TPATOYAI TOY ITAAIOY KAIPOY
To: Tov Tieyo Zegéon

AAAdCouv ol katpol mepvav td xpévia
100 KOopoL TO Trotdut eivat oo

o \ \ ~ ~ 3 7’ \ /4
ua éyw Ba Byd otod dvetlpou Ta umalkovia
y1d va o¢ 18 okuuuévo oToV TNAO
kapdpia va xevrdg kal xeASdvia.

Té mayo mkpo xi 1 yi pag Aiyn
Kal 10 VEPO oTd ovveEPa AkptPo

10 KUTapioot 1) yuuvia o Tullyet
10 YopTO Kalel T otdyTn Tov Boufod
K1 ATéAe1wTo TOoO HALOL TO KUV YL

K fp0eg 200 kal okdAioeg pid kprivn
y1d oV a1 tod mdvrov vavayod

oV XdOnke pd 1) uvAun tov Fxet petvet
koYUMl Aaumepo oty Auopyo

kal Béoalo apuvpo ot Tavrovivn.

K1 &1’ 1) Spootia mov odAee ot pTépn
mifpa k1 éyw tO Sdkpu wdg podidg

Y1d va utmop® o Tolto TO Seqptépt
kanuotg va cuAAaBilw tiig kapSidg

ué 100 mapapvbiod o mpdito dotépt.

Ma twpa o 1) MeydAn @rtdver Tpitn
kt Avdotaon 0 dpynost va pavel

4 \ ~ \ \ \ \ 4
0f\w va mdg oty Mavt kat otnv Kpftn
UE ouVTPOPLd Gou #kel TTavToTIVh
16 AKo TOV dNnTod Kal Tov doTpitn.

b4 D ~ \ \ 14 ’
Kt dpa 0a 18¢ig kpuga 010 HETWNO cov
va Adumet i draln pappapuyn
T GAAOTIVO TEQTAGTEPO GNKWOOU
, , , ) <
va {wvtavéet makt pa pnyn
oL kapmepel oTo Ppdxo To S1kd cov

AA\dlouv ol kaipol mepvav Td ypovia
10D K6oUOoUL TO ToTd gival BoAo

o NS e s \ ,
ua éyw Ba By®d otod dvelpou ta pmalkovia
y1d va o8 18&® oxuupévo otov Ao
kapdfia va kevrdg kat yeAdovia.

SONG OF OLD TIMES
For George Seferis

Times change, years pass

the river of the world is muddy

but I go out on the balcony of a dream
to see you bent over your clay
embroider ships and swallows.

The sea is bitter, our land small
the water in the clouds dear

the cypress wrapped in bareness
the grass burns to ashes in silence
and the hunt of the sun is endless.

And you came and carved a fountain
for the old shipwrecked man of the sea
who vanished but a memory of him
remains

a gleaming shell on Amorgos

a salty pebble on Santorini.

From the dew that shakes on a fern

I have taken the drop of a pomegranate
so I can in this notebook

spell out the longings of a heart

with the first star of a fable.

But now that Holy Tuesday arrives
and Easter will come slowly

I want you to go to Mani and to Crete
with your company there perpetually
the wolf the eagle and the asp.

And when you see the shooting star
from another time shine on your face
secretly with delicate twinkle, stand up
bring back again a spring

that wells up in your own rock

Times change, years pass

the river of the world clouds over

but I go out on the balcony of a dream

to see you bent over your clay
embroider ships and swallows
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