ANDROMAHI'S JOURNAL

Translated and Transcribed by John Espinosa, a@dgon

TRANSLATOR'S BACKGROUND

John Espinosa grew up in Lowell, Massachusetts evhemwas raised by his Greek mother
and grandmother and Mexican father, all immigraAtger struggling in school for many
years and dropping out at age fourteen John regdigeGED in 1999. John then set his
sights on college and began working full-time gmealegal to pay his own way through
school. He earned an Associates Degree from NdmineSCommunity College in 2004 and
Bachelor’s Degree in paralegal studies from Suftdfitversity in 2006, both with honors.
John Espinosa graduated from the University of Mjah Law School in December 2009 and
is currently awaiting results from the February @dlassachusetts Bar Exam. John is
particularly interested in education law and clelds legal issues. John can be reached at
johnespi@umich.edfor questions and comments.

INTRODUCTION TO ANDROMAHI'S JOURNAL

This work is an ongoing labor of love. It is tharstof my attempt to transcribe and translate
my grandmother’s poetry, written in 1936 (at agg@2the island of Skopelos, village of
Klima, Greece. These are her most intimate thoughdisfeelings from that time. Her
experiences highlight a vital part of the Greelalggduring one of the most trying times in
Modern Greek history. The pains of unrequited lexpressed in her words are timeless, and
very Greek. | have included here only a small sEledrom her journal that totals over one
hundred pages. Selections are presented here falliheing order: (1) copies of original



journal pages including her drawings; (2) my typé&en transcription in proper Modern
Greek with corrections for spelling, grammar, attteo clarifications where appropriate; and
(3) an initial translation to English that captunesch of the meaning, and hopefully some of
the spirit of my grandmother’s poems.

My grandmother passed away in 2000. | found thisrjal at her house in Greece in 1997. It
contains over one hundred pages of poetry. Atithe L could not read Greek, | simply
enjoyed her drawings. She gave it to me and |lekeeae it. | knew it meant a lot to her but |
had no idea what it said. In 2007 I finally startearning how to read and write in Greek at
The University of Michigan, something | had alwayanted to do, thanks to the Modern
Greek Program. It was my first year of law schaal lbmade extra time to self-study and go
through the entire first year Modern Greek curuenlwith the help of Artemis Leontis. |
returned to my grandmother’s journal with my newfdkknowledge of Greek but could still
make little sense of it. While taking the secondrydodern Greek courses | sought the help
of Panagiotis Pafilis during his office hours. Isrnsurprised that even he had a hard time
reading my grandmother’s handwriting. It turned thatt my grandmother, having very little
formal education, made many spelling and grammlagicars. At times her handwriting can
be very difficult to read, especially portions weit in pencil, but | learned how to make sense
of it and set out to continue the translation onawy.

| have been going through the journal, first trautieg her handwriting into proper Modern
Greek with corrections for spelling and grammad #ren translating that into English. At
best this is a literal translation, though | hawed to capture the spirit of her poems as much
as possible. The material is presented in the andehich the pages appear in the actual
journal, with appropriate page numbers noted. Fatesclarify some words where necessary.
Copies of the original journal pages are enclosededference; my grandmother’s beautiful
illustrations on several pages bring her wordsf¢o |

The selections below are merely a starting poiher# is still a great deal of material | have
not gone through and I intend to continue workinghee effort. During this process | have
learned a lot about my grandmother, things thadm®in my family knew, and | feel closer to
her than ever before. | thank the Modern Greeknarmgor helping to make that possible.

Picture Greece in 1936. Metaxas gained power ir€&redissolving parliament and ruling as
dictator. The world was on the brink of World Whrand within a few short years Greece
would be occupied, first by the Italians and thesm Germans. On the small western Aegean
island of Skopelos, in the village of Klima, a 22ay-old unmarried girl was writing in her
journal. She was a self-taught seamstress whainstat age 14, expressed her intense
creative passion through intricate needlepoint vasrt embroidering by hand. She and her
mother lived alone; like many Greeks at the timefather and younger brother had
immigrated years before to work in the United S$taleaving mother and daughter by
themselves in the small village. That young womas Awtpoudyn Koiwavoo, my
grandmother. Like most young women in her village wanted desperately to get married.
She was in love with a man who she was unable tweithe In the Greek tradition her
loneliness and pain drove her to write. These aravords.
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Page 1

"Etoc 1936

2TV apyn TOL TPAYOLOLOV TO O EVOL YPOUUEVO Kol GTO TEAOG LATLOL OV TO Poy,
Coypapiopévo.

Ag&l pov yépt dpyioe Ypaee to facova pov, ypdee tpayoddln OAPepd péoa om Ty kapdid
Hov.

Apyioe x€pt Lov ¥puod To Plog LoV VA YPAPELS TO TN TEPVAGS Y10 LIl YOYT|, VO KATGELS VO,
GLVTAEELS.

AVTO €0M TO AEVKMUO OVAKEL GE EUEVA, VO YPAP® KATOTE KOl EYD TL £Y® TEPAGUEVO.

H yeipa avt n ypdpovoa Ba KeiTETOL GTO DU, TO OE AVTA ypa(pof)usvaz Oa pévouv otov
oLV

Ayvoaote to BifAio pov omotav 10 d10fAcELS, Exm @ila dypagta eEAeVOEpP VO YPAYELC.

Kot va pov ypdyeic va pov meig to 1t mobsi 1 kapdid 6ov, Kot 6To T€A0G TG YPoONG va PALELS
TO OVOULAGOV.

The Year 1936
At the start of the song one sigh is written, anthe end, my darling, another is drawn.
My hand begins to write my troubles, sorrowful sefigm inside my heart.

My golden hand, begin to write my life, put togetkdat | have gone through for just one
soul.

This journal belongs to me to write what | have gtirough.
Long after my hand lays in the dirt these writing remain forever.
Dear reader, when you read my journal, remembavé heft blank pages for you to write in.

Write to me, tell me what your heart desires, anti@end sign your name.

! Numbered as 1 in journal
2 ypappéva






Page 2

XiMeg KOLEC GOV EYPAPE TO SPOGEPS YEPL, KO GVOLED TNV KaPSITa LoV G0V TO YoptpoAdit.”

Tnv papyopita Exoya av pe ayamds vo pabw, Ko ekeivn Lov gine da Ypaens £x® TOAAG Vo
Tow.

Tnv avbodéopn cov ‘otetho’ SEpéVn Le XPLOGL, KoL TOOES LEPES XOPIC TO 0L, SEV EKAMES
VIGAQL.

A ptdvTt daKTLAIOL POPAS GTO YEPL GOV, KAl TAV® YPAPEL 1| TETPA TS Oa Yive taipt cov.

To Ke@UAGKL oL TOVEEL, Kot To10¢ Ha. ov To yrdver;® Evog AeBéving pepaxhng 6mov 1o Aeve
[Mévvn.

A thousand pages | wrote to you with my tender hand

| opened my little heart to you like a carnation.

| pulled daisy petals to learn if you love me.

It told me | still had a lot to go through.

| sent you flowers tied with golden ribbon.

All you gave me was days of silence.

The diamond ring you wear says | will become yaineo half.

My little head hurts, but who will fix it? A prougbung man named John.

% Unnumbered in journal; this page was written ingile
* yapipaho

éotethal
6 Oepamedoet






Page 3

Oa khvo cidepo Kapdld kot LoAvPévio xEpt va Baim otnv Kapditsa pov icog Kot To
VITOPEPEL.

"HOgha va uovv avepog yoypdsg ot Kauapds 60V, va 6pocicm 10 6THHOG GOV TNV TETPIVN
Kapdd Gov.

"Ela tovAl pov €ha 1o Bpdov to XapPdro, va mécovv 1 exBpoi pag 6Aot o Bdvarto.

Mnv apvneig av dev pev deig ta patia cpaicpéva, v Havayia 6to omnbog pov ta xépa
GTOVPOUEVAL.

Me ta 51KGo0v T0 PTEPE GTOVS OVPAVOVC nsrdy(n,g LLE TOVG OYYEAOVS KAOOUOL KO [LE QLTOVG
KOVPEVTA KAV.

| will make my heart like iron and my hand like Jesib | can put this inside my little heart and
try to bear all of my pain.

| wanted to be the cold wind in your room to cofflyour chest, your stone heart.
Come, my bird, come tonight so we can make allem@&mies fall dead.

Don’t forget about me if you don’t see me, my ey@sshut with my arms crossed holding
The Virgin Mary against my chest.

With your wings | fly to the sky and sit and talktlwthe angels.

" Unnumbered in journal; this page was written ingile
8 smpatio
® net®d






Page 4°

I[eg pov ™ €xm otV KapdLd OTaV 68 d® KOVTE LoV, TEG LLOV TN AEVE TO. LATIL GOV GTO. [LATLOL
ToL S1KGL [LOV.

[Teg pov yati pépa-voytid Bupovpat dho ecéva.
ITeg pov yiati va 6€ KOUT® pe PATIO SAKPLGUEVA.

Av i60¢ k01 ¢ amapynOd YAvKVTOTO TOVAM LoV, 0 oLPAVOG Vo, PEN TTLP VO, KAYEL TO KOPLi
pov.

Tell me what | have in my heart when | see you mear
Tell me what your eyes are saying to my eyes.

Tell me why, day and night, | think of you always.
Tell me why | will look at you with tearful eyes.

If, perhaps, | forget you, my sweetest bird, maggky throw fire to burn my body.

19 Unnumbered in journal; a drawing of a person appea the bottom of the page in pencil
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Page 3*

Kottdte v kapdovra pov tmg £xet Katavtnost pe o oaito BAafepr| o Epwg £xetl tpummoet.
O Epwrtag sivol motdi 6to KOKKIVO VIVUEVOGS, Kol piYVETUL GOV KEPALVOG O TPIG KATOPAUEVOG.
O Epwrtag sivor modi 6ta kOKKIVO VILHEVOGS, Kol GTOVS avOpOTOVGS TG Kapolég sivat
mepumAeyévog. Xav Bato pila pilwoe o0 ' Epmg otnv kopdid oo kot cov Kioedc mepimiele
néoa €1 TV Kopold pov. [oAréc popég mpoomdOnca ywo va tov Egpidom Yo va tov Bydiom
o TNV Kopdld Kot o€ GAAOV Vo, ToV ddom. AMAG YAvkd v pila Tov, Babid eivar prlopévoc,
HEGO 0TOL PUALD TNG KOLPSI('IQ etvan mepimieypévog. Kot topa mAémv Ecpaia, kat yotpeld osv
Ex®, LOVo amd ecEvave 2 Bonbela yopev .

Look at how my heart has ended up! With one poidareow Eros has pierced it. Eros is like
a kid dressed in red. He falls on you like a bblightening, oh that cursed Eros. Eros is a kid
dressed in red. He ensnares people’s hearts. lekelsvEros made roots deep into my heart,
like ivy it overgrew inside my heart. Many timesied to uproot Eros from my heart, to take
him out and give him to another, but his sweetg@oe deeply rooted and intertwined. Now
I've stumbled; doctors can’t cure me of Eros, odyr help do | crave.

" Numbered as 2 in journal, a drawing of Eros app@athe middle of the page
12 .
eoeva






Page 6°

Omnolog tov Epota eine mmg BELeL va ayamnoet, Tpelog amd Tov £pmTa Kot avtdg Oa
katavinoet. O 'Epwg sivotl moidi, aderpdc tov Oavatov, kot 6Tolog pe anTov pumepdevete dev
BAémer v vyEld TOVL.

Anyone who has ever told Eros that they wante@Mtarf love will only end up crazy from
lust. Eros is a kid, the brother of death himsalhoever gets caught up with Eros will never
be well again.

13 Unnumbered in journal
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Page 7

. 15
Oa og LoTpedm

"HOgho TAnv v 6Ovapn to oy vo. 6ov xopicm, To YAVKA Lov GVELPQ VO TTPOYLOTOTOINC®.

Tov xvavov tov ovpavod 10 otéppa Paciiicong, va cov yapicov HBsha TOV OVPAVOV ETICG.

[TAnv timoteg dev divolle Timota VoL 6oV dMG®, LoV HEVEL OUMOG OGTEPL LOV £VOL AGTEPL VAL GOV
aPLEPOGW.

Qpaio cav ta xeiho 6oV YAVKO GOV TO OVOUAGOV, Kal givat 1) KapdovAa LLov cov BELELS
XOPIGLLO GOV.

Otav 10 Aedkopa kpateig Kt 0Tav 10 d10PAcELS, TPEMEL va £XEIG Kapold Gav GloEPO Vo Unv
avVaoTEVAEELS.

AMG kot A avayvdotn av 0Ehelg vo dtafacelc, TPETEL va £XELG KOPILd GV GIOEPO VoL NV
avaoTEVAEELS.

Kot méh o€ avayvdotn otapdtnos Ayo, kot 01dface pe tpocoyn T ypdoet to PifAiov pov.

| wanted to give you everything, the gift of my aidreams to make them real.

My king of the sky, | also wanted to give you tlg.s

| have nothing else to give you, my star, but thereains one star for me to offer you.

Your lips are lovely, sweet like your name. If ywant my little heart, it's yours to take.
When you hold my journal and read it, have an heart so you don’t sigh at my pain.
Reader, if you still want to read my words, you itrheve a heart like iron so you don’t sigh.

And again, reader, stop a little and read carefuliat my journal says.

4 Numbered as 3 in journal
15 Title appears on upper right corner of the pagavata drawing of flowers






Page 8°

Mnv Bapebeic avayvdotn 0Tt £xm e0d ypappéva. Exo otiydkio Aommtepd om v kapdid Lov
Byoiuéva.

[IMpo perdvi xat ypaya to tdoa facava pov. Atdface dia va deig ta Tos0 Bacava [ov.

Me Sakpuopévong o@Oapong, pe xeila @LOYIoUEVE, TOiPVEO GTO XEPL TO YOPTL PE TNV
QAOYEPN LOV TEVAL.

Na ypdy® tovg TKpoUS Kanpovg 6Tov TEPVH Y10l GEVO TOV OV T TEPUCE KAVEVOS OVTH
GAANG HaVOG YEVVA.

Exo® molha peg oty Kapdid, ToALA LEGH GTOV VOU OV, TOPAKOLPa LLopddnkay o gUALN TOV
HaTon Hov.

Kown {on yo pia mikpn ateleio iotopia vo 6ov Ty ypdyo, LAt Lov, SV TNV Y®povv
BiBria.

Kot 0ého tdpa, Tptv Moo amd v oknvn Tov KOGHOL, Vo YOVE 1) SOGTLYN EYD, LLE L0
onifa amd 10 POC [Lov.

Reader, don't feel weighted from what | have writteere. | have sad poems that come from
my heart. | wrote all of my tortures here in inked&se read so you can see all of my troubles.
With tearful eyes and burning lips | take my haodhe paper and my burning pen to write
the bitter sorrows | have passed for you.

| have a lot inside of my heart and mind. The Isademy eyes dried up before their time.
Light of my eyes, books can’t contain the bitterdkess story of my common life. Before |
turn off from the scene of the world | want to simeyl pitiful self with a spark from my light.

18 Unnumbered in journal
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Page 9’

Kapia gopd otnv pova&id n dvotoyn mov ypaeo, okéetopal, suAlloyilopal, KloAug
avaoTEVAL®.

AQNV® TO EPYOYEPO KO TLAV® TO KOVTOM KOl TPV KATAPO GAOYEPT] LOV PEVYEL AT TOL
xeiha.

Xg OTiX0VG YOVO TOV KONUAOV TOV £(® GTNV Kopdtd Loy pa Oe e ONKOVOLVE YNAd Ta
adVVOTO OTEPA LOV.

Ot kot av ypayo Kavévag Toté dev 1o d1aPalel. Mov apécel TavTa 6TO YapTi TOVE GTiXOVG Vo,
dwfaco.

®ofodpot v Katdkplomn Tov KOGHO TovV eoPovLaL, Kol YPAQ® To GTUXAKLN LoV Kol £TGL
TOPTYOPOVLLOL.

Ay, Ta Ypao® pe Topamovo OAa o fAcavo Hov, Kol ¢ TO TEAOG THG YPUENS TO OVOLLO. LoV
Borm.

Mdym

Sometimes in my solitude, when my pitiful self sgawriting, | think, recall, and sigh.
| leave my needlework and take up the pen.

Before the burning curse it leaves from my lips.

The lyrics help shed the sorrows | have in my heart

No one will ever read my lyrics, but | still enjdyem.

| am afraid of criticism and of people.

| write to console myself.

| write with sadness all of my pain and tortureg] at the end | sign my name.

" Numbered as 4 in journal
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Page 16°

Yav amofdvm moiog o £pBel 6To pvnua pov emdvm; Na mtet, amdboves €60 Kot YD 0G
anofdavo.

Pdmnoa tov ovpavo, Tt Eptan&a Tov KOGHO Kot OAOL LLE KATATPEYOVV GTO EPMTU GOV PO LLOV;

2t povpo péca B vivbd vo MdGEL To Kopud [Lov, Yo goévave™? aydmm pov Oa xdow v yoyn
LOV.

Me Bdoava Kot ovacTEVAYIOVG TEPVAMm gY® TV (®N OV, G€ AVTOV TOV KOGHO VAT OV
€1de 1o Koppi pov.

Mabpn kot GKOTEWVH POTIA AVAPEL TNV KOPOd LoV, KO KOLEL TO KOPUAKL LoV KL OAQ TO
GmOOKA pov.

Avydmnoa ™ anom\ya)zo KOVTEL® Va TEOAVM, Ko on Ba elocat agoppr| Tov v {®1 HOL XAV®.

Yov amofdve PATLO LoV KoL Tom 6TOV Ladpov Adn, vo. AEUOG® TO KOPUAKL OV Y10 GEVAL
TOALKGPL.

As | die, who will come to my grave to say: nowttiiau are dead, let me die too?

| asked the sky, what have | done to the worldesedve this? Everyone is against our love,
light of my life.

| will dress in black to melt my body; for you, rove, | will lose my soul.

I endure my life with tortures and sighing. Theraasrest for my body in this world.
Black and dark fire lights in my heart; it burns fitfte body and all of my insides.

| near death trying to earn your love; you willthe reason I'll lose my life.

As | die, light of my eyes, | will go to the black Hades and my little body will melt for you,
young man.

18 Unnumbered in journal
Y estva
D0 vor QATOAGY® TNV Ay GOV






Page 11

Xpvsd Mov
2xéQONKa omd Kapdid, Ta xeihon Lov YEAAGAV, TO ¥EPLO LOV AVANTEPA TNV TTEVO, BacTnéov.
Kat va ov el ecéva kot va 6g €100moinon Tt facave amepiypamta yio eGEva Exm Tpafnet.

Ameplypoota sival o facava peydin Topavvia, vo 6ov To YPOY® HATLO OV, OV T Y®POHV
BiBAria.

Eyd kapdid oev £y mo oAdKANpT £300M, £600N Oe £0éva Yo GE PUPLAKMONKE.

Y ayomdo po Tt va Kave stvor kpipa vo arobdve, vetepa Ba petavoeic mdvo oty kapdid o
VOLOGELS.

Kat étav 6o cov oteihovve 10 Ladpo pov youmdpt, pev Avan0eig, movidkt pLov, Ypuceo Hov
TOALKGPL.

—_ . 22 r r , ’ I , ’
Eevpéton™ mog andbava yio Adyo cov movAl pov, N wKPeS, To PAcava Lov EMmGay To Kopui
Hov.

My Golden
| thought from my heart, my lips were smiling, mgnid held my pen with sadness.
It will tell you the indescribable tortures thatdve suffered for you.
My tortures are so indescribable, light of my lifeat books cannot hold them.
| don't have a heart left, | gave it all, but itsy@oison for you.

| love you, what can | do? It's a shame to die; wallregret it when | am gone and feel pain
in your heart.

When they send you the black news of my deatht fkel' sad for me, my little bird, my
golden young man.

You will learn that | died for you, my bird, thdte bitter tortures melted my body.

% Numbered as 5 in journal; small drawing of flowerstop of page
2 @a deig






Page 13°

Ay BpiKo To LodpO GUVVEPO TO TPATO £PMTA OV, KoL 1 TOYN LOL POVEPOGCE YIALOVS KONUOHS
UTPOGTA [LOV.

Zav e1g YNAd Kot £pYOVToL GUVVEQPN LAVPICUEVA, EEPE TTMG amOBava, TOVAGKL LLOV, Y10 GEVAL.

Ay va epxdGOVV GTOV TAPO LoV VO AVAPELS TO Kepl LoV, EGV TTOV AVOWES TNV EAOYO TNG YVUYNS
pov.

[Tape pov Xdpe v yoyn Lo mhpe pov pe v Pia, va edym omd to facova Kot amd )
Topavvia.

Haideye, yroma, TMyove, xpued pov dev e Amdoat, £va mov dev pe omhdyveoar’” ey dev
AEY® TAVE.

Tn GAAo TTpog amoddeltn Twg o€ ayund yepevels; EMmaoa ma, oav 1o kepi Kaiopat, po pe
TOLOEVELG.

Agv umop® TOVAIKL LOV VO YPAY® TOPATAVE®, BOVPKOGOV TO LATAKLN OV Kot KAOOLoL Kot
KAELD.

Oh, | found the black cloud, the first love of mim&d my luck brought me only a thousand
SOIrows.

When you see the black clouds above, you will ktioat | died, my little bird, for you.

Oh, how I wish you would come to my grave and ligiyt candle, you who lit the flame of
my soul.

Death, take my soul, take me with force so | camps from my tortures and my tyranny.

Make me suffer, beat me, wound me, my golden boy'teel sorry for me, don't pity me; |
won't stop you.

What other proof do you need that | love you? Iteteby now like a candle but you still give
me a difficult time

| cannot, my little bird, write anymore. My eyes/kavatered and | sit and cry.

% Unnumbered in journal
2 )vnaoot
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Page 18

‘Epota mhdve d0AtE, po tog to KatopBovelc! TTidvelg 60 m d)goka movAd padi Kot To EVOVELS.
O’Epwg pe eppnvevoe, uoﬁ&ocgze T APUOTO TOV KO uofmsz Y10 VO TOAEUD LE TNV TOAKAPLA
tov. Tov gima povidg Tmg Ba yvd?® kot ta Bouvd 6o Mo, Yo O kepdicm gotvave?? yia
Toug £X0povg Ba kayw. Oyt yioo InhoeBovid, oyt yia kakio, poévo 516t Exm opkiobel spmpoc
otV [Havayu.

‘Epota domhayve 06Me pe TOOT Tovnpia, TG TNG EVOVELS 000 KapdEg Kat TG Ekaveg pio!
"Epota mavadiioc thpavvog, po dev pe Aovmdoat!

Eros, how you manage to entice! You catch two banai$ you match them together. Eros
instructed me, he gave me his weapons and he @l iight with his bravery.

| said to him, Eros how will end up?
| will go to war for love.

| will burn my enemies if | do not win you.
Not for jealousy or out of evil, but because | hawern an oath in front of The Virgin Mary.

Eros, you merciless trickster, with so much decgpthow do you match two hearts and then
make them one? Eros, you wretched tyrant, you dpibome.

% Numbered as 6 in journal; drawing of Eros holding birds in the middle of the page
%1100 £dwoe

2 pov gime

2 yive

2 goéval



