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I walked back into town again, but there was no slide film. Perhaps tomorrow. He had told me definitely today, that he would get it by courier, that the shop would close in ten days. I walked back again. I only walked all that way because I told him I would because he told me the film would be there. 
Lights on the harbour. The heavy jumping of a grasshopper. Cicada noises. 
I had a bad night full of anxieties. Boats to Alonnysos. Lugging luggage. Places to stay. Busses. 
My head is a basket of snakes.

The air is damp this morning, but the world smells good. Moody clouds over the mountains, a gentle sunlight on Skoplelos Town. I hope my head clears soon.... The night before last I was visited by three beautiful students. There was nothing lewd about it, but it was nice to remember.

There is a great twittering among birds. A flock of something small. I was wondering about birds, I’ve seen some interesting ones, but I was thinking I’d not heard much birdsong. Perhaps England specialises in birdsong, it wouldn’t surprise me, somehow, there must be something good that happens there.

*

A long walk past the monastery and into the hinterland behind the new port. A wonderful hidden rural building up a gorge. Then the wilderness of closed-down holiday villas. 
Only the pomegranates are ripe. The only ripe oranges I have seen are on neglected trees, and ripe and rotted fruit lies on the ground. Is there a moral in this? 
Only if you wish to invent one.

*

Such was my anxiety level I made myself a calendar in order to organise my thoughts about time, money and the other dimensions (space, love, energy, imagination). I think it will help. It turns out I have nearly a fortnight left here and then a week of uncertainty which includes a night in Athens. I knew all this, of course.

But now I have it written down.

I have never before in my life felt the need of a plan, I’m sure. Well, nearly sure. Think of it as a map, Peter. In which case it is no more accurate than the utterly confusing maps of Skopelos I tried to find my way down the twisty dirt with. Now of course I may not be very good at reading maps, but the two I have disagree with one another, let alone the world, and don’t seem to feature various roads I actually drove down. But then perhaps they weren’t roads, but cracks in the forest. No. They were roads, just not very good ones. I have driven down other roads which more nearly resembled dried up river beds than these.

*

The cafés on the seafront have tented roofs outside on the patios which in turn have transparent walls which can be rolled down with a handle in bad weather, thereby constructing greenhouses to grow customers in.

*

There was a loud click and a chirp and a small bird fluttered out of the bathroom window.

*

I went to Alonnysos on a day trip. It turned out that I had been there before. I sat and stood and walked around for ages trying to decide whether to go or not. In the end I found the ticket office and waited a bit longer to see what I felt like. I’m going on the ferry, I get 3 hours in Alonnysos for 15 euros. That’s about a tenner to you. 

I hope I’m in the right place. I’m surrounded by loud, posh English voices, but there are Greeks too, one of whom is doing a crossword. That seems a really severe form of cruelty in Greek. The English voices almost convince me I must be going the wrong way, they should be going home, via Skiathos.

*

Either he is here, that is to say on both islands, or it is his brother, or at least the brother of his pickup. It too is red and battered and full of onions, only this one has one sidelight hanging out on its wire and part of the right front wing flapping loosely. Also it spews oily smoke when starting, but it’s a fair bet that the Skopelitan version does that too. I don’t think this has a megaphone, though. Perhaps onions are not subject to popular ballot on Alonnysos, or perhaps it’s not election time yet. I wonder, if onions were not elected, what was? Zucchini? Leeks? Aubergines?

*

The port, Patitiri, is probably not the best place to judge it by, although it has its attractive points including pine trees growing directly out of the sheer rock face, one defiantly upside down. It is a real fishing port, and the small beach has wonderful stones of various colours and patterns – I could have filled a rucksack. I walked up a steep track towards the old village, but I never got there. I didn’t expect or intend to, but I had to do something. I saw: olive trees, old barrels, lizards, olive trees, sheep, stones, stones, olive trees, chickens, a stainless steel hot food counter, villas made of concrete, small elegant birds with long tails and yellow markings, lizards, thistles, stones, olive trees, butterflies and stones. I also saw some orange trees with green oranges in. Can one have green oranges? It seems somewhat paradoxical.

I probably saw some other things too, but no monasteries, and no attractive buildings. The port has a selection of restaurants and is visited by cruising ships and ferries, the customers of which go into the restaurants. I did this and had fresh fruit juice. Orange juice, since you ask. The ferry was entirely enclosed and the windows were slightly fogged by spray. It was impossible to escape the Greek soap opera being relayed by x number of televisions all over the place, but you could look out of the window, anyway. On the way there I snuck upstairs, where I was one of only 3. On the way back I was prevented from doing even this, but I was tired by then, and didn’t care.

I saw a large number of a thoroughly extraordinary mode of transport which I’d forgotten about. This is, or seems to be, a rotovator with a trailer attached. It’s a mechanical donkey, or a tractor-in-waiting, I suppose. We have nothing like this in England. I also saw a wickerwork motorcycle, but that was on Skopelos, and presumably doesn’t work.

I’d loaded a new film on Alonnysos and it hadn’t wound on properly, so there are some pictures I shall have to try to take again.

*

I dreamed all night (it seemed) of strange things: one; a small group of youth cultists who mimicked the equipment and attitudes of the U.S. armed forces, only with weird hairstyles. Two, I went to some event in London with her, we were ‘going out’ and talked about sex. We got on well and I think she even laughed at my joke when I argued with someone who trod on my bag. She asked if we could not be sexy and I agreed happily because of course I’m worried about that. Then she snuggled me and I held her under her vest. She asked me whether I thought it did her harm to have such opposed views about sex. In all truth I think it does her harm not to try to integrate her views on everything, and sex is perhaps the primary case. (This would please Freud, but not her.) I’m sorry I dreamed about her, I would be better off if I didn’t, but I love her, don’t I? 
It’s not a good thing.

*

It absolutely pelted with rain late yesterday afternoon, it might even have been hail. Today, this morning, it is bright and clear and cool and a bit windy, the sky a beautiful pale blue, and big clouds ranged out over the bay. It’s Sunday, and, periodically, bells ring.

*

The apple stalks, but not like a cat.

*

It’s a cliché endlessly repeated, of course, but the English language is impossible. Try explaining the distinction between ‘fine food’ and ‘fine foods’ for example, or explain why we say ‘how much?’ and not ‘what much?’.

*

Phew! I made it back. I’m tired after yesterday’s excursion. I told myself I was only going to walk to buy breakfast and feta, but ended up climbing Skopelos Town again and taking loads of photo’s and climbing onto the roof of a deserted house and ringing England from a terrace overlooking the bay. I’d rather be alone here, I think, though I’d like company sometimes. Being alone I connect more directly with place and people, I’m not distracted, and I have to do my own work and make my own connections. It is better for me.

Such beautiful light today. It was fresh earlier this morning so I put clothes on, but I should have gone naked: it got hot. Anyway, it is beautiful, I’m sure you can see to the end of the world. 
Which is Tuesday, probably, the way things are going. Still, seeing to Tuesday isn’t bad, it means Monday is transparent.

*

I must write down before I forget the frequent sighting of a concrete mixer truck called ‘Wopfinger’.

*

People fish in the harbour. Boys mostly. They stand on the wall and fish with poles. The fish swim unselfconsciously round the fishing boats and are attracted with bread. All along the harbour road are cafes with awnings, and every since I have arrived they are gradually shrinking and clearing out and packing away their tables and wicker furniture. Soon there will be nothing left except me and the bakery and the fishing boats and the sea. 

*
I had my regular coffee and apple croissant at the baker’s, the woman with the beautiful mouth startling me awake from my dream.

“Kalimera.”

The Car Ferry came in. Huge. It must be like driving an office block across ice. I went to look, there being nothing else to see. It seemed disproportionate in the old harbour, but it fitted up against the quay and lowered a fat ramp. Off came the onion-seller’s pickup, which explains its appearance in Alonnysos, and it did indeed have one flapping wing and a sidelight hanging down like an eyeball from its socket. It was loaded, piled up way above the cab with scrap metal, which explains the squeaks, I suppose. Onions out, metal in, what a resourceful import/export business this well worn vehicle supports. A donkey for the modern age.

The neighbour people (not the goats, the other side) are picking their apples. Earlier I saw a woman gathering walnuts that had been brought down by the rain.

I climbed up Skopelos in a smaller, tighter loop than before, encountering the crocodile of tourists from the ‘one day cruise’ being told things about churches. Of which, I might add, there are incredible numbers. Indeed, on my last walk in the hills it seemed to me that it was almost as popular to build a tiny chapel in your garden as to have an open sided pavilion for barbecues. In one tiny area of Skopelos Town there were 6 chapels, and in one part by the main church with its multi-tiered bell tower 2 of its immediate neighbours are also churches. There can’t be priests enough, let alone parishioners for all this whitewashed architectural piety.

*

Last night the duck-geese set up a staccato honking of such ferocity and duration it made me take notice, and eventually laugh out loud. It sounded like a traffic jam or a piece of systems music. Very late at night there was a strange song played loudly but far away in Skopelos. It sounded North African, Berber perhaps. I went out onto the balcony and listened under the countless stars. I dreamed a ruthless parody of Louis de Bernieres, and was tempted to write it down when I woke up in the night, but then it was only a parody of Louis de Bernieres. Apart from the honking of the duck-geese (which is currently replaced by a harsh derisive laughter) the cockerels, I should note, have among their number the only 2 harmony-crowers I have ever heard. Quite frequently they will call exactly together, with identical phrasing and compatible pitch. 
Hatched from the same egg? 
Some sort of yolk? 
I shall have to visit the internet cafe today, and talk to England. And I should ring my Parents.

*

The dismal crow, the dismal crow,

it doesn’t know where it should go,

it’s cry is hoarse,

its flapping slow, 
what use it is I do not know.

*

Neat brown birds like well dressed sparrows.

*

Rain this morning. The air is still warm and smells of the sea. The rain has quelled the stupid barking of the dog which aggravated the morning with its echo, and even the harmony of the choral cockerels. The goats have retreated to their shed, and I lie hear listening to the rain with the balcony doors open. One dismal crow. A local quacking from a goosey duck. I’ve been thinking about (her) a lot, and even about being in hospital, so my ragged history has caught up with me. I still don’t feel that I’m reconciled to it. 
That’s the trouble with running: you’re still with you when you get off the plane. 

*

The air’s too fat to drink with autumn bloom.

*

Mysterious things creak and slam in the wind. I have a headache, I could not sleep and then I slept too long. I am plagued by women who are not here and who occupy only my mind with illusions about their attributes. I will feel better soon, after coffee, a shower, a lobotomy. 
I tried opening the front door when I got up and was assaulted by a squeaking of small cat.

*

I have lost the will, or the desire (which for me is the same thing) to do anything, and I lie in bed and read. I feel obscurely guilty about this even though this is my holiday and I’m meant to be allowed to rest if I want to, surely?

The sky is grey and my heart is the same colour and there is a persistent wind from the bay, but the clouds are thin, and occasional footprints of sunlight fall on the hillside opposite, and I am sure it is not cold out there. I felt a bit like this yesterday, but yesterday was better: for example, I took a photo of a goat standing in mid air. 

*

It’s windy. I wanted to go on the last dolphin excursion today, but it’s so windy, I don’t know if I dare. I don’t think I’d enjoy it. I got up and closed the shutters in the night. Skopelos was strung with little white stars as usual, and it was still warm. But windy. It sounded like most of the world was blowing away or banging itself to pieces.

*

I feel a bit better, perhaps for having gone somewhere and done something (although not far and very little) but it’s safe to say I’m having trouble with my head, or with the contents thereof and with the neck that holds it on. It was windy in town, down at the breakwater I could hardly stand, but the position of Skopelos Town itself – the old part, that is – makes perfect sense to me now, sheltered as it is behind a shoulder of rock, and the tiny streets and tall buildings kept the wind away when I walked up it again.

I wanted to get to a terrace I found the other day but I couldn’t track it down, in fact I’ve only found the same place on purpose in Skopelos Town on 2 or 3 occasions. Some places are easy, of course, and wouldn’t prove too much of a problem. By the way, I think I said earlier that the main church had 2 other chapels as immediate neighbours but today I think I counted 4. Perhaps they have bred in my absence, but they certainly don’t look new.

Yesterday I happened upon a man riding a brown horse side-saddle, very upright and correct and smart and well-groomed they both were, he with a stick and a moustache. I was up a private sort of track, lurking about, but I didn’t feel guilty, and we stared at each other and nodded and moved on. Skopelos’s little suburban tracks offer surprising riches. I came across a huge castle structure that I’d driven past and never noticed and which I couldn’t get a proper photo of as it was either too close or hidden from view. It looks as though it was a monastery, but seems to be a private house now with a huge, high-walled garden. Lucky someone.

A bit further on a half-finished house had a horse tethered in the back and a storey above at the front 2 carriages tucked into archways. Today I surprised an old lady in black who saw me suddenly and smiled. I am less threatening than usual then, at least.

On the way back I passed the world’s fattest turkey. It was so fat that it could hardly walk. Turkeys are quite absurd, with those wiggly things coming out of their faces, I don’t know how they have survived. Should they allow turkeys in Greece? I went into a strange new shop to buy some yoghurt, but the young man was on the phone for ages, and I had to calm myself. When eventually he served me he gave me a little ice-cream spoon to eat it with.

I have found what I believe to be a Turkish music station on the radio. I think it’s Turkish, it doesn’t seem Greek, nor yet quite Arabic, and the spoken bits are in a language I don’t recognise at all. Greek sounds like Russian, I’ve decided, but sometimes it just sounds perfectly normal, as though it were English. I haven’t managed to find the station that played Rembetika to me on Skiathos (or if I have it’s playing something else), if indeed it was Rembetika. The Greek music on telly has been appalling, but then think of the music on telly in England (or, even worse, Scotland). ‘Family entertainment’, you’d have to call it, meaning that nobody likes it.

*
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