Professor Kalliopt Nikolopoulou
Associate Professor of Comparative Literature
University at Buffalo

Receiving Cavafy, the Poet of Reception

Variation 1: Seferis's Cavafy and the Question of Nature

No matter how we imagine our Cavafy—a belated Byzantine, a Phanariot scholar, a
hedonistic Alexandrian, a multicultural Greek of the periphery, a poet of civilizational
decline, or a mythologist of history—we come up against one clear aspect in his
otherwise complex portrait: Cavafy practices a poetry of reception. Revisiting
obsessively the past in order to obtain an image of the present, his mind thinks, feels,

and articulates itself in terms of epochal analogies.

Cavafy is certainly not unique in turning to history for inspiration and themes. World
poetry is replete with retroactive glances, and poets everywhere have always addressed
their artistic predecessors. But Cavafy seldom draws on the figures or works of poets
past. Rather, he is preoccupied with historical personages of other sorts: emperors,
generals, statesmen, and even anonymous hoplites. With him, history is neither a
temporary moment of inspiration nor an occasional citation attesting to the poet's
erudition; it is a topic worth thinking for its own sake. Indeed, history furnishes the

mode of thinking for poetry: it constitutes Cavafy's poetics.

This is of utmost importance, because it is this choice of mode that dictates Cavafy's
famously cerebral style, a style that divided critics between those who hailed it for its
philosophical depth and those who critiqued it for its antilyrical dryness. The source of
his style, in other words, is to be found in the poet's choice of orientation, when early on
he paused at thought's most decisive—Herculean perhaps—crossroads: Which way to
take, history or nature? (This | believe to be the first and most essential question any
creative mind is called to answer; and the answer reveals the nature and the signature of
each artist.) To this originary creative dilemma, Cavafy answered "history," thus taking

the side of belatedness from the very beginning, committing himself to tradition,



transition, and self-consciousness rather than to spontaneous birth. It is this very choice

that molded his sensibility and sharpened his scholasticism.

Nature would remain the prohibited other of Cavafic poetry. Its insistent absence
renders it ironically that great barbarian, the only real barbarian that had to be kept far
away from the gates. It also is the unconscious other of contemporary criticism, which
elsewise extols the poet for precisely his interest in the heterogeneous, the
cosmopolitan, the multicultural, the other. Irremediably Hegelian, our post-Hegelian age
of difference obeys a strange dialectic of homogenization, in which everything is
eventually absorbed by culture. Everything is not only denaturalized but denatured;

nature is always already history and culture.

Thus, in the theoretical embrace of Cavafy's "slanted" relation to the nation, to native
custom, and even to demotic language qua authentic popular expression, a much-
needed political critique of nationalist excess transforms itself, at the limit, into a

metaphysical discomfort with everything of the order of phusis (nature is, after all, at the

non non

root of "native,” "national," "innate"). Too hastily (or should | say too naturally?), our era
identifies such discomfort with political progressivism, forgetting perhaps that the
domination of nature and its systematic dismissal from our lives do not serve the
antihumanist philosophical turn that our era also favors. Similarly, the currently
ubiquitous imperative to read for what remains repressed in a text, to listen to a book'’s
silent twin, is itself easily bypassed in cases where the silent text does not dovetail with

our major ideological values or concerns.

Yet the reception of a poet so deeply philosophical and historical as Cavafy must be
most especially aware of its own historicity and unspoken assumptions. It would be
revealing, for instance, to look not only for the aspects Cavafy reflects flatteringly of our
visage. To search why we conspire with his exclusion of some things, because this
exclusion—whether fueled in him by respect, oblivion, or hostility—befits us now. Such
questions would oblige us to rethink our present moment and to face up to its

ephemerality: Having constructed the ephemeral as our central historical category, are



we really prepared—has any culture ever been adequately prepared—to accept our
finitude, our future historical irrelevance and potential erasure? Furthermore, could it be
that our seduction by the ephemeral, though reflected in Cavafy's poetry, lacks an
important ingredient the poet still had? The melancholy, that tinge with which he not

only jadedly accepted the existing condition, but also registered subtly its aberrance?

| have been led to this kind of reading through George Seferis's two essays on Cavafy:
"K.IN. KaBdeng, ©.Z. 'EANOT- tapdAAnAol” (1946) and "Akoun Aiya yia Tov AAegavdpivo”
(1962). | turn to Seferis's reception now not despite, but because of, its "anti-Cavafic"
elements. Seferis's double-take on Cavafy ends up being, for me, the most generous
and historically subtle reading of the poet, as it is also prophetic of the interpretive
gestures and inversions that Cavafy's poetry asks of its future audiences: Cavafy's
insistence that the past is absolutely modern makes him both timely and untimely, both

relevant and poignantly anachronistic.

Contemporary criticism does justice to his timeliness, but what would it mean to attend
to his untimeliness as well? The "anti-Cavafian Cavafism" of Seferis, as Vassilis
Lambropoulos called it, manages such a double reading. It is, in fact, an agon of a
diasporic poet to grasp and to stand up worthily against another of his kind—an agon
that showed me in how many different keys Cavafy's taciturnity speaks. But it also spoke
to my own present concerns as to how to approach a figure whose reception seems to
occasion instant divisions. For a dispassionate writer, Cavafy seems to produce in his
readers an immediate need either to wholeheartedly praise him over and against all
other "non-philosophical” poets or to wholeheartedly reject him for his aloofness and to
escape into the "more accessible” poetry of others. In this respect, | find Seferis's
caution salutary:

Na @uAayouaoTte, OxI uovo amd Tn dIKr uag pomn va tapacupBolue oTa
TIPAYHATA TIOU PAG ap€oouv, aAAG Kal amd TO va TIAIPVOUME TIAVTA TOIG
METPNTOIC TNV ETUPAVEIOKN oOnuacia Twv AOywv 1 Twv OIOAEKTIKWV
TEXVAOUATWY TOou KaBaen.

(We must guard ourselves not only against our own tendency to be
distracted by those things we like, but against taking at face value the



surface meaning of Cavafy's words or his dialectical tricks. [all translations

my own unless noted])
Of the many things that struck me in Seferis's reading, | will focus on some details that
touch on the above-mentioned issue of nature. First, concerning the nature of the oft-
repeated designation of Cavafy (and his poetry) as "Alexandrian," Seferis appends an
interesting restriction:

OAMoi pag ovopdloupe Tov Kapagn Aleéavdpivo- To emiBeTo Ba xpelaloTave
QPKETO eKaBAPIOPA, VOUIw: aAAN" av UTTApPXEl, Kal yia pJéva, TO aAegavopivo
oToixeio otov Kapdaen, aoc@aAwg eival Touto: 0 amatnAdg YEPOSG TG
aAe€avdpiviig BaAacoag, Tou oAoéva EE@euye, aAAACOVTAG HOPYPEC—O
MpwTtéag 6mwg Tov £ypawe o Ounpocg.

(We all call Cavafy "Alexandrian"; the adjective could use some
clarification, | believe. But if there is for me too an Alexandrian element in
Cavafy, it is certainly this one: he resembles the deceitful old man of the
Alexandrian sea who was constantly eluding the grasp, always changing
his shape—the Proteus of Homer.)
Snatched from the comfort of his irreducible singularity at the periphery of an empire,
Cavafy is recast as part of an unexpected and major tradition—not of the declining
Byzantium, but of Homer. And he is recast not even as a poet within that tradition, but
as one of its earliest elemental creatures, the mythical "Old Man of the Sea" who refuses
his mantic powers by shape-shifting, eludes those who pursue him, and answers only to

the ones capable of capturing him.

The dry grammarian has just become a rippling wave, the desert melted into the liquid
sea. With this brush stroke, Seferis can be said to re-emphasize the Hellenism of a poet
often celebrated for transcending nationalist provinciality—though it is worth noting
that Cavafy's self-definition as a Hellene (and not a Greek) does not necessarily undo
the "national" despite its rejection of the boundaries of the nation-state. Indeed, Seferis
reminds us that the national (what is of nascence—Hellenic or otherwise) is much more
dynamic and self-proliferating than any strictly political thinking of nature can imagine.
No nation's culture is completely synonymous with its borders, yet this does not mean
that we should overlook the deeply ingrained ways of thinking that characterize one

people rather than another. Like Cavafy, Seferis did not consider Hellenism to be



coterminous with Greece, and both poets thought of Hellenism as an identity that
paradoxically contains an openness to cultural admixture with others as one of its
"native"” traits. Here we must recall the great German poet Friedrich Holderlin, who in
fact thought of the ancient Hellenes as precisely the people who reached the national—
namely, their own sense of identity—via the adaptive appropriation of the foreign.
Nietzsche later repeated this Protean element through which his Hellenes—long
exposed to foreign influences—gathered their introspective powers and sought to

transform those influences in ways that suited their inner needs.

Cavafy is Proteus, slipping through his many forms: dull, contrived, a slow learner, an old
man almost from childhood—all these are characterizations Seferis tries at some point.
But slowly and persistently, Seferis comes to capture in some sense his elusive target.
He understands his ancestor's depth, the courage and the discipline to drive poetry to
its limit (prose), and he eventually appreciates Cavafy's own homecoming to himself—to
his naturalness, to being true-to-himself, which means of course being Protean without
an effort. Cavafy reached the inborn, his Ithaca, by way of a long and convoluted route.
But that he reached it (as does the wayward traveler of his "lIthaca") should also be an
interesting detail for an age that has made of exile too exalted and yet too quotidian a

predicament at the same time.

In admitting his lack of an immediate affinity for Cavafy or for a poetry that is contrary
to his own nature, Seferis refuses to gloss over the frustrations with which the Cavafic
text confronts him. Thus Cavafy is honored in being acknowledged as difficult (if also
irksome), as he is also demythologized: Seferis dares to voice a realization about Cavafy
that might remain to our day a taboo—namely, that Cavafy's difficulty consists not so
much in the meaning of the poem as in the poem's formal path and in its texture. A
historical lexicon (like the one the young Cavafy dreamed of writing) could well guide
any literate reader to the meaning of a poem; but what is indeed difficult to fathom is
the stern consistency with which the poet rejects the lyrical temptation of beauty,

imagery, or musicality. This monkish bookishness and the parsimoniousness to anything



living: these constitute the difficulty of the Cavafic poetic universe, not the philosophical

content, which often shines rather clearly thanks to this economic precision.

It might sound strange that | would find Seferis's reading more generous and grateful
than that of readers who immediately sing Cavafy's encomium. Still, | think that there is
something deeper in Seferis's double gesture that is not reached by the critic who
judges anything difficult or unpopular necessarily praiseworthy an sich, and even makes
it the yardstick with which to beat everything else into submission. Speaking against this
Procrustean attitude of criticism that homogenizes in the very moment of pronouncing
differences—an attitude that earlier had served to expel Cavafy from Greek literary
reception for not being as imagistic as Dionysios Solomos—Seferis admonishes:

Qo100 gival TOAU emkivOuUvo va UETPOUME évav moinTh) W' évav AGAAo
ToINTH. AV QyaTmioUPE TOV ZOAWMO—KAI €ipal AQoCIWHUEVOS @IAOG TOu
20AWPOU—TIPETEI VA TOV YUPEUOUPE OTO €PYO TOU KAl O €KEIVOUG TIOU
kEpdIoav amd 1o £pyo Tou. OxI ekei TIOU OEV UTTAPXEL. Z0AWNOG dEV UTIAPXEI
otov KaBagn. O Kapaeng avrkel o€ piav adAAn tapddoon. Mia mapddoon
KoAooolaia Kal TToAU 1o aAadoviKA antd TNV GAAn, TNV KATa@POVEPEVN, TIOU
0 20AwpbG, o€ PIa opIoUEVN OTIYUR, HOVOS TIPOOTIAONCE va {avaTidoEl, JE
Ta duo Tou Xépia, Tou Auyicav. H mapdadoon Tou Kapagn—n Aoyia
TIAPAOOCN—UETAPEPEI MIO TOOMAKTIKA) O€ OYKO YPAUMATEIA- OUWG O€ XiAla
1600 XPOVIa, av BAAOUME KATA MEPOGC TOUG EKKANGIOOTIKOUG UPNVWOOUG, dev
MTIOPECE va KAWPEN TIOINON MATE OTIWG O ZOAWMPOG AAAG KAl PATE OTIWG O
KaBapng—oev umdpeoe va YeTadwoel aiodnuara.

(It is, however, very dangerous to measure one poet against another. If we
love Solomos—and | am devoted to Solomos—we must look for his work
in those who gained from it, not elsewhere where he does not exist.
Solomos does not exist in Cavafy. Cavafy belongs to another tradition, a
colossal tradition far more arrogant than the other [demotic] one, the
despised one that Solomos at one time tried to raise up all alone, with his
two hands that bent with the task. Cavafy's tradition—the scholarly
tradition—carries with it a terrific volume of texts. However, in its
thousand or so years, if we set aside the church hymnodists, this tradition
could not bring forth poetry, neither as Solomos nor as Cavafy did—it
could not communicate feeling.)

This simple admonition holds today as well, only with its parameters reversed. In

making Cavafy a univocal, surrogate symbol of rootless multivalence, while relegating



generations of poetry from Solomos to Elytis to a pleasing rustic simplicity, we are

perhaps listening only to one of the many chords of history.

But on the contrary, Cavafy's notion of history asks us to hearken to as many chords as
possible; even more, to acknowledge and mark the dissonance produced when, in the
name of foregrounding one repressed truth, we inevitably repress others. For instance,
how can we sustain the progressive cosmopolitan Cavafy (provided we even agree that
cosmopolitanism is inherently progressive when—as now—it produces CEOs more than
it ever produced revolutionaries) alongside the staunch archaist who had only contempt
for the then-living expressions of Greek language and custom? With what alchemical
formula do we transform Cavafy's "arrogant,” "scholarly" tradition solely into a
progressive antiprovincialism, while also deeming as retrogressive similarly
anachronistic gestures today? (See, for example, the tendency by "progressives" to label
all contemporary critics of the oversimplification of Greek grammar as "reactionaries.")
Here lies the paradox of Cavafy's untimeliness: archaic in his own time, contemporary
for the future. But the question Cavafy then poses for us is: Do we have his courage now
to stand for the dead forms and manners when we are exhorted to be relevant in both
form and content? Can we insist on our own katharevousa now—and by this | do not
mean the actual "purified" Greek form of speech, but any form of critical, philosophical,
or artistic language that remains at the periphery of today's intellectual marketplace?
That 2013 is an official Cavafy year in Greece inevitably brings this cosmopolitan into
the Greek national orbit, whatever this orbit may signify these days, provoking such
questions. | imagine how the poet may have answered some of these, and remain
personally haunted by his aged and wrinkled face, and that aristocratic brow curved
imperceptibly behind his glasses, glancing at us now with a subtle mix of disdain and

sympathy.

Concluding these brief reflections, | return to the notion of nature that prompted them
and that led me to Seferis as well. Nature was the very system of reference through
which Seferis reviewed the longstanding literary division between Cavafy and the rest of

modern Greek poetry. What separated Cavafy from the "native" Greeks was not so much



the chosen language (katharevousa versus demotic), nor even the historical or mythic
personages selected for poetic elaboration (Ptolemy or Pompey versus Aeschylus or
Orpheus), but the larger system of reference: a poetics of history versus nature, of
artifice versus spontaneity. But this line of division is also the one along which Seferis
stages a great meeting between the two camps, and in this dirftiger Zeit ("lean years,"
in Holderlin's terms), we need to share our poets in common at least as often as we

need to distinguish among them.

Indeed, as soon as Seferis reaffirms the stark division between Greece's two literary
paths—Solomos and Cavafy, the physiocrat and the historian—he brings the image of
the earth as a ground of their meeting: "Autoi €ivar o1 duo avtiBetor dpduol Tou
OKOAOUBOUV 0 20AWMPOG Kal 0 KaBdaeng: Opwg n yn €ival o@aipa, Kal iowg va €Xouv
ouvavtnBei KIBAag" (These are the two opposite paths that Solomos and Cavafy follow;
but the earth is a sphere and perhaps they have already met). On the earth's sphere,
where the East is always someone else's West, opposites can meet—the Heptanesian
can encounter the Phanariot, and even though we should not expect a reconciliation, a
certain Heraclitian complementarity will be restored. | take this simple image of Seferis
with all its literal, but also literary-historical and poetic richness: I'n, the Earth, "oldest of
the gods," as Sophocles once called her, hosts everyone in it more generously than any
nation, polis, or supranational federation. Earth as nature, and not as merely history or
cultural construction, is larger than the human beings who inhabit it; it has lived before
them—and who knows—one day might even continue to live without them. History, as
Aeschylus had taught Seferts, is perhaps first and foremost natural history. In this sense,
those pagan half-siblings of Cavafy might offer him and us the necessary recalibration

to think anew our excluded categories, which appear so naturally "useless" to us now.

Seferis closes his lecture with verses from Cavafy's "Kard T1eg ouvtayég apxaiwv
EAAnvooUpwyv paywv" (Following the Recipe of Ancient Greco-Syrian Magicians) that he
considers as some of the most splendid expressions in the Greek language.
Appropriately, these verses communicate nothing more than the defeat of the human

not by history, but by nature itself:



"Moio anéoTayua va Bpioketal and BoTava
ynTeupaTog,” i’ Evag alodnTtig,

"Tto10 amOOTAYUA KATA TEG OUVTAYEG
apxaiwv EAAnvooUupwv Jaywv KAapwPEVO
TIOU VIO IO PJEPQA (aV TIEPICCOTEPO

oev @OAv' n duvapic Tou), A Kal yia Aiynv wpa
Ta €IKOOI TPIO JOU XPOVIA VA JE PEPEI

cava."

(Said an aesthete: "What distillation from magic herbs
can | find—what distillation, following the recipe

of ancient Greco-Syrian magicians—

that will bring back to me for one day (if its power
doesn't last longer) or even for a few hours,

my twenty-third year.")

Here Cavafy speaks not only the Hellenistic, the mixed, the peripheral, the synchronic,
but the all-too-central and transhistorical human pain for what nature takes without

renewing—the immemorial fear that the resurrected god of spring who brings

everything else to life will not grant this return to the human being.

If Seferis's generosity is to hold up to his colleague the mirror that Cavafy did not so
often look into himself, Cavafy's generosity to us is to warn us—through his own
fissures, ironies, omissions, as well as his fragility and untimeliness—that if we ever stop
preparing for the barbarians, we may have become them unbeknownst even to

ourselves.

Notes

Seferis's essays can be found in Greek at 7he Official Website of the Cavafy Archive
(www.kavafis.gr/kavafologyyarticles/listasp). The first essay has been translated as
"Cavafy and Eliot—A Comparison," and appears in George Seferis, On the Greek Style:
Selected Essays in Poetry and Hellenism, trans. Rex Warner and T. D. Frangopoulos
(Boston: Little, Brown, 1966). The full text of Cavafy's poem also is available at 7he
Official Website of the Cavaty Archive in both Greek
(www.kavafis.gr/poems/content.asp?id=708cat=1) and English translation
(www.cavafy.com/poems/content.asp?id=78&cat=1), which | have quoted here.

On the distinction between Greek (mainlander), Hellenic (diasporic), and Hellenified
(philhellenic) in Cavafy, see Edmund Keeley, Cavafy's Alexandria (Princeton: Princeton
University Press, 1996).
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Holderlin's understanding of the "national” as a people's inner spontaneity exceeds the
utilitarian category of nationalism, and pertains to our current anxiety of how to practice
openness to others without risking precisely through such practice the deflation to the
same. See Friedrich Holderlin, "Letters to Casimir Ulrich Bohlendorff," in £ssays and
Letters on Theory, ed. and trans. Thomas Pfau (Albany: SUNY Press, 1988).

Nietzsche discusses the Greeks' appropriation of the foreign in his early essay "On the
Uses and Disadvantages of History for Life," in Untimely Meditations, trans. R. J.
Hollingdale (Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 1983).



Variation 2: ‘Eva tapapuBi yia mointég

Mia @opd kI évav Kaipo,

META TOUG TIOINTEG, TOUG ETTIOTIOVEG,

TOUG OTPATNYOUG KAl TOUG EUTIOPOUG,

£QTaoE PIa véa Tagn avBpwniwy mePIoUoIo—
Autoi Ttou amé 1o ARaTo AKPWTHPIO

TNG 10TOPIAG ATEVICOVTAG TIIOW TOUG

TIPOG OAOUG TOUG TATIEIVOUG

éKpivav Tn gviun Gveipo Kal To GVEIPO evoxH,
QUTOI TIOU BEUTEPO Tt pavV BATTIOUA

Kal AéyovTav "ol AAAOL."

2TEKOVTAV 6pBIoI OTNV AIXur) Tou Bpdxou

oav Téda yia Tov yVwaoTo Tivaka Tou Friedrich
MOvOo dev KoiTayav Katd Tn BaAacoa

TIoU £€AAAOU dEV TOUG CUYKIVOUCE TuIQ,

WG gixav oAU oTtoudaidTePa KABrKovTa

atd POUAVTIOPOUG KAl XOOOUEPIA.

Me Tnv TTAGTN AOITtOV OTNV TPIKUIQ,

amrepol ayyehol oTéEAvav amavwTtda
TNAEYpA@rUaATA TOU XPOVOU:

OTIAPAYHATA £PYWY,

TETPAYPAUMATA TIOU OEV TIPOPEPOVTAV—
EmavaoTaTika (nTav n Aé¢n) onueia kal Téparta.

Oy, dev ATav oINTEG, Kal gixav TIapel OpKo
TIOTE YNV TIECOUV BUPATA PIYOKUVAIVWY OPAUATICHWY,
dipopwv XpNOMWY N AVTIQATIKWY GUNBOAWY
(M6Ao TIOU TOUG APECE ETTIMOVA TO TIOAUCHUAVTO
Kal YEVIKA N KABE AEEN TTou OAKWVE TO TIPOBEUa TIOAU-
000 Bapu KI av £TTEQTE OTOV WHO TNG.)
Ourte @iIAéooolI fATav, yiaTti To BPAC0G Tou EpwTa
Kal N ATaKTn 0oYia TIEPIPPOVOUV EUCEREIEG,
—AMWOTE 0 ZWKPATNG KI 0 Rimbaud rTav atiBacol epwTUAoI
OUOKOAQ KQVEIG TOUG EUTIIOTEVUETAI TA TINOAPT) TOU—
Kal TeAIkd oTnVv dKpn TOU YKPEUOU
n TioTn €ival To XProiun am' To Koupaylo.

KoitwvTag miow Toug, 10 BAEuua BAooupd,

MIYMEVO W' éva o€ aTtid Twv Bpaduvwy deATIwy,

KOuWd yuaAid Toug xapilav povadiki auBevTia
—(@OUTOUPIOTIKA TIPOOWTIEIA YIA JUOTEG TOU UTIOWIAOUOU—
MTux€G OUBETEPEG 01 OIAOUETEG TOUG OpIfav

Ta oUVOPA CUUTIEPIPOPAGS TOU KAAAITEXVN aTtO TOV TPATECITN.
‘ETo1 amtaBeic KI amtdpOnTOoI, auToi oI TtpwToI aAnBIvoi
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Tnpoucav 1EpOTEAECTIO KOBOAIKAG avaBewpnong.

Eimav 611 o1 yuBol otépewav yia To KAAG uag,

OTI YEVIEG OAOKANPEG ATAV QavTAouaTa,

OTI n OlyoupId Tou AAIOU gival EyKAnua.

Eimav akéun mwg o dAAog AyyeAog,

TOUTOG TIOU EiXE PTEPQ, O AAAPPOITKIWTOC,
WEPPaTa EAeye yia TIG BapiéC TOU KOOUOU QPUOVIEG,
TIWG ABOAOG T AKOUYETAI O ZPUPVIOG

OTnN VOOTAAYiQ TOU VIO KaIpOoUS XwpPic xaoua,
KAUUEVA XwuaTa Kal TETola aAAOKOTA.

0Oo0o yia Tov teAayIvo,

TIWG TOON ETUEIKIA PJE T' OUPAVOU TA XPWHATQ;

Mwg eixe AoV dikaiwpa oTo éaaTepo ouvaiobnua,

Movo eoéva aprioave aoTEPI TIOPAKHNG,
@Aapo TNG AAeEAVOPEING VO AQUTIEIG

MEC' amd T' avUTIOPKTA OOU gpEiTta.

To nTTOTIABEG HOUPHOUPIoUG COoU
Emapon alwviag aAABEIOg EYIVE.

MATwWG KataAapav

o0 n B¢gia eipwvia oou Toug AUYIOE;
Mwg TNG pong Gbeol TuoToi o€ opiAsucav
adIAANOKTO €idWAO, TIAVTOTIVO?

EoU mou méOnoeg Tagidia Tio oAU att' Tov yupIiouo,
TIou TN XAIOA TNV £ypawes Xwpic oo kal tédbog
—Tvelpa TNG Epriou opIfOvTIo—
TIOU £€0BN0EG YE UTIOMOVI) TN QUON amd Tn OKEWN
OTIWG CAPWVOUV Ol VOIKOKUPEG
QUAAQ gepd TTAvw aTt' Ta Agia pappapa.
Q ToINTwy ToINTA

—UwinoAig- anoAig

Meooiag €' AvaTtoAwyV Tiou NEEPE va OTPEPEI

T' 0&eIdWPEVO, TTOAUTIOBNTO KAEISi TNG AUONG—
Movo €0U PTTOPOUCEG VA HAG CWOEIG
art' TnNv autéxbovn Poipa Pag.

' auté kai TdAI €6PIOTOG,

Movaxikog Ba K&BeTal oTo IOCTO TOU
QUAOKOG TWV TIUAWYV KaIl TV Opiwv

V' amayopeuel €i00d00

oToUuG AaBpaioug Kal TOUG GAA@POICKIWTOUG,
TOUG €I0WAOAATPEG KAl TOUG AICIODOLOUG:

TOUG OUYXPOoVoug BapBapoug Kal a@plynAoug epriBoug



TIOU TIAvTa Ba ovelpeUETal KPUQPA.
OAoug auToug Tou yivave uia kamola Auoig!

Eou g1aig

TI0U gV TIPOKEITAI Va TIag oTnV [epaepovn.

Eou Anopovnoeg TV TEAEUTAIO OOU KATOIKIO
OTav PTWXN oToV YUPIoHO TN BPAKES TNV 18AKN.
' autd o1 KPITEG apvrBnkav

VO 0€ OKOTWOOUV OTN OTPOYN)

TOU AUKOPWTOG.

2av deI010AiNOVES KPpATOUV TNV £E0PIA 0OU QUAAXTO
WG KOAOKEUEI apavTaoTa Tn ¢NAEIQ pag yia Ttovo.
Ma €0U KI auTo TO ayvonoeg

Xwpic 16dkn kaveic Tagiodl dev TOANA,

n 18akn, eimeg, mavToTe AG €ival GTO HUAAS UagG.
Eueic TO c@aAua cou 10 cuyXwpouue

Kal TO EEXVANE aTio TIG TEAETES TNG OOEAC TOU.

Ki €101 0" éva épnuo maveeo

010G &€pEl TOOQ eAeyEia Eypage

yla Tn govagid Tou

TIO0T VOOTOAYia €VOIWBE YIa TIG AVOIXTEG TIANYEG

TWV CUVABEAQWY TOU,

1600 NBeAE dpaye va Byel amt' Tov BaciAikd AaBupivbo
TIPOG €VA LEPWTO TIPWTOYVWPO,

O1ou 0 TeEAEUTAIOG TWV ZEIANVWV

oulATNON APXICE YIa TNV AXPEIOTNTA TNG OKEWNG.
(Aiyol To Baupa ToUTO TioTEUAY OTA PATIA TOUG.)
Kal Twv npwwv 1a Ttod1a AOUCUEVA OTO QWG

KAl TWV TIOINTWV Ol OTiX0l KOPOEAEG PETAEI EAauTIaV
—0OAo xaAké¢ o diaoTnua—

Kl 0 YEPOG XEIPOVOUOUCE £vTova,

TUWHEVOG PE YAUKO QapudKI,

ME KopuBavTIKOUS auAoug

va Taifouv OTIG PUTIOEG TOU,

EKEI, EKEI

otnv aAAn {wn, TNV vwwpévn.
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