Nikov Kafavilaxn — H Kpit (anéonacna)

Adauooteg yoyég ot Kpnrikoi, yiadeg topo xpdvia, moredovy ot kaxotpayoro Kpntud Pouva v meiva,
Vv youvia, toug PapPapove. Ki ovte 1 poipa ovte ot GvBpmmotl padpecay TOTE VO TOVG KELOLY VI GKOYOLV TO
kepdil. Ot Kpnrikoi, ommg Oheg ot yevvaieg Wuyeg, otn Gkpo ameimioio, Ppiokovv ) Avtpwor. Tloiiol
Kpnrucot, unpootd amd ta toveékia tv ['epuavav, m ottypn mov Bo tovpexiloviav, EPprokav ) yornqvn, Ki
OYL LOVEYO, TN YOATVT] TTOPE KOL TN XOPE TG AOGUAGTIG YOYNG oL avoyaiiialel yiotl g diveral 1) eukopio vo
oei&er v apem g [Toiioi, Tnv Botepn TOVG OTIYUT, UAPOCTH U0 TO EKTEAECTIKG GIOCTOGCA, TPOYOVIOVCAY
pavtvaoeg Kpntikég 1 tov EBvicd Y pvo.

210, Xovid, péca amd TO YKPEWGUEVO OTTL TOL, &vag yepovtaxog mpofaie kot wog eine: «Evo ddokaio, tov
éreyov Tomadakr, myawvay va tov ekterécovv. Evog pabntig tov tov Aéel yworl vo okotwlel, Koliitepo
givan vo oyetl. Ki o didackaiog tov amokpinke: Oyl eyd avtd mwov 1d00 ¥povia cag didaoka, Tmpo Oa to
epappocm: Ha mebdvm yio v Totpida.»

IV Kpion vt OTIyUN KL Ol O GUKGATEG YIvOvIav NPmeS XTI QOPepEc PLAOKES TG AYlAG, KOVIG OTa
Xoavid, ot I'eppovoi Swahelov 42 mohucipro (SiGheyav mAvVTo, TOVG KUADTEPOLE) KOL TNYOIVOV VO TOVG
OKOTMOOLV. XTO OPOHO EVaG COKATNG KOUTOLPTNG, TOLG ovvavinoe. Xtabnke ko pavaée otovg [Nepuavoigc:
«ZKOTMOTE UE EPEVE VO YATMoEL Eva tokdpy. «Oyt, eOye!» tov eirov ekeivol. «Tote oxotdote pe kot péva,
va yivoov 43y, pdvade o kapumovpng. «Ntpémopot va {0 eyd 0 coKaTng Kol va okotmdovy Tovtot ot AePEVTED.

AvNumopeg Ypiég, YEPOL capdfoia, CNK®VAY TI GMVY TOVE Kol [WAOVCHY atpounta otovg I'eppavoig. X' éva
WPUIOTOTO YWP10, ot0, Meokha, o ypid EkpuPe €N unveg, ue kivovvo g Lomg g, ovo Eyyiélovg oto omitt
mg. Mia pépa o1 'eppovoi toug émacav. H ypia tpéyetl otov aypio ['epuavo ppovpapyo, otdbnke urpootd tov
kot tov pavaie: «No Eépelg. Kopavtavte, mmg OLeg Ol HOVASES GTOV KOGHO TOVOUVE Kl 0VTOG 0 TOVOG TV
navadov Oa edet ™ leppovia. H leppovia Oa yobel, Pdvo v kepoin pov! Bavelg oroiynua Kopavtavee, Eyd
Bave v kepain pov!» Xrekdtav omnave oe i TETpa, amd' Eo amd To KOUEVO OTTL TNG M YPA TOUTN KOl 1og
wiovoe, pe opdo 1o Kepdil, Kovpeloouévn ooy edvracua. Tt dvvaun lowmdv el m youyxn Tov ovlpdIov Kot
O Propel va, viknoet 1o Odvato, cviioyilopovy.

g 19 tov Mdn 1941 okoteivicoe o ovpavog g Kpnmmg oamd ta yepuavikd oepomidva, apyloay ot
BouPopdiouoi, ot TpdTOL CAEEITTOTIOTEG ETEPTAV GTO AePOOPOULO TOv Mdkee, kovid ota Xavid, DOTEPU OTO
P&bvuvo, oto Hpdichero, mavtov. ‘Evag yépog, amd éva ymplovddkt kovia oto Mdieue, pag dupyatat. «Evbig mg
eldape T agpomrava, povacoue: Andvo tovg, popé moudid! Ipape T apuata kot yobnixape.» «dlow dpuata;»
potoa. «Eiyote dppotoa» «lldg dev eiyope;» pov omokpidnkove. «Allol glyav molég Kapaumiveg, Gilol
poyoipeg ki kot giyav paPdic. Tnv dpa mov &repte &vag «ovpavitngy MoV akops (OMOUEVOS Kol 'LElg
YIHOVGULLE GITAV® TOV, TOV OKOTOVAE UE TA pafdil, HE TIG LoYaipeG, ToV Sapuatdvapue Kot otyd-otyd yeule Kot
WO 1) @OUYTA LOG TOAVPORO Kol TEPIGTPOPO.»

O I'epuavot eiyav opioet va adpovv tyv Kpnm oe 24 apeg. H mopoukpn apyomopic. Oa tovg Nrov Oavaouyum.
Héepav nwg o1 Kpntucol Ntov domhol, mmg dAol Ol VEOL NTOV EXIOTPATEVUEVOL Kol Ppiokoviay okdun otnv
ElLaba ko mmg ot Ayyhot unte otpord apketd eiyav unte aepomidva. Hrov houwdv olyovpotl tog oe 24 mpeg
0o maipvav v Kpnm. Exouav 8 uépeg. 'E&n piddeg areéurtotiotég oxot@bnkay amd 1o pafdid kol Tig
wayoipec. ‘Evag Kpntikdg ywpiatng, otov w' eide va Eapvialopat yio, tnv molkapld kot v ovtobuoio qutdv
tov Kpntwav, pov eine ta kataminkrikd tovto Aoy «loti mopateveveoar, Euelg Egpape mmg ypaoope
toTopia!»

Agv EEpo av VTTAPYEL OTOV KOGUO WO GAAN ydpa, Omov ot ywpukol va Prémovv tov wovo, v Ovcia, v
OTOIKY] TOVG KOTaoTpooT 0md 1060 Vyog. Héepe o Kpntikdg avtdg ywpiérng mmg vrapyel 6tov KOGUO TOUTO
éva ayafo avatepo amd T {on Kot 1mg Yo to oyafo avtd takeye kol Buoldotnre Ohn M PATOU oG KOl TPETEL
TOPA KL 00Tog, 0 Kpntikdg ympiang, vo moraiyet kot va Buctaotel. Kot to ayabd avtd Aéyetar iotopia, dniadn
votepoonuia, oniadn abavacio. ITotevovv oto ayabd avtd ot Kpntwkol, dmwg miotevovy oty ehevbepia.
IMokepovv, E&povrag g av dev peivel T dvopa Tovg, Ha peiver kon Oo {Noetl to pyo Tovg.



Crete by Nikos Kazantzakis

Untamed spirits, these Cretans. For thousands of years they have been battling hunger, poverty, and their
enemies on the rugged mountainsides of Crete. Neither Fate nor man has ever managed to make them bow their
heads. Cretans, like all brave souls, find redemption in times of extreme despair. Many Cretans, facing German
guns at the very moment of their execution, would find peace, and not only peace but also the happiness that an
untamed soul realizes when it has the chance to prove its own virtue. Many of them, in their last moments on
carth, while staring down their executioners, broke into song by singing Cretan mantinades or the National
Anthem.

In his demolished house in Chania, an old man once told us: “A teacher named Papadakis, was brought out for
execution. One of his students said to him: “Why die? Its better to escape.” But the teacher replied: ‘No! Now is
the time for me to put into action the lessons I have taught you for so many years: I will die for my fatherland.””

In crucial moments like these, even crippled men can become heroes. From the horrific jails of Agia, near
Chania, the Germans had picked 42 young, strong men - they always picked the best - and were taking them for
execution. On the way, a crippled hunchbacked man stopped them. He stood and cried out to the Germans:
“Kill me instead of one of these young men!” “No, go away,” replied the Germans. “Then kill me also so we’ll
be 43 all together” cried out the crippled man. “I am ashamed to remain alive as a hunchback when these
strapping young lads will be executed™.

Weak old women, and ill old men, would rise their voices and speak fearlessly to the Germans. At one
picturesque village, Meskla, an old woman had hidden two British soldiers in her house for six months at the
risk of loosing her own life. One day the Germans captured them. The old woman ran to the German officer,
stood in front of him and cried out: “Know this, Commander: all the Mothers on this earth are aching in pain
right now and this heartache will finally destroy Germany. Germany will perish — I bet my life on it! Will you
make a bet with me, Commander? I bet my life!” This old woman was talking to us with her head upright,
wearing rags and looking like a ghost, standing on a rock outside her burnt house. And I contemplated the
power of the human spirit and how it can defeat death.

On May 19" 1941 the skies over Crete darkened from a great host of German airplanes; bombs began to fall
and the first paratroopers began to drop over the airfield of Maleme, near Chania; next was Rethymno, then
Herakleion, and then everywhere. An old man, at a village close to Maleme, described the scene for us: “As
soon as we saw the planes we cried out: “Let’s go and get ‘em! We grabbed our weapons and started running.”
“What kind of weapons?” I asked. “Did you have any weapons?” “Of course we did!” he replied. “Some had
old rifles, others had knives and others had wooden sticks. Just as the airborne soldiers landed on the ground,
and while they were still a bit disoriented, we would attack them and kill them with our sticks and knives; then
we would grab their weapons and so, little-by-little, we were able to gather many revolvers and machine guns”™.

The Germans had planned to capture and secure Crete in 24 hours. Even the slightest delay could prove to have
fatal consequences for them. They knew that the Cretans were unarmed, that all the young men were still
dispatched on mainland Greece, and that the British had neither sufficient men nor planes to mount a defense.
They were therefore certain that they could capture Crete in 24 hours. It took them 8 days. Six thousand
paratroopers died from those wooden sticks and knives. When a Cretan villager saw my amazement at the valor
and self-sacrifice of those Cretans, he made this amazing statement to me: “Why are you so surprised? We
knew we were making History!”

I don’t know if there is another country on the face of this planet where simple villagers can confront pain, their
very existence, and their personal destruction in such an elevated way. This old Cretan man knew that in this
world of ours there is one virtue that is greater than life itself, and that for this virtue the race of Greeks had
fought and sacrificed, and that now it was his turn — it was this Cretan villager’s turn to fight and sacrifice
himself. And this virtue is called History, in other words, posterity — immortality. The Cretans believe in this
virtue as they believe in freedom. They fight, secure in the knowledge that, even if their name is not
remembered, their actions will remain and live on.



