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E1li Peonidou

Dear PFriends,

Foreigners fall in love with Cyprus and we often
wonder why. However we consider thig quite natural and we
ourselves are madly in love with our country although

sometimes we carefully vail this wealknesg.

I will never forget a scene which osccurred in London,
‘le happened vo be there on the tragic day of July 20, 1974.
It was the first day of the Turkish invasion of Cyprus and
the well informed British televigion was already showing
the Attila map with the present pertition line. It was
in a central London road right in the wmiddle of the Cypriot
community. A woman was sitting down. Jailing and sobbing she

repeated:

"0h my 1little island smallest of all the countries
of the world. Oh what have you done t5 my little island...?"
This woman as I learned later was away from Cyprus for

thirty yeers and had no cloge relations in the island,
o Vs el

Nevertheless /felt pain and distress for her little island

a8 if she dispaired for the fate of her unprotected child,

Similar feelings about their little country possess
the Cypriost poets and creators. Thig iz perhaps the
explanation for their unlimited love. Jhat kind of love
can be compared to the love of a mother towards her child and espe-

cially towards her little and unprotected child?
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If someone wanted to pick sub a common characteristic
of poetic creation of all the Cyprist poets, men and women,
contemporary and slder of whatever ideological creeds or artistic
style, irrespective of age,origin or subject T think it
could be the following: The love for the little country .
Iost of the times this love is expressed through the lyric
degceription of her beauties.

Stasinos the first eund most ancient poet of Cyprus gives
the most surprising description »f the colours which dominate
the Cypriot landscape: yellow, blue, violet, rose and white.
He describes Aphrodite's dress paointed in spring flowers,
crocus, hyacinths, violets, rogses and anemones by hér escorts
the "Harites" and the "Ores". Efklos the diviner geve the
following classic maxims

"A poet will be born in Cyprus of the sefe.."

Our demotic poetry straddles the centuries with nages
of unprecedented beauty about nature .and the vigour of
the neople of Cyprus and reaches ug through the voice of our
dialectic poet Pavlos Liassides who praises and mourns our

enslaved country,.

Lf you turn any page of a Cypriot poetic collection
you will feel flooded by that wave >f tenderness which
culminates in the "Cypriot Syuphony" of Theodosis Pierides or
the stirring Verses of Tefkros Anthias. Other poets
less expressive of their feelings, more reserved and
epigrammatic like Costas Montis Decome elegiac prophetg
when they sing their loved one,Cyprus: Love of Cyprus
was expressed in various ways according to the idiosyuncracy of
each poet in the wake of the trasedy of 1974. Sometimes this
love was expressed with powerful verses like handgrenades.,
Somevimes pogsitioned behind gymbolic street barricades
hurliang verses through filtered philosophic bitterness.
Sometimes it challenges proudly and provocatively. e could
add a series of names of good poets who preserve thein personal
style and have as a common subect the great drama of our
country. However space and time do not allow us. (Je could
also present good aguthologies from poetic descriptions of the
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beauties and hardships of our little country. Our

poetry stands high notwithstonding® - the many problems
of our, poets. Let me at this juncture make a brief

reference to our women's poetic conbribution..

A woman's hand more gseungitive to the touch of the
poetic lyre, gives it a specisl kind of colour which storts
from the tender hand a mother offers tTo her wounded child
or the girl %o her Filancdé who 1o a goldier and this eplour
gesas far as the curses of the wife of the missing husband
on those who caused her suffering. These are poems often
robust and impressive which do not lose their lyrical
freshness. The beauty of the landscape increases the
intensity of the tragedy and the blazing light intensifies

the dramas.

On the other side of the barbed wirs we hear the echo

the poetic expression of the love of the Turkish Cypriots

(&)
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articularly the young ones, for a common country. The Verse

us]
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the young Turkish-~Cypriot poet Ilegshie Yiasin have become

o)
a song and a symbol,

"Mhey say that man must
love his country,
this is what my father

aften tells me,

o

een divided into two,

aonld I LoveR®

But my own country has

Which of the two parts s

s

Dear Iriends,

The purpose of this short gpeech is not to evaluate

anythinz. I would like to stress once more that besides one's

poetic creation, begides any ideological or other differences

among poets there exigts something that joins us together:
concern ove ours cowntry'ts future. It is a concern deriving

l

From the historiecal Ffate of this auble -some small dsland

whose position has turned it into a bone of contention. The
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recent events divided our islend into two and escalated
our asony because the problem we have to face now is one-
of survival of a very ancient civilisation which is threatened

to disappeare.

It is exactly this concern and feeling that are
reflected in our poetry filling it with nostalgic images.
Pentadaoctylos mountain range, Salomim, S5t. Helarion, Dgomi,
the deserted town of Famaguste, laontora Castle, gtill
open woundsg, become beloved persous vho wave their hands from
a distance. The tight time 1limits, the need to hang on 1o
gsomethingzg sure and stable are pushing us towards our roots.
Ancient gods,. legendary figures, become a contemporary entity.
Our rich folkloric tradition suddenly appears before our
wtartled eyesd Digpised items, a wooden kneading-~through, a
stone mill, a basket, a water pot become tender ties with
the earth and our childhoood., ‘e look for them thirstily
among the load of super automatic machines that are around
us. Tt is not a matter of loving antiquity or naturalism.
Tt is a deep and pressing need which gives our poetry a social

Fuaietiont «

But it is not only the external features of our identity

O

that thract the poet. His lense penetrates deeply into
the goul of the people, searches or its lnner elements
d rejects the forged ones and thc unnecessary Oones,

n
This is something difficult to do in our times of sunersonic
i

aireratts and satbtelite radio stations. Our language is another
problematic matter, with idioms thot are being lost, modified

+ sbsorbed. These are the problems that concern us ad
n

Wdividuals or as a whole,

lleetings such as this one orgonised by the Cyprus P.E.N,
help a 1ot in learning about ether creators and exchanging
views, Ve, as Cypriots, apprecicte such meetings as they
help us in a particular way. Ve are pleased}dear delegates,
to have ypu with us for a few davs, and we hope we pasg on to

you purt of our incurable love for Cypruses
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