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            Author’s Note

         
 
         My special gratitude is due to Viscount Kemsley, Editor-in-Chief of the Sunday  Times,  whose generosity made it possible for me to travel in Greece in 1953 and 1954.
         
 
         I should like to thank also Mr Sinclair Hood, Director of the British School of Archaeology at Athens, and all the members of the Emporio party of 1954.
         
 
         My spelling of place-names makes no pretence of consistency. With familiar places I have generally used the familiar English spelling; occasionally, with less-known ones, a transliteration more nearly approximating to the Greek original.
         
 
         Some of the people in the pages which follow appeared in a book about Greece which was published during the war; to avoid confusion I have kept the disguised names which at that time I thought it best to employ. But though a few of the names may be false all the characters are real; and all the incidents are true.
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         NOWADAYS WHEN I look back on my acquaintance with the village I think of three episodes, or three days rather. A day in December 1945; in October 1953; in June 1954 – each time I went back life there had reached a fresh stage, and in the candid eyes of my friends I saw the changing directions of my own life. But the beginnings were years earlier, and if I am to give the flavour of the relationship I must first look farther back still, to the early part of the 1930s, when the English were digging out the treasure of the temple by the lighthouse.
         
 
         It was at the end of 1929 that my husband Humfry Payne, then newly appointed Director of the British School of Archaeology at Athens, searching for an ancient site to explore, first came to the place. From Corinth, if you look across the Corinthian Gulf to its northern coast, you distinguish the little town of Loutraki. A mountain leans over it. To the left of Loutraki a peninsula, separating the Corinthian from the Halcyonic Gulf, drives westward in diminishing waves of rock until at last it rears a crested headland with, at the extremity a lighthouse. This desolate and beautiful triangle of Greece is known as Perachora, which means the country beyond. Inland, hidden by Loutraki’s mountain, is a village called also Perachora.
         
 
         The ancient Greeks too, looking across from Corinth, spoke of the district as the land beyond: beyond, that is, the sea. The headland, point of the triangle, was fortified in antique times, and a Heraion was set up, a sanctuary of Hera, wife of Zeus. History records a skirmish there between Spartans and Corinthians. And the place has been touched by legend as well as history. In the past, scholars have suggested (though today the theory is brushed aside) that here it was that Medea, when in Euripides’s play after being deserted by her husband Jason she killed her children, brought their bodies for burial.
         
 
         All this was known to the learned when Humfry Payne came walking down to the lighthouse looking for potsherds and ancient walls. Yet nobody had thought the Heraion worth excavating. Remote, difficult, waterless, the promontory held off explorers. But not this one.
         
 
         I must explain the system under which archaeological excavation by foreigners is carried out in Greece. A number of countries – France, Italy, Germany, Britain, the United States of America – have established in Athens Schools or Institutes for archaeological study or research, most of them endowed with at any rate some government support. A School may have its own official expedition, or an individual archaeologist may dig under School auspices; in either case the Government of Greece must be asked for a permit. There was an unwritten rule before the war – and I daresay there is one still – that no foreign country should carry out excavations at more than three places in any one year. A site, its exploration once begun, became under Greek sanction the temporary preserve of the exploring nation, which had the right to publish the results of excavation.
         
 
         Thus certain ancient cities came to be thought of as, say, German hunting-ground, or French. The Germans had excavated Olympia, and the names of German scholars were always to be associated with the great sanctuary. Delphi and the island of Delos, birthplace of Apollo, were French sites. The Americans had, one might say, dug themselves in at Corinth, and were making ready, at the time of which I speak, to bring their learning, their enthusiasm and their genius for engineering to the heart of Athens, where much of the ancient city still lay hidden under the old Turkish quarter at the foot of the Acropolis. In Crete, Sir Arthur Evans, a formidable scholar-explorer from the nineteenth century who still commanded awe in the twentieth, had not merely uncovered the palace of Knossos, lair of the Minotaur, but had reconstructed a good deal of it to a height of two storeys, leaving it in the earthquake-haunted island a British liability in more ways than one.
         
 
         The English had been digging for some years at Sparta. But with the advent of a new Director the Committee of the British School decided to break fresh ground. Humfry was convinced, against the belief of earlier visitors, that there were important remains at the obscure Heraion of Perachora. He asked for a permit to dig, and in 1930 he began work.
         
 
         The excavations lasted four seasons: 1930–33. Each year as spring uncurled the fists of winter the English arrived, a party of half-a-dozen or so, to pitch their tents on the headland; they stayed until mosquitoes, flies, heat and seasonal difficulties with labour drove them back to Athens. The workmen came from Perachora village, six miles away in the hills. On Saturday night they tramped home with their wages, to return at dawn on Monday. The rest of the week they camped beside the English tents, or found a lodging in the lighthouse; and for nine hours a day they hacked, dug, sifted and carted. And they found; every hour of the day they found. In many parts of Greece an archaeological expedition is a commonplace; not here, not in Perachora village. Everything was new; a golden world opened before these uncorrupted peasants, owners of a few pines, a stony field, a terrace of struggling vines. Years afterwards – a lifetime afterwards, if one were to judge by what had passed between – I was, as I shall later describe, a visitor at an excavation in the island of Chios. The discoveries seemed satisfying enough to me, but the director felt that he should excuse them: You must not, he said wryly, expect the wealth of a site like Perachora, you know. And indeed I did know. I am not an archaeologist, but I have seen what it is like to search day after day and find nothing, I am aware that spectacular success is rare. The exploration of the Heraion was the chance of a lifetime.
         
 
         I was not present for the 1930 season, and I did not see the first astonishing finds of bronze and ivory and pottery. But the next year and every year until the work finished I was there, an onlooker at the exhumation. Briefly, the Heraion proved to be the site of a small but well-to-do Greek town with temples and altars, marketplace and colonnade, roads, watch-towers, an elaborate system of water-storage. The foundations of a temple from the ninth century B.C., of another from the eighth, of yet another from the sixth; fine architectural remains from the classical fifth and fourth centuries and the later, the so-called Hellenistic period of Greece – the discovery of these alone would have been great reward. But it was the amassing, season after season, of beautiful and precious small objects, gifts offered to the goddess Hera in gratitude for favours or in entreaty for help, which brought distinction to the Perachora expedition. Little bronze statuettes of men and animals, birds and mythical creatures; ivory seals, ivory pins, little couchant animals of ivory; jewellery and scarabs; hundreds of bronze bowls, hundreds of terracotta figurines, fragments of exquisitely painted pottery to be counted not in hundreds but in hundreds of thousands – only the most famous sanctuaries had yielded so much miniature treasure. That it should now be found in an unregarded corner of Greece was a kind of miracle.
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         THE PEOPLE OF Perachora village had, as I say, never before seen an archaeological excavation; more important, they had never enjoyed the advantages of having a well-known ancient site in the neighbourhood. Foreigners in Greece take their custom, naturally enough, to the famous places: Mycenae, Olympia, Delphi, Epidauros, Sparta, Mistra; to travel off the roads, though to my mind it is a magical experience, needs knowledge of the country and occasionally some small hardihood. The Perachorans, shut away behind their mountain, saw none of the visitors who are drawn to Greece by her monuments. In the early 1930s the Perachora peninsula had no motor roads. Above Loutraki in the side of the mountain a long score showed where the road to the village had been begun and for the time being abandoned; the journey had to be finished on foot. To the lighthouse and the Heraion there was no road of any kind, only the mule-track down from the village or a faint and stony path, a three-or four-hour walk, along the shore from Loutraki. The lighthousemen, the captain and two adjutants, lived under the eye of solitude.
         
 
         Now, year after year, the wilderness hummed with voices. There was employment in the village. Rich Athenians arrived in yachts to visit the excavations, anchored off the lighthouse rock and swarmed ashore with cries of admiration. Foreigners came, and to a Greek peasant all foreigners are rich. The Perachorans, like the people of other villages in the peninsula, are Albanian-Greeks, and to this day the older of them still speak Albanian among themselves. Race, language and geographical isolation had given them a habit of ironical aloofness. But they were not too aloof to feel proud of the Heraion dig, a success in which they all shared. A success, what is more, with money in it. Archaeology, they realized, could feed mouths.
         
 
         The women, when on occasion they came down from the village to visit their menfolk and see what was afoot, always asked me why we were digging up the Heraion. I would take out yesterday’s finds; old Aspasia, better used to winnowing grain or trenching vines, would pick up a delicate little ivory ram and hold it awkwardly askew in leathery, uncomprehending hands.
         
 
         ‘Is it valuable? Is it valuable?’ she repeated.
 
         ‘Yes,’ I said haltingly, ‘it is a rare thing.’
 
         ‘What will you do with all these things, will you sell them? Will you sell them?’
         
 
         ‘No,’ I said, ‘we cannot sell them, they are not ours.’
 
         ‘Then why do you dig them up? Why?’
 
         I turned over my handful of Greek and selected a word. ‘For history,’ I said; and the phrase ricocheted through the group of women: ‘for history, she says … for history … for history …’
         
 
         ‘But where will you put them? Where?’
 
         ‘In Athens,’ I said, ‘they must be put in the museum in Athens; it is the law.’ And so indeed it is. The antiquities of Greece, no matter by whom they are discovered, very justly remain Greek property and must not be taken out of the country. Greece has many local museums. The great sanctuaries have usually kept their treasure; Delphi and Olympia, though today they are no more than villages, still house their own august sculptures. Lesser sites, too, often possess a modest museum. Where no museum exists the finds must go to the nearest town which can shelter them. Even where there is a museum the precious small objects often have not been deposited in it, but can be found instead in the National Museum in Athens. And it was to the National Museum that the finds from Perachora were sent. At the end of each season a caïque, a sailing ship with auxiliary engine, anchored by the lighthouse rock; cases filled with bronzes, ivories, terracottas and vase-fragments were taken aboard; and the boat set off on a summer night’s sail to Piraeus, the port of Athens. From Piraeus the cases were taken by lorry to Athens, to be unpacked in a workroom of the National Museum and the contents to be cleaned, sorted and mended; some day to be exhibited.
         
 
         As far as the Perachorans were concerned the finds might as well have been in Greenland. Many of the villagers had never travelled as far as Athens; many of the women had scarcely moved beyond their village and their fields. ‘To Athens I have not been,’ some wrinkled mother of many sons would say. Then she would point towards the town which from the lighthouse we could see ten miles away across the Gulf: ‘But’ (as if the experience set the seal on a lifetime of globe-trotting) ‘I have been to Corinth.’ And yet the relation between the village and the world outside was changing. Now the life from beyond the mountain and the sea was beginning, it seemed, to seek out the life of the peninsula. It was not simply that the English came every summer and invited visits from other archaeologists. Sometimes an unheralded foreigner appeared in Perachora village and asked the way to the Heraion. Even when the English were not there hardy walkers now and then traced the path to the headland; the lighthousemen watched them rummaging amongst the antique walls, and felt the hot breath of the world’s traffic.
         
 
         The Perachorans were profoundly affected by the appearance of these transitory figures. Those of the villagers who knew only their own peninsula watched the visitors with a curiosity which had in it a shade of naïve hope. Those who had stirred about in Greece, seen perhaps some ancient sanctuary haunted in spring by flocks of tourists, began to scheme how to snare for themselves some of the migrants. True, even the most optimistic recognized that there were gaps in the local amenities. The motor-cars which, when a cruise arrived, brought the visitors from the nearest harbour to Delphi or Mycenae or Olympia, could not drive along the path to the lighthouse; they could not even get all the way up the unfinished road to the village. Could they have reached Perachora village the material rewards were small. Tumbledown walls and sagging roofs, a rill from the spring running down the middle of what passed for the main street, a single fly-infested café, no shop that I can recall, precipitous ankle-cracking paths – even for an unfrequented Greek village, even for a poor Greek village, and Perachora through no fault of its own was poor, the place was in those days totally lacking in the elegances. I would not myself, except in goodwill to its inhabitants, have wished a stone moved. But to the stranger from Western Europe, and still more to the touring American, Perachora must have seemed an unmitigated dump.
         
 
         In the face of these handicaps the Perachorans counted their blessings. They had good, pure, cold water, and in Greece drinking-water is a positive pleasure, not something taken for granted. They had wine from their arid, stony hillsides, and from their pines they had resin with which to smear the insides of their wine-casks; for the Greek countryman likes his drink thus flavoured. They had a road, incomplete though it might be. Now suddenly they had the sanctuary of Hera and its treasures. Resilient amidst their poverty, the villagers began to dream of the future. Their very remoteness from the world, their ignorance of material comfort, gave their hopes extravagance. Perachora, they said, would be famous. Visitors would come, droves of them, English, French, Americans, Germans, Italians, Russians, from all over the world they would come to see the discoveries at the lighthouse. They would come by car, they would stay in the village, they would eat and drink, they would bring wealth to Perachora. In the imagination of my friends the cluster of ramshackle cottages was turned into a splendid modern town; along the boulevards roared an endless line of glittering motor-cars; while the cafés on the pavements were crowded with citizens who all wore new shoes and could afford to eat meat every day.
         
 
         My friends, I say; in those days they were my friends at secondhand. With the women of Perachora I had fairly quickly established some kind of communication. I was struggling to write a book; morning and afternoon I sat under a tree at my typewriter. Taking no share in the archaeological work; blinking out of my tent for breakfast when everybody else had been at the trenches for two hours; not even doing the cooking – to their eyes I was a mysterious sluggard, an object of ceaseless curiosity; and with them I somehow stumbled into speaking Greek. With the men’s world, however, the world of affairs in the village, I had few dealings. It was through Humfry that, at the time of the Heraion expedition, I knew the Perachorans. I watched, I listened; I felt myself as close to them as if I had no intermediary. But with Humfry there to interpret I was glad to be an observer and nothing more. Not until several years later when I came alone to the village was I driven back on my own conversational resources.
         
 
         In any case I had a struggle at the start to make up for the time I had lost by missing the first season. The routine of field archaeology was foreign to me. I had to learn the faces and the names; I had to learn the place itself. The pattern of the relationship between the Perachorans and the English was already drawn. But when I arrived the attitude of the Perachorans towards the discoveries at the Heraion was still uncertain. The villagers had not yet given themselves over to optimism. After all they could not have been sure that the dig would continue. But now here were the English back with their tents and their packing-cases. The scope of the work was clearly growing. The season began earlier and was to go on later. More workmen were needed. The village earned more pay. The Perachorans began to boast of their triumph to the people of other villages. And while we watched the hope of prosperity took hold.
         
 
         My first season at the Heraion, then, coincided with the birth of the dream. Perhaps that is why my feeling for Perachora is so deeply affected by the contrast between the fantasy and the reality. Even now I see the Perachorans forever, in their rickety village, constructing some visionary Empire State Building. And I linger with especial affection over the passages in their communal story in which this dogged and touching optimism can be seen in action. For instance, the plan to keep the Heraion finds for the village by building a museum.
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         WHEN I SEARCH in my memory for the forms of the past it is as if I were leaning over a sea-pool among rocks. The water is sunlit, and there are clear shapes beneath it. The outline of pebbles and rocks is sharp; I can see life moving. But there are dark grottoes too where the seaweed drapes its curtains; and as I fixedly look the edges blur and quaver, the weeds toss in a flow of water, and now I can distinguish with certainty nothing.
         
 
         The beginning of the Perachora museum is hidden from me in one of the grottoes. I thought I could remember as if I had heard of it this morning. Indeed I often feel that the months when, sheathed in sun and wind and the endless susurration of the sea, I lived at the Heraion belong to my present, so close do they seem. And if I am content to accept what memory freely offers, everything is clear; I can see the faces of my companions round the camp-table, I can hear the voices of the workmen calling from the trenches by the harbour. But when I try to fill in the details I notice the caves where forgetfulness sits.
         
 
         So it is with the museum. I have the image of a patch of baked fawn earth, its surface powdering, dry thistles hissing together at its edge; a group of men are measuring out a square with string and rough wooden pegs. Humfry and his friend Alan Blakeway, who for a short summer was to succeed him as Director of the School, are among the group; Humfry, his eyes bent gravely on the ground, is pacing the distances. But who are the others? I strain to see, but their faces are turned away from me. I fancy I can distinguish the foreman of the dig and the village doctor. But I cannot be sure; and now the group fades, the patch of earth grows indistinct, the whole picture is without shape or colour.
         
 
         That Humfry and Alan were enthusiasts for the idea of the village museum – this at least is certain. I recall long debates on the subject: the site, the cost, the nature of the building; though again I do not remember all the figures who were spokesmen for the village. The site was chosen; so far my picture is accurate enough. The ground was bought, and bought with Perachoran money. The village lacked everything, but not imagination; and amidst their struggle to exist these necessitous, self-reliant peasants found the means to secure, as they hoped, a famous future.
         
 
         It was the year 1931. The world looked stable enough. True that in England there were portents which did not pass unnoticed in remote Perachora – for the Greeks with their unrivalled political awareness do not need to be persuaded that they are part of one world.
         
 
         ‘“My Virgin!”’ cried Niko the lighthouseman, describing his emotions on reading the newspapers: ‘“My little Virgin,” I said, “the pound has fallen!”’
         
 
         But that England should have gone off the gold standard, or even that America should have suffered a financial catastrophe, did not in those days, or did not to the unthinking, mean earthquake weather. For a few more years we could go on living our lives. Not until the second half of the decade did we become conscious that we were living history.
         
 
         The Perachorans, then, could cogitate their museum. They were on fire with enthusiasm. Already in their fancy a handsome edifice was rising; a keeper, all in gold braid, sat behind the ticket-desk, selling picture postcards by the dozen; already the first car, loaded with rich foreigners, was pulling up at the door. And since we felt ourselves their friends we shared their excitement. We longed for them to draw some perennial benefit from the excavations at the Heraion. We admitted the justice of their desire to house their own antiques. Against our reason we even began to believe in their vision of wealth. At any rate we believed in the museum.
         
 
         All the same when we came back the next spring the thistles, green now, still rattled together round the square of earth by the village.
         
 
         There seemed to our disappointed eyes no reason why, a first step having been taken, the Perachorans should not have taken a second and a third. Nor was there a reason, I think, except the unchanging, perhaps the unchangeable circumstances of their country.
         
 
         When I first went to Greece it was common to see an unfinished road. Sometimes the bends were expertly banked up, and the intervening straight passages not yet attempted. Sometimes, with the road from Loutraki to the village for instance, the builders seemed to have lost heart before they reached their journey’s end. Various reasons were offered. Those of us who were entering the first phase of a besotted, a lifelong passion for Greece were apt to advance the national temperament as cause: fecklessness, we said, lingering over the word with a lover’s indulgence. If we asked a Greek countryman he usually insisted that the contractors’ dishonesty was at the root: ‘They ate the money.’ I now incline to believe that the lovers were half-right: national temperament, but not fecklessness. The English have never been poor. As a people they do not know what it means to live from hand to mouth; two frightful wars, the second fought in their own skies, have not even now broken their faith in their right to prosperity. The English, when they build, begin with the conviction that they can finish without interruption. The Greeks, inured to invasion, occupation, earthquake and political upheaval, always struggling to lift themselves from some unmerited disaster, begin with enthusiasm and finish when they can. The Perachorans began their museum with enthusiasm. We ought to have known that though in a year’s time there would still be optimism, there might be nothing else.
         
 
         Affectionately disposed though we were, we could not hide a shade of English censoriousness. But I have to admit that I never heard the Perachorans’ side of the story. For once nobody could be accused of eating the money. The simple truth, as I see now that I know my friends better, must have been that there was no money to eat; all there was had been spent on that naked plot of ground. But whether this was ever admitted I do not know. I remember only time passing and nothing done. For a while some kind of demarcation of the site, I fancy, was visible: vestigial foundations, or perhaps no more than a flimsy enclosure. Once, trudging up the path to the village, ‘Is that the museum?’ I asked, pointing ironically to a waste lot where a goat was tethered; and ‘Yes, yes, the museum!’ came the rueful reply. Soon we accepted defeat.
         
 
         Not that the Perachorans had abandoned the dream of prosperity. Long after our camp on the headland was struck for the last time the old men were still talking of the purity of the water, the excellence of the wine and the general suitability of the village as a resort for tourists. Once or twice Humfry and I made an excursion to Perachora and to the lighthouse; and on the instant our friends were weaving their bright fantasies about the crowds of visitors who would appear some day – or the crowds of visitors who had already appeared.
         
 
         ‘Of course people come,’ cried Vasili of the lighthouse. ‘Many people come. Last winter, December it was, three Americans walked down from the village to the Heraion, two boys and a girl. And in the spring a German came, a professor, an old man riding a mule from Loutraki. Of course people come!’
         
 
         But nothing was changed. At the Heraion the same solitude, the same unfrequented paths; in the village the same poverty. By the middle of the thirties we were losing touch with the Perachorans. Soon we should be looking for another site. But in 1936 we were to spend one last season at the Heraion. A few weeks before work was due to begin Humfry fell ill; early in May he died in Athens. A year later I went alone to the village and the lighthouse. Then came a time when none of us could travel. The war had cut us all off from the land beyond the sea, from Perachora, from Greece itself. The world’s weather had broken.
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         IT WAS DIFFICULT in 1945 to believe that I could go to Greece again. There had been a time when I promised myself that I would go back every year. But that was before the landslide of history swept over personal memorials. I was in one of the Aegean islands when the first rattle of stones bouncing down from the heights was heard, when in fact in August 1939 news came of the Russo-German pact. Between my husband’s death and the outbreak of war I had spent every summer holiday in Greece. I had kept in touch with the friends Humfry had made in Athens; every year I had visited the village graveyard at Mycenae where he was buried. But amidst the roar of approaching war the size and aspect of individual life altered. A personal loss, accidental in the midst of order, gives a feeling of isolation, as if heaven had chosen its victim with spite; that the world should go on with the day’s business seems injurious. Time alone can itself put the egotism of grief to shame. But such a cataclysm as war can change even the quality and proportions of memory.
         
 
         At the end of August 1939 the danger to Greece seemed to me to be minuscule, and I was irritated by the nervousness of my Athenian friends, who, more far-sighted, feared entanglement. The English, I felt as I waited for a berth on an airplane home, were the ones who had the right to be anxious. Athens is at the best of times acutely sensitive to the breath of international affairs; even its most popular papers have a range of foreign news unimaginable at the English breakfast table. Now, in the lunatic days before the explosion of war, there was reason to be sensitive. The Athenians sat by the hour over their radio sets. The newspapers shrieked. And the rumours flew. Mussolini had intervened; Roosevelt had intervened. England, a taxi-driver dolefully assured me one morning, had backed out, let Poland down; he had just learned it from a friend who had heard it over the wireless. Anybody who has been abroad at a time of crisis will understand my disorientation, my craving for today’s English paper, however insular, to put things in their familiar English perspective. And every night I looked up at the rich, deep, glittering curtains of the Mediterranean night and wondered if at that very moment London was being bombed. The personal ties which I had thought bound me to Athens seemed to be fraying. My devotion to Greece persisted. But when someone at the British Embassy suggested that there might be work for me if I stayed, I was startled to find with what passion I desired to be in my own country.
         
 
         But now in mid-November, 1945, with the war in Europe ended only six months earlier, I was on my way back to Athens. In 1943 I had married again; I was lucky, I was happy; my life had been reshaped. Yet after all I had not been quite separated from Greece in the years since 1939. In 1941, soon after the fall of Crete had clenched the German hold on the Balkans, I had begun working in London for a Government organization, the Political Warfare Executive. My concern was with Greece, and for the four remaining years of the war I had a private view of what was happening under German and Italian occupation.
         
 
         At first the private view did not differ much from the public view. Everybody who could read a newspaper knew that Greece was starving, that people were dying of hunger, openly, in the streets of Athens. The major feats of resistance and sabotage were reported: the dynamiting, for instance, of railway bridges between Athens and Salonika. But as time went on the news grew too complex to be readily grasped without some personal knowledge of Greece. War is an abbreviator of titles. The parties, the guerilla groups, the underground organizations into which the Greeks formed themselves were known by their initials; and how was the English reader, himself not without preoccupations, to tell ELAS from EDES, or to master the connection of the first of them with EAM and the Communist Party, the KKE? Looking back now, it is easy to see what was happening in Greece between 1940 and 1944. It was not so easy then. War gives the opportunity for national self-esteem. The Greeks rejected Mussolini’s ultimatum in October 1940; they drove back the invading Italians; they can be proud of it. But war gives also the opportunity for revolution. In war conspiracy collects itself, violence gathers its forces. The Germans invaded Greece in April 1941; in May they descended on Crete; by June all the mainland and all the islands were occupied. And in June Hitler invaded Russia. All over Europe, Communists knew now what they had to do. In Greece certainly the Party, the KKE, knew. I remember seeing, about the end of 1941, a bundle of Resistance pamphlets published by a group calling itself the National Liberation Front, or briefly by its Greek initials, EAM. The pamphlets were full of jargon: fascist lackeys, hyaenas, cannibals; and though the style of the propaganda was not as familiar then as it became later, there should have been little difficulty in recognizing EAM as a Communist-controlled organization. But nothing, in those days, had clear edges. There were plenty of voices insisting that EAM, though it might have Communists among its leaders, was made up largely of patriots with no political colour. And EAM, it seemed, operated in the towns only. Presently in country districts a body of guerillas, andartes as the Greeks called them, appeared with the title of the Greek Popular Liberation Army, or, familiarly, ELAS. Optimistically, many of us tried to persuade ourselves that it was not a Communist creation.
         
 
         We did not succeed for long, if at all. And a time came when anybody could see that ELAS was simply the military wing of EAM. But those were days of general sympathy for Russia, and not sympathy merely for an Ally. The British were going through a phase in which the left, politically speaking, was always right. And the andartes of ELAS were protected by this sympathy, as they were sustained by the Allies’ military need to vex, sting, unnerve and scatter the forces of Europe’s Occupiers. They were armed by the British; they were financed by the British; sometimes, when they allowed it, they were organized by the British. As I look back I do not believe that the military need justified the risk taken in Greece, and I am sorry now that I should ever have thought it did. Not only was the resistance in country districts during the war extravagant in lives, in hostages shot, in villages wiped out in reprisals. There were other consequences as terrible. Briefly, the Communists were able to use the opportunity of war for their own political ends. Among the fighters of ELAS there certainly were patriots who risked everything for their country. There were also ambitious schemers who turned their arms not against the Germans but against their Greek rivals. The British had supported and equipped other bands of andartes. With the largest of these ELAS kept up a desultory civil war; a minor group they succeeded in wiping out altogether. When Greece was liberated in October, 1944, ELAS were the dominating force in the country. They were armed, they were ready for revolution. And two months after the first British troops came in, they struck.
         
 
         My concern is with historical events only so far as they explain the situation I found when I returned to Greece, and thus affect the story I have to tell. Perhaps it does not seem necessary even to recall the insurrection. But memories are short, and at the time the English, many of them, were told a false story. Amiably infatuated with the word democracy, they had not listened to the rare voices which warned them that EAM used it in a different sense. They were still without experience of Communist tactics. In December, six months before the end of the war in Europe, they were offered a lesson.
         
 
         There had been a long wrangle over the disarming of the andartes. Suddenly it came to a head, the EAM members of the Greek government resigned, and EAM called for a demonstration and a general strike. The Cabinet, what was left of it, forbade the demonstration. EAM were defiant. All night the church-bells rang; the faithful of the left collected; in the morning crowds began to move towards the centre of the city. It was a Sunday, in Athens traditionally the morning for public ceremonies, for parades in the square called Constitution. The propaganda had been efficient, and there were women and children among the demonstrators.
         
 
         Exactly how the shooting began I cannot tell. Some stories declare that the demonstrators struck first, but this, since I was not there to see, I must not maintain. A journalist whom I trust says that they advanced taunting and threatening. What is certain is that the police, understandably on edge, fired on the crowd and that there were deaths, some at any rate innocent: some deaths even of children.
         
 
         The British took no part in this day. But they could not ignore it. They had been invited into Greece. The war in Europe was still being fought. And not six weeks earlier an agreement had been signed by which the guerillas of all parties had undertaken to place themselves under the orders of the British Commander in Greece, General Scobie. The day after the shooting in Constitution Square, then, Scobie ordered ELAS to withdraw from Athens and its port, Piraeus. Immediately EAM and ELAS moved to seize the city.
         
 
         The Greek Government could call on only a tiny body of their own troops, veterans of the Allied campaign in Italy. The British forces numbered no more than five thousand. Everywhere outside the capital the rebels were in control. In this crisis Churchill, intervening, gave his personal authority for the order: Athens must be defended.
         
 
         The British had scarcely counted on a battle. On the contrary, they had been encouraged to expect friendliness. When the liberation of Europe began, troops moving into a foreign country were given a pocket guide to manners and customs. Those who landed in Greece arrived with a booklet which began (I know; I wrote it): ‘You are lucky to be going to Greece.’ Yet here they were, fighting for their lives within a perimeter which at the start shrank to enclose only the centre of the city.
         
 
         To realize how narrow the escape was the English must imagine themselves in the Athenian situation of December 1944. In a London just freed from enemy occupation, then, an internal revolt breaks out, obliging us to accept – no doubt to our exasperation – the help of our liberators the Americans, who hold Piccadilly and Mayfair, Trafalgar Square and Whitehall; military headquarters have been set up in the old Carlton Hotel. Everywhere else the tide is against us. St. James’s Park and Buckingham Palace are still ours, but not the South Bank. We are cut off from the East End and the docks, which are in rebel hands. Watney’s Brewery at Victoria is an insurgent strong-point. Where Oxford Street meets Tottenham Court Road, no-man’s land begins, and there is fighting round the British Museum. Small detachments of the Guards still hold outposts in Whitechapel, in Croydon and in Roehampton, and the Americans are fortunate enough to occupy the heights at Hampstead. But reinforcements are slow in arriving; Pentonville, where police, Guardsmen and Americans have been fighting to save political prisoners from lynching, is in flames, and at Highgate the American Air Headquarters is overrun.
         
 
         ‘You are lucky,’ the British soldiers, fighting to save Athens, said to one another, ‘to be going to Greece.’
         
 
         The Greek Government had evidence that a coup  d’état  had been planned. But it was a long time before people in England believed it. At the time all they understood was that the British Army and the Greek andartes, allies of yesterday, today were fighting one another. And in the political temper of 1944 the tendency was to think that the andartes must be in the right. With a few exceptions, newspaper correspondents gave the impression that the British were shoring up a reactionary government against the will of the people. To be fighting on the wrong side, and into the bargain to be fighting what seemed at first like a losing battle – it was too much. It must be somebody’s fault: probably Churchill’s.
         
 
         Churchill went twice to Greece, the first time when the danger was the greatest, on Christmas Day 1944. He went to see for himself; to bring both sides to a parley; to judge the chances of pacifying anti-Royalist feeling through a Regency. A parley was held; plans for a Regency were laid; the visit began a change in the fortunes of Greece. Two months later he paid a second visit to Greece, this time in triumph, when ELAS had withdrawn from Athens and the surrounding province of Attica and peace with them had been signed. Greek friends have told me that he saved their country. Yet I know educated Englishmen who still do not understand that the battle of Athens in 1944 was the first shot in the Communist battle for Europe.
         
 
         For the time being, then, the Athenians had won. But in their minds they were still fighting. I was quite unprepared, when I went back, for their mood.
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         IT WAS NOT the first time I had seen the capital disturbed. In the first part of the thirties, when for several months each year I had lived at the British School of Archaeology in Athens, there had been political uproar enough: in 1933, when a party of assassins with tommy-guns set on Venizelos and his wife as they drove home one evening; in 1935, when there was a Venizelist insurrection, with mutiny in the Navy and the Army and fighting in the streets; in 1936, when Metaxas, who four years later was to reject the Italian ultimatum, made himself Dictator. Now in 1945 I knew what the capital had undergone since I last saw it. But I could not rid myself of my romantic ideas. I still thought of Athens as a place of sun, friendly, elegant, cosmopolitan; a place of chattering cafés, smart parties and sophisticated argument; a place to sit on a summer evening amidst the murmur of crowds and the glimmer of bright dresses. Intellectually I recognized that Greece was living with savaged nerves. Yet I could not bring myself to look on it except as the easy, welcoming country I had known before the war. When I thought of Greece I thought of swimming off hot, voiceless, deserted bays, rousing at dawn to walk all day through mountains, coming at night to a village with the scent of charcoal braziers. I thought, to be honest, of Perachora.
         
 
         Now everything was changed. I came back to a country full of rage. After the long, cold, hungry war, after the relief of liberation, the Greeks had found themselves in the trap of another battle. And it was not their fault; they were sure of this. As a matter of fact, said some of my old friends, it was the fault of the British. The British had armed the guerillas; the British had paid them, and in gold sovereigns; night after night the B.B.C. had praised their exploits – and all the arms, all the money, all the glory had been lavished on EAM and ELAS, with not a gun or a coin or a word for anybody else. At this I faintly protested, for I was well aware how desperately British policy had struggled to encourage andartes of other parties, and at what risk and cost British Liaison Officers in the field had fought to dissuade ELAS from destroying their rivals. But it was useless to protest: night after night during the Occupation, my friends repeated, they had listened at their peril to the B.B.C., only to hear EAM and ELAS, praise of EAM and ELAS, hurrah for EAM and ELAS! And I shrank from arguing about Greek affairs with Greeks, and Greeks who had such good reason to be bitter. To reflect on their experiences during the years since our last meeting was enough to silence me. And their anxiety to dissociate themselves and their country from the ferocities of ELAS was heartbreaking. I have said that there were brave and honourable men among the fighters of ELAS; and so there were: simple men deceived, patriots who would presently discover that patriotism was not the policy of their leaders. But even those in England who at the time took ELAS for a liberal army could not overlook the atrocities it committed: murders, mutilations, the carrying away of the innocent as hostages. The Athenians a year afterwards were still urgently disowning the cruelties. Never before, they said, had Greeks done such things; impossible that they should be doing them now; the criminals were not Greeks, they were Germans left behind after the retreat, they were Bulgarians. Again I forbore to argue, for this grieving and angry shame was to be respected.
         
 
         And yet I found it increasingly difficult to keep silent. The Greeks I knew were mystified by the political obtuseness, as they saw it, of the English. Liberals themselves, they could not understand a liberalism so easily misled by phrases about freedom and democracy. But some went further than complaining about the Englishman’s vague ignorant sympathy with EAM and ELAS. In their mourning and their anxiety they wanted action. They wanted the British to destroy ELAS; especially they wanted the British to stop conciliating the Russians.
         
 
         ‘Yes, monsieur! Of course, monsieur!’ they cried, mimicking a fancied Foreign Office; ‘But certainly! With pleasure!’ (lifting an imaginary homburg and bowing respectfully). ‘Thank you very much!’
         
 
         These were not the former right wing of Greek politics. They were the old anti-Royalists, the old, dogged Venizelists from whom before the war I had taken my political prejudices. Now they looked at me accusingly, with angry bewilderment, even, as it seemed to me, with hostility, and ‘Why?’ they shouted.
         
 
         Right or wrong, they were not practical; not at that moment, not as the British then thought and felt. In any case I could not publicly agree with them. I was still employed by a Government Department; I had been given leave to come to Athens to lecture for the British Council. In England I could say what I liked. But in Greece it was not form to acquiesce in criticizing my own Government, nor indeed to join in opposing its policy, which in 1945 was bent, laudably though I fear inanely, on uniting the Greeks. I confess that I had unworthier reasons. I was beginning to feel childishly aggrieved when my friends argued against me as if I were an ally of the Communism which had so nearly destroyed them. Often enough in England, struggling to do work for which a deep disinterest in politics fitted me poorly, I had been accused of partisanship; but then the accusation had been that I was a Royalist, a Tory, one of the Red-bogey brigade. Years later I met an English diplomat whose toga I must once or twice have twitched in the war.
         
 
         ‘I could never make out,’ he said, ‘which side you were on.’
 
         ‘I was,’ I answered, borrowing I fancy someone else’s phrase, ‘on the side of the Greeks.’
         
 
         And so I was. But to the educated, sophisticated Greek, politics is a sixth sense, and the senses do not recognize neutrality. Now the people I knew, the liberals whose opinions I had remembered when, separated from Greece, I had struggled to judge EAM and ELAS fairly, were treating me as a Communist dupe. There were times when I found myself shouting as angrily as they.
         
 
         Not all, of course, were liberals. Sometimes I encountered the fanatics of the right wing, dangerous because the violence with which they spoke obscured what was just in their cause; listening to them, the moderate, lethargic English began to sympathize all over again with ELAS. The right wing had its hooligans too. One heard of villages where massacre by one side had been avenged with massacre by the other; murder echoed back and forth. What astonished me at first was to find how nearly forgotten, in this fury, was the war itself. The last of the Prime Ministers under the Occupation had organized a rural force, anti-Communist, German-armed, to protect, he said, the villages against raiding guerillas. From London the Greeks had been warned by the B.B.C. and by their own Government in exile against joining, and when after the war collaborationists were on trial, responsibility for the Security Battalions, so-called, was a major charge. I wanted to know what patriotic Greeks thought about the Battalions. But my questions were brushed aside; nobody seemed interested; I had the impression that nobody really cared any longer when I asked whether so-and-so had not been pro-German during the Occupation. For the Athenians – and I do not mean only the middle class, the elegant, the rich – everything, invasion, hunger, the odious presence of the enemy, had dwindled beside the huge fact of the December battle: the siege of Athens, one might call it.
         
 
         When I walked about, or went into houses I had once familiarly known, I saw and felt the shrinkages of war. Difficulties with electricity; water turned on for a day or two a week, and baths frugally used as storage tanks; people thinly dressed in the chill weather; food a monstrous price – all these were the material results of the Occupation. There were other reminders. The building in the well-to-do street – near the pastry-cook’s where ten years earlier I used to shop – had been Gestapo headquarters. But the smashed houses and the rubble at street-corners near the Museum were nothing to do with the war against Germany and Italy. They were the débris of the December battle. As I tried to reconcile the bleak view with the remembered magic of Athens, perhaps even tried in a sentimentalist’s self-deception to feel a magic no longer there, I became half-conscious of a threat. There was nothing to which one could point. Occasionally a sullen face, perhaps; sometimes a blank instead of the old eagerness of manner; but when one looked again, nothing. Yet when one neither looked nor listened, it was there. It was, if I must try to describe it, like a faint drum-beat in the air.
         
 
         My friends could hear it; they could hear little else. I was staying in the house of Shan and Roxane Sedgwick. Shan, correspondent of the New  York  Times,  alone among the American journalists in Athens had understood the truth about ELAS and the December battle. But it was not recognized yet as the truth, not even by the New York  Times.  Shan argued in vain. And the inextinguishable generosity of my hosts could not keep out a chill of anxiety.
         
 
         ‘What has happened,’ I asked, ‘to your maids?’ I remembered the loyalty with which before the war the Sedgwicks had been served by an island family. ‘Ah,’ I was told, ‘they are for EAM; the brothers, all the family are for EAM.’
         
 
         A nervous vibration ran through the household. And every evening at the masticha-hour, the cocktail-hour, the drawing-room was filled, in the informal, hospitable fashion of cosmopolitan Athens, with visitors arguing in Greek, French and English: about the Communists, the KKE – the koukouedhes, as in the Greek pronunciation of their initials they were colloquially called; about the latest Government changes; about the errors of British policy – for the Americans had not yet made themselves felt in Greece. I was humiliated by the slow-wittedness which the soft-talking English feel in the presence of the ironic Greeks, by inability to speak any foreign language at the pace even of my halting thoughts, and by my own political innocence.
         
 
         Only when I turned to Greeks quite withdrawn from politics did I find it possible to ignore the differences in experience. In the thirties I had come to know a girl whom I will call Frosso. I could talk with her about the war; I too had seen war, though of a different sort. The bleak rations of the English, I learned, would have made feast-days for an Athenian family, even a well-to-do one, under the Occupation.
         
 
         ‘What did you live on?’ I asked. ‘What did you eat?’
 
         ‘Oh,’ said Frosso, ‘beans sometimes, dried peas, things like that.’
         
 
         There had been a day, she went on, when the household promised itself a square meal; by good fortune and at great cost a piece of donkey-flesh had been bought. But even in their hunger they could not eat it. The family, the servants, everybody shrank, sickened; the meat was left on the plates.
         
 
         Frosso spoke of the griefs as well as the miseries. On the day when the Germans hoisted the swastika over the Acropolis, she said, her father sat at table weeping; I could understand that. But what she told me of the dissensions between Greeks was foreign. She had been a nurse in the war, and after it in the December battle when the casualties of both parties had been brought to hospital. The ELAS wounded, many of them, were fine country Greeks, she said, simple, grateful, stoic, friendly. But every so often the ‘enlighteners’, the Communist propagandists, went round the wards. After each visit the friendliness had vanished; the men were silent, sullen, resentful. It was a fortnight before they were themselves again.
         
 
         Yet in this thundery climate her own actions remained always collected and serene. After the siege, when ELAS had withdrawn from Athens and Attica, the victors had turned on the raggle-taggle of the defeated. Some of the fugitives were as guilty of atrocities as any obscure Nazi war criminal. But there were innocents too among the pursued, and one of these, a boy at fault, she said, only in being a member of EAM, came to my friend. Her upbringing, her class, her situation might have made her an enemy. But she took him in; with the indifference to authority of a Greek who disagrees with it she sheltered him. She hid him in the kitchen quarters of her own family; she fed him; and with the amiable and touching connivance of the servants she managed to conceal his presence until with the cooling of political tempers it was safe for him to go home. 
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