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4 THE CYCLADES.

much about St. Tryphon I questioned further, and found
that he is in great repute here. On his day no one works
or cleans out his house, because they think he has power
over rats and all animals hurtful to agriculture, and on
St. Tryphon’s Day the Church has offices and prayers for
the special supplication of this saint to ward off blight.
St. Tryphon must, I thought, be a descendant of Apollo
Smintheus, who was worshipped in the neighbouring isle
of Keos.

Captain George’s house was a new one, at the lower
end of the town, really quite a mansion for the islands.
You enter the one sitting room with the divan, and off
this are several little boxes, about eight feet square,
entered by gates four feet high, the upper part being
open : these are bedrooms. Ours had a thin gauze blind
across the opening, which afforded us only a sorry
attempt at seclusion.

Captain George’s wife was a chattel, and a very unin-
teresting piece of furniture, too ; for he hounded the poor
thing about until she looked like a scared mongrel. She
waited upon us at meals and never took a part in them.
She cooked, she swept, and she slaved whilst the captain
made merry with his guests. The wife of a lower class
Greek is a pitiable object, much as she was in Hesiod’s
time, who, in his “Works and Days,’ shows us a wife’s con-
dition then, and considered it the worst possible feature
of a bad wife to wish to sit at meals with her lord and
master. Hesiod’s advice to a young man starting in life
would apply to a Greek of to-day : ¢ You must start with
a house, a wife, an ox,and a plough” Mrs. Ibelligeka
would come up to Hesiod’s standard.

After the usual slight refreshments of coffee, jam, and
mastic, we were joined by the demarch, a priest, and a
schoolmaster, and taken forth to see the town. Of all
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at each end of the walls, one of which is now converted
into a dovecote. The entrance is exceedingly low, only
about four feet high, at the top of a flight of steps, which
have been added since the days of pirates. Formerly it
was approached only by a wooden staircase, which could
be drawn up. In the door is a mos: extraordinary bolt
and wooden key, being a long bit of jagged wood, which
is shoved into the bolt, and fits itself with a jerk into the
required place; but it requires practice to work these
locks. The ceiling of the porch was all crisscross reed-
work, like the houses, and from it were hung the scales,
with which they weighed the produce of the fields let
out to husbandmen.

The church is old and interesting, being round and
vaulted, evidently much earlier than the date over the
door, 1447, which was of marble, and with rudely carved
grape tendrils, with leaves painted green, stalks painted
brown, and the background yellow, climbing up the jambs,
above which were two birds on two poplars and an in-
scription describing the might of the archangel.

Inside the church was beautifully frescoed, having
round it a frieze of saints, full length, over a dado of dra-
pery. The vaulted roof was covered with biblical scenes,
and on the entrance wall was the usual terrible fresco of
St. Michael, and on the left those awful representations
of hell so common in Byzantine churches. There is
the fiery river with its inscription on a scroll (¢ mwdpeuros
arotauds) ; kings, bishops, &c. are engulfed in a dragon’s
mouth ; the proud man, labelled o mepipavos, is hung by
his feet from a tree; the evil speaker (0 xatalatsrys)
is dragged by his feet, whilst a demon follows him, shov-
ing a spear down his throat; the glutton is being
slapped by two demons at the same time on the stomach
and on the mouth ; the drunkard is head downwards to
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literally scrambled down a precipitous path, which formed
the street, and went to the demarch’s house, an old man,
eighty-five years of age, by name Kousoupis. He greeted
us warmly, and said he had had a presentiment (8papa)
the previous day that strangers would come, so he had
ordered his daughter to bake more bread. We saw at
a glance that we were launched into a thoroughly old-
world, superstitious family, and acted accordingly.

Old Kousoupis, however, in his day had seen some-
thing of the world ; he had fought in his country’s wars,
and had been present when -Otho arrived as the first
king of the Hellenes. Nevertheless he remained what he
was born, an uncultured, intensely superstitious Greek.
‘I have presentiments, said he, ‘for everything that
will happen. Before I was elected demarch I had a
presentiment ; before my wife died, twelve years ago,
I was helping a shipwrecked crew down in the harbour
of Sicanna, and I saw a vision ; and though the captain
of the ship begged me to remain to protect him from
pirates, being a man of influence, yet I felt obliged to
come home on account of my vision ; and then I found
my poor wife about to deliver up her soul, which she
did almost immediately afterwards in my arms.’

‘Do you believe in the existence of Nereids?’ I
mildly asked. And forthwith the tongues of the whole
family were loosed.

Now much has been written about the Nereids of
modern Greece. Various stories from various parts of
modern Hellas have been produced, which give us a varied
idea of the belief in these mysterious beings. First we
have the Nereids of the streams, and the Nereids, properly
so called, are water witches (vepo, vepeis), and they corre-
spond to the water nymphs of antiquity. Wherever there
is a warm healing stream they believe that it flows from
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was in bed wrapped up in very rough blankets, and a
coat over his shoulders of a brown carpet material. He
was delighted to see us, and apologised for being in bed,
saying that he was not ill, but having walked about for
ninety years his feet hurt him, and he suffered from the
cold. There was another bed in the room, reaching from
side to side, like the berth of a ship, with a curtain across
it tied back with a ribbon, where several generations of
his descendants slept.

More stories of Nereids were here forthcoming, the
demarch being determined that Galene should for ever
be associated in our minds with those mysterious beings.
Old Stavris told us how he and a well-to-do man be-
longing to Seriphos were once sleeping for the night in a
cowshed, being benighted on their way. During the night
old Stavris awoke, and saw men approaching with great
horns on their heads, both of whom he knew to be dead.
One of them said, ¢ Stavris, if you had not been here we
should have run the rich man through with our horns.’
In spite of their asseverations to the contrary, I had not
the least doubt in my mind that some vagabonds had
come to steal the cattle or rob the rich man ; for similar
stories of this means used by pirates to terrify weak-
minded peasants are common enough in the islands.

We called at the archangel’s convent again on our
way home, where the superior was prepared to receive
us in the guest room and to regale us with coffee and
jam. He showed us all the old convent books, which
were being rapidly consumed by damp and worms, and
then took us to see the church again under his own
guidance, telling us the history of various gifts to the
Church—lamps, eikons, &c.

The story of two hanging lamps interested us. He
said they had been given by a sea captain in fulfilment of
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hospitality in their houses ; but as evening was coming
on we politely refused, so they satisfied their hospitable
appetite by bursting our pockets with presents of oranges,
melons, and nuts, and by giving us bouquets of flowers,
which rather embarrassed us on muleback.

During our absence the captain’s wife had prepared
us an excellent repast—macaroni and cheese enough
to feed a regiment, a tender fowl (for a wonder!), and a
salad dressed to perfection.

That night a fearful thunderstorm made of the main
street of Seriphos a perfect mud cascade; the plain
below was the receptacle of all this excellent manure.
No wonder it is green and fertile.

After the rain had ceased we set off for another
point on the island, and on our way visited the long line
of windmills which stretches up the hillside behind the
town. Two of these are draught mills, circular ones, with
an upper storey without a roof. There are two openings,
one to the north, another to the south, and inside are six
flaps, which catch the wind and turn this upper storey
round and round, and in so doing the corn in the lower
storey is ground. These draught mills are much thought
of in this windy isle, and reckoned superior to, though not
so picturesque as, those with sails. Pursuing our course,
we next climbed to a spot where there is a long ancient
inscription cut on the smooth rock, very difficult of
access, and which was only discovered by a peasant last
year. It is in large badly formed letters as follows :—

IENTE AIl' EMOT IIENTE AIIO ZOT,
QHEATPON OPTTE.

What can this mean, * Five from me, five from you,
dig up a treasure > Does it refer to the mines of
Seriphos, and a co-operation for the purpose of working
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wheel in the middle, and around were all the results of
his last day’s labour waiting to be baked on the morrow;
a seat built into the wall, a low table, a gourd or two,
cheese baskets, and a bed in a corner formed all the
potter’s household gods.

From this bed the potter and his wife had just
risen : it was formed by some boards fixed into the
wall on two sides and supported at the outer angle
by the rough trunk of a tree, with one branch left
as a step to help you climb the four feet that it was
raised from the ground. Some hard woollen sheets and
a hairy rug, or ‘ chlamys,” of home-spun material formed
all the covering for these boards; and on to this the
potter and his wife insisted that we should mount. They
would take no refusal, poor hospitable old things, so we
passed the remainder of the night there as best we could,
whilst our host and hostess, Captain George, and our
sailors lay stretched on the mud floor around us ready,
as the captain grimly remarked before he went to sleep,
to protect us and our baggage from the sponge-fishers if
they should attack us in the night.

In the night a tremendous storm arose, which burst
open the door. For a moment we thought our enemies
had come, but were relieved to find that only the rain
and wind came in; we were thankful, too, that we had
insisted on leaving Seriphos when we did—such a storm
as this might last for days.

We liked our old potter very much on further
acquaintance: the woman did all she could for us next
morning, and, like the demarch of Galene, she said she
had been expecting guests, for her eye had been itching
all the previous day. The potters of Siphnos are cele-
brated throughout Greece. In the spring time they start
on their travels far and wide, and settle in towns and
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right-hand man in council and in war, and when he
rcturned home after the final establishment of freedom
he was made the first demarch of Siphnos, and died full
of years and honour in 1857.

Under the new régime the School of Siphnos had of
necessity to be remodelled, for its work had been done.
It had assisted in preserving the Greek language, re-
ligion, and customs from being obliterated during a
period when they were assailed on all sides by Italians,
by Albanians, and by Turks. And now the revenues of
the School of the Holy Tomb have been appropriated to
and form the nucleus of the modern gymnasium of Syra.
We passed by the two churches just before reaching the
Kastro ; they will soon share the fate of many others of
a like nature in ungrateful Greece —they will be ruined
and forgotten.

The Kastro of Siphnos, or Seraglio, as it is still
occasionally called, is a regular old-world Italian town,_
which has not been improved by the introduction of a
few Greek customs. Each house has an outer staircase,
which projects into the street for the benefit of the
inhabitants of the upper storey ; up this staircase climbs
the chimney of the lower storey, and beneath it is the
pigsty. The streets are narrow and dirty, many houses
are falling into ruins, for the glory of Siphnos has left
the Kastro, and is now centred in the villages on the
hillside.

The ruins of an old town hall have an inscription in
Gothic characters, testifying that it was built by one of
the Da Corogna family in 1365 ; you pass on a step or
two, and read an inscription, in ancient Greek, of course,
let into the wall wrong way up by the ignorant builder ;
you go a little further, and see round a well a Turkish
inscription, telling how it was erected by the munificence
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at the tendency of the females to abandon their old
costumes for Western tawdriness.

Our homeward route led us past two convents—one
a nunnery with two women and several children left in
charge of a grass-grown courtyard and crumbling walls,
and the other the flourishing monastery ‘of the well’
(eTyv Bpvow, ‘to the well,’ as it is called).! This monas-
tery is buiit in a fertile gorge, and, as its name implies,
amidst running waters and bubbling streams. This
source supplies all Siphnos with water. And the luxur-
ance of orange and lemon trees, the festoons of maiden-
hair and other ferns, are quite fairylike as you ride
along.

Sixteen monks are left at this monastery, and their
reception room was most cheerful, for they had abouta
dozen guests—men, women, and children— with them,
very different from the monastic seclusion of Western
Europe. On the middle of the divan, crumpled up like a
bundle of rugs, wrinkled and deaf, sat the mother of the
superior. Her knees touched her chin and herheels rested
on the edge of the divan. She was very gay and talka-
tive nevertheless, and spoke of having been at Constanti-
nople during the Crimean War, and praised our soldiers.

Then I tried to draw her on about Greece, and
Siphnos in particular. ¢ What a lovely island you have!
How superior to the others! What a splendid water
source you have close to you! Do any Nereids dwell
there ?’ I tenderly enquired.

‘Bah!’ said she, ‘ we have none of those things now;
you may travel without the least fear” I felt ashamed

! A curious idiom, common in Greece nowadays, by which places are
spoken of as ‘to the so-and-so,’ reminding one of the French idiom, Le
Mans and Au Mans. (Stamboul is derived, it is said, from its Greek
name ’o7i,v *éAw, to the city.)
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church against the blue sea, with nothing for background
and foreground but the dull rocks and olive trees, made
a charming little picture. One old monk who looks after
the church and the ruined cells drags out a weary exist-
ence here, which is varied occasionally by the arrival of
a few fishing boats and by a few people in the summer,
who come from the town to occupy the unused rooms
for sea-bathing. On the day of the festival of the
archangel quantities of sailor pilgrims come to visit the
spot, and the old monk collects in a basket the remnants
of the loaves that they leave behind them ; and when we
saw him all the food he had to subsist upon were these
hard crusts, which he moistens with water, olives, and
a few herbs. He sleeps on a bed of leaves, and if nota
hermit in name he is so in deed.

Captain George and his caique met us here, and with
a favourable breeze we were soon speeding on our way
to Kimolos.

NOTE. ' i
On the Ancient Gold and Silver Mines of Siphnos.

According to Herodotus, Pausanias, Strabo, Pliny, and others,
Siphnos was celebrated in antiquity for its mines of gold and silver;
and these authorities further tell us that at Siphnos alone gold was
found, but at Thasos and Laurion silver was also discovered;
furthermore, this Siphniote gold was not dug up pure, but mixed
with silver.

Now, there are two points on the island where probably we can
trace the existence of these mines : one of them is now called ¢ the
mine of the Holy Saviour,’ from the name of a church hard by, or,
as the common people bave it, ‘the refuges’ (rd xaragpiyia); the
other is called ¢ the fissures’ The first of these lies to the north-
east of the island, and is close to the sea. The entrance is exceed-
ingly narrow and low, but when inside the visitor can wander for
hours without reaching the other end ; it is a regular labyrinth, so
that, without a guide, or without tying a string to the entrance, no
stranger ought to venture in. There are the niches still visible







40 THE CYCLADES.

Whilst on this subject I must notice *the Siphniote stone, which
Theophrastus alludes to in his book on stones. ¢ There is a stone |
in Siphnos, found about three stadia from the seain round masses,
which is easily turned with a lathe and sculptured, when it is burnt
and dipped in oil ; and it then becomes very black and hard.’ They
made vessels for table use of it, and the Romans made use of it,
too. The existence of this stone is unknown to-day. Where is it
and why does not some enterprising geologist go to Siphnos and
re-develope this industry ?
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come out and terrify the inhabitants. At houses such
as these they get the priest to read an office anda
prayer to drive out the demon ; on this occasion agait
the Church is ready. If this is not successful the hous
is deserted, and just outside the walls of Kimolos ar
several houses which, I was told, were deserted for this
very reason.

On the hill over the town, near some windmills, are
quantities of caves where Nereids dwell ; ‘and the Nereids
of Kimolos,’ said our hostess, ¢ perform the duties of ma-
ternity just as we do, only their great desire is to have
male children;’ she illustrated her statement by the
following story. ‘One day a Nereid of the cave was ex-
pecting her confinement, and sent for the regular Mrs
Gamp, of Kimolos, to attend upon her, saying, at the
same time, “If it is a boy you shall be happy, but if it
is a girl we will tear you in four parts and hang you in
this cave.” Clever Mrs. Gamp was determined not to be
quartered thus, so when a girl arrived she made believe
it was a boy, swaddled it up tightly, and went home.
Eight days afterwards they unpacked the child and
were miserably disappointed. So a Nereid went down
and knocked at Mrs. Gamp’s door. Again she was too
cunning for them, for she knew the rule that if you
answer the first knock of a Nereid you become mad.
So the spell of the Nereids was lost, and could not hurt
her ; in fact,’ concluded our hostess, ‘she is alive to-day,
and can tell her own tale.’ ’

This story is told substantially the same in other
islands with pleasing varieties; in Anaphi, for instance,
they say that the Nereid offered Mrs. Gamp a bag of gold
if the child was a boy. Mrs. Gamp invented the same
deceitful plan, but the Nereid was equal to her. She
sent her the bag indeed, but it was full of onions instcad
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to cure the ailment by her magic art and the accom-
panying incantation. Out of her pocket she drew s
large pocket handkerchief, in a corner of which she tied
a slip-knot. This knot she laid on her knees and put
her elbow on it, and then with great deliberation pro-
ceeded to measure to the opposite corner from her elbow
to the middle finger, nipping it between the fingers til
she laid the first finger of her left hand straight across
the measured mark. The handkerchief went three times,
and about four inches over ; this bit of four inches she held
in her left hand, and waved with her right the knot vigor-
ously across and over the sides of the patient’s head,
saying, as she did so, the following incantation :—

Down on the beach,

Down on the seashore,

Thousands, myriads were seated,

And were vomiting and to God praying.

When Christ went by

With His twelve apostles, and said,

¢ What is the matter, My children ? )
Why are you vomiting ? why are you being purged?
Why are you imploring the aid of God ?’

¢O my Master, my Christ !

You know all the secrets of the world,

Yet do You not know the things that are plain :
We have a sunstroke, and are being purged,
And are vomiting, and we are imploring God.’

¢ Put cold water in a vase,
With it the leaf of a myrtle
And the shoot of a bramble.
Pray then, and say,
“ Holy Panteleomon !
Holy Anastasia !
Poison and cast out this sun,
The pain, and all the evils from the man.”’
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old hags, just as in ancient Athens secret cures were
kept up in families—medicated rings, prepared plants,
&c. Plato, in his ¢ Laws,” treats of charms and incanta-
tions, and tells us that the accompanying songs were
essential to success. ‘¢ Without the incantation the herb
would be of no avail’ (Charm, p. 155). In Byzantine
days these musical incantations were in great repute, as
we read in the pages of Psellos and others ; and amongst
these islanders many quaint remedies are still in vogue.
As a cure for jaundice put a piece of gold into a glass of
water or white wine. This they expose to the air during
the night, but are careful to take it in before sunrise. They
drink it on an empty stomach, and in two or three days
are well. The idea is that gold will attract to itself and
fix in the water that substance which vivifies everything,
and which exists in the midnight air.

We bade farewell to Captain George next morning :
without any serious pang: he was busily preparing for
his return to Seriphos with a favourable breeze, and was
cvidently quite content with the results of his outing, for
he was humming gaily to himself one of the island
sailors’ favourite couplets :—

The sea is my mother, the wave is my brother,
The pebbles on the shore I lovingly adore.

And when we met him again, in Syra, some months
later, we were the very best of friends. We did not part
from our host and hostess of Kimolos in quite so friendly
a fashion ; they evidently looked upon us as legitimate
prey,and charged us accordingly. But these good people
are not well up in the ways of the world ; give them what
you think just firmly but kindly, and when they see
there is no hope of getting any more they unblushingly
give in, and become overpoweringly friendly again.
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the town; there were only three fishermen’s hovels
and one windmill. This spot is called Apollonia,and
here once stood a temple to Apollo. The best of
the hovels was indeed a sorry place, consisting of one
room, seven feet by twelve, containing a dirty bed on
boards, two stools, a low table, and a mud floor—even the
potter’s shed at Siphnos looked more inviting than this.
We sat down moodily to eat our dinner, which consisted
of caviare, rye bread, and water; the good lady of the
house could find us nothing else. She was very poor, she
said apologetically, and had only lately lost her husband,
who lay buried in the sand by the seashore hard by.
She pressed us hard to stay the night, promising that
she and her daughters would rest elsewhere, and that we
should have all the house to ourselves. She spoke of
the terrors of the way, but we remained firm ; and as soon
as a quorum of donkeys was secured we set off by bright
moonlight, at half-past six, on our journey towards the '
town. : ' .

I have seldom seen anything look more weird than
Melos did by this light—great yawning caverns on either
side of our path in the tufa rocks, which stood up tall and
thin like towers and steeples. One of our muleteers was
a lively girl, Ekaterina by name, who could tell us the
names and attributes of all the hobgoblins that haunted
these white rocks. She was a bit of an astrologer, too,
and pointed us out the Pleiades, the Jordan, Noah'’s Ark,
David’s chariot, and other stars, which names reminded
us of the ancient ones. Curiously enough the Jordan
is nearly always used in modern Greece where the Nile
was anciently. For instance, at Delos there is a spring
which mysteriously comes up from underground : the
ancients said it came direct from the Nile; to-day
they tell you it comes from the Jordan. Again, David’s
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together with those of Seriphos and Siphnos, were the only island-
ers who refused to give earth and water to the heralds of Darius,
It naturally occurs to one that perhaps these islands were too small
and insignificant to have made it worth the heralds’ while to go
and collect those emblems of subjection.

When the Peloponnesian War broke out (431 B.C.) Thucydides
tells us that Melos and Thera were the only islands which re-
fused to acknowledge the supremacy of Athens. The Meliotes, as
he explains, being a colony from Lacedzmon, resented the lordship
of their natural foe. Feeling the necessity of securing Melos, for
its harbour, doubtless, and not wishing to leave an outpost for their
enemies in their very camp, the Athenians, in 426 B.C., sent an
armament of two thousand hoplites to subdue them, without avail;
however, shortly afterwards another armament seems to have been
sent, with a more satisfactory result ; so that in 425 B.C. we find
Melos entered on the inscription discovered on the acropolis at
Athens as contributing fifteen talents to the forced supply—that is
to say, as much as the large islands of Naxos and Andros, but
only half of what the rich Paros was forced to pay. Melos was,
however, again refractory, and then followed the celebrated siege
of this place, which Thucydides so graphically describes, and the
final overthrow of the power of Melos by three thousand hoplites
sent from Athens, arguing, as the remains prove, that the town of
Melos cannot have been a place of great strength. The remains
that have been found in the vale of Klima, nevertheless, clearly
point to great wealth ; the stately terraces of colossal stones which
still adorn the hill slopes, the two theatres, and so forth, prove her
advance in art to have surpassed that of the other islands of the
Cycladic group except Paros and Delos.

As we descended from the Kastro to the vale of Klima, we
could not help thinking that perhaps the position of Melos made
it easier work for the three thousand hoplites than one imagined
at first, for the town is hemmed in by mountains on two sides,
and on the third by the sea ; and with our minds full of the terrible
scenes which once had been enacted here we descended slowly
into the vale of Klima. Our first visit was to a point which, from
a church thereon, is called Prophet Elias, where are some granite
pillars, two feet in diameter, the remains of a frieze and border.
Perhaps this platform, standing a considerable height above the
town, was the old acropolis of Melos. To the south-east of this
hill are some seats made of tufa rock in the form of a semicircle.
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tombs behind. At a rough calculation there must have been about
one thousand five hundred buried in the part at present open, so
probably, as Melos never rose to any very great importance during
the later Roman period, these tombs, which evidently belonged to
the richer class, were excavated during a considerable term of
years, though throughout the architecture is the same.

These tombs are looked upon with extreme awe by the Meliotes
of to-day as the habitations of kindly disposed spirits ; and here it
is, as I alluded to above, that the superstitious mothers will expose
their sickly infants to recover from the supposed stroke of a Nereid ;
and down in the valley of Klima there are said to exist what they
call ¢ midday ghosts,’ and it is deemed rash to approach the ruins
there at midday or midnight, especially during the dog days, for
fear of being seized by them. This is an ancient prejudice, and
the idea is carried still further : a man must stop playing his lyre
or his pan-pipe at midday, and he had better not lie down to rest
at that hour under a suspected tree, or he will insult the nymph
thereof, and be punished with madness.
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mils zrind their comn. their fields produce a sufficiency
3 Zrain. their looms make all the materials for their f§
cizthes, their hiil siopes produce excellent grapes. ‘If
the rest of the world was to disappear,’ said the demarch,
*and Anaphi alone be left, the only thing we should
miss would be tobacco:’and relative to the subjectof
tobacco I asked him if he approved of the new tax
the Greek Government had recently put on cigareite
papers.

¢ Bah ! exclaimed he with a wink, ¢ the tax has not
vet reached Anaphi:’ and the chief functionary of the
law chucklied to himself as he rolled a cigarette in
smuggled paper. ‘I suppose,’ continued I to change the
subject, * that the war of independence and the liberties
of Greece did not affect you much ?’

‘We are Greeks, he said indignantly, ¢ and we sent
our two caiques full of men to take part in the war’

On the top of the conical hill is a medizval citadel
William Crispi, brother of James XII., Duke of Naxos,
got Anaphi as an appanage, and here he built the castle
which we now saw. Eventually his elder brother died,

-and he in his turn became duke of Naxos, and left his
daughter Florence as lady of Anaphi. After her death
the Turks seized it, and under the Turks the Anaphiotes
had a very easy time of it. In 1700 they paid a fine
of 500 crowns for all their rights, and after that no
Turk ever came near them, for their annual tribute was
collected by a native epitropos, who once a year betook
himself to Cape Drio, on Paros, when he handed it over
to the Kapitan Pasha ; if this tribute was paid regularly
the islanders had no cause to fear a visit from the
Turks.

Catherine II. of Russia was the first to break the
peace of these outlying islands in 1770 by inciting them
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Jemurely, whilst the men performed acrobatic feats, as
i the syrtos ; and they sang little ballads (uadwada) as
they danced.

After a while a rough, coarse-looking shepherd came
i, and his advent was greeted with great joy, for he was
whoned the best singer in Anaphi. Poor man ! he was
vwiv why, and they had to ply him with constant
s, for* Andronico never can sing till he is drunk,’
they wail, quite as a matter of course. At last Andronico
withwvnd himself together for a song, and a boy played
& pvatshin sadowna—that wretched Grecian substitute for
the happipe—by way of accompaniment. When tho-
wwiphly prepared to begin Andronico shut his eyes with
Jetermination and threw back his head, shaking as he
Wl so his long, shaggy, unkempt locks and his whole
lwuly.  Then he opened his mouth wide, and thereout
poceeded  the most melancholy, deep-noted, timeless
utterances that ever could be called a song.

The words of this song Eutimia kindly copied for
me next morning, and as they struck me as a production
ol a curious nature I will append a literal translation :—

Your figure is a lemon tree,
Its branches are your hair;

Joy to the youth who climbs
To pluck the fruit so fair.

Black garments, such as now you wear,
Myself I will cast off,

That I may clothe you all in gold,
And take you as my love.

Ahme! Ahme!
Now withered is that lemon tree,
And I am full of woe.
Come let us walk, and let us grieve
Together as we go.
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aoout tweniy-foor fest I tte s—aler ooe. and consisted of a
spzte Civided iniy Ive tmegzal chamders. fozr of which layina
rox g the ok wiist the £% a=d largest faced south. It was
tweniv-fnar feet from east to west, a=d twenty and a quarter feet
froo. north 1o sout™. inclading the kall to the east and south. The
form is a paralielogram with the angles slightly curved, and the
waiis have apparently shelved in towards the roof. The walls
consizted of volcanic stones stzck iogether with clay, and wooden
rafters had been let in to form a Zai roof. which may have been
covered with mud, as those in mas: of the islands, for in the refuse
has only been found bits of charred wood and rubble, the charred
wooG being so decayed tha: at the slightest touch it crumbled into
dust. The ¢ finds’ in the houses were very interesting—two tools
of obsidian, one having the shape of a lance the other of a saw or
toothed knife, and a ring of the same material, with traces of string
having been attached to it ; perhaps used in the loom, like the rings
(3upidia) they attach the strings to to-day: two basins of tufa
stone—one round, the other eiliptical—and two stones, evidently
used for grinding corn; quantities of pottery, of different forms
and chapes, so badly baked that most of it crumbled away ; but
they resembled strongly those which I found in the graves at
Antiparos,’ having the same vertical holes for suspension, but
owing to the dampness which had penetrated the pumice they
were in a worse state of preservation. Most of these vases were
full of edible material more or less reduced to cinders, but it was
still easy to recognise barley, peas, anise, coriander, sesame, millet,
and a sort of cheese, which must have closely resembled the
modern island production of mysetkra.* The skeleton of a sheep,
and in one of the rooms that of a man, were discovered very much
charred. The remains at Akroteri are not so oid—iron instruments
were found therein, and pottery of a much more advanced age,
resembling more closely that found by Dr. Schliemann at
Hirsarlih than those things which came from Antiparos and
Therasia, for there are rude representations on them of animal and
vegetable life, milk jugs with breasts, and so forth, which point to
a much more recent period. Furthermore, the remains of the
village of Akroteri are not so deeply buried as those at Therasia,
being little more than twenty feet below the surface. It is a
question of great difficulty to chronologically arrange this town—
geology can speak with much greater certainty than archzology.
V' Vide note on Antiparos. * Vide p. 155.

































































































































STORM-STAYED AT SIKINOS. 193

these was the temple of Hermes and Dionysos, as an inscription
tells us.

As a romantic spot nothing can equal the old town of Sikinos,
asfrom the little chapel of St. Marina, on the summit, you look on
‘e side down a precipitous cliff, on the other side over a sloping
field of ruins ; but the archaological value of Sikinos is centred in
the temple of Apollo down in the hollow below ; there is but little
tlse to be seen of any tangible value on the island, though probably
excavation might expose some treasures.













































208 THE CYCLADES.

put back again almost immediately, and our hearts sank
within us.

In our despair we implored our captain to make an
attempt to reach Ios, and, the weather having taken a
favourable turn, he promised to try. Though much tossed
about and drenched with the waves, we reached our haven
in safety shortly after 10 o’clock, after a day’s bitter ex-
perience of the uncertainty of calque-sailing. It is impos-
sible to make any plans beforehand in the winter time;
it is not where you will go, but where you can get, when -
amongst the islands where steamers do not touch.

Our good friends at Ios were delighted at our return,
having had a prognostication of it, and entertained us
hospitably till the steamer came to carry us away.
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vrouching in a corner, terrifiec beyond measure 2 Wik
was poing on and screaming with ali their might

At length Zachara, who hitherto had taken 1o pt
m the procecdings, but had stood in a statuesque attitude
with awell-feigned face of poignant grief, as if come
plating the wisery before her to inspire her muse. 108
tu-hed torward, fell on the corpse, kissed it, and ros:.tb
votmen e her dirge in that harsh and gra.tingvoicei‘ilﬂ

the Gieehs love, but which is so distasteful to Westem
vt Uhus she began (—

1 yearn to mourn for the dead one
Whose name I dare not say.,

tor as soon as [ speak of the lost one
My heart and my voice give way.

\« -he wached the end of this stanza her Vi |
Gvmbled, she paused for a moment, as if to regain b

vompoane, dwing which time nothing was heard bst
Aathedd ot '

\Who hath seen the sun at midnight ?
\Who hath seen a midday star ?

\Who hath seen a bride without a crown
G torth from her father’s door ?

Fhere wan o dead silence now, the widow's groans wer
hushed, the beating of the feet was stopped, the pas*
was ane ot halt curiosity, half-suspense, for all knew that
the tenible climax was coming as Zachara lifted up b
voice imi\il\ ad wailed ==

Who lath seen the dead returning,
e he Ring or warrior brave?

They wie planted in Charon’s vineyard,
here is no return from the grave.

This was Zachara's prologue, and after it the gne
and lamentations were renewed with fresh vigour. Sofa
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the demarch had but sorry fare and a still sorrier bed-
room to offer us, with an ill shut door out into the open
air and a blindless window into the common sitting-room.
There were heaps of eikons, old chests, and censers, but
not a luxury in this den.

Next morning we left Pyrgos early and returned to
Hysternia by the temple of Aolus, where the windmills
were, and the customary doubt occurred as to whether
the steamer which was to take us to Andros would come
ornot. Afteran hour's delay we saw her steam out of the
harbour of Syra, which gave us ample time to collect our
traps and scramble down the hill to the port, or rather
little open roadstead, before she arrived.

We crossed in safety the narrow strait between Tenos
and Andros, justly feared now as in ancient days for
its treacherous waves, being so near that dreaded and
mythical spot Isiknia, where, mariners tell you, is the very
home of the winds ; after which we had time to enjoy an
excellent meal provided for us by the steward of the
¢ Elpis,” and to turn over a new page in our diary.
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This tower of Andros is a venerable relic of the past, and de-
serves to be carefully preserved ; but I fear the tendency is towards
destruction. Grass is growing luxuriantly over the vaulted roof on
the first storey, now ruined in the centre ; cattle find shelter here from
the cold and sun ; and then the topmost storey looks in avery totter-
ing condition, and if it falls it will destroy the vaulted roof and other
points of interest below it. The monastery of Hagia, to which it
belongs, has no surplus cash to spend on what the superior called
¢ useless ruins.” So, unless some enterprising archxeologist like the
prince of Bavaria, who bought the theatre of Melos, comes forward
torescue it, a valuable relic of the past will be irretrievably spoiled.
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ancient fertility. As for the basil from Cyparyssa, I
never saw any ; but I have frequently realised how much
prized the basil is in Greece for its mystic properties.
The herb which they say grew on Christ’s grave is
almost worshipped in the Eastern Church. On St. Basil’s
Day women take sprigs of this plant to be blessed in
church. On returning home they cast some on the floor
of the house, to secure luck for the ensuing year. They
eat a little with their household, and no sickness, they
maintain, will attack them for a year. Another bit they
put into their cupboard, and firmly believe that their
embroideries and silken raiment will be free from the
visitation of rats, mice, and moths for the same period.

Busy, populous Hermoupolis seemed horribly worldly
after this wild ride. During our rambles in the Cyclades
we visited it many times, and were always glad to get
out of it, savouring as it did too much of this busy
age.
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sorrowing wife, who had, as she told me, indulged in
the poignant grief of a Greek widow.

Mrs. Zeppo had gone through a lamentation ceremony
in honour of her husband’s memory, a fearful, heartrend-
ing #€0dws Opivos,' and it had all been in vain.

V Vide p. 212,
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no boats can approach in a southern wind, though the old mole,
which once joined the island rock in the bay to the mainland, must
have afforded some protection to small craft. On a cliff projecting
over the sea we read the rock-cut inscription BOHO0OS KAAOS
AIMHNAIO. Above the town are traces of the old mountain roads
which joined Karthaia to Poiessa, which latter town shared the fate
of Koressia, and was incorporated in the bigger Karthaia. These
four cities in one small island do not seem to have been of one
mind by any means; we read of treaties between Athens and
Ioulis in which Karthaia was not included, though only a few
miles apart ; but then the mountain barrier between them is far
greater than that which existed between Athens and her rival on
the Thriasian plain.

4. Poiessa, the fourth Keote city, was built on a hill projecting
into the sea on the western side of the island, from the summit of
which a lovely view up the Saronic Gulf to distant Attica is obtained.
There were two little temples on the summit, one of which was
dedicated to Apollo, and gazes directly on its more celebrated
namesake, the white temple of Sunium. One point of interest
which we noticed here was an ancient cistern for rain water, so
constructed that the water could clear and mud settle before it ran
into the main tank by means of a gallery. Otherwise the ruins of
Poiessa are uninteresting—a place of secondary importance, a sort
of fishing village—and amongst the ruins of it have been found
more plummets for sinking lines than in either of the other towns.
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it until their heads itch too violently from the vermin
that have collected within.

With the exception of the #ronlos, or tourlos, the silks
and brocades of olden days are abandoned in ordinary
life. Only on the feast day did we see the rest of the
old Amorgiote costume.

We made our way, first of all, to the public 2effencion,
where the magnates were assembled, and where I was
the observed of all observers. A half-witted old man,
Spiro by name, took a great fancy to glaring at me, and
talking at me, and otherwise bringing me into unenvied
observation. Poor Spiro had seen better days, but now
lived from hand to mouth—a meal here and a crust
there. He always carried a bag with him full of cigar
and cigarette ends, with the tobacco of which he made
his own cigarettes folded in scraps of old newspaper;
and then when pleased he would sing stirring national
songs with ridiculous pathos, which made all his hearers
roar with laughter.

From out of the café window we had a view down a
street full of wells, over twenty of them. Every house-
holder has a right to sink one here if he is rich enough;
if not he has to put up with the public wells, which are
a few paces above, and walled in. It was a pretty sight
to watch the old women going to fetch water, with their
amphore tottering on their heads and their white knitted
gloves on their hands, a spcciality of Amorgos.

The demarch received us rather gruffly at first ; he
was busy with the weekly post which had arrived by our
steamer. He distributes the letters, there being no post-
man in the island. But when his labours were over he
regaled us with the usual Greek hospitality—with coffee,
sweetmeats, and 7247, and then prepared to lay out a
programme for our enjoyment.
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¢ Dread sights I saw, and terrors dire ;
Punishments I saw, infernal fire.
Kind neighbours, just a drop of water spare,
From off my lips and heart to cleanse
The poisonous vapours of the lower air,
And seek no more to learn.’

And then the kind neighbours produced various articles
of food—eggs, cakes, &c.—which Miss Lazarus put into
her basket, and continued her story at another door.

I do not propose to narrate the usual routine of
Greek Easter—the breaking of the long fast, the elabo-
rately decorated lambs' to be slaughtered for the meal,
the nocturnal services, and the friendly greetings; of
these everybody knows enough—but I shall confine
myself to what is peculiar to Amorgos, and open my
narrative on a lovely Easter morning, when all the world
were in their festival attire, ready to participate in the
first day’s programme.

First of all I must take the reader to visit a conventde-
dicated to the life-saving virgin (ravayia ywlwBidriocoa),
the wonder of Amorgos. It is the wealthiest convent in
Greece next to Megaspelaion, having all the richest lands
in Amorgos, and the neighbouring islands of Skinousa
and Karos belong exclusively to it, besides possessions
in Crete, in the Turkish islands, and elsewhere. The
position chosen for this convent is most extraordinary.
A long line of cliff, about two miles from the town,
runs sheer down 1,000 feet into the sea ; a narrow road,
or ledge, along the coast leads along this cliff to the
convent, which is built half-way up. Nothing but the
outer wall is visible as you approach. The church and
cells are made inside the rock. The whole, as Tourne-
fort aptly expresses it, resembles a chest of drawers.
This convent was founded by the Byzantine emperor

Alexius Comnenus, whose picture existed until lately,
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Cyprus, having been treated profanely there. It is beau-
tifully embossed with silver and gold, as are also the
other cikons. This fashion of fulfilling a vow by putting
a silver arm or limb on a sacred picture has had a curious
effect on the general appearance, and reminds us of the
statue mentioned by Lucian which Eucrates had in
his house, and had gilded the breast as a thank-offering
for recovery from a fever. A second is of St. George
Balsamitis, the patron saint of the prophetic source of
Amorgos, of which more anon ; and another is an iron
cross, set in silver, and found, they say, on the heights
of Mount Krytelos, a desolate mountain to the north of
Amorgos, only visited by peasants, who go there to cut
down the prickly evergreen oak which covers it, as fodder
for their mules.

We were up and about early on Easter morning ; the
clanging of bells and the bustle beneath our windows
made it impossible to sleep. Papa Demetrios came in,
dressed exceedingly smartly in his best canonicals, to
give us the Easter greeting. Even the demarch was
more condescending to his wife to-day. At nine o’clock
we and all the world started forth on our pilgrimage to
meet the holy eikons from the convent. The place of
meeting was only a quarter of a mile from the town,
at the top of the steep cliff, and here all the inhabitants
of the island from the villages far and near were assem-
bled to do reverence.

I was puzzled as to what could be the meaning of
three round circles, like threshing floors, left empty in
the midst of the assemblage. All round were spread
gay rugs and carpets and rich brocades; everyone
seemed subdued by a sort of reverential awe. Papa
Demetrios and two other chosen priests, together with
their acolytes, set forth along the narrow road to the











































































AMORGOS. 501

and sea, and we were thankful to reach our quarters
again, for this travelling in mountain hamlets is not con-
ducive to comfort, and we were anxious to join in the
coming festivities of Easter week.

The town of Amorgos itself does not present many
interesting features for the archzologist; the churches
are bare, and the houses have but rude attempts at
decoration, but most of them contain many interesting
relics of the Venetian days, oak chests, embroideries and
pottery. There are, too, a considerable number of olive-
presses here, primitive in construction, for the modern
improvements which have penetrated into other parts of
olive-growing Greece have not reached here yet. They
consist of flat stones with a circular rim ; on to this the
olives are put in bags and pressed with another stone
until the oil runs out into the rim, and from thence into
a receptacle placed for it. Two men usually turn the
upper stone by means of wooden screws and iron bars,
though sometimes mules are employed for this purpose.
I fancy that the olive-presses now in use in Amorgos
are not very different from those which their forefathers
used centuries before our era.

Spottiswoode & Co, Printers, New-street Square, London.









Books of Travel and Adventure.

EIGHT YEARS IN CEYLON. By Sir Samuer W. Baker, M.A.
Crown 8vo. Woodcuts. 5s&

THE RIFLE AND THE HOUND IN CEYLON. By Sir
Samurr W. Bakrr, M.A. Crown 8vo. Woodcuts. 5s. .

SOME IMPRESSIONS OF THE UNITED STATES. By
E. A, Freemax, D.C.L. Crown 8vo. 6s.

SAN REMO, Climatically and Medically considered. By ArTHUR
Hmr Hassatr, M.D. With 80 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 5s.

WINTERING IN THE RIVIERA. With Notes of Travel
in Italy and France, and Practical Hints to Travellers. By W.
Mirrer. With 12 Illustrations. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d.

THREE IN NORWAY. By Two or TmeM. Witha Map and
59 Illustrations on Wood from Sketches by the Authors. Crown

8vo. 6s.

ACROSS THE PAMPAS AND THE ANDES: being an
Account of an Exploring and Surveying Expedition across the
Continent of South America. By RosBerr Crawrorp, M.A.
Professor of Civil Engineering in the University of Dublin. With
a Map and Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d,

"~

London : LONGMANS, GREEN, & CO.




























































