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THE ALMOST FINAL CHAPTER 
 

For some obscure reason, much of my time on the beach during 
2005 had been spent, not swimming or dozing as usual, but 
lying peacefully under a beach umbrella, lost in memories and 
reflections.  John had always laughed at my tales of the 
predicaments that had overtaken us in Corfu and often said that 
I should write a book.  He even said he would buy a copy!  
It amazed me how clearly the memories came flooding back: 
the singing and dancing in the early years; the laughter; the 
paper tablecloths covered in drawings; Galasios playing guitar 
in the sea; the hangovers;  the baker’s phone;  the day we heard 
that our contract for the purchase of 11 olive trees was illegal; 
the council plan to demolish our house; Misty and the mystery 
egg.     
 It was as though my “Greek life” was flashing before my eyes. 
I could not help feeling that if I was going to do it at all; it 
would have to be soon, before time itself played as much havoc 
with my memory as it was doing with my joints.  
I started taking pencil and paper to the beach and scribbled 
away while Natasha swam and dozed for me. 
Most of the winter was taken up with trying to put my 
reminiscences and reflections into some sort of order.  
 
By the spring of 2006 it was all over; the digital manuscript 
had been uploaded onto the web site of a “vanity” publisher 
together with a back cover text and the front cover produced 
from a photograph of the local beach. 
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 I ordered 15 copies to give to friends and we went off back to 
Corfu for the spring gardening session. 
The manner in which I had finished the book had left me with a 
feeling of finality;  as if it was all over;  nothing left to do;  just 
roll over and go back to sleep.  I needed waking up, a good 
shaking.  I decided it was time for a new approach, a change, 
something different in our lives, a fresh start.   
 
That’s it!  We would get a Greek registered car!   
 
Poor old Suzi was now 24 years old and not the most 
comfortable means of transport for a couple of old *****s.  
 I had removed the tiny rear bench seat to make way for the 
ever increasing volume of assorted beach gear which now 
included concrete pads to keep the sun umbrellas in place 
against the squally winds of late spring and early autumn.  
When Holly came with us, she had to perch awkwardly on the 
top. 
Suzi had proved herself to be thoroughly reliable; she always 
started easily after her six months winter sabbatical and her 
brakes were the only problem which occasionally needed 
attention.  We would look for another Suzuki. 
 
I have always liked Aristos but he was not my idea of a 
businessman.  He was big, not overweight, well, not much 
overweight but he was taller than me.  He always wore black 
so that his smile was a great contrast to his general appearance 
and his grin always lit up the room.  I had occasionally hired a 
car from his place in St. Peter’s.  “Ye ye ye,” he would always 
say, “Phone me in the morning so I don’t forget.”  Even if I 
phoned in advance from England to arrange for him to get a car 
to the airport for me, the reply was still:  “Ye ye ye, phone me 
the day before. I fix then.”  There would always be two or three 
bottles of wine waiting for us in the boot. 
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So the first port of call had to be Aristos’.  He, like all car 
rental companies, would regularly replace his stock of vehicles. 
Aristos never answered the office phone himself, so a quick 
call on his mobile would do for an initial enquiry.  
 
“Today?” It was not surprise but eagerness to get on with it.  
“Come and you can see what I have.”  He then reeled off half a 
dozen cars, their details, engine size, age, condition, colour, 
kilometres, and price.  Everything was in his mind.  Nothing 
had to be looked up.  He spoke lovingly of each one as though 
it was a personal friend.  
 
He drove us in his wife’s comfortable, white Suzuki Baleno to 
the end of the Lefkimmi bypass where a half built house had 
been abandoned in mid construction.  The basement had been 
taken over by Aristos as a winter dry store for his cars which 
were all neatly lined up and clean. But only one was a Suzuki, 
a 4X4, black and with a soft top; not at all the sort of 
replacement for Suzi that I had in mind.  Silver is the only car 
colour for me.  White, possibly, but never black – too hot in 
summer.  He produced a power pack from the boot of his 
wife’s car and we started up three cars and road tested them 
along the road to the harbour and back.  None was as 
comfortable as his wife’s Baleno and I was hesitant.  But this 
was still our first day of car hunting and we should not be in 
too much of a hurry. 
 “My wife wants to sell her car too.” said Aristos… 
 
So we had found our car and agreed the price all within a 
couple of hours of starting the search. 
“But keep the car for five days, till Friday.  Be sure you like it, 
make friends.  Phone me Friday.  Ye ye, OK?” 
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After twelve years of driving the 1983 jeep, the Baleno was 
like a luxury limousine and Friday came all too soon.   
 
Aristos didn’t wait for me to phone; he was at the gate at nine 
o’clock in the morning.  “Can you meet me in Corfu Town?,  I 
think you know the Customs Office?”.  He grinned 
mischievously; he knew of my experiences at the customs 
office.  “The car park by there?;  I go tonight, for weekend; 
have house near there; Ye ye, OK ,  by the Customs Office, 8 
o’clock Monday morning.”  
 
“I have heard that a foreigner needs a resident’s permit to buy a 
car.”  
“No, anyone can buy a car.  No problem.”  Aristos laughed at 
my stupidity. 
 
At five minutes before eight on Monday morning I eased the 
Baleno into a parking space at the New Port and stretched my 
legs, patiently waiting for Aristos.   
At 15 minutes past eight I rang his mobile.  A Greek recorded 
message told me that the mobile was switched off and the 
subscriber would be told my number when he next switched 
on. 
At thirty minutes past eight I listened to the same message and 
asked a friendly taxi driver to confirm that I had understood it 
correctly. 
At nine o’clock I went into a coffee bar opposite and ordered a 
coffee to help me think.  Was he stupid?  Had he really 
forgotten that he was about to sell his wife’s car?  Was I 
stupid?  Why had I just driven, in the early hours of the 
morning , the 70 minute journey to my most disliked place in 
Corfu ?  To sit here all day? 
The blue eyed young woman who had made my coffee had 
been welcoming and I felt encouraged to ask her help. 
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 She did not have a telephone directory, but, on understanding 
my predicament, she walked with me to the travel agent next 
door where she explained in a few words what had taken me 
ages to explain to her.  I gave him Aristos’ card and he looked 
up the name in the directory.   
“Only one person of that surname in the book and that is a lady 
– Isobella.” 
I shrugged,  “Perhaps a relative, could we please try?” 
He dialled and waited… 
When the call was eventually answered he exchanged a few 
words and passed the phone to me with an exaggerated shrug 
of the shoulders, his head tilted to one side and his eyebrows 
raised. 
“Ye Ye, I’m sorry, the phone woke me up; gosh, ye ye; oh may 
gaad.”  Aristos was almost lost for words; but not for long.  
“How you find my mother’s house? Where are you? I put some 
clothes on and come there now.  You wait?  OK?” 
Within fifteen minutes Aristos had pulled his huge black  4X4 
up onto the narrow pavement and was sipping coffee.  “No 
breakfast, must have coffee; you too.  Very sorry. We go now.  
You OK? Ye ye.” 
At ten o’clock we were on our way up the dual carriageway to 
the new police station.   
He pushed past a queue of people gathered outside the 
reception room where a young woman was filling out a form in 
consultation with the policeman behind the counter.  Aristos 
started talking to him as though it was our turn, completely 
ignoring the woman already talking to him.  The policeman 
glowered at Aristos and muttered something that I didn’t catch. 
After a few more words he pushed me back through the crowd 
clamouring to get in.  His smile had gone.  He looked serious.  
“He says you need a resident’s permit.  He says we have to 
make an appointment and come back in two weeks.”  
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He paused, “It’s nonsense.  Anyone can buy a car.  Come.  We 
go to the tax office”. 
By now, two cups of coffee were doing what two cups of 
coffee do to a 70 year old bladder and I excused myself.  By 
the time I had finished pondering over why they should have 
built a new police station and furnished it with old fashioned 
hole in the floor toilet facilities, Aristos had disappeared.   
After walking the corridors for a while, trying to look 
inconspicuous, I finally found him sat at a desk talking 
earnestly to a young police officer.  I hovered outside as a 
middle aged female officer joined them from an adjoining 
room.  Aristos beckoned me in and indicated that I should go 
with the woman who politely offered me a chair and proceeded 
to ask me a few questions.  I showed her such papers as I had 
with me, passport, driving licence, bank book etc and gave her 
the accountant’s details.  “Come here, this office, one o’clock, 
with passport size photographs.” 
Aristos joined us. “We go to the tax office, get photos on the 
way.”  
A quick stop at a photographer along the waterfront with all the 
instant photo machinery; back to the police station with the 
finished photos, and we were off up the steep narrow alleys 
toward the city centre to the tax office.  A young woman was 
sitting at a computer, sipping coffee and chatting to a tall, long-
haired lad slouched in a chair just inside the entrance.   
“You go to the bank and get the money; I will stay here.  Ye 
ye.  My business here.  You come back here. OK?” 
At the bank I took my numbered ticket from the machine.  It 
was 870.  I glanced at the screens above the desks.  714, 718 
and 720.  There were 150 people before me!  
I decided to go for a walk, look around the shops and come 
back later.  
At 12 o’clock the numbers on the screens were 743, 738 and 
746. 



 

Page 8 

At 12:30 the numbers were 775, 748 and 757. 
My mobile rang in the music shop and I hardly noticed it above 
“Zorbas Dance”. 
“Where are you?” demanded Aristos.  “We have to be at the 
police station in ten minutes!” 
“Leave the money; we do that later; Lefkimmi.” 
At 1 o’clock  the policewoman handed me the  residents permit 
complete with photo. 
At 1:30 we were back at the tax office.  In Greece, cars are 
treated the same as property; a transfer tax has to be paid.  I 
ordered 2 orange juice and cheese pies at the kafeneion next 
door while Aristos did his business with the young lady at the 
computer.   
Aristos was beaming as he joined me at the kafeneion; he 
clapped his hands gleefully, “All done, ye ye.” 
“Mustn’t forget the MOT.” I reminded him as we climbed back 
into his 4X4. 
“Oh may gaad! I forgot. OK. Ye ye, we go get the Baleno.” 
At 2:30 we were back at the port where we parked the 4X4 and 
he drove the Baleno out of town on the Palaiokastritsa road to 
the huge Aqualand behind which we joined the end of the 
queue to the MOT station.  He got out, looked around, waved 
to a mechanic inside the building, immediately got back in and 
drove past the fifteen or so vehicles waiting and pulled up over 
one of the inspection pits.  He whispered to me to get out and 
wait out of sight, by the bushes at the other end of the building, 
while he went into the office to do the “paperwork”.  
After fifteen minutes, while I admired the nettles and other 
assorted weeds, he returned with a broad grin and papers. 
“Just the insurance left to do then.” I said as we set off back to 
the port. 
“Oh may gaad! I forgot.” Aristos lost his grin for a moment. 
“My company insurance will not cover you now the car is 
yours.”   



 

Page 9 

“I can get insurance in Lefkimmi tomorrow.” I suggested. 
“No.  Very expensive.  Come, we go to my insurers” 
At 3 o’clock we were sitting at the table of his insurance agent, 
sipping another coffee, showing him the no claims bonus on 
the insurance certificate for Suzi and waiting for everything to 
be printed out.  After paying about a third of the cost of Suzi’s 
English insurance we left to get Aristos back to the port and his 
4X4 and I was able to leave him and drive my  Baleno back 
home to Lefkimmi. 
At 4:30, after driving to town and back with three visits to the 
police station, two to the tax office, one each to the MOT and 
the insurance offices and three to the bank but still without 
money, I was able to sit and sip the first ouzo of the day and 
show Natasha the day’s proceeds:   One Residents Permit 
(which I had been told would take three months); one proof of 
purchase showing that I owned the car; one MOT and one 
insurance certificate.  
As I took another sip of ouzo and reflected on how much had 
been achieved in one day compared to how long things had 
taken in the early days of Andreas,  I realised that I would have 
to reconsider my assessment of Aristos’ business abilities. 
He certainly knew how to get things done in Corfu…..if only 
he could remember what!  
 And, I still had not paid for the car.  That would have to be the 
first job tomorrow. 
I sipped my ouzo and fell asleep in the bamboo armchair.   
 

ooOoo 
 
The Baleno was quickly renamed “Suzi 2” and gave us a lot of 
pleasure over the last few days of our spring stay. 
 
Homeros was now playing guitar in a new band with Pavlos on 
bouzouki and Vasili on keyboard.  
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 We had already enjoyed one evening, early in the stay, 
watching them play at the “Anemomylos” restaurant not far 
from the ferry port.  It had been a magical evening and 
reminded us of the time almost 25 years ago when Homeros 
had played on our balcony, with Odysseus and Christos, while 
waiting for the film to start across the road.  Only this time we 
had comfortable seats, a log fire and the best food for miles 
around.  We would now be able to arrive in comfort too! 
However, by the time we returned in the comfort of the smooth 
Baleno, the place was quiet.  The Greeks were busy getting the 
new season under way and the tourists had not yet discovered 
the “Anemomylos”… The band had been cancelled.  
 We ate our evening meal in the relative silence of the 
crackling of the log fire. 
Homeros was disappointed too, he preferred to play to an 
audience but would have been happy to play to empty chairs 
rather than go home without unpacking his beloved guitar.   
He had been talking to some Greek RAF chaps who wanted 
paintings of their aeroplanes for their officers’ mess and were 
very keen on his highly detailed style. Since the band was 
breaking up for the summer he would be free to go to Athens 
and discuss his other loves: painting and aeroplanes.  He told 
us that one night a week, Vasili played at a new fish taverna 
called the “Iliovasilema”, up in the hills beyond Paliohori.   
 
 
 
We already had tickets for our June visit and it was not long 
before we were picking our way along the freshly laid gravel 
track running down from the top of the hill the other side of 
Palaiohori, down to the new taverna, “Iliovasilema”, with 
glimpses of the west coast beaches and the ripples on the deep 
blue sea glinting through the olive trees.  
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Either side of the track, plots had been carved out of the steep 
hillside and cultivated, some with grapevines, others with 
potatoes, tomatoes, onions and beans.  
The white gravel scrunched under her tyres as we drew Suzi 2 
into the car park and a fair haired lady appeared in the doorway 
of the otherwise deserted taverna.  She looked at us 
suspiciously as we greeted her in Greek and she disappeared 
back inside; so we didn’t hear her saying: 
 “Petros, they are Greeks; you had better go and see to them!” 
She was quickly replaced by a moustached man with a beard 
trimmed to within an inch of its life and carrying a blank note 
pad and pencil, but no menu. 
“Swordfish ? Yes, fresh swordfish, I’ll get it for you to see”. 
He was gone in a flash and soon back with a small bottle of 
ouzo, lemonade and two glasses; and quickly returned with a 
steel tray heavy with huge swordfish steaks.  It was difficult to 
choose steaks small enough for our English appetites. 
We sipped our ouzo and nibbled marinata as the sun set over 
the sweet-scented myrtle-clad hills to the north west; and we 
ate our fish steaks with roasted new potatoes and salad as the 
lighthouse on the next island of Paxos blinked and winked 
through the evening haze on the southern horizon. 
By the end of the evening we felt at home with Petros and his  
wife Theresa who had been born on the Isle of Wight – an 
island about the same distance from our home in Hedge End as 
their new home here is from Paxos. 
   
Although young people, they were sticking to old style Greek 
systems.  There was no priced menu, - and no bill. Order 
whatever you want and pay whatever he asks at the end. 
The food, the wine, the view and the company were superb; 
and when Vasili arrived with his keyboard and Petros played 
bouzouki with him, dodging in and out and serving in between 
times, it provided a perfect ending to the day. 
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This would have to be a regular outing. 
 
With our Suzi 2 we would be able to return here and go to all 
our favourite places in air conditioned comfort. 
 
Wouldn’t we? 
We did for five days; and then: 
 
 
It was 14th June, two days before my 72nd birthday and I was 
being cuddled by the buxom 70 year old widow from across 
the road.    Aleka was calling out softly “Oh, Petros, Petros, Oh 
Petros.”  She had my arms pinned down across my chest and I 
struggled to move.  Desperate to raise a hand to shield my eyes 
from the sun I tried to call out, but only groans and moans 
came. Convinced it was some strange dream my consciousness 
slipped away as she cried out loudly:  “Natasha, Natasha, Ela”. 
 
Mumbling voices stirred me and I managed to open one eye to 
see Homeros holding a multi coloured beach umbrella to shade 
my face.  He smiled a welcome as I vainly tried to open the 
other eye.  Another man, middle aged, balding and unknown to 
me, was pacing up and down; he peered into my one working 
eye and stuck his finger into the other. I slipped away again. 
 
Mutterings and murmurings disturbed me enough to attempt 
the one eye opening feat again.  I was now slumped in the 
bamboo cane easy chair in the lounge area of the main room; 
my chin flopped on my chest apparently disconnected from the 
body as I was unable to move it.  Blood was everywhere.  I 
tried to sit up but nothing would move.   
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 Marietta and Christos had arrived, called by Aleka who had 
gone home to change out of her blood-soaked clothes; and 
Athena and Alexandros had been alerted by Marietta. I thought 
I must be on my death bed and they had all come to say their 
farewells.  But why could I not make out what they were 
saying? Had they sold off my hearing aids already? 
 
The clatter of the stretcher trolley coming up the steps to the 
veranda finally persuaded the other eye to open and Natasha 
and I were soon in the ambulance on our way to Corfu General 
Hospital. My head hurt and my memory was juggling with 
what little pieces of information it could find. 
 Natasha reminded me that we had taken coffee to the beach, 
but a cold wind had driven us off, back home for lunch.  She 
had gone indoors while I went to shut the gates and had been 
wondering where I was when she heard Aleka calling.  She told 
me what she had gathered from the rather gabbled village 
Greek which seems to be saved for emergencies.  Apparently, 
Anna, now a ten year old schoolgirl, had drawn her 
grandmother’s attention to me lying in our driveway, outside 
the gates.  Aleka had rushed over to find me unconscious and 
covered in blood from a head wound.  Assuming that I had 
fallen and hit my head on the low stone wall, she tried to make 
me comfortable and called out for Natasha.  Homeros was 
passing on his motor scooter and went off to get the doctor 
from his surgery in Kavos.  Doctor Ianni only lives 100 yards 
down the road but, strangely we had never met him.  We were 
to see a lot of him over the next few months and, as he was to 
be our “holiday” doctor, we started referring to him as Doc. 
Holiday from the O Kavos Corral. He thought the head needed 
stitches and called the ambulance. 
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It was difficult to talk over the rattling of the ambulance (I had 
always assumed them to be smooth, quiet vehicles) and we 
soon gave up and I slipped away into some void, wondering 
why I had fallen. 
What seemed like a team of all-in wrestlers were pulling pieces 
of my head together with pliers whilst others were using steel 
wire to make stitches and a lump hammer to flatten the whole 
thing down. 
The back of my head hurt. 
A man in a white coat asked me why I had fallen but I didn’t 
know.  He asked if I had any chest pains. 
I couldn’t feel anything other than the back of my head. “No, 
no chest pains.” 
He frowned, “You have a headache then?”  It was almost as 
much a statement as a question. 
Knowing it must sound as absurd in Greek as it does in 
English, I said “No, I don’t have a headache but my head 
aches.” 
“And no pains in the chest?” 
“No” 
“Katholou?”  A disbelieving “None at all?” 
“No” 
After whispering in the corner, two men helped me from the 
trolley and onto a wheelchair.  “We will take some X-rays if 
that is OK with you?” Courteous and polite as ever, they 
wheeled me off and took two head and one chest X-rays.  Then 
on to the neurologist, who hammered several joints and told me 
to watch his blurred finger.  
On to the cardiologist where there was a bit of a hold up.  He 
apologised for the delay, looked at the X-rays and the 
neurologist’s report; took an ECG and asked if I had any pains 
in the chest. “No? really? A headache then?” 
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My refusal to admit to any pain other than the stitched area at 
the back of my head earned me a bed in the cardiology ward 
upstairs. 
The two other beds were occupied by elderly men; their wives 
sat on hard plastic chairs at the ends of their beds.  In this 
hospital there is no nursing as we know it.  Nursing care is 
provided by relatives, often working in shifts.  Meals are 
provided for the patients, but not for their relatives.  So 
Natasha snacked on yoghurts and rolls from the kiosk outside 
and spent an uncomfortable night on a hard chair.  Actually, 
neither of us slept because the elderly (late 80’s at a guess) man 
in the bed between us and the window spent the night howling 
“Mana Mou, pou eisai? Pethano, pethano.”  (Mother, where are 
you? I’m dying, I’m dying”.  His poor, distraught wife spent 
her night trying to console him.   
 In the morning, they wanted sight of my European Health 
Insurance Card, then, after the same “chest pain?, headache?” 
question and answer routine, they fitted me up with an ECG 
machine which I had to wear for 24 hours. 
Another night of “Pethano” howling and another 
uncomfortable night for Natasha!  At 3 o‘clock in the morning 
an irate woman in white came in and berated the poor old 
chap’s wife for not keeping him awake during the day. “You 
let him sleep all day; then he keeps the whole ward awake at 
night!” 
 
The cardiologist, a dapper chap with a fine black moustache 
and goatee beard set, was unhappy with the 24 hour ECG and 
wanted more tests in order to find out why I had fallen.  He 
spoke very little English and my Greek was struggling with the 
medical references. I was taken down to the basement for a CT 
scan, back upstairs to  a walking machine where a shy young 
trainee was instructed in how to wire me up.  
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Her giggling did not help; and I was  getting concerned about 
Natasha’s health after two nights virtually without sleep. 
And, there was work to do in the garden and some serious 
lying on beaches to get on with. 
After 5 minutes staggering about on the walking machine I was 
puffing hard.   
The dapper little doctor smiled but looked worried and asked if 
I found breathing difficult. 
“I am 72” I said, suddenly realising that it was my birthday. 
“I’m allowed”.   
He then conducted what I now know to be called an echo test.  
After studying all the results, he told me that he thought I 
needed a little machine to keep my heart beating as it should.  I 
realised he was talking about a pacemaker!  But I felt fine – 
head still hurt a bit –impatience through lack of sleep 
beginning to set in – but otherwise fine.  He went on to say that 
further tests were needed but they could not be done in Corfu.  
I would have to go to Ioannina, 100 Km up into the mountains 
on the Greek mainland; or, of course I could go back to the UK 
for them.   
 
  I spent most of the night pacing the balcony and let the old 
chap’s wife have my bed; he only howled half the night.  A tall 
doctor had taken pity on Natasha and pushed a bed into the 
corridor for her. 
It was now Saturday morning; we phoned Michelle and asked 
her to try to get us on the Wednesday flight back to 
Bournemouth. This would be the least stressful journey home; 
Holly would be able to pick us up after work and we would be 
home within 40 minutes. 
Within half an hour a text from Michelle arrived, saying that 
our seats were booked. 
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 I found the dapper doctor, signed a release form, was 
presented with a discharge form and copies of the reports of all 
the tests; and we were outside at the kiosk sipping coffee in the 
warm sun, waiting for a taxi home. 
 
The rest of the weekend was spent pottering and relaxing in the 
garden and pondering.  This appeared to be a serious warning; 
the yellow card!  The ouzo bottle remained untouched in the 
cupboard, lonely and disconsolate.  
 Our insurers wanted the hospital reports faxed to them so 
Monday morning I  went to the bookshop in Ringlathes.  
Noticing that there was a cardiologist above the bookshop, I 
went on impulse and in the hope that he might speak English.   
“I speak Italian.” Dr. Dimitri offered hopefully. 
 
He did an ECG, pored over the readouts and reports and told 
me that there was a minor heart problem which needed further 
investigation but was not serious enough to have made me fall.  
The next step would be an ultra sound check on the carotid 
arteries followed by an MRI brain scan.  These tests would 
provide the answer.  
  
Early that evening, I had what can only be described as an 
epileptic type fit.  This was followed by another in the early 
hours of the morning.  Doc Holiday came and he called Dr. 
Dimitri the cardiologist by which time I was conscious again 
and lucid. Blood pressure and pulse were OK.   They both felt 
that it would pass and I should go back to the UK to see my 
own doctor.  Natasha phoned the insurers to bring them up to 
date.  Their medical team promptly rang back to say that they 
thought I was not well enough to travel and should have the 
carotid artery check.   
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So Tuesday morning, not wanting to lose time and still hoping 
to get on the Bournemouth flight, we hired the village taxi to 
take us to Corfu town to see the radiologist recommended by 
Dr. Dimitri.  Surprised to find the walls of his office 
completely covered with paintings we chatted for a while, 
learned that he had taken up painting to keep his hands 
occupied after giving up smoking;  haggled over the price of a 
delightful picture of the fishing boats in Petriti harbour and 
eventually settled to the ultra sound artery test which he 
pronounced average for a man of my age and certainly nothing 
there to cause the fits we described. 
He suggested the next step should be the neurologist just 
around the corner and an MRI.   
The neurologist was fascinated by the problem and 
recommended an MRI brain scan to determine the cause of the 
fits and prescribed a blood thinning medication and an anti 
convulsion pill to reduce their effects in order to get me back to 
the UK.   
The insurer’s medical team then insisted on arranging for a 
doctor to accompany us home so we had to wait for them to 
book flights to fit in with when they could find a doctor 
available.  By Saturday the pills were enjoying their side 
effects. I couldn’t think straight. Walking was becoming 
progressively more difficult.  I didn’t know it was possible to 
be constipated and have diarrhoea at the same time.  I had a 
sore throat and breathing was difficult. 
On Wednesday doc Holiday came to remove the stitches while 
Natasha made coffee which he then drank, smoked a cheroot 
and talked politics.  He was thinking of running for mayor but 
worried how it would affect his practice.  Natasha teased him, 
asking how he reconciled smoking with being a doctor.  “My 
dear,” he said “I am a doctor, not a saint.” 
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The insurers were having difficulty in finding a doctor to come 
and escort me home because the only schedule flights to Corfu 
are via Athens making it almost impossible to achieve the 
whole two way journey within a weekend. 
At 3 PM on the following Saturday we had a call from the 
insurer’s Athens office, wanting to book a room for their 
doctor in our hotel!  Some quick explaining followed.  At 10 
PM the doctor arrived; young, attractive, long flowing hair, eye 
lashes to match and “PRETTY BABE” emblazoned across her 
T-shirt.  And I was wheezing and feeling my age! 
  She would return at 5 AM in the morning to take us to the 
airport to catch the 7 o’clock flight to Athens. 
 
Doctor and patient settled themselves comfortably in the 
business class while Natasha was out of sight in the economy 
class somewhere behind us! Doctor Athena was splendid; she 
sweet talked the flight attendant into letting Natasha join us, 
connected me up to the oxygen supply and we all sat together.  
After half an hour, the white of my left eye had gone 
completely red.  Doctor Athena was sure it was from the 
medication but wanted to make certain.  As soon as the plane 
landed she swiftly got us out of the aircraft and into a taxi to 
the hospital where she marched us past a queue of Greeks 
clutching white cards and into the ophthalmologist’s office.  
Ten minutes later, and with one eye still seeing a green glow 
from the examination equipment, we were heading back to the 
airport where we snuggled down into the comfortable seats of 
the business class lounge and helped ourselves from the array 
of food and drinks - breakfast coffee at last. 
The attendants on the flight from Athens to Heathrow were not 
quite as accommodating.   Doctor Athena had done her best but 
Natasha had to eat her economy lunch first, before they would 
allow her to join us in business class.  
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 At Heathrow she organised a wheelchair with which she 
whizzed us past the long queues at immigration, collected our 
luggage which had somehow acquired huge “HIGH 
PRIORITY” labels, and saw us to the awaiting taxi booked by 
the insurers.  We had spent ten hours in her company and were 
now sad to say good bye; but she wanted to catch the same 
plane back to spend the evening with her husband.  
 
Back home in Hedge End we needed to get organised as we 
already had flights booked for our autumn trip; so we decided 
to pay privately for the consultations.  The cardiologist did a 
couple of tests but could find nothing wrong;  he suggested 
waiting to see if I had any more fits.  The neurologist looked at 
the Greek handwritten medical reports up side down and said 
that I had hardening of the arteries and should continue with 
the temporary medication prescribed by the Greek neurologist.  
He was adamant that an MRI scan would not give us any 
different information.  Further I should not drive until I was 
free from convulsions for a year and should surrender my 
driving licence. 
So I surrendered my licence and sold the car and we went back 
to Corfu on 4th September still feeling the worse for the 
medication.  Balance and co-ordination were big problems. My 
stomach was in disarray. Grumpiness had set in.  
 Our elder daughter, Holly, had booked to come with us for the 
first 10 days, so she was able to drive us around, for five days 
that is, until I had another seizure in the middle of the night and 
woke everyone up with my moaning.  Doc Holiday came; he 
called Doctor Dimitri and he called the ambulance after he had 
taken my almost non-existent pulse and declared “He needs a 
pacemaker, – now.” 
There are three days missing from my memory but Natasha and 
Holly tell me that I had periods when I was awake and talking 
as if nothing had happened.  
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At Corfu General Hospital I was put on a monitor and they 
spent the night watching my pulse reading fluctuate between 
35 and 40.  In the morning they squeezed us all into an 
ambulance to transfer us to Ioannina.  In the vehicle hold of the 
ferry the temperature rose to 40 C but I was happily flirting 
with the nurse who had just been instructed in the use of the 
resuscitation shock paddles and was looking very nervous.  At 
Igoumenitsa we were met by a doctor so Natasha and Holly 
had to take a taxi for the remainder of the journey.  At Ioannina 
University Hospital they scheduled my operation for early the 
following morning.  By now it was early evening, so the girls 
went off to find a pleasant restaurant in the hospital.  On their 
way back they were met by the doctor who had admitted us and 
were told that my condition had deteriorated, forcing them to 
fit my pacemaker and I was now back in my room.  They found 
me trying to get out of bed to go to the toilet.   
“You were told to lie down and keep still!” 
“But I only want to go….” 
“You can’t go anywhere.  You must lie still.  I’ll get a bottle” 
“But I can’t do it lying down.  The laws of gravity still apply 
here y’know.  It won’t work.” 
“Well, PUSH!” 
“Wha’d’you mean, push? I’m not having a baby, I only want 
to….” 
 
They tell me the man in the next bed offered to sit on me to 
keep me down while Natasha and Holly took a rest.  There are 
some nice people about. 
 
They discharged me the next day but I have no memory of any 
verbal instructions or how we got home.  
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Natasha tells me that I tried to commandeer an incoming taxi 
who refused to be hired, talked incessantly all the way, bought 
the ferry tickets and insisted on travelling on the top deck and 
organised a taxi home.   
The next morning I woke up.  “What happened?” 
Two huge circular bruises from the resuscitation paddles and a 
large patch on my chest confirmed the story they told me. 
 
Holly had two more days driving her semi-demented father 
around before jetting off back to England and her work; and we 
settled down to a month of walking.  On the eighth day we 
walked to Ringlathes where Dr. Dimitri took the stitches out 
and declared everything working O.K.   
The insurance company offered to get us home but we had 
been told to go back to the hospital for a check-up after one 
month and felt it best to do that first. 
We did what we could in the garden but the anti-convulsion 
medication was still causing co-ordination problems.  We got a 
local in to cut the bamboos down; there were now about thirty 
flower spikes reaching 16 or more feet into the air, waving into 
the telephone cables. 
Aleka kindly said she would take half for her garden and 
quickly gathered up one end of the heap.  Tucking them under 
her arm she marched off across the road, dragging the poles 
behind her.  It looked so ungainly; I ran to help and scooped up 
the other end to help her across the road and into her drive. By 
the time we had reached her gates my heart was thumping like 
a steam hammer and I was gasping for breath; my face felt red 
hot and flushed but the rest of me felt like a wet rag hung out to 
drip dry.  I had to sit down to let it pass.   
  
 When the time came to go back to Ioannina for a check up we 
travelled the day before and booked into a hotel in order to give 
ourselves plenty of time in the morning.  
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Ioannina is a lively, attractive city with a holiday atmosphere 
about it.  Tavernas, bars, ice cream parlours, sweet shops and 
jewellery shops line the streets and waterfront and the local 
population turns out for the evening “volta”, to see and be seen. 
 
The spacious entrance of the hospital houses a large canteen, a 
small information desk and rows of counters where queues of 
people sit clutching their numbered tickets and waiting their 
turn to be discharged.  The signs are all in Greek.  Lucky that 
Cardiology is a Greek word.  At the end of a long corridor we 
found the Cardiology ward and an area where about twenty 
people seemed to be waiting aimlessly, looking vaguely at the 
floor, not making eye contact.  It was easy to ignore them and 
knock on a door marked “DOCTORS”.   
“Your surgeon is at home ill today,” said the young white 
coated black haired young lad who opened the door just wide 
enough to see our appointment paper.  “Go back to the main 
entrance and ask for the clinic.” 
At the clinic we pulled a numbered slip from a machine, waited 
for our number to come up, registered, and were directed to 
another queue to pay 3 Euros for our visit.  The clinic turned 
out to be a large waiting area with four doors either side of the 
passageway which ran through the middle.  All twenty or so 
seats were occupied and most of the passageway was blocked 
by people standing looking at the floor. A door opened and a 
nurse came out.  I waved my paper under her nose, she took 
my papers, made a note and signalled me to wait.   I had to 
wait my turn but each time the surgery door opened to let a 
patient out, there was a rush and the doorway was blocked.  It 
seemed only the fittest got in to see the doctor! All the Greeks 
had an able-bodied and fast relative with them to do their 
barging. It took an hour to get ourselves a seat next to the door 
so I could leap up at the crucial moment.  
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 Surprised to find foreigners in his surgery, the doctor 
introduced himself as Spiros Papas.   
“Ah, you are from Corfu? I asked, delighted to find we had 
common ground. 
He placed something on my chest over the pacemaker, watched 
the machinery and decided everything was working properly. 
I asked if I would know when the pacemaker cut in and told 
him about Aleka and the bamboo. 
“You will not know when it starts nor when it stops.”  He 
consulted the papers, looked me up and down, nodded and 
said: 
“You are over 70.  It’s time to stop chasing women across the 
road!” 
 
“But, but, 
 but I feel better now than I have for years.!” 
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ILIOVASILEMA 

 
 

 
 
 

SUNSET OVER AGIOS GORDIS 
 
 
 

By the end of February 2007, I had eventually succeeded in 
persuading the authorities that my driving licence should be re-
instated and I had bought another car in England – another 
Suzuki but the smaller Swift this time.  It was big enough for 
local shopping and, being capable of 55 mpg, it suited the 
miserly entity I had become after nine months on epilepsy 
tablets.  My GP had finally given the OK for me to stop them.  
(Without doctor’s approval, travel insurance would be invalid.) 
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We were looking forward to getting back to Corfu, Lefkimmi 
and Suzi 2, the Baleno. 
 
Ioanetta and Christos had looked after everything well and 
Christos had even got the road tax sorted for Suzi2 so it was 
only a matter of getting the battery charged up before we were 
on the road again. 
 
Petros and Theresa, laden with a large bottle of his father’s 
wine and a jar of his mother’s preserved koum quats, called to 
show us their new baby.  Alexandra had been born in England 
and they were now all back in Corfu anxious to get their 
restaurant “Iliovasilema” back into full swing. 
An invitation to join them for a family evening meal the 
following Sunday was unrefusable. 
“Come early so we can watch the sunset and have a chat before 
any other customers come.”  Petros was proud of the view from 
his terrace. 
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We went early in the hope of getting a photo of the sunset over 
the tiny church where Petros and Theresa had been married. 
Agios Gordis, carved into the roadside, overlooks a riverbed 
which carries the winter storm water cascading down the steep 
hillside until it hits the sandy beach and widens out into a delta 
spreading the fresh rainwater across the final gentle slope to the 
sea, where the sea lilies cast their delicate perfume in the 
autumn and the silvery green sea holly prickles the toes all year 
round. 

 
When we arrived, 
Petros was further 
up the beach, 
washing the day’s 
catch in the sea, with 
his mother, 
Alexandra.  
“Hey, Pete,”  he 
called. Come and 
see.  We put the 
atherina nets out 
today and look: they 
are full up!”  He was 
still shaking the fine 
net into a large 
galvanised container 
which was already 

overflowing with the tiny fish.  In another container lay several 
sea bass, already cleaned, their scales catching the warm light 
of the setting sun. 
 
Up on the terrace, Theresa produced a small bottle of ouzo, 
glasses and lemonade and we sat at a table in the corner 
watching the sun sink slowly behind the next hill.  
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 A lone buzzard, seemingly motionless and oblivious to the 
squally wind, hovered high over the green valley to the south.  
The cooling April wind was gusting and blustering and we 
soon moved inside where Petros squirted lighting fluid into the 
fireplace already laid with kindling and logs of olive wood.  A 
match, a flash of flames and a fire was soon replacing the cool 
air with a warm cosy glow.   
Somehow, a meal emerged.  We were never left alone; either 
Petros or Theresa was sitting, chatting with us while the other 
was in the kitchen, changing places every few minutes. 
First came marinata to sample with the ouzo, then the freshly 
caught atherina, simply floured and fried whole, calamari, the 
most succulent calamari we have ever tasted, and large garlic 
prawns. The carafe of brilliantly clear white wine, made by 
Petros’ father Spiros from the vines we had seen on the way 
down, never ran dry. 
 
The numbing, zombie making effect of the anti-epilepsy pills 
was at last beginning to wear off in the warm glow produced 
by the log fire from the outside and the good food from the 
inside and I was starting to feel almost normal again for the 
first time in nine months. 
 
But there was work to be done, potatoes to be planted; the 
contents of the compost bin to be riddled; tomato, aubergine, 
cucumber and pepper plants to buy and plant out; the 
remaining walls of the house had still not been painted; and we 
still had to get the old jeep, Suzi 1, to the customs for donating 
to the Greek State. 
 
We had to get on. 
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“No, you can not just send your car here, you must come to the 
customs office the day before, - papers to sign – forms to fill 
first.  Come at least one hour before we close in order to allow 
time for all this work.” was the answer to my question when I 
phoned the Customs in the morning.  So we spent a morning in 
town,- 20 minutes at the customs;  20 minutes at the 
accountants listening to his latest fishing story about the 1,5 M 
tuna he had caught in the bay;  20 minutes at ELPA, a sort of 
Greek AA arranging transportation;   and hours and hours 
around the shops.   
 
The following day a jaunty, slim young Elias came and 
blocked the road with his low loader.  He was very proud of 
this feat and insisted on having his photo taken before he 
would go.  Christos came to see if he could help and they stood 
chatting, completely oblivious to the queues of traffic building 
up in both directions. 
For me it was a sad day, Suzi  had been very good for us.  If 
Suzi 2 turns out to be half as good we shall be very lucky. 

 
 
But the house still 
needed painting.  
 
The point where I 
had got, before being 
taken ill, clearly 
showed from the 
road. 

I could no longer face doing it myself, but… 
 
we have been through all that before.  
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We settled back to the gardening, buying plants from the 
mobile greengrocer who calls most days, sorting the compost 
bin, planting out, weeding, pruning.  We had to get ready for 
our return in June for the long summer break when we 
probably will not eat all our own produce anyway but return to 
the warm hospitality of  Iliovasilema at every opportunity. 
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For more photographs  
And information 

 
Please visit the web site 

 
www.PeterStoneley-onCorfu.co.uk 


