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Appendix C
“The Journal of a Wife Beater”

by Harry Mark Petrakis

October 2: Today I beat my wife, Nitsa, for the first time! I preserve
this momentous event for future generations by beginning this Journal
and recording this first entry with some pride.

I did not beat her hard, really not hard at all. I gave her several
clouts across her head with my open palm, encugh to make her stagger
and daze her a little. Then I led her courteously to a chair to show
her I was not punishing her in anger.

“"Why?” she asked, and there were small tears glistening in the
corners of her eyes.

“Nothing of great significance;” I said amiably. “The coffee you
served me was not hot enough this morning and after the last few
washings my shirts have not had enough starch. Yesterday and the
day before you were late in arriving in the restaurant. All of these are
small imprudences that display a growing laxity on your part. I felt it
was time to suggest improvement.”

She watched me with her lips trembling. How artfully women suffer!

“You have never siruck me before,” she said thoughtfully. “In the
year since we married, Vasili, you have never struck me before”

“One does not wish to begin correction toe soon,” I said. “It would
be unjust to expect a new bride to attain perfection overnight. A period
of flexibility is required.”

Her big black eyes brooded, but she said nothing.

“You understand,” I said consolingly. “This does not mean I do not
love you.” I shook my head firmly to emphasize my words. “It is
exactly because I do care for you that I desire to improve you. On a
number of occasions in my father’s house I can remember him beating
my mother. Not hard you understand. A clout across the head, and a
box upon the ear. Once when she left the barn door open and the
cows strayed out, he kicked her, but that was an exception. My mother
was a happy and contented woman all her life.”

The conversation ended there, but Nitsa was silent and meditative
as we prepared for bed. She did not speak again until we were under
the covers in the darkness.

“Vasili,” she asked quietly, “will you strike me again?”
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“Only when I feel you need it,” I said. “It should not be required
too often. You are a sensible girl and I am sure are most anxious to
please me by being a good wife and a competent homemaker.”

She turned away on her pillow and did not say another word.

October 3: 1 slept splendidly last night!

October 5: Since I have a few moments of leisure this evening, I
will fill in certain background information about Nitsa and myself so
that future generations may better understand this record of an ideal
marriage relationship.

First I must record my immense satisfaction in the results of the
beating. Nitsa has improved tremendously the past two days. She has
taken the whole affair as sensibly as any man could have wished.

Her good sense was what first impressed me about Nitsa. I met her
about a year ago at a dance in the church hall, sponsored by the
Daughters of Athens. I drank a little beer and danced once with each
of a number of young ladies whose zealous mothers beamed at me
from chairs along the wall, I might add here that before my marriage
a year ago I was a very desirable catch for some fortunate girl. I was
just a year past forty, an inch above average height, with all of my
own hair and most of my own teeth, a number of which have been
capped with gold. [ had, and of course still have, a prosperous restaurant
on Dart Street and a substantial sum in United States Savings Bonds.
Finally, I myself was interested in marriage to a well-bred young lady.
My first inclination was to return to Greece and select some daughter
born to respect the traditions of the family; but as our parish priest,
Father Antoniou, pointed out with his usual keen discernment, this
would have been grossly unfair to the countless girls in our community
who hoped for me as a bridegroom. Although marriage to any one of
them would dismay the others, it would be better than if I scorned
them all for a wife from overseas.

Nitsa impressed me because she was not as young as most of the
other girls, perhaps in her late twenties, a tall athletic-looking girl who
appeared capable of bearing my sturdy sons. She was not as beautiful
a girl as I felt I deserved, but she made a neat and pleasant appearance.
Most attractive young girls are too flighty and arrogant. They are not
sensible enough to be grateful when a successful man pays them
attention. Bringing one of them into a man’s home is much the same
as bringing in a puppy that has not yet been housebroken. Too much
time is spent on fundamentals!
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Imagine my delight when, in inquiry regarding Nitsa's family that
night, I learned that she was the niece of our revered priest, Father
Antoniou, visiting him from Cleveland.

I danced several American dances with her to demonstrate that I
was not old-fashioned and spoke to her at some length of my assets
and my prospects. She listened with unconcealed interest. We sat and
drank coffee afterward until a group of my friends called to me to
lead one of the old country dances. Conscious of her watching me, I
danced with even more than my usual grace and flourish, and leaped
higher off the floor than I had in some time.

A day or two later I spoke seriously to Father Antoniou. He was
frankly delighted. He phoned his sister, Nitsa's mother in Cleveland,
and in no time at all the arrangements were made. As I had accurately
surmised, the whole family, including Nitsa, were more than willing.

Several weeks later we were married. It was a festive affair and the
reception cost a little over a thousand dollars which I insisted her
father pay. He was a housepainter who worked irregularly, but in view
of the fact that Nitsa brought me no dowry I felt he should demonstrate
the good faith of the family by paying for the reception.

Nitsa and I spent a honeymoon weekend at the Mortimer Hotel so0
[ could return to count the cash when the restaurant closed each
evening. As it was, God only knows what the waitresses stole from
me those two days. During our absence ! had the bedroom of my
apartment painted, and after considerable deliberation bought a new
stove. 1 write this as proof of my thoughtfulness. The stove I had was
only twelve years old, but I am worldly enough to understand how
all women love new stoves. If permitted by weak and easily swayed
husbands they would trade them in on newer models every year.

In recalling our first year together, while it was not quite what I
expected, I was not completely disillusioned. There was a certain
boldness and immodesty about Nitsa which I found displeasing, but
one must bear with this in a healthy young woman.

As time went on she spent a gocd part of the day with me in the
restaurant taking cash. She became familiar enough with my business
so that when the wholesale produce and meat salesman called she
could be trusted to order some of the staple items. But I noticed a
certain laxity developing, a carelessness in her approach to her re-
sponsibilities, and remembering my father’s success with my mother,
it was then I beat her for the first time.

I am pleased that it seems to have prompted unreserved improve-
ment. Bravo, Vasili!
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October 70 1t is after midnight and [ am alone in the restaurant
which is closed until morning. I am sitting at the small table in the
kitchen and can hardly bear to write the shameful and disgraceful
episode which follows.

Last night after returning from the restaurant I went to bed because
I was tired. Nitsa came into the room as I was slipping under the
covers, | had noticed a rather somber quietness about her all that day,
but 1 attributed it to that time of the female month. When she had
donned her night clothes and gotten into bed beside me, I raised my
cheek for her to kiss me goodnight. She turned her back on me and
for a moment I was peeved, but remembering her indisposition, I
turned off the lamp and said nothing.

I fell asleep shortly and had a stirring dream. I fought beside Achilles
on the plains before Troy. I carried a mighty shield and a long sword.
Suddenly a massive Trojan appeared before me and we engaged each
other in combat. After I brilliantly parried a number of his blows he
seemed to recognize he was doomed. He retreated and I pressed him
hard. While we slashed back and forth, another Trojan rose beside
me as if he had sprung from the earth, and swung his weapon at my
head. 1 raised my shield swiftly but not quite in time and the flat of
his sword landed across my head. The pain was so terrible I shrieked
out loud, and suddenly the plains of Troy and the helmeted warriors
were all swept away and my eyes exploded open to the sight of Nitsa
bent over me, calmly preparing to strike again!

1 bellowed and clawed to sit up, and tried desperately to flee from
the bed. The stick she swung bounced again across my head and the
pain was ferocious. I fell off the bed in a tangle of sheets at her feet;
then I jumped up frantically and ran to the other side of the bed,
looking back in desperation to see if she followed. She stood dreadfully
calm with the stick still in her hand.

“Are you mad!” I shouted. My nose seemed to be swelling and my
head stung and I tasted blood from my cut lip. “You must be mad or
in the employ of the devil! You have split me open!”

“1 owed you one,” she said quietly.

I looked at her in astonishment and rubbed my aching head. I could
not comprehend the desecration of a wife striking her husband. “Your
senses have come apart,” I bellowed. “You might have broken my
head!”

“] don’t think so,” she said. “You have an unusually dense head.”

I was horrified. On top of my injuries her insolence could not be
tolerated. I ran around the bed and pulled the stick from her hands.
I swung it up and down. When it landed across her shoulders she
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winced and gave a shrill squeal. Then I went to bathe my swollen
head. A harrowing and terrible experience indeed!

October 11: Plague and damnation! Blood and unspeakable horrot!
She has done it again.

That wench of evil design waited just long enough for the swelling
of my nose to recede and my lip to heal. All week she had been quiet
and reserved. She came to work promptly and performed her duties
efficiently. While I could never forget that night in bed when she
struck me, I was willing to forgive, Women are by nature as emotionally
unstable as dogs under the mad light of a full moon. But I am a
generous man and in this foul manner was my generosity rewarded.

It happened shortly after the rush at lunch was over. The restaurant
was deserted except for Nitsa at the register and the waitresses
chattering beside the urns of coffee. I was sitting at the small table in
the kitchen, smoking a cigar, and pondering whether to order short
ribs or pork loins for lunch on Thursday. Suddenly I was conscious
of an uneasy chill in the center of my back. A strange quick dread
possessed me and I turned swiftly around and Nitsa was there. Almost
at the same instant the pot she was swinging landed with a horrible
clatter on my head. I let out a roar of outrage and pain, and jumped
up holding my thundering head. I found it impossible to focus my
eyes, and for a frenzied moment I imagined I was surrounded by a
dozen Nitsas. I roared again in fear and anger, and ran to seek
sanctuary behind the big stove. She made no move to follow me but
stood quietly by the table with the pot in her hand.

“You must be mad!” I shrieked. T will call the doctor and have
him exchange your bloody head!”

The dishwasher, who had come from the back room where he had
been eating, watched us with his great idiot eyes, and the waitresses,
cousins of imbeciles, peered through the porthole of the swinging
door,

“I owed you one,” Nitsa said quietly. She put down the pot and
walked from the kitchen past the awed and silent waitresses.

As I write this now, words are inadequate to describe my distress.
Fiercer by far than the abominable lump on my head is the vision of
chaos and disorder. In the name of all that is sacred, where is the
moral and ordered world of my father?

October 15: Disturbed and agitated as I have been for the past few
days, tonight I decided something had to be done. I went to speak to
Father Antoniou.
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Nitsa, that shrew, has been at the restaurant for several days now
acting as if nothing had happened. She joked with the customers and
took cash calmly. Heartless wench without the decency to show some
shred of remorse!

Last night I slept locked in the bathroom. Even then I was appre-
hensive and kept one eye open on the door. While it was true that by
her immoral standards we were even, she could not be trusted. I
feared she would take it into her stony soul to surge into a shameful
lead. Finally tonight, because I knew the situation had become intol-
erable, I visited the priest.

He greeted me courteously and took me into his study. He brought
out a bottle of good sherry. We sat silent for a moment, sipping the
fine vintage.

“You may speak now, my dear friend,” he said gently. “You are
troubled.”

“How can you tell, Father?” I asked.

He smiled sagely. He was indeed a fountain of wisdom.

“Well, Father” I struggled for the mortifying words. “It is Nitsa. To
put it plainly, she has struck me not once, but twice, with a stout stick
and a heavy pot.” ‘

He sat upright in his chair.

“May God watch over us!” he said. “Surely, Vasili, you are jesting!”

1 made my cross and bent my head to show him the hard lumg
that still dwelt there. He rose from his chair and came to examine it
When he touched the lump, I jumped.

He paced the floor in agitation, his black cassock swirling about his
ankles.

“She must be demented,” he said slowly. “The poor girl must be
losing her mind.”

“That is what I thought at first,” I said seriously. ““But she seems s¢
calm. Each time she strikes me she merely says, ‘I owed you one”

“Aaaaah!” the priest said eagerly. “Now we approach the core of
truth” His voice lowered. “What did you do to her for which she
seeks revenge?” He winked slyly. “I know you hot-blooded Spartans
Perhaps a little too passionate for a shy young girl?”

““Nothing, Father!” I said in indignation, although I could not help
being pleased at his suggestion. “Absolutely nothing.”

“Nothing?” he repeated.

“1 have clouted her several times across her head,” I said. "My
prerogative as a husband to discipline my wife. Certainly nothing tc
warrant the violence of her blows.”
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“Incredible,” the priest said. He sat silent and thoughtful, then
shook his head. “A woman raising her hand to her husband in my
parish, and that woman my niece. Incredible!” He wrung his hands
fretfully. “A stain upon the sacred vows of marriage.” He paused as
if struck by a sudden thought. “Tell me, Vasili, has she been watching
much television? Sometimes it tends to confuse a woman.”

“Qur picture tube is burned out now several months, Father,” I said.

“Incredible,” the priest said.

“Perhaps if you talk to her, Father,” I said. “Explain what it is to
be a dutiful wife. Define the rights of a husband.”

The priest shook his head sadly. “When I first entered the priesthood,”
he said somberly, “I learned never to attempt to reason with a woman.
The two words should never be used in the same sentence. The
emancipation of these crafty scheming descendants of Eve has hurled
man into a second Dark Ages””

I was impressed by the gravity of his words and had to agree I had
spoken hastily.

“My son,” the priest said finally, a thin edge of desperation in his
voice. "l confess I am helpless to know what to advise. If you came
to seek counsel because she drank to excess or because she had
succumbed to the wiles of another man . . . but for this! I will have to
contact the Bishop.”

I sipped my sherry and felt anger coming to a head on my flesh as
if it were a festered boil pressing to break. I, Vasili Makris, subjected
to these indignities! Humiliated before my own dishwasher! Driving
my parish priest to consult with the Bishop!

“There is only one answer, Father,” I said, and my voice rang out
boldly, a Homeric call to battle. “I have clouted her too lightly. There
is nothing further to be done but for me to give her a beating she will
not forget!” I waved my hand. “Rest assured I will remember my own
strength. I will not break any bones, but I will teach her respect”” I
became more pleased with that solution by the moment. “That is the
answer, Father,” I said. “A beating that will once and for all end this
insufferable mutiny!”

We watched each other for a long wordless moment. I could sense
that good man struggling between a moral objection to violence and
an awareness there was no other way.

“They who live by the sword,” he said dolefully, and he paused to
permit me to finish the quotation in my mind. “This cancer must be
cut out,” he said, “before it spreads infection through the parish.’

He raised his glass of wine and toasted me gravely.
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“Consider yourself embarked on a holy crusade,” he said in a voice
trembling with emotion. “Recapture the sanctity of your manhood.
Go, Vasili Makris, with God.”

I kissed his revered hand and left.

October 17: The promised retribution has been delayed because a
waitress has been sick and I cannot afford to incapacitate Nitsa at the
same time. But I vow her reprieve will be brief!

October 19: Tonight is the night! The restaurant is closed and we
are alone. I am sitting in the kitchen making this entry while she
finishes cleaning out the urns of coffee. When the work is all done I
will call her into the kitchen for judgment.

Nitsa! Misguided and arrogant woman, your hour of punishment is
here!

October 23: In the life of every noble man there are moments of
decisive discovery and events of inspired revelation. I hasten with fire
and zeal to record such an experience in this Journall

That epic night when Nitsa came to the kitchen of the restaurant
after finishing her work, without a word of warning I struck her. Quick
as a flash she struck me back. 1 was prepared for that and hit her
harder. She replied with a thump on my head that staggered me. I
threw all hesitation to the winds and landed a fierce blow upon her.
Instead of submitting, she became a flame of baleful fury. She twisted
violently in search of some weapon to implement her rage, and scooped
up a meat cleaver off the block! I let out a hoarse shout of panic and
turned desperately and fled! [ heard her pounding like a maddened
mare after me, and 1 made the door leading to the alley and bounded
out with a wild cry! I forgot completely the accursed stairs and spun
like a top in the air and landed on my head. I woke in the hospital
where I am at present and X-rays have indicated no damage beyond
a possible concussion that still causes me some dizziness.

At the first opportunity 1 examined myself secretly for additional
reassurance that some vital part of me had not been dismembered by
that frightful cleaver. Then I sat and recollected each detail of that
experience with somber horror., A blow now and then, delivered in
good faith, is one of the prerogatives of marriage. Malevolent assault
and savage butchery are quite another matter!

However, as my first sense of appalled outrage and angry resentment
passed, I found the entire situation developing conclusive compensa-
tions. I had fancied myself married to a mortal woman and instead I
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was united to a Goddess, a fierce Diana, a cyclonic Juno! I realized
with a shock of recognition that one eagle had found another, perched
on Olympian peaks, high above the obscure valley of pigeons and
sheep.

O fortunate woman! You have gained my mercy and forbearance
and have proven to my satisfaction that you deserve my virile love
and are worthy of my intrepid manhood!

Nitsa, rejoice! You need no longer tremble or fear that I will ever
strike you again!
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