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A young boy is serving us, he is only 11 years old.  

It is only some months that he has lost his father.

Almost everywhere in Greece you can taste hospitality and a greek 

souvlaki.  Helen Keller said that “smell is a potent wizard that 

transports you across thousands of miles and all the years we have 

lived”.  It was indeed the smell of grilled pork that has brought me 

back to this tavern at the northern part of my island Aegina, in the 

village of Vagia. 
!
It was late in the evening and the old man had just started the fire. I 

asked them how they family was coping only to discover that their 

only son had died. 

!
At the age of 43, Theodoris died suddenly from a heart attack. 

Despite their sorrow, they work together in order to save the family’s 

business: a traditional small tavern. 

For a living 
Photographss & text by Theodora Grivopoulou !



“Passion for life, for beauty, is a flame.  

We get burned in our life by small and large things”,  

says Greek poet Kiki Dimoula.  

When Nikodimos is working his gaze is wandering and you 

can tell that his pain kindles fires within him.  

A father’s grief may not be manifested in an obvious way. 

! !



How can 

one comfort 

this woman? 

!
You can 

only invite 

her to your 

table, let her 

touch you, 

allow her 

voice to be 

heard.  

!



The head of the family is now the grandfather. He 

gives the orders and the others follow them.  

He says “No matter how deep you are in the well, 

you have to stand on your own two feet”.  

!
While the old couple is working I keep looking at 

their hands, though wrinkled they carry all the years 

of their life. Their skin gives me the appearance of a 

map.



When Mrs Katina is not peeling onions or potatoes, 

she keeps holding the knife. It seems as if it has become 

an extension of her arm. 

!
Ask her about her childhood and her eyes will get bluer 

and brighter. You can spend hours with her, telling you 

stories from the part. Her parents were farmers and 

despite the hardships, life then was sweet and 

nonchalant. 



A grieving mother, a gigantic why in her 

soul, every second an ocean fills her eyes. 

!
Each corner in the tavern reminds her of 

her son. She looks at the door expecting to 

see him any moment, his hands filled with 

bags from the market.



While waiting for new customers the boy is 

standing still, he is quite pensive. 

He tries hard to hide his sorrow. His mother’s 

eyes follow him and he cannot escape. 



Mrs Katina says that 

the worst thing  

a mother can 

experience  

is the loss of her child.  

!
She comes out of the 

kitchen and  

she says “I have been 

working  

since I was a little girl, 

my hands are strong.  

I live only for the 

shake of my 

grandchildren.  

I want to help them  

finish school. I want to 

see them grow and 

flourish”.


