them hot in the oil until they are golden and sticky. Then you roll them in honey and put in mouth quickly before they get hard.”

Jeff nearly swerved the car into a fifty year old fig tree.

Later on at the beach, things didn’t improve. Eleni was just starting to relax in her chair when Maritsa yelled to Jeff:

“You must take off all of your clothes before going in! Wet clothes make fungus in the place where the sun don’t shine! Don’t be shy, we won’t judge too harshly!”

Effie turned to me and whispered, “I’m never bringing my friends to Cyprus. They’ll never stop laughing at me and these weird aunts of mom’s.” I simply smiled and nodded.

Meanwhile, Anastasia had waded into the shallows, splashing herself with holy water and chanting prayers loud enough to scare away the seagulls. A German tourist asked if she was performing an ancient fertility ritual. She nodded and said, “Yes, for my cousin’s Canadian husband! I doubt that his fifty year old equipment can get to top gear!”

By the time we dropped off at their Airbnb in Kathikas, Jeff had the thousand yard stare of a man who had survived a war zone, the teens had locked themselves in their bedrooms, and Eleni and I were already halfway through another can of beer each.

No matter where you take them, Cyprus aunties will always find a way to turn a wholesome day into a linguistically inappropriate spectacle.
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THE NIGHT BEFORE, I was foolish enough to think a traditional Paphos village wedding in the seaside village of Ayia Marina would be “safe.” Just music, dancing, kleftiko and koupepia, meat stuffed vine leaves. What I forgot was that Cyprus weddings mixed with elderly relatives and the English language equalled linguistic nuclear meltdown.

The chaos began before the first meze was served. The groom’s Theio Andros, eighty three, leaned in close to Jeff, eyeing him like a prized bull.

“In Cyprus, a man must know how to handle the bread,” he began. “You must put your hands deep inside and knead well, make sure it is wet enough to satisfy the woman. If too dry, she will go to another baker.”

Jeff turned red and looked at me, his eyes crying “please save me.” Having just taken the first sip of my third glass of ice cold white wine, I simply shrugged.

Next came Maritsa, trying to compliment the bride’s Welsh mother in English: “You look very loose tonight! I can see your dangling parts moving when you walk.”

She meant “slim and graceful,” and that her body was quite shapely, but by the look on the bride’s mother’s face, she might as well have accused her of moonlighting at a strip club. Elenie, despite being busy discussing the recent increase in local land values with one of the British guests caught the conversation and immediately gave me a repelled look. Her lips mouthed “No!”

Then the dancing started. Anastasia, apparently convinced this part of a wedding was a fertility rite, dragged poor Effie into the middle and shouted over the music:

“Open your legs big, let the boys see you are ready for them! Show off your moist halloumi!”

Half the old men put down their zivania mid sip. Poor Effie looked like she was going to file for witness protection.

By the time we reached the bouquet toss, things had gone completely feral. Eleni caught it, which would’ve been sweet if Theia Maritsa hadn’t bellowed:

“She is already married, but will now be next to make baby! Her husband’s seed is now so strong, he could make the neighbour’s goat pregnant because I showed him my technique to make his balls golden!”

Dessert didn’t help either. When Jeff politely asked what the daktyla pastries were called, the groom’s uncle leaned in again:

“Finger sweets. You put them in your mouth, suck slowly, then swallow every last bit. Always swallow and swallow hard. This is respect for the baker.”

Adequately repelled, Jeff pretended to take photos of the pastries for the rest of the night, just to avoid speaking to anyone.

As we left, the teens swore never to set foot in Cyprus again without a bilingual translator, Eleni was doubled over wheezing with laughter, and I... just cracked open a cold beer in the car as I shook my head. The only saving grace, I thought, was the fact that my wife chose to skip the wedding. Her tolerance for my aunts is not as inexhaustible as mine.

At a Cypriot wedding, it’s not the bride who blushes the most, it’s the foreigners!
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THE MORNING AFTER THE wedding, I really should have known better. But when Maritsa announced, “Today we go to the Kato Paphos beer festival, very innocent fun, just a bit of lager and music!” I thought, What’s the worst that can happen?

The first sign of danger was when Anastasia showed up at Maritsa’s house carrying her holy water and a rather bushy sprig of basil. “Fresh plucked from my garden. To bless the beer barrels,” she said. By “bless,” she apparently meant climb halfway inside the barrel while muttering prayers and splashing beer around. A poor volunteer had to help her out when she got stuck.

Jeff, trying to be polite, accepted his first sample of KEO. The man pouring it, a wiry old farmer with half his teeth missing, grinned and said:

“This beer make you stand up all night for your wife. Like tent pole. In the morning, she will still be screaming.”

Jeff choked so hard I thought I’d need to give him the Heimlich.

Meanwhile, Effie got cornered by an elderly gentleman offering her grapes. “You must take them in your mouth and suck the juice before you spit or swallow, depends how you like it.” She backed away like she’d just seen a wild boar.

Eleni tried to escape the madness by entering the grape stomping competition. Bad move. The announcer, eager to translate for the tourists, shouted into the microphone:

“Watch how she moves! Like she is making love to the grapes, slow, strong, deep! She is expert in thrust! Better than prostitute."

Half the crowd applauded; the other half looked like they needed a cigarette.

Things truly went off the rails when Maritsa decided to “educate” the Canadian kids about Cypriot drinking customs. She told them,

“In our village, a woman prove she good marriage material by how long she can hold it in her mouth before swallowing. If she dribble, no ready for marriage! Young ladies must train with expert teacher who gives you big load of juice!”

By the end, Jeff was hiding behind a stack of beer crates, Effie and her brother were desperately Googling “last minute flights to Toronto,” and Eleni and I were clinking plastic cups, tears running down our faces from laughing. In Cyprus, you don’t get drunk on the beer, you get drunk on the conversations that happen around it.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

🫒

Chapter 5


[image: ]


EARLIER IN THE DAY, we’d all met up at Maritsa’s house, our usual meeting place. Her house wasn’t as palatial as Anastasia’s. However, Maritsa never missed an opportunity to remind Anastasia that her plots of land were more valuable than hers. Because of proximity to the popular British expat village of Peyeia, Kathikas had seen its property values rise astronomically in recent years. As we took the last sips of our various coffees, Maritsa said she needed “a few big screws.” She then added, from the Super Home Centre. We naturally then assumed that she meant for a chair, or maybe a cupboard. We should’ve known better, though.

The moment we got to the hardware aisle, she marched straight up to an assistant and announced in perfect English:

“I need screws, very long, very strong. For my personal... lady’s pleasure machine. It vibrates very powerfully, too powerfully it seems, and one of the screws fell out.”

The poor man’s face went through six shades of pink before he decided to just lead us to the fasteners section.

Anastasia’s ears propped up with the words “very long, very strong” and asserted that if that is the case, it must be black.

“You must be careful with these machines, Maritsa. Too much power, and even the best screw will work loose. You need to tighten it well... from both sides.”

Jeff nearly walked backwards into a display of back to school items.

While the sales assistant inspected the screws, Harry made the mistake of asking, “What’s the machine for? What is lady’s pleasure? Is it for mixing food?”

Maritsa patted his shoulder. “It helps me... relax in the evenings when I am tense. It’s excellent for old muscles and deep crevices that need stretching, my dear.”

Harry wandered off toward the paint aisle muttering, “Gross! I’m gonna barf! I’m never asking them anything again!”

Eleni tried to move things along by suggesting some smaller screws. Anastasia waved her off on behalf of her pleasure seeking cousin.

“No! I need the big thick ones. Long too! If the screw isn’t long enough, it just rattles around and does nothing.”

Being unfortunate enough to hear all of this, poor Jeff almost collapsed into a bin of extension cords.

We left with a pack of industrial strength screws, a tube of machine grade lubricant “for smoother action,” and a family who may never be allowed to set foot in that store again.

However, just before we left, Eleni remembered that the owner of their Airbnb had given her instructions to replace a few things in the maisonette’s small garden. Anastasia asked Maritsa if the machines also come with ribbing as we walked back into the store. Maritsa sent her the online catalogue before we reached the gardening section. Eleni made a speedy beeline for the irrigation aisle.

“I need a new hose,” she announced. “A big one. My old one is too short and... it leaks the moment it’s turned on.”

The young shop assistant perked up.

“What length are you thinking of?”

Eleni eyed the options.

“Long enough to reach all the flower beds without... stopping halfway. And it must be thick. I like a good, solid flow.”

Νever one to be outdone, Anastasia added:

“Yes, and it should be strong enough for high pressure. You don’t want it bursting in your hands. Give her a long black one if possible, please. They are more resilient and last much longer without going limp.”

The assistant’s ears went red. “Limp? You mean from the strong sun?”

Anastasia smirked devilishly and replied “Yes, that’s exactly what I mean, my dear boy.“

“We have one that’s black, fifty feet, extra thick and reinforced.”

Eleni picked it up, testing the weight in her hands.

“Mmm... yes, this feels right. Heavy, but I can handle it. My hands are used to working with something like this. I’ve never had black before, but I’m sure it will last longer than the many others I’ve had. You know, I live in Canada and I don’t think I’ve seen a black one this long and thick out there.”

Maritsa, looking forlorn patted her on the shoulders and said “Poor thing, you.”

Anastasia wandered over and tapped the brass nozzle.

“And a nice head too, adjustable spray. Very important if you want to reach all the corners. Any idea how hard it shoots?”

Jeff backed into a rack of watering cans. “I’ll... wait by the compost.”

By the time we left, Eleni had the hose coiled proudly over her shoulder, a packet of “liquid feed” in her other hand, and a poor assistant who may never look at garden equipment the same way again.

In Cyprus, a trip to the DIY store can teach you about power tools, proper lubrication, and the importance of a good screw!
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TODAY PROVED TO BE a very busy day with the relatives. We arrived in Platres just after lunch, the pine scented air doing its best to disguise the faint aroma of meat drifting up from the valley. Cousin Stelios, freshly promoted to production manager at Chrysodalia meats, greeted us in a crisp white coat and hairnet.

“Welcome everyone! Today, you will see how we make the finest sausages in Cyprus,” he announced proudly.

Maritsa adjusted her sunglasses. “Good, my dear boy. I like to know exactly what I’m putting in my mouth.”

Harry winced. “Oh no... not again. Mom, why are they so gross all the time?” Elenie put her hand over his mouth and squeezed his cheeks hard.

Anastasia nodded. “And how it’s handled. Hygiene is very important. Meat can carry lots of different bacteria. Trust me!”

Jeff, already wary from the DIY shopping trip, muttered, “Here we go again...”

Just inside the door, a huge red and yellow safety poster screamed:

KEEP IT TIGHT, A LOOSE SAUSAGE IS A DANGEROUS SAUSAGE!

Harry glanced at the one next to it, written only in Greek, and asked innocently, “What does that one say?”

Stelios smiled. “It means, ‘Always grip from the base and feed it in slowly, a sudden push can tear your meat.’ Torn meat is something nobody wants, Harry. You are too young to understand, but one day, you will.”

Harry blinked twice. “I... wish I didn’t know that and I don’t think I want to understand, to be honest.”

We passed a conveyor belt rolling plump, pale tubes toward a massive rotating hopper.

“This is where we fill them,” Stelios explained. “We want a nice, firm sausage, not too loose, not bursting.”

Anastasia leaned in and clasped one of the sausages in her left hand. She seemed to know how to handle large sausages well. “Yes, you must fill it evenly, or it will be soft in some places and hard in others.”

Effie groaned into her hoodie.

The trainee next to Stelios dropped his clipboard.

Eleni, trying to sound helpful, asked, “And what if the casing splits? Do you just... patch it?”

“Oh no,” Stelios said. “Once it bursts, you have to start again from scratch.”

“Very wasteful,” said Anastasia. “Better to keep a steady hand and consistent pressure. Take it from an expert.”

“These sausages smell funny. I prefer small hotdogs like those we get in Canada!” complained Harry.

Anastasia turned to Harry, patted him on the shoulder, and said:

“From what I’ve seen at the beach, when you get older, you’ll definitely have a big sausage. You know, I’ve been told I’m excellent at sucking all the juice out of a big one.”

“Anastasia! What are you saying?” shouted a horrified Elenie. She didn’t laugh at this one. 

Harry’s soul visibly left his body. “I’m going to live in the parking lot now.”

Anastasia replied “Last Sunday at Coral Bay, he ate only a small hotdog. I couldn’t believe after all of that swimming his appetite didn’t demand anything bigger! Why? What did you think I was talking about?”

Elenie gritted her teeth and changed the topic, asking Anastasia if she has thought of subdividing her twenty acre residential field on the Drousia to Polis road. Anastasia joked, “Why? You thinking of going into the property business?”

“No. It just seems to be the perfect seller’s market now. With all of the Israelis settling in Paphos, this seems like a good time to sell. You know, you could ask your God daughter Titania, or is she still Titty, to help you find an Israeli buyer. Isn’t she still one of Limassol’s top lawyers?”

“You mean Big Titty. You know that. We’ve always called her Big so as to not confuse her with her younger cousin Little Titty, the social worker. That reminds me, Maritsa, it’s been a while since we sent some clothing to her. Those poor Limassol ladies must be losing dates with the boys without new sequined tops to wear!” She turned back to Elenie. “I know you live far away in Canada, but please try to keep up!” Anastasia laughed, slapping her thigh.

Elenie’s face soured.

We moved to the spice room, where sacks of paprika, cumin, and garlic perfumed the air. On the wall, another safety sign read:

SPICE IT RIGHT, TOO MUCH HEAT WILL BLOW YOUR CASING!

Harry pointed at a Greek only sign. “And that one?”

Stelios read it aloud: “If it starts to drip, squeeze from the top and massage gently until the flow stops.”

Harry backed away so fast he nearly tripped over a sack of cumin. “That’s it. I’m done. You people are insane.”

“Seasoning is everything,” Stelios said. “Too bland, and nobody wants seconds.”

Theia sniffed approvingly. “Mmm. I like mine with a good kick. Makes you sweat a little.”

From the doorway, Effie yelled: “WE’RE STILL HEARING EVERYTHING!”

Finally, we reached the packaging area, where sausages slid into neat vacuum packs. Above the sealing machine was a laminated notice:

WRAP IT PROPERLY, FRESHNESS IS EVERYTHING!

Harry glanced at the Greek version. “Let me guess...”

Stelios interrupted: “Remove excess air before sealing, a tight wrap keeps the juices in.”

Harry put his hands over his ears and sprinted for the car. Jeff followed without even looking back. Effie was already there.

We left with three family sized packs of their “Extra Juicy Village Sausage,” a jar of “Spicy Red Spread,” and a new understanding of how many innocent factory terms can sound... not so innocent when this family is involved.

In Platres, even a sausage tour can become a masterclass in innuendo, and a Greek vocabulary lesson Harry will never, ever use, probably...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

🫒

Chapter 7


[image: ]


AFTER THE SAUSAGE SAGA, you’d think the family would take a day off from traumatising Effie and Harry.

You’d be wrong.

“Anastasia needs a new bikini, and so do I,” Maritsa announced over drinks at the Neon mall cafe. “For Coral Bay beach tomorrow. Effie, Eleni, you could use new ones too. Those burkas you brought with you from Canada are probably why you were charged for excess weight in your bags! Something slim and trim, you are in Europe now. It’ll be my treat!”

Harry froze mid toast. “No. No we don’t. Nobody needs to see you all like that! Ever!”

“Don’t be rude, Harry.” Eleni said, buttering her bread like she was auditioning for a slow motion cooking video. “A good bikini is like a good man, supportive, flattering, and doesn’t sag after two uses.”

We walked down the wide corridor to KIABI. The moment we walked in, a wall of brightly coloured jocund patterned swimwear blinded us. Effie made a beeline for the tiniest triangle top in the store and jokingly suggested that Maritsa might like to try it on.

“That’s not a bikini,” her dad Jeff muttered. “That’s dental floss with a dream.”

Then Maritsa stomped straight to the “French beach” section and grabbed something that featured on Baywatch, reinforced with what looked suspiciously like bridge cables.

“I need strong cups,” she declared. “These melons aren’t what they used to be, but they’re still big enough to knock a man unconscious.”

Harry covered his face. “Please... stop talking about your... stuff!”

Anastasia ignored him and held up a tiny floral two piece. “Does this look youthful? I don’t want to look like an old woman.”

“You are an old woman,” Maritsa reminded her, still squeezing bikini tops like she was checking fruit at the market. “But at least yours fit in one hand. Mine require a forklift.”

From the fitting rooms came a chorus of zips, elastic snaps, and commentary:

“This one gives me four boobs.”
“I think the bottom’s on backwards.”
“If I bend over, I’ll get arrested.”
“This one makes my melons look like they’re on special offer.”
Fifteen minutes later, Anastasia, smirking, tossed something small and black at Harry. “Here’s one for you, young man. Try it on.”

Harry caught it, looked down, and went pale. “This is... a thong. I don’t wear stuff like this.”

“Of course,” his smiling sister Effie said sarcastically, doing her best impersonation of the grannies. “You can’t go to Coral Bay in those tragic board shorts. Show some cheek. How will you meet girl to impregnate in the future? Show to her your package offer and see if she accepts small size, crazy Canadian boy. You think she buy donkey before taking out for ride first, so much crazy!"

Somehow, they bullied him into the fitting room. Moments later came a strangled yell from the changing room:

“It’s not covering anything! I feel drafty! Everyone will laugh at me!”

Theia Maritsa called back, “You just need to commit to it, boy! Walk with confidence, like you’ve got two ripe melons of your own. In this country, you go to the beach after August 31, they will talk. They talk about everything! Live your best life and let them!”

Harry emerged, red faced, wrapping a pair of jeans around his waist. “If you make me wear this at the beach, I’m calling child services!”

Maritsa stepped out in her chosen bikini, the cups doing their best under impossible conditions. 

“What do you think?” she asked, turning side to side. “Keeps the big melons fresh, but still ripe for picking, perfect for Coral Bay.”

Jeff spun around. “I think I’m continuing this holiday in another country. Does Ryanair fly to Spain from here?”

We left with four bikinis, one sunhat, a thong Harry swore he’d burn, and a pair of bikini tops that could double as thread if anything needed stitching.

KIABI might sell family swimwear, but they don’t stock anything rated ideal for Maritsa’s legendary produce... or Harry’s Canadian dignity.
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BACK IN TORONTO, FAR from the sun and drama of Kathikas, Jeff’s extended family gathered in his Aunt Mabel’s kitchen for Sunday lunch. The table groaned under the weight of roast beef, potatoes, tossed salad, and New York cheesecake for dessert. Their guest, their new neighbour, Mr Avraamides, had recently moved to Canada from Cyprus, after going through serious relationship issues in Paphos.

“Jeff must be having the time of his life in Cyprus,” Aunt Mabel said, refilling everyone’s plates. “He’s with the old ladies there, Eleni’s aunts, learning all their nice Greek traditions. They’re so warm and wholesome, you know. Not like people here nowadays.”

Uncle Peter nodded sagely. “I can picture it, the elderly women sitting in the courtyard, crocheting lace doilies, teaching Eleni how to make proper Greek food. And Jeff, maybe learning the mandolin from some village grandpa. Those Mediterraneans have a special kind of respect for tradition.”

Cousin Sophia sighed. “Yes, and those traditional songs! The ones about love and the harvest. I bet Theia Maritsa is serenading them every night with her beautiful voice.”

At this, Mabel clasped her hands dreamily. “And the storytelling! You know, how they all sit around after dinner under the grapevines, drinking tiny cups of strong coffee while the grandmothers tell tales of the old days, goats, olive groves, weddings that lasted three days.”

Little did they know.

“I hope Harry is appreciating it,” Peter went on. “It’s not every day a young man gets to experience that much culture. Imagine, the patience of those elderly ladies, teaching him to ride donkeys, telling him how to respect women, passing on family recipes and traditions.”

Mabel chuckled. “And I bet Anastasia is treating him like her own grandson, feeding him sweets, pinching his cheek, making him dance in those lovely outfits.”

Peter poured more coffee. “Jeff said in his email they went shopping with the ladies. Probably for fabric or yarn. I can just see it, all of them in some little village shop, buying thread for lacework.”

“Oh, for sure,” Mabel agreed. “Those traditional Cypriot women are so modest. Covered up, from top to bottom, always speaking politely and certainly full of ancient wisdom. Harry and Effie must be soaking it all in.”

They all smiled, picturing a postcard perfect scene: Eleni in a lengthy sundress, learning to knead dough; Harry politely sipping rosewater cordial; Jeff helping an elderly man repair a fishing net; Maritsa offering philosophical life advice while a breeze rustled the fig trees. Mr Avraamides listened carefully, but decided not to spoil the image.

The mental image was so idyllic it could have been a tourism ad.

Nobody imagined the reality, Maritsa in a bikini that could double as surgery stitching, Anastasia publicly threatening to withhold “melon privileges” from her twenty seven year old lover, and Harry being bullied into a thong in a KIABI fitting room.

“Ah,” Jeff’s mother said, leaning back with a sigh, “they’re probably having the most peaceful, traditional family holiday. We should all go next summer. Imagine, mornings crocheting, afternoons baking, evenings singing folk songs under the stars.”

“Yes,” Uncle Peter added, smiling. “Pure, wholesome Cyprus. Nothing else compares with that wholesome island.”

If only they knew, thought Mr Avraamides, as he slowly sipped his Canadian Club whiskey.
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IF THERE’S ONE THING more dangerous than Maritsa in a bikini, it’s Anastasia in a bad mood.

We learned this in Kathikas, where the men sit at the kafenio pretending to play cards while really spying on the tourists and other visitors.

We’d barely sat down before she spotted him, Savvis, eighty nine, her “on again, off again” lover for years, currently holding court with three other much younger men.

The moment their eyes met, you could hear the evil violin sting from a soap opera in the back of your head.

“Oh look,” Anastasia said loudly, “the village scarecrow has come down from his pole. Still no stick up your arse?”

Savvis smirked. “And you’ve come dressed in funeral black again, so nobody notices the sag in your clam!"

Harry looked confused. “Clam? She has a clam? Where does he keep it?”

Jeff muttered, “Don’t ask! I’ll explain when you are older.”

Kiria Anastasia marched right up to his table. “Speaking of sausages the other day, I recalled how yours has gone so soft, Savvis, I could serve it to the toothless ladies at the senior centre in Neo Chorio. At least they wouldn’t choke!”

Savvis snorted. “Maybe it’s just soft for you. I hear there’s harder sausage in Polemi, but you'll soften those too, won't you? Good thing it's fresh there. Not overcooked and dry like your clam.”

Gasps from the old men followed. A few almost choked on their coffee.

“You donkey!” she shot back. “That Polemi sausage will satisfy my cravings fine, just like every other time I've tried fresh, young meat.”

“Personally, I’d rather suffer some indigestion from something fresh than have something that’s been hanging in the pantry since 1956,” Savvis said, sipping his coffee with exaggerated calm. 

Their relationship was clearly off again.

That did it. Kiria Anastasia plucked the cup right out of his hand, downed the bitter sludge in one gulp, and slammed it on the table. “Bitter, just like you, and so small. Exactly like you!”

She stormed out, muttering about “men who can’t grow their moustache, or their sausage.”

Harry stood there motionless, wide eyed and staring at the spectacle. “I feel like I just watched a National Geographic special... about warthogs.”

Maritsa patted his shoulder. “No, koumpare mou. This is just normal Cypriot romance. By tonight, they will be romantic.”

In Kathikas, the coffee is strong, but the gossip is stronger, and if a lady’s choice of sausage isn’t up to scratch, someone will recommend she go to a neighbouring village in search of a better one.
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TRUTH BE TOLD, UNLIKE her brazen first cousin Maritsa, Anastasia can be excused for her edgy behavior. Her life took its first dramatic plot twist at the age of nine, when her parents decided to enjoy a romantic cliffside picnic in Stroumpi and promptly tested the laws of gravity. Unfortunately, gravity won. While most children would be traumatised, young Anastasia just dusted herself off and asked if there was any cake left.

She and her two sisters were promptly adopted by her Aunt Polymnia, a woman so notorious that local priests treated her like a four letter word. Polymnia didn’t believe in bedtime, vegetables, or modesty. She swore by two things: always drink your ouzo neat, and never leave a man (or woman) wondering what you meant.

Whilst her older sisters Theognosia and Angeliki fled Aunt Polymnia’s raucous debauchery for Australia at the ages of 15 and 17, Anastasia was fascinated by her dear aunt’s carefree lifestyle. Under her “tutoring,” Anastasia learned all the important skills, how to bat eyelashes without pulling a muscle, how to pour wine without spilling (unless it was part of the performance), and the many uses of a strategically placed olive. 

By eighteen, she could silence an entire kafeneio with a single wink. By twenty, she was in Limassol, working at a bar so smoky you could lose your virginity and your shoes in the same evening without noticing either was gone. She started as a waitress, but fate, and a sprained ankle belonging to the resident dancer, shoved her onstage. She’d barely taken two steps when the crowd roared, coins clinked, and one elderly man fainted into his moussaka.

Her rise was meteoric to say the least. She danced with such flair that even the cash register seemed to purr. Lovers came in all shapes, sizes, and genders; Anastasia collected them like fridge magnets from exotic holidays, except they didn’t all stick, and some rattled loudly when shaken. She was a firm believer in equal opportunity affection: if you had a pulse and could hold a conversation (or at least a tray of drinks), you were in with only one chance to satisfy her.

Her love of clams was also legendary, both the kind served on a plate and the kind not found on any menu. Equally though, she was partial to a fine pork sausage, and not just at the butcher’s. She once declared, “Seafood and pork, the two genders of cuisine. Give me either, and I’ll treat it like royalty!” The crowd at the bar laughed for three straight nights.

As decades rolled on, fashions changed, empires fell, and Limassol added more parking meters, but Kiria Anastasia remained a fixture, perched in glittering heels, sipping gin, telling stories that made sailors blush. She danced through her 30s, 40s, 50s and 60s, stepping down from the stage at 75, up to then ignoring age the way a cat ignores a “keep off” sign.

By the time she retired, she had survived various economic crises, the influx of refugees in 1974, the influx of Lebanese men in the 1980’s, three break ups in a single week, and one serious incident involving a misdirected bottle of whipped cream. Her final performance ended with a standing ovation, a shower of roses, and someone proposing marriage from the balcony, though she declined, saying, “Darling, I’m retired from dancing, not from being fabulous.”

Now, at 87, living life to its fullest in her home village of Kathikas, she remains Limassol’s living legend: outrageous, unapologetic, and still with a taste for both a good clam and a sausage. If you ask her for advice, she’ll wink and say, “Never waste time on regrets, unless regrets come with good wine and a better story.”
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IN THE QUIET HILLTOP village of Ineia, where the vines curl lazily over stone walls and the cicadas sing until the sun dips into the sea, Maritsa remains a woman who refuses to be defined by her years. Whilst she spends most of her time in her stone built house in Kathikas, she frequently visits her modern villa in nearby Ineia, more often since she met Kleanthis. Maritsa is a local area celebrity of sorts. She will 78 this January, though anyone who has seen her walk, back straight, hips swaying, eyes sharp, might guess she’s decades younger.

Her current companion is the subject of hushed gossip and not so hushed laughter in the village square. Kleanthis, thirty two, the son of the Arodafina taverna owner in Ineia, is often spotted bringing her crates of fresh, round melons and long cucumbers or ferrying her down to Paphos on his motorbike. “For some errands,” she says with a sly smile, though no one truly believes errands are the only thing they share.

Behind closed shutters, in her Kathikas house, there is a dusty cupboard that holds a box of treasures: a collection of old VHS tapes. Among them, a set of Jane Fonda workout videos, worn from years of use. Maritsa’s mornings begin before the rooster crows, a strong Cypriot coffee, then lunges, stretches, and aerobics in rhythm to Jane’s cheerful voice. Beneath her simple black dress, her arms remain taut, her calves and breasts firm as ever, her waist slim and trim. A lifetime of discipline has preserved her body like the preserved figs she keeps in jars.

Her youth was a different sort of privilege. A “monahokori,” the only daughter of wealthy landowners, she inherited sprawling vineyards and olive groves in Kathikas and Pano Arodes. Although most would be overwhelmed keeping track of all of this inherited wealth, Maritsa, just like her beloved Anastasia, mysteriously continued to add to their property portfolio to this day. Despite being rather parsimonious when it comes to the small expenses in life, Maritsa has never one to hold back whenever a property seems too good to pass up.  

Suitors came and went, some earnest, others calculating, but Maritsa never allowed herself to be tied down until she met her beloved Ektoras Voskou in 1962. Marriage, she had reasoned, up until that point, was a cage, and she valued her freedom far too much. Ektoras was different, though. Perhaps it was his humble demeanor. As the ninth child of a drunken farmhand, Ektoras was the hardest worker on her parents’ vineyards. As a young lady, Maritsa would pretend that she enjoyed picking grapes, much to her mother’s dismay, only to be able to spend time with her only crush, Ektoras. 

Her father had absolutely no qualms about allowing his only daughter to marry Ektoras. In fact, he supported the idea from the moment Maritsa spoke of her love for her father’s prized worker. This was not at all uncommon in those days, and perhaps even today. Ageing wealthy Cypriot fathers of only daughters fear that their spoiled daughter’s whims and emotional storms might not be well tolerated by an independent husband of equal or greater wealth and status. Therefore, a hard working labourer with nothing apart from servitude in his personality would provide her with children, put up with all of her whims and tend to the family fortune like his new life depended on it. 

A few years after losing both of her parents to old age, and before they managed to produced offspring, Maritsa’s heart was permanently scarred when her dear Ektoras was tragically killed in an agricultural accident. Although most of her relations expected her to collapse, Maritsa took a page from her cousin Anastasia’s book. 

Instead of the expected collapse, she found companionship elsewhere, in the tanned, strong armed farmhands who came each season to work her land. Mimicking the charms of Anastasia, she learned early how to charm them, and they, in turn, learned how to please her. They all told her that they enjoyed coming, as she handled them very gently. It was a life she had at first curated deliberately to avoid giving those who envied her fortune the satisfaction of seeing her crumble. She’d eventually managed to become the persona she so carefully crafted: no children to tether her, no husband to age beside her. Just land, money, male beauty, and time to enjoy it all.

The years passed, but Maritsa’s new approach to life never softened. She kept her nails neat, her hair tucked under a headscarf, her skin unlined from years of olive oil and careful sunbathing. Villagers whispered about her choices, but she never cared; she walked through the square with the same measured steps and quiet pride as always.

This afternoon, she’s sitting under the shade of the taverna’s extended clay tiled roof, a tall glass of KEO beer in her hand. Evripides is somewhere inside, arguing with his father about supplies. She watches him through the open doorway, her lips curving just enough to betray her satisfaction. The young may think they are clever, she muses, but it takes a lifetime to learn how to truly live and satisfy others.

When someone passes by and greets her with a teasing, “Kalimera, Maritsa mou, still keeping up with the young ones?” she simply raises her glass.

“To health,” she replies. “And to never growing old. You should give it a try!”
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THE TROUBLE WITH TAKING a Cypriot yiayia to the zoo is that she assumes every animal is either (a) edible, or (b) secretly her cousin’s cousin’s goat that got stolen in 1972.

By the time we got to Paphos Zoo, Anastasia was already arguing with the ticket seller.

“€19? For bloody what? To look at donkeys? I can see those free in Drouseia!”

Jeff, ever the calm Canadian, produced the money before Anastasia could barter the price down by offering him a jar of her pickled goat testicles.

Inside, Effie wanted selfies with the flamingos, Harry wanted to find the crocodiles, and Maritsa wanted shade, immediately, or she was going to collapse

"like feta left in the sun."

She’d been extra rough with Ektoras the night before and was paying the price today, but she confided in Anastasia, it was a price well worth paying.

The first stop was the cow enclosure. Not your average skinny village cow this was a Swiss import with udders so enormous they swung side to side like beach balls in a nightclub.

Harry’s eyes went wide. “Dad... why does that cow have... um... big...”

“Boobs,” Effie finished, smirking.

Jeff sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. “They’re not boobs, they’re udders. That’s where we get milk.”

“What are you saying, Jeff? Milk?” Anastasia scoffed. “That’s not only milk production, that’s mastitis waiting to happen. Someone call the vet before that poor creature trips over itself!”

Maritsa leaned in, squinting. “Reminds me of you, Elenie. That’s how yours looked when you came to Cyprus after you had Effie. Boom, boom, boom!” She made a swinging gesture with both hands.

“Theia Maritsa, please stop! The doctor said I had prolonged breast engorgement” Eleni groaned, blushing scarlet.

Harry nearly fell over laughing. “Mum! You were like the cow?! Gross!”

Effie, recording on her phone, muttered “Awesome content! This’ll be viral on TikTok by tomorrow morning!”

Poor Jeff frowned, “Kill me now!”

We shuffled quickly to the elephants, hoping to restore dignity for the sake of the children. Big mistake, though!

The male elephant stepped forward, swinging his trunk majestically. And by trunk, we mean trunk!

Harry gasped. “Holy moly! That thing’s bigger than Theia Maritsa’s 1987 Peugeot!”

“Harry!” Jeff barked.

Eleni covered her mouth, trying not to laugh. “It’s nature’s work, darling. God made him like that based on his design.”

Kiria Anastasia, unbothered, nodded solemnly. “Yes. That is how you know a real male! None of this Kathikas soft sausage business.”

“Oh lord, get us out of here!” Jeff groaned. He turned to me with a look of disgust. “How do you put up with them, Demetri?” I didn’t have the heart to tell him that they were playing it up to entertain their visitors. “They don’t mean any harm, they’re just having a bit of fun.” That seemed to satisfy Jeff enough for the time being. 

But Anastasia wasn’t finished. She fanned herself with a brochure. “If I was fifty years younger...”

Eleni gasped. “Theia! You can’t say that about an elephant, and in front of the kids!”

“Why not?” Maritsa shrugged. “At least he looks like he knows what to do with it.”

Harry fell to the ground laughing so hard a zookeeper came over to check if he was having a seizure.

I decided to guide them to safer territory: the parrots. Eleni picked up her pace and walked in between the yiayiades. Curious, I walked a bit more slowly. It was as if she really had entered the property trade. She fired multiple questions about the value of the land the zoo had been built on and quite peculiarly, she asked them if either owned a plot this size. Maritsa said she owned even larger plots in Kathikas and Drouseia, whilst Anastasia threw Maritsa a serious glance and then pretended she was reading up on the powerful Egyptian Vulture.

By the time we reached the parrots, Jeff was pale and muttering about flying back to Canada immediately. But the rest of the family were cackling so loudly that it caused the macaws to break out with a chorus of “Malaka! Malaka!”

At Paphos Zoo, the animals aren’t the only wild ones, sometimes it’s your own family you need to keep behind the fences.
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AIRPORTS ARE STRESSFUL at the best of times. Add two Cypriot yiayiades, one Canadian man on the verge of a breakdown, and a suitcase of pickled goat testicles, and you’ve basically got an international incident.

The minute we entered Larnaca arrivals, Anastasia started shouting at strangers. “Is that my sister’s grandson? No? Then why is he so handsome?”

Maritsa plopped down on someone’s suitcase. “Wake me when Efremi comes. I need a rest. My bladder is like a ticking bomb. Consider yourselves warned!”

Effie was already filming her next TikTok. “Cypriot airport chaos, Part One.”

When Australian Cypriot Efremi, 24, finally appeared, he looked like he’d crawled out of a kangaroo’s pouch. Pale, sweaty, dragging two bulging bags.

“Efremiiiiiii mou!” the yiayiades screeched in unison, smothering him in kisses until his shirt was wetter than a taverna floor at 2 am in August.

Jeff stepped forward with his Canadian politeness. “Welcome, cousin! How was the flight?”

Efremi blinked. “Bloody nightmare. Sat next to a bloke who farted for four hours straight. Smelled like souvla gone wrong. Nearly had to use my barf bag!”

Harry roared with laughter. “Mum! He said fart! And barf bag!”

Eleni rolled her eyes and gave her cousin a warm hug. She hoped he didn’t catch her sinister glance at him when he stepped out from the arrivals doors.

Kiria Anastasia immediately inspected Efremi. “You look weak. Have you been eating Australian kangaroos again? This is why your penis is probably sad. Don’t worry, we’ll bulk it up with some lamb souvla!”

“Kiria Anastasia! People can hear you! Don’t speak so loudly!” Eleni squealed. 

The customs officer nearby coughed nervously as he stared at our motley crew from various corners of the world.

And then it happened: Jeff was pulled aside by security. “Sir, did you pack this jar? Come with me, please.”

Jeff turned pale as the officer held up a cloudy glass jar of floating lumps.

“That’s... uh... Kiria Anastasia’s... um... goat testicles. They certainly aren’t mine! My own two are enough.” He hoped to disarm the young officer with his attempt at humour.

The officer stared. “Excuse me? Testicles? Which one of you is Anastasia?”

Anastasia stormed over and snatched it back from the shocked officer. “Yes, from my cousin’s goats. The fool can’t stand the scent for some silly reason. I tell you, perfume from these could become a top national export if someone with good business sense took a chance! They’re excellent with red wine, more so with Commandaria. They’re certainly not drugs, but they will send you to Heaven on Earth, I promise you that!”

Before the dismayed officer could respond, she hastily added: “Maybe you hope they are drugs, so you can take them home and make joints, and after that have better sex with your stewardess women, ha??? I know you airport people, you always make the jiggy jiggy!!! Where is your house? We can try together if you want!”

The poor man nearly quit on the spot. He did succeed, though, in sneaking a small scrap of paper with his address on it into Anastasia's surprisingly smooth hand.

By the time we reached the car, Efremi was already regretting Cyprus. “Bloody hell,” he muttered to Effie. “They're a weird bunch! I at least hope the beaches are as good as gran says they are!”

Effie grinned. “Welcome to the family, cuz! They can actually get even weirder and they’re really perverted for some reason, but they’re OK, I suppose."

By the time we finally crammed Efremi’s bags into the car, Anastasia waved her hand dismissively and announced a change in travel plans.

“No, no, we aren’t going back to Paphos yet. We will stay in Larnaca tonight. It’s a beautiful city. Let’s explore the Finikoudes promenade, full of palm trees, sea, souvlaki. And also... I need a little walk alone to stretch these legs.” She giggled to herself that it was something else that was going to hopefully be stretched.

Jeff hesitated. “But it’s going to get dark soon and I don’t quite trust myself driving in the dark in Cyprus.”

Maritsa, not one to want her cousin deprived of a good time, took over. “Jeffrey mou, shhh. I will be finished by 11:00 and I will drive. You are Canadian, you don’t know some Cyprus laws: People must stay in Larnaca until night time after arriving at the airport. Very serious consequences if you don’t.”

So, like lost pilgrims, we followed them down to Finikoudes promenade. Maritsa waddled along muttering about her bladder and needing some sausage soon, Harry begged for ice cream, and heavily jetlagged Efremi looked ready to collapse into the sea.

Then, somewhere between a kiosk selling loukoumades and a man juggling flaming batons, Kiria Anastasia vanished. One moment she was marching ahead in her orthopedic sandals, the next, poof, vanished into thin air!

“Where’s Anastasia?” Jeff panicked.

“She’s probably yelling at another stranger,” Effie shrugged, already filming another TikTok.

“You have memory loss?” asked Maritsa. “You don’t remember she said she needed to stretch it out a bit? Her legs, her legs, sorry, stretch them out, she said.”

Two hours later, as we debated calling the police, a taxi pulled up. Out stepped Anastasia, glowing like she’d just won Eurovision. She was fixing her bouffant hair in the reflection of the car window, patting down flyaways, and carefully reapplying bright coral lipstick.

“Where the hell were you for so long?” Elenie demanded, giving us a look at another angle of her demeanor. She’s admirably skilled in hiding this side of her, I concluded.

“Oh, just... visiting a new friend.” She winked, her voice purring with satisfaction. “The customs officer wanted a taste of my genitals. You know, my pickled goat balls. Very nice boy and equally good with his hands. He showed me his stamp collection.”

Jeff looked like he was ready to faint. They’d spent so much time walking aimlessly around Finikoudes while she was satisfying her clam, he thought. Efremi muttered, “This family’s cooked. I hope they cook good, at least.”

And with that, Anastasia strutted off towards the nearest souvlaki stand, humming a love song under her breath. She called us all over and said it was her treat!

I did learn something that day. Never let the yiayiades out of your sight in Larnaca. They’ll always find trouble... and sometimes a customs officer’s flat.
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EFREMI SETTLED INTO one of Maritsa’s two spare bedrooms and was up bright and early the next morning. We all gathered in Maritsa’s courtyard for coffee before setting off for a day in Paphos. We stopped at the first pharmacy we found on our way into Paphos for what was meant to be a quick, ten minutes. Forty minutes later, we were red faced for reasons that had nothing to do with the sun.

Elenie started it. She picked up a tub of ointment that read Night Fire on the label and read the instructions in her loudest “Canadian tourist” voice:

“Two daily for maximum stamina. Warning: may cause extended personal activity.”

Theia Maritsa squinted at it as though it were a sacred scroll.

“Sounds dangerous. Better buy two, in case it actually does what it says!”

Savvis had come along with us, as he needed to renew his prescription of a certain little blue pill. He adjusted his sunglasses like a movie star caught at the wrong place at the wrong time. He and Anastasia were back on for the time being, although things change by the minute with those two.

Effie, meanwhile, discovered a shelf of massage oils with names like Hot Mango, Wild Cherry, and Double Chocolate Dip. She held up each bottle as though she were auditioning them for a cooking show.

“This one says warming sensation. Does it come with a fire extinguisher?” she asked the pharmacist. In true Cypriot bluntness, the pharmacist answered “You rub on below parts and then man does job better."

Anastasia, encouraging Effie to buy one, added:

"You keep your nest warm always! Men will not come inside if the nest is not warm! Trust my experience, my dear."

The pharmacist nodded in approval.

Effie nearly gagged, but noticing that her parents were at the other end of the pharmacy, quickly bought a Double Chocolate Dip and hid it in her handbag. Anastasia and Maritsa beamed with pride.

The pharmacist, clearly delighted by our traveling circus, leaned over the counter towards Effie like she was about to reveal state secrets.

“Apply generously. Rub slowly until warm, then faster until it’s very hot. When you feel it, you will know. Then he can do the job!”

Eleni, who was testing nasal sprays, nearly inhaled one out of sheer effort not to laugh when she saw Anastasia using a measuring tape to verify the stated length of various personal massagers. 

Just then Maritsa appeared from the skincare aisle holding a cucumber scented lotion like she’d found buried treasure.

“This is perfect for sensitive places. Very smooth, very slippery. Makes everything slide in like... how do you say in Canada? A greased eel, or is it a greased baseball bat?”

She looked at Savvis and added

" it also works with small eels, I suppose."

A British pensioner two aisles over dropped a packet of suppositories so fast you’d think it was radioactive.

Savvis, being Savvis, asked the pharmacist if she had “something to keep a woman awake all night.” Without hesitation, she reached under the counter and produced a small box with a picture of a galloping stallion.

“This protein powder will make you twenty five again! You will not tire out. Just coat your favourite fresh fruit with it, and you’re off!”

Savvis sniffed, unimpressed. He didn’t trust protein. He couldn’t possibly count how much goat he’d consumed over his life and he’d always been about average in the romance department, he was often told.

“Not really my issue. I take the blue pill only to help my skin remain so smooth like the bottom of a baby. I want some type of energy drink for me to help the woman to stay awake!"

The pharmacist considered this and then pulled out another box the size of a brick.

“Then maybe this one. Extra strong protein powder containing lion testicle extract. Your partner will need a helmet, though.”

At this point Jeff had given up on sunscreen and was browsing vitamins labeled with suspicious promises like Immortal Strength and Thunder Blood. He tried to ask a question but was drowned out by Maritsa loudly announcing she would “road test the cucumber lotion in the car before we go back to Kathikas.”

The pharmacist nodded approvingly, as though customer research was an essential part of her business. “These perverts must be from Paphos,” she thought.

On our way to the till, Effie found a basket of “performance teas” with names that sounded more like wrestling moves: Dragon Kick, Tiger Roar, Forever Up and Asian Explosion. She tossed three into the basket with the gravitas of a doctor writing prescriptions. Her parents didn’t notice those either. 

Meanwhile, Elenie noticed a clearance rack of oddball items: stress relief lollipops, apricot flavored suppositories, and something labeled Detox Foot Pads that looked suspiciously like glorified stickers. She held them up like rare jewels.

“These say they pull all the badness out of your feet while you sleep. Maybe they also pull out husbands who snore too much?”

The pharmacist didn’t even blink.

“Only if you apply six at a time. One for each toe. Works faster.”

By now the entire shop had given up pretending to browse. A young couple near the toothpaste was openly filming us on their phones. A grandmother in the corner was shaking her head in disapproval while hiding a bottle of Wild Cherry oil under her cardigan.

We finally staggered out with sunscreen, tea, and a few items none of us dared to explain to non family. Theia Maritsa waved the cucumber lotion over her head like an Olympic torch.

“Tonight, we see if Cyprus really is the island of love!”

Walking to the car, Harry asked his parents why their Cypriot relations are "so gross".

Jeff looked at Eleni and said,

"Yes, Eleni, indeed, why are they so gross? And their English, strange how they speak it just fine when you’re talking to them from Canada, and now, here, everything has a double, very rude meaning."

“They’re old. People change in old age. Your parents sometimes sound Scottish to me, even though they’ve never been there. Give them a break, they’re funny. Would you prefer constant moaning and complaining about pains and skin rashes?”

Ever the diplomat, Jeff agreed. “I suppose you have a point.”

In Cyprus, even a quick trip to the chemist can end with someone offering to rub you down, keep you up, and send you home slippery.

After a week in Ayia Napa drinking, dancing, and forgetting what daylight looked like, Efremi finally stumbled up to Kathikas, sunglasses glued to his face like he was allergic to the sun.

Within ten minutes, the three cousins Harry, Effie, and Efremi were whispering in the kitchen about whether they should report the yiayiades to social services.

“She threatened me,” Harry hissed. “Said if I didn’t eat my fasolia, she’d bury me under the vines.”

Effie crossed her arms. “Theia Maritsa keeps saying she wants to check my privates. She means for ‘health reasons,’ but still!”

Efremi groaned. “Kiria Anastasia asked me if I wanted to ‘earn a few euros’ on the internet. I’m traumatized.”

Jeff, ever the Canadian diplomat, smiled tightly. “You three don’t understand. It’s not abuse it’s the mineral content in the water here. It’s very strong and also, Mars is in retrograde. Having said that, there are times, though, where I feel very uncomfortable with some of the things they do. In fact, I keep hearing camera lenses moving when I'm in the shower.”

Elenie dismissed Jeff's last comment and then nodded seriously. “And anyway, they’re clever business ladies. Don’t forget they never had children. One day we’ll inherit their money and property. I've got a plan, and so far, it's moving along just right! Harry, you know how you've been asking for the iphone 17? When my plan falls into place, you'll own shares in apple, not just one of their phones!" 

Elenie didn't enjoy showing this side of herself to her children and cousin Efremi, but she didn't want the yiayiades' valuable land going into hands other than their own. She had a plan to get Efremi out of the picture as well.

Kiria Anastasia overheard this while doing her hair with a fork in the living room mirror. She marched to Theia Maritsa and hissed:

“These loving relatives of ours, don’t be fooled by them. They only smile so they can take our land. Worse than vultures!”

Theia Maritsa, a very wise woman, had suspected this already. She has an on again, off again relationship with a young man who works in the Paphos land registry office. During one of their pillow talk sessions, he'd mentioned that a woman from Canada by the name of Elenie had gone to his office asking about the property belonging to a senile aunt in Kathikas. Theia Maritsa decided to keep this to herself until she could perfect her masterpiece scheme to keep their hands off of her property.

That explained all of Elenie’s property questions.

Later that night, the cousins cornered Theia Maritsa with a new plan. “You should start your own online business,” Effie whispered. “We saw on Kiria Anastasia’s phone she’s making thousands every month selling... special photos.”

The cousins decided that the yiayiades should use their seductive prowess in full force to take their various earnings up a few notches. More money in the bank, more money for them to inherit, Elenie suggested.

Maritsa’s eyes went wide. “Thousands? From her fat knees?!” She yanked open her blouse. “Pfff. Look at these better quality! Premium stock!”

Harry slapped a hand over his eyes. “I’m calling social services to get me out of here!”

Effie was already filming. Efremi just muttered, “This family’s cooked.” Although he was keen on the money, he wasn't a fan of sexy geriatrics.

And so, against all better judgment, the cousins helped set up Theia Maritsa’s “business page.” Within an hour she’d chosen a username, posed in front of the vine trellis, and shouted down the village lane:

“WORLD, GET READY! MARITSA IS HERE!”

Within forty eight hours, Maritsa had subscribers from Germany, Dubai, and even two suspiciously polite Canadians. Her “Premium Package” wasn’t just photos it included wine tasting tutorials, with suggestive swirling, a lot of licking her lips, and the occasional “oops, I spilled on my blouse again.”

Efremi nearly choked on his zivania when he saw the subscriber count.

“Forty seven people are paying to see this?!”

Maritsa smirked. “Forty seven today. Tomorrow? Four hundred seventy. Men love a woman who knows how to handle her grapes.”

Kiria Anastasia, not to be outdone, decided to improve her account, featuring “exclusive content” from her sunbed in the courtyard. Her tagline: ‘These curves were made in Cyprus no shipping fees!’

Soon the two yiayiades were competing for angles, filters, and international sugar daddies. The cousins half horrified, half impressed started drafting spreadsheets of profits and subscriber tiers. Effie even suggested they introduce “bundle deals.”

Jeff, still clinging to his dignity, tried to object. “This is morally questionable. I don’t think”

“Shhh,” Elenie interrupted, eyes glued to her laptop. “Do you know how many shares in Apple this could buy?”

That night, the village buzzed. A tractor driver slowed to a crawl when he passed the trellis, asking if Maritsa offered “in person premium tastings.” Harry packed his bags again, muttering about witness protection. Efremi couldn’t sleep because of the sound of camera shutters echoing through the old stone walls.

But Maritsa slept like a queen blouse hanging from the bedpost, phone under her pillow, and a bank account that was suddenly far healthier than her cholesterol levels.

The cousins wanted inheritance. They didn't expect a crash course in the art of yiayia
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