XXII. HOMO LUDENS

Omens are for example hearing

someone say victory as they pass you in
the street or to be staring
at the little sulfur lamps in the grass

all around the edge of the hotel

garden

just as they come on. They come on at
dusk.

What was he thinking to bring her

here?
Athens. Hotel Eremia.

He knew very well. Détente and

reconciliation, let’'s start

thinking

again,

oysters and glacé fruits, it needs a light

touch, narrow keys
not very deep.

Hotel gardens at dusk are a place

where the laws governing matter get

Owvol €wvat ya napadsiyga v' akouc

kanotov va Aget vikn kaBwg o€ npoonepvave
otov Opopo, n va atevilelg

TOUC PJIKpou¢ Aapntnpec Betou oto xopto
YUPW-TPLYUPW GTOV KNNO ToU Evodoxelou

akptBpw¢ otav avaBouv. AvaPouv T0

goupouno.

TL OKEQTOVTAV Y1a VA TV PEPEL EOW;
ABnva. Zevodoxelo Eremia.

Héepe noAlu  kaha.  Avakwxn  Kat
OUPQINLWON, a¢ KAVOUPE pPld Vea apxn,

oKeQTOVTAV

otpeldla kal gpouta ykhaoe, Belel anaho
ayylypa, oteva nAnktpa

oxt noAu Babua.

Ol knnot Twv £evodoxelwv T0 GoUpPoUNo LV’

£Va JEPOC OMOU 0L VOPOL Nou KuBepvave tv

UAD



pulled inside out,

like the black keys and the white keys

on Mozart's piano.

It cheered him to remember Mozart

borrowing money every night
and smiling his tilted smile.
Necessity is not real! after all.

The husband swallows his ouzo and
waits for its slow hot snow inside

him.

Mozart

(so his wife told him at lunch)

scored his Horn Concerto

in four different colors of ink: a man

at play.

A husband whose wife knows just

enough history to keep him going.

yuptlouv ta peoa €w,

onw¢ Ta paupa nAnktpa kat Tt aonpa

nANKTpa oto
niavo tou Mozart.

Tov euBupouoe va Bupatat tov Mozart

davellopevog xpnpata kabe Ppadu
Kal xapoyeAwvTag 1o yEPUEVO TOU XapoyeAo.

H avaykalotnta dev €wvat npaypatkn! oto

KAatw-Katw.

0 ouluyog katantvet 1o oulo TOU Kal NEPLPEVEL

TO apyo Kauto Xtovi Tou peaa tou.

O Mozart

(TOu €LN€E 1) yuvaika Tou 6To yeupa)

gypaywe 1o Kovtoepto tou yia Kopvo

UE TEOOEPA OlAQPOPETIKA Xpwpata peravng:
evag avBpwnog nou enaile.
Eva¢ auluyoc, n ouluyoc tou onotou yvwpllel

loTopla 000 xpelaletal yia va Tov Kpata o€



Cheer is rampant in the husband

NOW.
Infinite evening ahead.

Its shoals appear to him and he
navigates them one by one slipping
the

dark blue keel ropes this way and
that on a bosom of inconceivable

silver
-ah here she is.

The husband can be seen to rise as

his wife crosses the garden.
Why so sad.

No I'm not sad.

Why in your eyes -

What are you drinking.
Ouzo.

Canyou get me a tea.

Of course.

He goes out.
She waits.

Waiting, thoughts come, go. Flow.

eypnyopan.

Twpa n eBupla otov ouluyo ewvat
axaAvwtn.
Anelpo Bpadu epnpoc pac.

Ot ugahot tou npoParouv €unpog ToU Kl

auto¢ Tou¢ OlanAeel evav  npo¢ evav

yAMotpwvac ta

BaBia yahalla okowia tn¢ Kapvag kata dw
kata kel navw ¢' eva otnbo¢ acuAAnntou

aonptou
- a!l vatnv.

0 ouluyoc pnopel va Beabel va onkwvetat

kaBw¢ n ouluyoc tou draoxi{et Tov KnMo.
Matt toco OAppevn.

Oxt 6gv elpat OAppevn.

ltati ota pata oou -

Tunmwelc.

Oulo.

Mnop&l¢ va pou napelg va toat.

BePala.

Byawel e€w.

Autn neplpevel.



This flowing.

Why sadness? This flowing the
world to its end. Why in your

eyes -

It is a_line of verse. Where has it

stepped from. She searches herself,
waiting.
Waiting is searching.

And the odd thing is, waiting,

searching, the wife suddenly knows a

fact

about her husband.

Meplpevovtag okEWELG nave, epxovral. Peouv.

Autn n pon.

Nau Bhn; Autn n pon tou Koopou

npo¢ 1o teAog Tou. att gta paria oou -

Ewat n apada evo¢ otixou. Ano nou va

teputpwoe.  Epeuva  tov  €auto TN,
NEPLUEVOVTAC.

H avapovn €lvat epeuva.

Kat 10 aMlokoto npaypa €wat ot
nepluevovTag, epeuvwvtag, faguika N

ouluyoc avayvwpilel £va yeyovog

yta tov ouluyo Tnc.

This fact for which she had not searched | To yeyovog yia to onoto dev €ixe epeuvnoEl

jerks itself into the light
like a child from a closet.

She knows why he is taking so long at
the bar.

Over and over in later years when she

tivaletal peaa 0to Pwg
oav eva natdt ano tnv viouAana.

Avayvwptlel ylatt Kavel Toon wpa oTo pnap.

Zava Kat §ava ta teAeutala xpovia otav eAeye

autnv tv wotopla Bavpale thv



https://genius.com/The-judes-love-lyrics

told this story she marvelled at her

husband’s ability to place the world

within brackets.

A bracket’s worth of mirage! all he

ever needed.

A man who after three years of
separation would take his wife to
Athens -

for adoration, for peace,

then telephone New York every night

from the bar and speak to a woman
who thought he was over on 4th Street
working late.

And upstairs that night, which proved

a long night, as he was dragging his

wounded honor about the hotel room

like a damaged queen of moths

because she mentioned Houyhnhnms

and he objected to being “written

off as an object of satire,” they moved

several times through a cycle of

remarks like - What is this, what

future is there

tkavotnta tou ouluyou tn¢ va Palel tov

KOGPO 0€ QYKUAEC.

Mua aykuAn a€ilel ogo pra xigaipa! vat o, Tl

xpetalovtav navra.

Eva¢ avipag nou peta anmo tpua xpovia
Xwptopgou Ba enaipve v ouluyo TOU OTNV
ABnva -

yla Aatpela, yia €1pnvn,

kat peta Ba tnAepwvouce kabe Bpadu ano

10 pnap otnv Nea Yopkn kat Ba pihouoe pe

Hia yuvaika

nou @avtalotav NW¢ @UTOC nTav otnv 4n

New@OPO Kat dOUAEUE peExpL apya.

K enavw ekevn tnv vuxta, nou speAle va

€lval gia pakpa vuxta, kaBuwg eoepve

Vv NANywpevn TR TOU TPUPW OTO
dwpatio tou &evodoxelou oav mAnywyevn
BaciAiooa Twv okwpwv

ylatt autn avepepe Xoulvap( Ki a@utog
apvnOnke va "akupwOel

WG aVTIKEWEVO oatpag,” kvnBnkav noAAeC

POPEC 0' Evav KUKAO ano

napatnpnoel onwe - Tt €v' auto, T peAdov

unapxet



| thought

You said

We never

When exactly day year name anything

who | was who I am who did you
Did you or did you not
Do you or do you not

This excuse that excuse pleasure pain
truth

What truth is that

All those kilometers

Faith

Letters

LKEQTNKA

Elnec

Epeig note

AkplBw¢ otav pepa eto¢ ovopalouve
0,TIONNOTE MOLOG NPOUV NOLOC 1AL NOLOG

0' eKave
Ekave n dev ekaveg
Kavelg n Oev kavelg

Autn n dtkatoAoyla ekewvn n dlakatoloyla

guxaplotnon novo¢ aAnBeta

TtaAnBela vat autn

‘ O\' auta ta xt\opetpa

Motn

‘ [pappata



You're right

Never oh all right once -

which, like the chain of Parmenides’

well-rounded Truth you can follow

around in a circle and always end up

where you began, for “itis all one to

me where | start -1 arrive there

again soon enough”

as Parmenides says. So the wife
was thinking (about Parmenides)

with part of her mind while
throwing Ever Never Liar at her
husband and

he was holding Yes and No together

with one hand while parrying the

words of his wife when - they

stopped. Silence came. They stood
aligned,

he at the door with his back to it
she at the bed with her back to it,

in that posture which experts of

conflict resolution tell us ensures

Exelc 01k10

Mote w evtael pla popa-

1a onola, oav tnv aAugcelda TG EUKUKANG

AAnBcia¢c  tou Mappevidn pnopelg  va

akohouBnoelg

yupvwvta¢ o' evav KukAo Kal navia va
KataAnyelg €KeL nou Eekvnoeg, yiatt "oAa £lval

10 1610 yIa

geva an' onou Ki av Eekvnow - Ba gTaow ekl

kat naht ota ypnyopa"

kaBw¢ Aeet o Mappevidne. Etal n yuvaika
okeptovtav (yia tov NMappevidn)

JE TO €va PeEPOC TOU HUAAOU TNG EVOOW
NETOUGE OTOV AvTpa Tn¢ katapgoutpa Note Noté

Weutn kat

autoC Kpatouas pe to eva xept Nat kat Oxt palt

EVOOW AnNEKPOUE ta

Moyia tn¢ ouluyou tou otav - oTapatnoav.

HpB¢ owwnn. Epevav euBuypappiopevol,
QUTOC OTNV NOPTA € TRV NAATN TOU NPOC AUTNV
autn 0Tto KpePfatt pe TRV nAatn t¢ npog auto,

0' EKELVN TNV 6TAGN N 0NOLA, Pag AV ot €11KoL



impasse, and they looked at one

another

and there was nothing more to say.

Kissing her, | love you, joys and

leaves of earlier times flowed

through the
husband and disappeared.

Presence and absence twisted out of

sight of one another inside the wife.

They stood.

Sounds reach them, a truck, a snore,

poor shrubs ticking on a tin wall.

His nose begins to bleed.

Then blood runs down over his upper

lip, lower lip, chin.
To his throat.

Appears on the whiteness of his shirt.

0TNV avalucn ouyKpoucoswv, eniPePatwvel
adie€odo, kat korralave o evag tov arho

Kat 0gv 1xe ©not' alo va stnwoeL.

Olwvta¢ TRV, ¢ ayanw, Xape Kl
EYKATAAELWELC NANOTEPWV EMOXWV EPPEAV [IEC

ano tov
ouluyo kL e€apavilovtav.

Mapoucla kat anoucla €Atoooviav N pia e€w
ano to ontiko nedlo tN¢ aAAnC peoa otnv

ouluyo.

ytabnkav.

HXol @tavouv ¢' autoug, €va QOpPTNYo, €va
poxaAnto, @twxot Bapvol nou xtunav navw o'

€vav Tolxo ano Aapapiva.

H putn tou apxilel va patwvel.

Katonwv aipa tpexel 010 navw Xewog Ttou,

0TO KATw XELAOG, GTO MNYOUVL.
2TOV QLo Tou.

Eppavi{etal 0T0 aonpo Tou NoUKAapLoou Tou.




Dyes a mother-of-pearl button for

good.
Blacker than a mulberry.

Don’t think his heart had burst. He

was no Tristan (though he would love

to point out that in the common

version Tristan is not false, it is the sail

that kills) yet neither of them had a
handkerchief

and that is how she ends up staining

her robe with his blood, his head in

her lap and his virtue coursing

through her as if they were one Flesh.

Husband and wife may erase a

boundary.

Creating a white page.

But now the blood seems to be the

only thing in the room.

If only one’s whole life could consist in

certain moments.

There is no possibility of coming back

Baget eva QIAVTIOEVIO KOUPNIL Vi Ta KaAa.
Mo paupo KLano poupo.

Mn vopulelg nw¢ sokace n kapdla tou. Agv

ntav Tptotavoc (av kat Ba tou apele

va €nionpavel ot atnv ouvnBiopevn ekdoxn
o Tplotavo¢ Oev ekave AaBog, ot €val To

10TLO

MOU OKOTWVEL) Kal NaAt Kavelg Touc dev elxe

pavinAt

KL £T0L €lval NOU autn KataAnyet va Aeklaoel
TNV popna tng¢ e To ala Tou, 10 KEPaAL tou
0TNV aykaAla tn¢ Kat TV apetn Tou va tnv
dlatpexel oav va 'tav 01 duo Toug capka pia.
0 ouluyo¢ kat n ouluyo¢ pmopouv va

g€alelwouv eva oplo.

Anptloupywvtag plav asnpn oeAida.

Ma twpa to apa potalel va £at 10 Povo

npaypa oto dwpatio.

Av ntav oAn n {wn kanolou va ouviotatal €

OPLOPIEVEC OTIYPIEC.

Aev unapxet duvatotnta va enaveABeic ano



from such a moment to simple hatred,

black ink.

If a husband throws the dice of his

beauty one last time, who is to blame?

Rich proposition, drastic economy,

hours, beds, pronouns, no one.
No one is to blame.
Change the question.

We are mortal, balanced on a day, now

and then

it makes sense to say Save what you

can.

Wasn't it you who told me civilization is

impossible in the absence of a spirit of

play.

Anyway what would you have done -

torn the phone off the wall? smothered

him with a pillow?

emptied his wallet and run?

I1a TETOLA OTLypN 6TO anAo PLoog,

gaupn pelavn.

Av 0 culuyoC novtapel GTHV OpOPPLA TOU

Ula TEAEUTAla Gopa, Nolov va Katnyopnoelg;

MAousla npotacn, OpacTIKN oOlKoOvoOLd,

WPEC, KpePatia, avTwVUpILEC, KAVEL.
Agv €lvat KAveLg va KatnyopnoElc.
AMa&e Tnv pwtnon.

Eipaote Bvntol, loopponwvtag o€ pia Pepa,

MOTE-NOtTE

EXELVONPA VA NELC LWOE 0,TL JNOPEL.

Egu d€v nGOUV NOU POU ELNEC OTL NOALTIONOC
lval abuvatoc otnv anouata ptac drabsonc

nawxviolou.

Onwc¢ katva 'xet 1 Ba 'kavec -

Ba eplwveg to tnAe@wvo an' Tov To1xo; Ba

ToV enviyeC P’ eva pagihapy;

Ba adsialec to nopto@oAl Tou Kkat Ba to

'OKayeC;



But you overlook

an important cultural function of

games.
To test the will of the gods.

Huizinga reminds us that war itself is a

form of divination.

Husband and wife did not therefore

engage in murder but continued their

tour of the Peloponnese,

spending eight more wary days

in temples and buses and vine-covered
tavernas, eight days which had the
internal texture of netpaddkt (ancient
nétpog) -thatis “broken crushed stone,
roadstone, gravel” - but which served a
purpose within the mode of justice that

was their marriage.

Waiting for the future and for the
gods,

husband and wife rested,

Ma napaAeneig

Hla onpavtikn noAttopikn Aettoupyla Twv

naxvidlwv.
Na dokipalouv tnv BouAnon twv Bewv.

O Huizinga pa¢ Bupilet ott o 1dlo¢ o

NOAEPOC £val Pia Popen Pavielac.

(¢ ek toutou o ouluyoc Kat i auluyog Oev

evenhaknoav o€ povo arha guvexioav Tov

yupo touc tn¢ MeAonovvnoou,

NEPVWVTC AAAEC OKTW EMPUAAKTIKEC PEPEC

0€ VA0UC Kal Asw@opela Kal taPepvec Katw
ano KANPatapleg, OKTwW PEPEC MOU EXAV TNV
EOWTEPIKN UPN ano netpaddkl (apxato
nétpo¢) - nou Ba nel "onaopevn
Koppatiacpevn netpa, odbootpwya, XaAkt"
- OPWE NOU £EUNNPETOUCE VAV OKOMO OTOV
TPONO TNC H1KALOGUVAC MOU NTAV 0 Yapog

Toug.

Meptpevovtag to peAhov kat toug Bsoug,

0 ouluyoc kat n culuyoc avanauovtayv,



as players may rest against the rules of

the game,
ifitisagame, if they know the rules,

and it was and they did.

onw¢ avanauvovtat ot Natkteg evavtia otoug

Kavoveg Tou naxvidlou,

av £wval nawxvidt auto, av yvwpt{ouve Toug

KAvoVveg, KL auto &vat nou ekavav.

a sort of delphic Abstraction a beautiful

thing made more beautiful by being
reflected and put in a Mist
JOHN KEATS,

note on his copy of Paradise
Lost, 1.321

[there is a faint mark after
beautiful read by one editor as

a dash, by another as

a slip of the pen, while a third

does not print it]

eva €100¢ OEA@IKNC AQalpsonc eva opopQo

NPaypa nou yetal opopPoTEPO HE TO Va
avtavakhatat kat va pnawel g€ OpixAn
JOHN KEATS,

ONUEWWON OTO avilypago TOU, TOU
Paradise Lost, 1.321

[unapxet eva axvo onpadl peta to
beautiful nou evag ekdotng dlapalet

WG nauAa, evag ahog w¢

Eeyllotpnua TG nevag, €vw €vag

TpIToC Hev T0 TUNWVEL]



	XXII. HOMO LUDENS 

