The Continuity of Greek Culture

BERNARD M. W. KNOX

MY TITLE IS OBVIOUSLY OVERLY AMBITIOUS. THE CONTINUITY
of Greek culture is a vast and complex field of study, demanding of
its practitioners expertise in ancient, Byzantine, and Modern Greek lan-
guage, literature, and history; of Slavic and Turkish language and his-
tory; of the ritual and theology of the Orthodox Church; and a score
of related disciplines, more in fact than one scholar can master in a
lifetime. It is also an area of continuing interest and controversy. As
recently as 1981, for example, the Hellenic Cultural Centre in London
organized a panel discussion on the theme “*3000 Years of Greek Iden-
tity.”” The three panels, chaired by the Byzantine scholar, Robert
Browning, were addressed by three Greeks brought up outside Greece,
three Greeks raised in Greece, and three English scholars; one of the
talks by Costa Carras ‘3000 Years of Greek Identity — Myth or Real-
ity?”” was published in London in 1983. And it is a field in which fresh
data are constantly supplied to feed fresh discussion.

Even in one narrow field, the continuity of the language, Professor
Shipp, an Australian scholar who is a noted authority on the language
of Homer, published a book entitled Modern Greek Evidence for the
Ancient Greek Vocabulary and in 1974 Nikolaos Andriotis, working
in the opposite direction, published in Vienna, his Lexicon der Archais-
men in neugriechischen Dialekten. Here indeed are to be found 3000
years, or more, of Greek identity. The language inscribed on the fire-
baked clay tablets found at Pylos on the mainland and at Knossos on
Crete, dating from about B.C. 1600, is recognizably a primitive form
of the language in which the newspapers of Athens are written today.
Of course, in this immense stretch of time, the language has undergone
many changes, but no other European language even comes close to
claiming such a longevity; the only real parallel, in fact, is Chinese.

The profusion of studies published on this and all the other aspects
of the long Greek tradition is such that any deluded speaker who thinks
he can build a bridge between ancient and modern Greece in a forty-
five minute lecture will end up constructing a shaky structure at best
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and may find himself lamenting, like the bridge builder in the famous
medieval Greek ballad:

Alas for our trouble, alas for our work,
To build it all day long, and have it collapse at night.

aripovo 6T0LG KOTOLS Pag, Kpipo ot SOVAEYT KOG
dhopepic va XTiCOLUE, 10 Ppddv va YKPEUEIETOL

I shall aim lower. What I would like to do is to speak about my
own encounter with modern Greece, its language and culture, the en-
counter of a classical literary scholar, brought up on Homer and
Sophocles, with the Greece of Karamanlis and Papandreou — the elder
Papandreou, I may add — 1 first went to Greece in 1958. I should begin
by explaining that I grew up in England, where I learned ancient Greek
at school in London and then went on to St. John’s College in Cam-
bridge to read Classics in the early thirties of this century.

The training I received was rigidly linguistic in emphasis (and, in

that, was quite typical). The method seemed to have been designed with
an eye to producing scholars who could write near-perfect Platonic verse
and correct (but dull) Sophoclean iambic verse. 1 went through three
years of Cambridge with the general impression that all the Greek worth
reading came to a full stop with Theocritos (though there was, of course,
the New Testament, but that was something for people studying Divin-
ity) and, furthermore, that Greek history came to stop with the death
of Alexander the Great in 323 B.C. (after that, it was Hellenistic his-
tory). Towards the end of my career at Cambridge, I discovered that
a friend of mine, who had chosen archaeology as his special field and
was on his way to the British School in Athens, was studying, from
a German handbook (there was not one in English), modern Greek.
After talking to him and looking at the book, I asked my tutor whether
perhaps an acquaintance with modern Greek might be useful. ‘‘Not
only will it not be useful,’” he said, ‘‘the only people who use it are
archaeologists who have to go there. Not only will it not be useful; it
will corrupt your prose style and you will end up writing Greek that
sounds like Polybios.”

This Olympian disdain for people who actually went to modern
Greece and did not have to g0 there was no new thing; in the spring
of 1877, Oscar Wilde, then an undergraduate reading Greats at Mag-
dalen College, Oxford, went on a trip to Greece with Professor Mahaffy
of his former college, Trinity College, Dublin; they saw the excava-
tions at Olympia, the temple at Bassae, Argos, Aegina, and Athens.
Unfortunately for Wilde, he got back to Oxford three weeks late for
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to Englishmen if a foreign scholar of Chaucer or Shakespeare found
nothing useful for his studies in the language and customs of modern
England. But this attitude exists and persists and since I, too, shared
it to some extent before I had the good fortune to spend a whole year
in Greece, [ would like to describe it and try to explain it. I have long
since been free of it but the converted heretic is perhaps the most com-
petent authority on the beliefs he has rejected.

To begin with, there is the look of the place. No one can fail to
be overwhelmed by the beauty and mystery of the Altis at Olympia at

ht, or of Delphi at any hour (any hour, that is, when there are

moonlig
o one can fail to be

not ten thousand tourists taking pictures) and n
impressed by the huge, yet delicate, beauty of the theater at Epidaurus;
the long gallery in the fortress at Tiryns; the splendid, somehow
haunted, site of Agamemnon’s palace at Mycenae; the tomb of the
Athenian and Plataean dead on the plain where ¢Marathon looks on
the sea.’”’” But these are secluded ancient sites, where the scholar can
easily imagine himself in the Greece of classical or archaic times. The
rest of Greece, however, is another kettle of fish. The scholar of Greek
literature who manages to find his way behind the Larisa Station to
what was Kolonos Hippios, with the marvelous lines of Sophocles ring-

ing in his ears:

edinmov Eéve, Taode xdpag Tkov Ta kpdTiota, Yo Enavia, TOV
apyiita Kolovov, £ve® & Adysiol pvopetat . . . andwov

Stranger, you have come to the land of fine horses, to earth’s fair-
est home, white Kolonos, where the nightingale, a permanent guest,
trills her clear notes in green glades, amid the wine-dark ivy in the
gods’ sacred wood, heavy with fruit and berries, shaded from the

sun, shielded from wind and weather.

is in for a terrible shock; what he will find at the end of the bus ride
has little to do with horses and still less to do with nightingales. And
suppose he tries to follow Socrates and Phaedros out to the shady spot

where they talked by the river Ilissos.

“This plane tree is spreading and tall,” says Plato’s Socrates, “and
there is a lovely shade from the high branches of the agnus; now
that it is in full flower, it will make the place fragrant. And what
a lovely stream under the plane tree! and how cool to the feet . ..
and the freshness of the air and the shrill summery music of the
cicadas. And as a crowning delight, this grass, thick on the gentle
slope, just right to rest your head on it most comfortably.”

w
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g)nlg :lcilolardx-vﬂl be‘a very clever man if he can find the Ilissos at all
ery 1sappomted one if he does. Reluctantly, dodgi e
at every mter.s‘?ctlon, he makes his way back to the A,cro gll'ng s
[eI\;enn ;Ilfé);xfh 1t 1s scarred and broken, there is enough left o%?ﬁz,lx?f}:e,
e :itrﬁ:gslafs'to remind him of the glories of Periclean Athen;:.
e ; 11}gs.are ngt much better. Qur scholar’s first view
Sy than the straits in which the Greek fleet, watched by Xerx
e rone, routed al?d sank the Persian galleys, will probabl in.
clude the rqstmg hulks lying at anchor off Skarame;ngas;' and lly he
:;at);l Zo tlhe site of th_e Eleusian Mysteries at Eleusis, he will ,have tz lotclul]i
Wherep um;:1 of .whlte smoke from the huge Herakles cement facto
o az:; L i: E—i:e trzes 01; the Theban mountains, the haunts of D;Z.
enads, of n i .
pass that Leonidas and his thrzzllfl?rjdi];g ggg{eslzlsvg:lzre 1S_the HePo
sian hordes? (It would take an army corps to hold it ngif;m&t/l:he o
’trhlf Eeei (())f Hy_mettos? The birds of Aristophanes? The se\.fen z{e af?
ebes? C nly in the books the scholar knows so well and to wgh' elfl?
triect::lg,iyw;glrehef. The first impressions of modern Greece, aniicpa:
feritina e b Seetes e e Bl 023 Rl
the ' of the fifth-century B.C.
;ftzglelrg \?I?;klknagfm a study in Oqurd or New Haven than fhey(;vel:l:fciﬂ
e enelon near Plateia tis Omonoias or riding the bus to
Th
SChOIafntfll;;rzrirtehth;p;ople, the Greeks themselves. To the visiting
in the C(;untry whereethgilr flsots;IiltilIi]tl; :;(ﬁidtous (1)1f lhOStS N
e | ¢ overwhe ming), hard work-
lo(g)klﬁ)kr::ef;; a;lI:lCiadIEnGrable people but, thinks the scholar, they do l?(;t
i c(;nf reeks. He has come to Greece for the first time
B e oo aces of theT young men on the Parthenon frieze
oo« aphrasemohr.y, his m%nd full of Homeric tags like Xanthos
i su;ck n he wblch, particularly if he is of Anglo-Saxon or Geri
i otoc f,ind hz_ts een taught to translate ‘““blond Menelaos.’’ In
e Sta,r je in st imself in a world of men and women who seem to
- Sincegh 0}1_ rast to the 1de‘a1 faces which have haunted the imagi-
.o resemgl 1rst saw them in the British Museum, of people who
e o featui;ws;? ltr}llet E;)di anc_l goddesses whose exquisitely pro-
drc\; hcilm. to his li;”elong stud; slf‘ngi]e:li marbic elded by dme, firs
n i :
SomeWhaftlrl}leZyStohoere is the Ian_guage. He knows that it has changed
Bt o SL;C yfears but still ff:els a certain confidence. After all
s czss ully_ plowed his way through scholarly articles ir;
T n .occasmnally read with some understanding a Greek
per bought in New York or London. Armed with his many years



144 Bernard M. W. Knox

of study of ancient Greek and perhaps a few days on the boat devoted
to a modern Greek phrase book, he expects to be able to manage fairly
well when he gets there; after all, he has been studying Greek all his
life. But the first contact with spoken Greek, especially if the speaker
is a Piraeus taxi driver, can be a shattering experience. The visiting pro-
fessor is reduced, like all his ignorant fellow passengers, to conducting
his negotiations for a ride to Athens in what passes among Piraeus taxi
drivers for English. Later, after buying a grammar and making a ser-
jous stab at the language, he begins to make some progress, but he real-
izes with growing despair that the reason he could read the scholarly
articles and newspapers is that they are written in a Greek which tries
to preserve as much of the ancient language as possible, whereas the
waiters and bus drivers and policemen with whom he has to deal on
his travels seem to be talking a different language. Modern Greek seems
to have so little connection with the language of Demosthenes (Good
Lord, it has not even got an infinitive) that he sees no point in trying
to learn it.

On my first visit to Greece, once comfortably ensconced in a hotel
in lannina (we had arrived on a ferry from Brindisi to [goumenitza),
I displayed my knowledge of Greek by translating the headlines of the
newspaper to my wife. But the balloon was soon punctured when she
said: “‘Since you seem to know the language so well, why don’t you
call up and get us two more pillows and one more towel?”’ The lan-
guage of Sophocles and Aristophanes was no help: my best effort —
PEPETE pov Eva AVOV Kol 800 TPOCKEQAANLN — Was answered by a
series of excited questions which, unfortunately, I could not understand
and I was reduced to the expedient of going down to the desk and us-
ing sign language.

These first impressions are, of course, my own; but I am sure, from
comparing notes with colleagues, that they are fairly representative.
Unfortunately, not many scholars of ancient Greek literature have the
opportunity that was offered to me — to stayon fora vw_fhole year and
find that these first impressions, like most first impressions, were un-
reliable.

First, the land itself. It is true that the country has changed enor-
mously since the fifth century but we forget that many of th§ things
we complain of were already a cause for concern in ancient tnnes.—
deforestation, for example. In Plato’s dialogue, Critias, the Athenian
aristocrat after whom the dialogue is named draws a nostalgic contrast
between present and past. ‘“What now remains compared with what

existed then,”” he says, ‘‘is like the skeleton of a sick man, all the fat
and soft earth wasted away and only the bare framework of the land
left . . . The country was once unspoiled: its mountains were arable
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highlands and what is now stony fields was once good soil. And th
earth was enriched by the annual rains which were not lost 2.15 nI:) tbe
flowing from the bare land into the sea . . . but deep soil receivedw c)i’
stored th_e water . . . there were forests on the mountains; ther .
some which now have nothing but food for bees, that hac,l tree_:.3 r?:):

so very long ago, and the rafters from thos
Yt e that were cho
to roof the large buildings are still sound.”’ Eped Cow

. : And there are many fea-
tures of Greek soil and climate which have never changed, the wea)l(th :
for example. One has to live through a Gre , o

_ ne : ek summer to know wh
Pmd%‘ began his ffrst Olympian ode with the bald statement, "Apu:s'cm},f
uev U8wp, Water is best.” I first read that line in England, where wa-

ter is so plentiful that sometimes there does not seem to be anythi
else (someone once suggested that Thales, with his theory that allst(ItT o
are water, must have spent some time in England) and the lin c;ngs
not seem to ma.ke much sense. (Some schoolboy wit had, in facf =)
ﬁ?sed a Cerectlgn to the text in my book, Lobog for i’)éw,p to prc;cll);gt;
¢ meaning: ‘‘Beer is best.’") It is onlv i ;
true force of that magnificent z)pem'ng ;I{rgsl;e,G\rvel:r? ct)}:;thzzliof iy lFll:e
the Greeks themselves, to prefer a glass of water in the heatToe ’bl :
or Iemf)nade or wine, to call, at the kafeneion, for more and meer
neraiki; only a Greek summer and the total dehydration two hou e
gle Slilln can produce will make you feel the full force of Pindar’s w;:dlsn
dut : is is ogly one stpall e)fampl‘e.. One has to experience a Greek thun:
e;s prm, with the hghtemng visible for miles and the thunder crash
echoing from.mountaln to mountain through the clear air to feel the
te;ror.and majesty of the last scenes of the Oedipus at Colonus, to know
anttilsenslee:rcllto l;;/ r‘}d(:f t}lllunderlsaolt cieus brandishes with his r;ght arm.
change. Standing on the Acropolis looking d
on the Gulf at sunset, one can see what looks like wid 15 T
pattern, ,oferough sea and smooth; they are surely H‘Zlert’rsa‘c‘ksa‘zE o
:lﬁ: :;iin g(u;/rf; Kaliuga). AI:ld one has to walk the bare AtticI:) hillss ?I"f
e fronls:tc;e the incredible carpet of richly colored wild flowers
g e é.gr ks ir;;?téo;; éoaténtiilerstand why Pindar called Athens
: A € seasons change, as the olives
:gi]:lenair?nmu (;[1?61 ;tr:rest,h Eaftrh;.rtelc)i ar.1d pressed, as the soil is plowed a'c;lrg
wn, 1t begins to ripen and fall in i
:;l;lg?:;ed on the high cir.cular threshing floor which r’nisstt}ti tglizlgrl:
el i fgﬁfiﬁ ourlt::llécth the triligic cllllorus danced, the scholar who
0 spend a whole vear in Greece can |
Lf; lt;ieel Elﬁztrl(l)?ﬁm of the Greek seasons, of the Greek earth, a rhyi?lrmn
e = 2ot 1S Own country e.md one which has not changed since*
its rulebook and its praise.

So much for the land, but what of the people? The initial
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disappointment most Greek scholars feel when confronted for the first
time by modern Greeks en masse is due solely to the illusions they bring
with them. England and Germany were the two great centers of Greek
studies in the nineteenth century and both nations created a vision of
the ancient Greeks which had more to do with their ideal of themselves
than with reality. In this they were encouraged by the fact that ancient
Greek art was known to the nineteenth century mainly in the form of
sculpture; Attic vases, which came mostly from Etruscan tombs, were
labeled ¢“Etruscan’’ vases until late in the century. And sculpture, at
any rate the unpainted marbles of the Parthenon frieze, allows the be-
holder to clothe its reticent surface in any colors he pleases. “‘If horses
had gods, they would look like horses,’’ Xenophanes blandly observed
long ago; and one has only to turn to the trashiest kind of English and
American novels — the surest evidence of a people’s deep-seated preju-
dices and most widely accepted clichés — to find what image of the
ancient Greeks was formed in the Western mind. In such novels, the
hero is described, as often as not, as looking ““like a Greek god.”’ In-
vestigation of the text generally reveals that he is a little over six feet
tall and has blue eyes and pale golden hair. He looks, in fact, exactly
like the Edwardian ideal of the Oxford undergraduate. No wonder the
first sight of the crowds in Piraeus by day and Omonoia by night give
the Western classicist a jolt.
There is really no reason why it should. The vases with their black
haired and black bearded figures, and still more, the painted archaic
sculpture in the Acropolis museum, gives a picture of ancient Greeks
who look startingly like the modern article. There is one kore in that
museum, with black abundant hair and dark, wide eyes, whose modern
sisters can be seen any day of the week walking down Hodos Stadiou.
And, in any case, the ancient literature gives no basis for this Western
feeling (subliminal but, therefore, stronger) that ancient Greeks were
tall, blond, and blue eyed. «¥anthos Menelaos’’ may have been blond,
though the word more likely means red or brown haired, but surely
the fact that he is so often called ‘““Xanthos’’ suggests that the other
Achaian chieftains were not. And in Sophocles’ Antigone, when the
chorus wants to say, ‘‘ever since I became an old man,”’ they say ‘‘ever
since my hair changed from black to white’’ &y, 6tou Aevkiy £Y® Tevd’
gl péAaveg apeiBdilopan Bpiya.

It is, of course, not only in his looks that the modern Greek resem-
bles his ancestors. The men sitting in the kafeneion discussing the latest
rumors and playing interminable games of tavli are no different from
the men sitting by the fountain in Corinth playing pessoi (it seems to
have been almost exactly the same game) from whom the paedagogos
in Buripides’ Medea picked up the rumor that his mistress was to be
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banished. Th.e ancient Greeks were famous racers especially in chariots:
anyonﬁ who is about.to take his first taxi ride in’central Ajl(:helfs :fr lc.tlsci
d? t‘;’: ' 120 prepare hlmself psychologically by reading the descrip(:iuon
;indaric e:;:ti I:zi;:fa;;leso(;phgc.les’ Eﬁktra. I once thought of writing a
. . : a driver who got me through rush h -
fic to the station mainly by drivin i I & Koa. .
serious note3 the same tou)éhy senfeoor} tpheer:éi:ﬁlcl){lzf OWS;_HEE. yewcls
-root of Achilles’ wrath, still governs relations betweer,l mz:c 1Sdat -
in modern. Grefec.e; Greek society still fosters in the inciividn ;ﬁl ot
sense of }_us privileges, no matter how small. of his right e
howd cfonfmed‘, of his personal worth, no rna;ter how lin,:nOdTatc;er
tfﬁz 1:;1 he \;';1!1 stop, like Achilles, at nothing. Even its name iso stifil
same, gt .onulo, @uhoTinia. And, of course, on the lar
national politics, little has changed; modern Gre;k politics }?:J:ﬁili "
:;r :ima;l)(;st than Thukyd}des, whose somber description of Athens eit
Ofethe;straef:ades of the fifth century B.C. reads like a foreshadowinIl
g e e gc:i :Vi’:nfts of OI1940-50. The more one lives in modern Greece:g
R i dorttl:lee atr(l)(:iseenet t(};e moder_n in the_ light of the anciené
g i or g et reeks with new insights drawn for a
peCtA;lfd nllzgsctlle);,n tlg language. It is in some ways the most rewarding as-
o Jaaorn. reece for t-he'classucal scholar. A closer study of the
proken ang fgf reveals an 1nt‘1mate and live relationship between the
oo g 0k ifth- and twentieth-century Athens. Not only can the
andenilasupt?l en language be ce-LIled on to elucidate obscure words in
i aut l;)trsa,l Sa(j ttll;s.s lsaceliElanIiﬁnt}y dong in some passages of Aris-
y , b r who learned his Greek as a dead lan-
ﬁ :lgi:e};w}l]sé ::I;nmﬁden'l Greece_, _the exhilarating experience of fincll?rlllg
ey ear in the ]alkl,. the open-air market, near Kolonaki
e an(}ir Onet\}f]erz tone of A'rlstophanes’ sausage seller and market
e ;Vho onth ; t ECkS of Piraeus, tl:le sharp wit and banter of the
i o o € great fleets which set out from what is now
E A:elivtsl;z ;{;Irn;iiaii ha'lslto do is to forget the artificial katharevousa of
e oaper o orlla s and government bureaucracy and listen to and
e rom th p0 lgu ar speech of Greece, which is also, of course, the
g “languagepq ;ezt;\(;or,l,c.hl ran up against the difficulties involved in
dlrrin n’’ halfway through my year in Greece, which
lenii léettg ;iler:ailg)weeg'appomted Director of Harvard’s Center for Hel-
B oo fsl 1ngt0n but hafi not yet taken up its responsibili- -
R e akalakis of the University of Thessalonike had some-
ard about the Center and also tracked me down (I was keeping
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away from academic circles so that I could get some work done); he
invited me to come to Thessalonike to make a speech explaining what
the Center was. It was a good opportunity to try out my newly learnegd
modern Greek and also perhaps to recruit some Greek fellows for the
Center (and, in fact, over the next twenty years, no less than five young
scholars came from Thessalonike to spend a year at the Center). I ac-
cepted and started to work on my speech.

On the overnight train going up to Thessalonike [ suddenly got cold

feet. There I was, going to speak in the dimotiki I had learned talking

to ordinary Athenians, to an academic audience on an academic sub-
ject. They might well think it, coming from a foreigner, presumptuous,
even insulting. At the last stop before Thessalonike, Larisa I think it
was, I bought a whole clutch of newspapers and with the help of the
editorials rewrote the speech in flowing katharevousa.

Next morning, at 7:00 o’clock, we arrived. [ had an appointment
with Linos Politis at ten, so I walked around the town, especially along
the magnificent seafront. My bag, however, was getting to be a nui-
sance; 1 happened to see the office of the American Express, went in
and explained my situation, and asked if they could keep my bag for
me, which, very courteously, they agreed to do.

Six or seven hours later, after a fascinating interview with Linos
Politis, and a magnificent lunch in a restaurant on the water front, I
was taken to my hotel for a rest before the speech and asked my host
to stop by the American Express. To my horror, here was a big sign
on the door K A ET X T O. What is more, it was not going to open
again until 6:00 — too late for me. The speech was due at 5:30. So,
once at the hotel, instead of a rest, I had to recompose the speech, in
double quick time and this time there was no fooling around with the
katharevousa.

The speech went off well. I had inserted two jokes to test the au-
dience’s comprehension of my imperfect accent — and they laughed
at both places. Afterwards at dinner, I told Politis what had happened.
For a moment, I thought he looked shocked and that I had made a
mistake to tell him, but then he began to laugh. He laughed very loudly
and went on laughing. And finally he said to me, ‘“Your lucky daimon
was at work. Leaving that second version at American Express was the
best thing you could have done.”” And he proceeded to explain that
Thessalonike was, so to speak, the home and champion of demotiki,
was writing its grammar and syntax — ‘‘if you had tried your warmed-
up katharevousa on the audience, they would have tried hard not to
laugh.”’ I told him that I had been suddenly terrified by the memory

of a professor of law at the University of Athens who had dominated
an Athenian dinner party with long discussions in a very high flying
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katharevousa; he had been told I was a professor of ancient Greek and
informed me that when he went to Munich, the German professor there
told him he spoke like Plato. “‘Oh,”’ said Politis, in a tone of good-
humored patience. ‘‘Athens . . . ”

Even this distinction between an official quasi-literary language and
popular speech goes back to antiquity; we still have handbooks writ-
ten in the Roman imperial period that specify lists of acceptable ‘“At-
tic’”” words and rule out others. And we know, from the private letters
that have emerged, written on papyrus, from the sands of Egypt, that
Greeks there in the second century A.D. were speaking a Greek’ that
had sometimes startling resemblances to the modern article. A boy’s
letter to his? father, for example, in which the child asks to be taken
along on his father’s trip to Alexandria, begins, exactly as a modern

schoolboy might begin: “Awndv, ndtep pov. .. " “Well, father . .. "
Not 01.11y‘ 1s the u‘ford Aowmov (as it was spelled in fifth-century Athens
and still is) used in its modern sense of ““Well, . . . *’; the boy’s phone-

tic spelling shows that the itacism which is such a pronounced feature
of the r_nodern language had already begun.

““It is strange,” says George Thomson in his brilliant book, The
Greek Language, ‘‘that so many scholars visiting Greece to re,fresh
themselyes at the fount of Hellenism should spend all their time con-
ten_lplatmg the material remains of antiquity without realizing that the
object of their quest still flows from the lips of the people.” In this
aspect of modern Greece are great treasures of new insight and fresh
unders.tanding ready for the classical scholar to discover, and without
the pains of excavation. All he has to do is learn and listen. And also
read, for Fhe great poets of modern Greece, and Western Europe is
slowlj_( realizing that they are among the world’s greatest poets Cavafy
Seferis, Sikelianos, Elytis, Kazantzakis — all of them are he,irs to th{:,
legacy of ancient Greece which is both a blessing and a burden: all of
Fhem draw strength from the tradition even as they try to maintai,n their
independence from it.

What. modern Greece offers the student of classical literature and
thought is Just as great as, if not greater than, what it offers the ar-
Fhaeologlst. It can renew and refresh his contact with the ancient sources
in hundreds of ways. Above all, he can ground in Greek earth that
Nephelokykyggia, the “‘ideal’’ Greece he has conjured up from books;

;t :111 enable him at last ‘‘to give to airy nothing a local habitation and
ame.”’



