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«ZTO UTIOYELO UTIAPXOUV KATL TIOALX TIPAY HOCTO, TIOALX XOLPTLAD.
ZeOWPLOOPUEVOL PAKEAOL IO TNV ETIOXH TOU UECOTIOAEOU TIOU
XPNOLUOTIOLOUVTAYV CTO OXPXELX OAWYV TWV SIKNYOPLKWYV YPOPELWY,
O€ KITPLVWTIO, BUccoLvi Ko avolTto pod. MepLeixov MPoKTIKA oo
SlKEC KOl EVOPKEG KATOOETELG, HOPTUPLEC KOL TITAOUG LBLOKTNGIOG,
EKOECELG YL TIXALEG TIEPLOUCLOKEG SLOPOPEC, TIPOCTIAOELES TWV
OSIKNUEVWV VO IVOTPEWYOUV TLIG HEYXAEC TPAYWSIES KOL TG VIKEQ
TOU KOGpOU. H Lotopiat KpuBOTOV KATW OTTO TOUG TIUPWHEVOUG oOn-
volikoug 8popoug o EExeLA0UC a&KOUG TIPO TIOAAOU EEXOCUEVOUG,
TP OTIE THHEVOUC 0TO UTIOYELO KATIOLOU UTIOUPYELOU, KoL HOVO OTtd
TUXN EPXOTAV 0TO PWG. K&ATWw omtd TN 0KOVN SEKAETLWYV TIEPIPEVAV
TOUG 0(PXOtoAdYOUG TNG cUyXpPovng EMOXNAG.

Ztnv EAAGSa evioTe aiveTon OTLTILO KOVTA OTNV EMIUPAVELX
BplokeTow N KAXGLKA €TTOXA TTOP& T X POVLIX Tou BeviZéAou.

Tov ZwKpA&Tn 6A0L TOV £XOUV OKOUC T TIOLOG OpWG YVwpLlel
TLOUVERN OTA (81O XWHOTO HOALG TIPLY Ot Evav awve; H totopia
Sev eival To MapeABOV alAA& 0 TEPIYUPOG, TTIOU TIEPLUEVEL OPATOC.

Mo ocvolEL&TLIKN pEpa 0T pEo TNG SekaeTiog Tou 1980 K&TOLOG
MTINKE O€ EVO OKOTELVO KTiPLO YPOUPEILWV OTIOU OL PLooGSeLoL SL&-
SpopoL paptupolcav TNV amoysupatvi nouxio. O eTike@ ARG
Snuociwv oxéoewv tou Ynoupyeiou Anpooiog T&kEewg mote dev
€ixe KoL TIOAAK VO KAVEL, OTIOTE XOUPOTAV VO EEVOLYEL ETILOKETITEG
KO(L VOU TILALVEL TNV KOUBEVTA. ByfiKov Tor Xoup Tl — THiVOKEG, apXEia,
opyavoypdppoto. No, outo eivol To oXESLO PO YLK TNV TIPOCWTILKA
ao@A&AELX TOU TIPOESPOU. H aioTtuvopia €XEL KL QUTH TNV LOTOPIX TNG.
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“In the basement, there are some old things, old papers.”

The colors of the interwar wrappers, the ones used for files

in every lawyer's office, were pale yellow, maroon, and faded
pink. They contained trial protocols and affidavits, testimonies
and title deeds, records of arguments over estates and apart-
ment blocks dating back decades, efforts of the dispossessed
to reverse the great tragedies and victories of the world. History
lurked beneath the sweltering streets of Athens, spilling out

of sacks long-forgotten, consigned to some ministry basement
that only chance had brought to light. The dust of decades
covered them, awaiting archaeologists of the modern.

In Greece, it sometimes feels as if the classical era lies closer

to the surface than the time of Venizelos. Socrates—everyone
has heard his name. But who knows about what happened on
that same soil a mere hundred years ago? History is not the past
but all around, invisible, waiting.

One spring day, some time in the mid-1980s, a man walked off
the street into a gloomy office building where half-empty corri-
dors betrayed the afternoon'’s silence. The chief public relations
officer of the Ministry of Public Order never had much to do,

so he was happy to show visitors around and chat. Out came
the papers—charts, files, organizational diagrams—yes, and
look, this is our plan of the president’s personal security detail.
The police had their own history too.
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H BLBAL0OAKN TNG KEVTPLKAG TPATECOG NTOV TO KXAUTEPO HEPOG

yLo SOUAELX, €GO 0TO ETILRANTIKO KAXGLKO HEYOLPO TIOU EIXE
OXESLOOTEL YLO VO TOVWOEL TNV UTOTIETIOONGN PLOG XWP XS
PNUOYHEVNG ATtO TOUG TTOAEPOUG. Eixe poakpld EUAVa TpameqLa,

EVW TA pa@La OAGYyUpa 6T peY&AN iouxn aibouoco PilAoEevouoov
OTEAELWTEG OELPEC TIEPLOBIKWY EKSOCEWV o€ EEOWPLACUEVOUG
Sepuatddetoug TOpouG: MoAwtikn kot Otkovoutkn Embewpnaotg,
Zmoubai Aypotikri¢ OwkovouioG, Mnviaio EmBewpnotg Kamvepyotwv.
AL BACOVTAG TO KAVEIG EVIWOE TIG VEEG LBEEG, TNV TILOTN OTOUG
€L81KOUG KOL GTNV KOLWVWVLKH ETILGTHN TIOU O €6 TPWVOLV TOV TOTIO,
TOV LEENALGHO TWV VEOWEPHEVWV OLKOVOUOAOYwV oo To Mapiot
ko To Movao mou B €Balav TNV EAA&S o otov iclo §popo. Aiyn
€€vn BondeLa, P véo tpameldo v SLocXeLpideETOL TX TIPXYHOTOL,

KoL 0 KOopOG B Ttioteue Ko &AL otn Spocx . Mépeg tou 1928,

oL TeAeuTaiEC OTLYHEG TNG EUPWTIOIKAG prtouplouadiog: pLa

ETIOXN OXL KOL TOOO HOKPLVH, OTAV TA EPELTILA TNG TIXACULOTEPNG
LUTIEPLOALOTIKAG TAENC TIPOY UATWYV KEITOVTOV OAOYUP O KOIL O
00WHOVIKOG KOCUOG HTOV PVHN VWTIH, OTOV EKXTOVTASEG XLALASEQ
MPOAoPUYEG TTAOXLIOV VO ETILRLWOOUV GTOUG SPOUOUG TWV EAANVIKWYV
TOAewV. ‘Htav n emoxA twv teAeutaiwv Anotwv tng Nivéou, pe tig
PWTOYPOUPLEG TWV KOUUEVWV KEPAALWY TOUG OTLG EPNUEPISEG,
OAA& KoL TV TEAEUTAIWYV BOOKWV: 0 TTOALOG TPOTIOC {WwNG €0BNVE.
Méoa otn BLRALOBRKN TNG Tpdmelog YTIopEi Kaveig va Eexvouaoe To
HEYEDOG TWV MPOPRANUATWY TNG XWPAG, } TOUAKXLOTOV UTIOPEL Vi
Tioteue 6TL O AUvovTav.

ITo X POVLX TNG YEPHOVIKAG KXTOXNG N KUBEPVNON ATV pavTn
KO(L TO TTOUSLY, IO P TNHEVE, HALEUAV OYPLOXOPTO AT’ T PEIBP
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The library of the central bank was the best place to work, inside
the massive classical edifice that had once been designed

to bring confidence back to a war-ravaged country. There were
long wooden tables, and lining the large, comfortably quiet
reading room were library shelves with rows and rows of fading
leather bound journals: Political and Economic Review, Studies
in the Rural Economy, Tobacco-Workers Monthly. In reading
them one sensed the new ideas, the trust in expertise and social
science that would set a country straight, and the idealism of
young economists fresh out of Paris and Munich—they were
going to put Greece on the right path. A little foreign assistance,
a new bank to run things, and the world would believe in the
drachma once more. Days of 1928, the last moments of the
European bourgeoisie: a time not so long ago, a time when the
rubble of an older imperial order lay all around with the Ottoman
world remaining a vivid memory, a time when hundreds of
thousands of refugees eked out a living on the streets of Greek
towns. It was the era of the last brigands in the Pindos, their
severed heads photographed for the daily papers, the last
shepherds too—the older ways of life were fading. Inside the
library of the bank, one could forget the scale of the country’s
problems, or at least believe in solutions.

In the years of occupation that followed the German invasion,
government itself vanished and children were left to pick weeds
from the roadside for food. Thousands died in the famine. Carts
carried corpses through the city streets. After the invaders

had left, there followed the dangers, uncertainties, and hatreds
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vy va eave. XIAASeg aupavioe 0 Alpog Ta k&po paleuav

TO MTWHOTA T TOUG SpOpoUG. MeT& TNV amoxwpenaon Twv eLefo-
Aéwv akoAoUOnoav oL Kiveuvol, N afeRALOTNTO KOL TA Jion Tou
Ep@uAiou. € KIVNUXTOYPOPIKA ETIKALPO TNG SEKaETING TOou 1940
BAEMOUME EVO TIANBOOCG VO TPEXEL TIAXVIKOBANTO KOL VXX CTIPWXVETOL
oto okaAom&tix TnG TP&TedoG. OLtaAloi puboL tapepevay Suvatol:
0T SUCKOAX 0 KOGHOG OTPEWPETOL OLKOUN OTOV XPUCO. AAAG eTiBiwve
KO(L N TILOTN TNV KOWWVLKA ETILOTHHN, OTLG EQXPHUOCLUECG OUTOTIEG:
TX CWOTX OXESLX, OL CWOTOL vOpOoLBot 08nyoucov TN XWwPo 6TV €un-
pepio. Auth TN YOopP& 0 KATILITXALOHOG B0 amESLEE KopToug. YIIAPXE
TEPLOWPLO YLX EYTILOTOCUVI OTA TIPAYHOTX, OTO XPAHX, OTX TOURAOL.

To MopeABOV YKPEULIOTAV VIO VO VTIKXTXOTOOEL OTIO TOLUEVTEVLEG
TIOAUKOTOLKIEG. K&ToTE 0 §pOp0G 08nyoUaE o€ PLo TIOALK OPELVA
TLOAN, OTIOU T HEYO P TV OOWHAVWY EUTIOPWYV GWIOVTOV OKOUN
oav oo Baupa. Torxoypopieg ou E€@Tiav Ko oXTi{oV KOGHOUCOV
TOV KUPLO XWPO UTIOSOXNG 0TOV TIAVW 0p0®0o. O KAAALTEXVNG XTIELKO-
VL{E POVTOOTIKEG OWELG PLOG OVUTIOPKTNG EUPWTINIKAG TIOANG, Evoy
opidovto oo 60A0UG, OTEYECG KOL KUTIOPLOGLO TTiOW OTIO EVOL TIOTAHL
YEUKTO TTAEOUPEVOL: EEXAOUEVO OPAUNTO PLOG ETIOXIG TIOU O XOTIKOG
TIOALTLOPOG UTIOOXOTAV TOV TP &SELT0. 10 HETAEU, YUpW ort’ T Alpvn
OTO XABOVIKX GUVOP X OL TIEAEKAVOL WALV OTO KOAGHLOL KA TW
ort’ to BulovTiva epeimia Ko XwpLdk OAOKANP o pAHOZOY EYKOTXAELW-
HEVO AT’ TOUG KATOLKOUG TOUG. ZKOPTILOL KXTOLKOUGOV T §pocepi
0oAwT& KTiopota TNg MoveUBaOLAG — EPEMWHEVOC POPOG TLUNAG OE
HLOC XO(EVN EVETIKA OUTOKPXTOPLO. TNV UTIOOPO OL YUVAIKEG SeV
Uouvay Tio oL i8Leg T uPAopaTd Toug. OLTteAeuTaieq KOXPAAEG
eixav e€apaviotei: cuvtopa O ockoAouBoUaoav KL oL BOCKOL.



2019

- 41 - Mark Mazower

of civil war. A newsreel from the 1940s shows a panic, a crowd
of men running, pushing up the steps to the bank. Old myths
retained their power; in hard times men still put trust in gold. But
the belief in social science, in practicable utopias survived too:
the right plan and the right laws would set the country on the
path to prosperity. Capitalism would work this time. There was

a place for confidence in things, in money, in bricks.

The past was being razed and replaced by concrete apartment
blocks. Once the road took us to an old mountain town, where
the mansions of Ottoman merchants had survived by a miracle.
Wall paintings brightened the main reception room upstairs,
peeling and decayed. The artist had depicted fantastic pano-
ramas of an imagined European city, a skyline of domes, roofs,
and cypresses, and in the foreground a river busy with traffic:
forgotten visions of a time when urban civilization promised
paradise. Meanwhile, around the lake by the Albanian border,
pelicans nested in the reeds beneath the Byzantine ruins and
entire villages lay empty, abandoned by their owners. Scorpions
made their homes in the cool vaulted rooms of Monemvasia,

a crumbling tribute to a lost Venetian empire. In the countryside
women no longer wove their own cloth. The camels had van-
ished. The shepherds were not far behind.

I remember a seaside spa town where hot thermal springs
splashed over rocks onto the bathers below. The town had
fallen on hard times but it was an archive too. It had more than
one hundred hotels, only these days the residents were almost
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OuudpoL Pl T PO X A& G oL AOUTPOTIOAN OTIOU TXX {ECTA LONMOLTLKA
VEPX ETIEPETAV AT T BPAXLX TIAVW 0TOUG Aoubdpevoug. H OAN eixe
Eemeoel, AN TOV KO LOTOPLKO apxeio. Eixe mavw amod 100 Eevo-
Soxeia, po oL €volkoL Tav Tl GXESOV ATOKAELGTIKA ‘EAANVEQ pe
TIEPLOPLOPEVO BoAdvTLo. O SLlEUBUVTHG TOU TILO PEYXAOTIPETIOU OTT
T TIOAUTEAN HECOTIOAE LKA EEVOBOXEL XOUPOTAY VO ETILBELKVUEL TO
TIPOTIOAEULKO BLRALO eTlokeTTTWY. ‘HTOV 8Laitepa MEPAPAVOCG YL TO
TEKHUNPLO PLOG EUXAPLOTNG ETIIOKEWNG, YUPW ot 1934, pe Tnv uto-
ypoupr tou veopoU tote PopoUk tng Atyutttou. MNotog O mepipeve
Vol of3ficouv TG00 CUVTOUO OTT' TH HVAHN OL BAGLALKEG YEVLEG, TIOLOG
O mepipeve 0TL oL TIOANOL O EEXVOUCOY TOGO YPHYOP X TIWG KATIOTE
uttripxov BaotAeiq otnv EAA&S o ko IOGO €iXE SixaoTel n xwpo

Tt TLG SLOPAXEG BACLALKWV KO SNUOKPATLKWY TIOU TWPX HOVO T
TIOUSLA TIC XKOUV BOPLECTNHEVA GTO GXOAELO.

KaBwg 0 xpodvog cupmiedOTaV, OL MOCTACELG AVAHECO 0T TIP Y-
poto pey&Awvay. Mvotoy 6A0 Ko Tito SUGKOAO Vo BPELS XWPLO
XWpPIig MPOcBoon HE AUTOKIVNTO: OL XAPTEG E8ELXVOLY VEOUG SpOOUG
VOl OTTAWVOVTOL G TN XWPO KOL VOL CKOPQOAWVOUV oTa Bouvd. Ta
ZoBRATOKUPLOKO TO TIOULSLA TIHYOULVOV VOL S0UV TOUG NALKLWEVOUG
yoveig toug. To TaidL oo tnv méAn 6To XwPLO, TTIOU KATIOTE ATOV
ePT& wpeg edomopia, YIVOTOV TWPO EV PLITtH 0@POALO0U. To TPEVo
TIPOC VA TOAKG, TIOU 6(kOAOUBOUGE TNV Koitn Tou moTopoU utd

TN oKL& TwV Bouvwy Ttpog tnv Toupkia, Sev eixe o top & eAG-
XLOTOUG ETPRATES, PTWXOUC TIPAHXTEUTEG. O Wuxpog MéAspog
TIXPATEVOTAV XWPIG vONUa. ZTov oTeEVO IPog Boppdv P00 yLo T
BOUAYOPLKA& GUVOPOL BXPLEGTNHEVOL PAVTAPOL KPXTOUOOV OXKOMN
OKOTILA OTO (PUAGKLO KL EAEYXOLV TO ALYOO T OXAHOCTO: ATOV TO onueio
€L0080uU oTNV TEPLOPLOPEVN {WVN KOL TTOLTOUVTOV ELSLKA EYYPOPOL.
Kotom véwv Slataywv o’ tTnv ABRVA To (PUAKKLO EYKXTOAEIPONKE
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all Greeks of modest means. The manager of the grandest

of the grand interwar hotels liked to show visitors the prewar
guest book. His prized possession was the treasured record
of a pleasant visit from sometime around 1934, marked by

the signature of the young Farouk of Egypt. Who could have
guessed how fast the royal line would disappear from memory,
how quickly most people would forget there had ever been
kings of any kind in Greece, how the country had been torn
apart by the quarrels between royalists and republicans that
now only make schoolchildren yawn.

As time compressed, the distances between things grew. It was
getting harder to find a village that you could not drive to: maps
showed roads creeping out across the country up into the hills.
Children drove out at weekends to visit their ageing parents.
The journey from town to village that once took seven hours

on foot now took no time at all. On the train that runs east in the
shadow of the mountains, hugging the banks of the river on the
way to Turkey, there were almost no passengers except a few
impoverished peddlers. The Cold War lingered on, meaninglessly.
On the small road north to the Bulgarian border, bored conscripts
still manned the sentry post, checking the little traffic that came
that way: it was the entry point to the restricted zone and special
papers were needed. Then new orders came through from
Athens, and the post was abandoned and became just another
concrete monument to outmoded fears and conflicts. On the
outskirts of market towns, supermarkets began to appear.
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KLEYLVE EVOl OKKOMN TOLUEVTEVLO PHVNUEio EeTEPAOUEVWV POBWV
KoL CUPPAEEWV. ZTA TTEPIXWPX TWV EUTIOPLKWYV TIOAEWV APXLOV
vo EE(PUTPWVOUV COUTIEPUAPKET.

O ep@UAL0G OAEpOG TIoU Sixooe TNV EAAGSa Sev TEAEIWCE OPLOTIKA
op& To 1974, Ye TNV MTwaon tng Xouvtog. Tote pévo €6e€av OAoL va
E€avadouv TNV LoTopio KoL TNV aliodnon otLutipXov SUVATOTNTEG.
TTg apxeQ tng Sekaetiog Tou 1980 eV EUSOKIPMOUGCE N TIOALTIKA
aBwotnta otnv Eupwrn, eudokipoloe Opwg otnv EAAGS . Ot
SLPWVOUVTEG KOlL OL EKTIXTPLOUEVOL YUPLOOV oTtd TNV e€opiay, oL
BaoovioTtég SIk&oTNKA 1 BubicTnKav otnv apavela. H amoyo-
PEUPEVN HOUGLKN TWV TIEPLOWPLAKWY KOL TWV XXOLKARSWV YEULZE

T 0TS, Ekeivn n St&onpn, uTtOKW@N KoL Xweic cuvalodnuotiopo
@wvN €YLVE HEPOG TNG EOVLKAG KANPOVOULAG: SEV avTnXOUOoE L
pOvo oTig BouvomAayléG. ‘Eva Bpddu otn Bepdivto dkouya th culuyo
TOU TIPWOUTIOUPYOU VO ULAX YLOL TLG ETIEPXOMEVEG XAAXYEG — TNV OVOL-
HETPNON JE TOUG TTOMASEC KOL TNV AVXTIOTPETITN CUVTPLBA TOUC.

Tov TeAeuTaio Kopo Alyeg XwpEeQ €XoUV UTtooTEL TOoX BAoava

o1o ovopa tnNg Eupwning 6co n EAA&S . H KolvwVLIKN eTILOTAHN €X00€E
TNV aiyAn tng. OLAUceLg KNAWwONKav. H kpion cuveBALWE TG Ipoo-
TITIKEG PLOG YEVLAC UTIO TO BAPOG EVOC OLKOVOULKOU TIPOYPXUHUXTOG
HE ETUMTWOELC ATEIPWC HEYXAUTEPEC ITIO EKEIVEG TNG SEKAETIOG
tou 1930. Opwe n idtax ot Kpion Eavalwvtdvewe TO MAXPEAOOV
NG XWPOG" HOVO TIOU TWPX TILOL OL LOTOPLKOL EiVOlL KAKAALTEXVECG,
OPOUOTIOTEG, TIOLNTECG KOL CUYYPOUPELG TIOU IE TO £PYO TOUG KPATOUV
JwvtovA TN SuvaToTNTA PLeG TtioTnNg oTo pEAAOV. lowg n lotopia va
eivoll tTeALk& TN OTITLKAG TNG K&BE YEVIAC.



2019

- 45 - Mark Mazower

The civil war that tore Greece apart had only really ended in
1974 with the fall of the Junta. Then everyone was alive again
to history, it seemed, and to the sense of possibility. In the early
1980s, there was not much political innocence in Europe but
there was in Greece. The dissidents and émigrés returned from
exile, the torturers were put on trial or shrank into the shadows.
The once banned music, deviant and drug-fueled, filled stadi-
ums. That famous smoky unsentimental voice became part of
the national heritage: it was no longer only the mountains that
echoed when she sang. One evening on the veranda, | heard the
prime minister’s wife talk about the changes ahead—the time
of reckoning with the monks, their imminent downfall.

Lately, few countries have had such suffering imposed on them
in the name of Europe as Greece has had. Social science has
lost its allure. Solutions have been tarnished. The crisis has
wreaked havoc on the prospects of a generation under the
impact of an economic regimen whose consequences have
dwarfed the impact of the 1930s. Yet that same crisis has made
the country's past come alive once again, only this time the
historians are artists, dreamers, poets, and writers, who in their
work preserve the possibility of a faith in the future. Perhaps
history is only a matter of generational perspective.
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