Ariac]nc, KavaFg, me, and Chloé
by Kiki Gounaridou (Professor, Smith Co”cgc)

On Fric{ay ]“rJanuarg 1972 | was sitting at my desk in the morning, at the back corner of the classroom,
a|ong the window wall, Iooking out at a few Pine trees in the schoolgard. | was fourteen. T he Privatc girls’
school was a new construction bg the sea, on the outskirts of Sa]onica‘ During the fifteen-minute break
between classes, when onlg a couple of stuclcnts, like me, stagec{ in, l looked out at the clouds, the kind that
are high up, as if thcg are the sl(g i’csclg7 a cold s‘(g, without the drama of the low, ominous clouds of a
Fort}ﬁcoming storm, or the relentlessness of a blue skg without clouds. T]ﬂat was a sad skg, And so was ]
Sad. Was it because ] was a teenage gir| (aren’t we suPPosed to be moocl3 at fourteen and feel like
somcthing is missing, somctlﬁing has been lost7>, or was it because of the skg and the nation that it covered
50 duthcu”}j that dag, a nation under a c{ictatorship in its fifth year? ] didrn’t care why. ] didr’t know. I was sacl,
and | stuck to my scl\c—imposccl, “tl’ucrapeutic” habit of writing down poems | learned bg heart, and, that dag,
like many dags, it was from Kava%z “When suc{c{eniy, at midnigh’g you hear an invisible Procession going }33
with exquisite music, voices, don’t mourn your luck that's Fai[ing now...” | hen | skiPPecl to my favorite part
and continued to write: “As one long Prepared, and graced with courage, as is rig.L;t for you who were given
this kind of city, go {:irmly to the window...” Right behind me | sudc{enlg heard a Practiced voice Pfci( up the
poem and skiP to what was Probab|9 herfavorite part: «| isten... to the exquisite music of that strange
Procession, and say gooc”)ge to her, to the Alexandria you are [osing.” | turned around; it was my classmate,
Ariaclrxc, looking over my shoulder. We had talked a little bit, here and there, cluring the past year, buta
IiFe|ong ?rienclship }Jegan now, the moment we Perhaps exPeriencec{ what George Savidis calls the

“K avafian double,” a sense of the Po|ftica| that in dubious times lifts itself up to the historical.

Monclag 7 Ma\lj 2012 is the c{33 after the indecisive (Greek election. |n the midst of the EuroPean financial
crisis and the disastrous measures that are shred&ing the country’s social and cultural Fabric, | amin the
process of turning in grades forthe sPring semester and Packing for my usual triP from Poston to Salonica.
T hat afternoon, Ariadne’s daug}wter, C!’lloé, a brigl’xt and very Funng young woman, a university gracluate in
industrial designj unemploged, and Iiving in 5a|onica with her boy]criencl, emails me, quite uncxpectecuy, afew
lines from “Waiting for the Parbarians®: “\What are we waiting for, assembled at the forum? T he barbarians
are due here toc{ag Whﬂ isn't angthing happcning in the senate?... Decause the barbarians are coming
todag. What laws can the senators make now?” ] email her bacl(, “Did your mom tell you about ‘Tl—le God
A}Jandons Antong?”’ “You mean how you two met at school?” she writes back. “Yesl” ] reply. She emails
me back a smileg face. | write back, “What's the weather like in Salonica toc{ay?” “Sunng and humid,” she

says. “OK, say hito your mom, my darling. l’” see you both when ]gct there Thursdag"’

Note: the translations of Kavaxcg’s poems into Englislﬁ are b}j I dmund Kee|eg and FhiliP Sherrard, 1 975.



