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                VALTESINIKO IN THE REVOLUTION OF 1821                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                                                                

(Extract from a study conducted by our beloved teacher, published in 1985 and 

enriched by Adamantia Panagoulia) 

  

The «Paliomonastiro», an impregnable castle against Ibrahim’s furious 

attacks                                                                                                                               
 

Sometimes, as a little child, I would hear older 

people in my village talking with awe and respect 

about the “Paliomonastiro” and its heroic history.  

 

They too had kept in their memory all those things 

their curious and insatiable ears “grasped” from the 

narrations of the elderly people in the past.  

 

 

                                                                                                                                                                               

The stories were about the venerable Monastery of Agios Nikolaos (Saint-Nicolas), 

which is about fourty minutes walk north of the village of Valtesiniko. Its location 

is wild, incredibly majestic and almost inaccessible. In the past, it was very difficult 

to get there without the guidance of a person that knew the place well, because 

there was no road leading there.                                                                                                        

“It is the place, oh Digeni, that helps you be brave” 
                                                                                                                                                     
Paliomonastiro was built inside a wild, unapproachable and eroded rock. The 

natural caves inside it were blocked up and filled by means of human technical 

intervention.  

Those ancestoral hands must have been very stubborn and skilful to complete such 

a laborious and dary endeavour.  

 

“Mountains, thickets and cliffs,                                                                                                                             

Shrines of freedom                                                                                                                                  

And Gods stepped over them…”. Dionysios Solomos.                                                                                                     
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The cave’s big mouth was blocked up with a well built and 

solid thick wall made of carefully whitted and excellently 

assembled stones. A stone stairway, right next to the rock, 

leads to the big cave. At the upper end of the stairway, there is 

a narrow and rough passage that leads the visitor to the 

interior, through a small door. Next to the stairway there is  

another entrance, bigger and smoother, that leads to a lower level.  There are 

embrasures at every strategic spot of the building, to protect the Monastery from 

any eventual enemy invasion.  

  

Two small churches have been created in its interior. The one that commemorates 

Saint-Nicolas lies in a rounded cavity, expanded to a certain extent and richly 

decorated. Very few remainings of its frescos are saved today. They have been 

ravaged by time, humidity and abandonment.  

                                 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The small church of the Ascention of Christ was built right above Saint-Nicolas. 

Many of its artistic frescos are still saved in a good condition. The upper level was 

not as humid as the lower one and, thus, it survived against mould and 

discoloration. Narrow labyrinthous passages connect the interior spaces, which 

were quite functional. Some people say that more holes exist, which nobody dared 

to approach and explore. The date of the Monastery’s construction remains 

unknown. According to a tradition discussed very often by Giorgis Pavlos (Georgios 

Pavlopoulos), as well as by my precious teacher, Stathis Vrachnos, my father, 

Papagiorgis, Thodoris Ballogiannis and others, the Monastery’s foundation must 

 

 
 

From left to right: Peter and Paul, The 

Pantocrator on the rock of the Ascenscion of 

Christ, The Hierarchs under Platytera. 
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have occurred between 1780 and 1800. At that time, there was a priest in 

Valtesiniko, whose name was Dimitris Papadimitrakopoulos.  

He was Giorgis‘ father and he had fought bravely against Ibrahim. He was killed at 

Trikorfa. Dimitris had an older brother named Kallinikos, who had left the village 

and had become a monk  at Mount Athos.  
 

One night, Kallinikos had an unusual dream: Saint Nicolas 

revealed himself to him and began scolding him for confining 

himself inside the Monastery, away from his village, where he 

could render important services to his enslaved homeland.  

The monk, abashed, dared to ask Saint-Nicolas what kind of 

services he could render and how. Then, he got this answer: 

“Tomorrow, you will get up and leave this place. You will go to the 

village and build a Monastery in my name. Do not be afraid and do 

not hesitate against any difficulty or any obstacle. The task that has 

been assigned to you is very tiring, but you will insist until you 

complete it. I will stand by you and enlighten you, so that you cope 

with all bad turns. 

Just know that I am not asking this for me, but for the protection of the 

village against a disaster that will threaten it”. Kallinikos, listening to 

Saint-Nicolas‘ encouraging, protective and predictive request, packed his 

few things and, a few days later, he arrived at the majestic village of 

Valtesiniko. Once he arrived, he immediately told the potentates and the 

rest of the village’s people the reason of his journey and he asked for their 

moral and material support, in order to begin with his task. 

In spite of the inconceivable difficulties that arose, everything went well, thanks to 

the active participation of all the people, who responded to this creative appeal. The 

Monastery was built and Kallinikos went to live in it, together with other monk s. 

He became the first Father Superior.  

As we said, the response of the village’s people to monk Kallinikos‘ call was united. 

Indeed, all people responded willingly, except from one: this only denier was a man 

of the name of Zantes...  
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THE SIEGE OF THE MONASTERY 

 

    The Sultan, unable to suppress with his own forces the Greek Revolution, which 

was rapidly spreading over land and sea, asked for the help of Egypt’s Pasha, 

Mehmed Ali. The latter sent his foster son, Ibrahim, to Peloponnese with forces that 

were fully equipped and perfectly organised by French officers, who followed the 

expedition closely and set the plans for the war operations.  

Ibrahim arrived at Gortynia in September 1826, after he had entirely burnt, robbed 

and ravaged other villages of Morias (Peloponnese). 

 Let’s remember that the resistance of the Peloponnesian people had been 

annihilated by the anti-national activities of the so-called Nenekoi (traitors) of that 

time, who were motivated and “enslaved” by foreigners.  

The Old Man of Morias (T.Kolokotronis), the proud 

liberator of Tripolitsa and winner of the battle at Dervenakia, 

was kept confined in a Monastery on the island of Hydra by 

those wicked and cunning brother-killers, like a lion in a cage, 

after losing his first born son, Panos, during the civil war, by 

one of those bullets that betray nations.  

This situation favored Ibrahim, who marched unrestrained and 

incontrollable within the territory of poor Morias.  

    

Ibrahim, raging against Valtesiniko, decided to wipe the 

village out, “with fire and sword”. The reason for this was that 

a group of brave men, led by Georgios Bouboulis or 

Kounas, who was from said village, captured his first nephew, 

the so-called “Beopoulo”. Georgios Bouboulis (who spoke 

turkish well) wanted to get information from him and then 

exchange him for plenty valuable things. Whilst he wanted to 

keep him alive and exchange him with Greek prisonners, an 

insincere and narrow-minded man named Agridiotis killed him by an act of perfidy.   

 

 

/// 
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“…Beopoulo was killed, Ibrahim’s nephew, 

  Up on the mountain of Lasta, on the cliff of Nerotes 

   And it is there that you should here cries, turkish mournful songs”!… 
/// 

   Ibrahim, of course, heard the bad news both from prisonners and his own 

officers, and he looked like an abandonned wild animal (we are not implying that 

he had been a Saint until that time). After ordering the entire camp to mourn for 

the loss of his nephew, he decided to revenge his death by destroying mountainous 

Gortynia with fire and sword. His soldiers patrolled the wild forests, combing the 

area, inch by inch.   

  In August 1826, Ibrahim arrived at Valtesiniko and set his headquarters 

in the house of Panagiotis Sarris. Later on, he sent his troops to the stockyards and 

gathered thousands of goats, oxen and other animals so that the hunted Greeks find 

nothing to eat.   

Of course, he didn’t find anyone in the village. The people managed to get away 

and to escape humiliation and slaughter. Ibrahim burnt all the houses apart from 

three. One of them was the house he lived in. The other one was the mansion of 

Despotis family, which served as a food storehouse. Finally, the third house was 

saved by a Turk, who lived in Lagadia before the Revolution and was friends with 

his owner, Anagnostis Christopoulos, who was from Valtesiniko. All the other 

houses were totally destroyed, as older people used to narrate. Before burning the 

village of Valtesiniko, Ibrahim had already burnt Lasta, Vytina and 

Magouliana.  

I still remember part of a relevant popular song taught to us by our teacher, 

Stathis Vrachnos, that we used to sing all together on national holidays and on 

excursions:                                      

 /// 

          Ibrahim, Ibrahim pasha passed, 

Ibrahim, pasha passed with eighteen thousand men, 

They ravaged Lasta, Vytina and all the houses,  

They burnt Magouliana and Valtesiniko… 

                                 ///            
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People from Vytina, Magouliana and Valtesiniko gathered and turned back 

to find a way to save themselves. Some of them split into small groups and entered 

the thick and impassable woods to avoid danger. Approximately three hundred 

people or more chose the Monastery of Saint Nicolas in Valtesiniko as a 

refuge. 
 

 ___///___ 

       Mountain of Valtesiniko 

       Up in “Grias Lithari”. 

       Cold water comes out   

       of a cold water spring… 

                                          And young girls go there  

                                         to wash themselves 

            And they freeze!    

                                Young Greek fighters go there      

                                   And heal their wounds! 
 

Zantes went there to hide too, but because he had denied his services during the 

Monastery’s construction, he was not let in. So, that miserable man left the place, 

went to Ibrahim’s camp and revealed to him were his compatriots were hiding. The 

Turks got there at once and troubled their minds trying to find a way to force the 

people confined in the Monastery to surrender or to exterminate them. 

They captured about thirty people that were hiding in the thick bushes of that area, 

believing that the enemy would never get down there. How could they possibly think 

that treason makes even the most impossible things happen? The Turks killed even 

the horse of Dimitris Bakouras, a man from Magouliana, who had left it there 

to graze.  
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     The people confined in the Monastery answered the Turks‘ call for 

surrender with mass shootings, which resulted to the death of 

numerous invaders. Taking the Monastery just by attacking was 

impossible, because the quick and proper interventions carried out by 

fighters Anagnostis Christopoulos, Panagiotis 

Dimitrakopoulos, Andrikos Giannopoulos, Charalampos 

Giannopoulos and many other assistants and co-fighters had 

enhanced its fortifications and defensive supporting structures.  

/// 

     “...We have bullets, gunpowder and we will share them…” 
/// 

 

 The French officers began to organize the operation for the fall or the 

destruction of the Monastery. They created special levers with all 

materials available (winches), with which they placed heavy stones 

inside the rocks‘ openings. But this proved to be ineffective, because 

big gaps were underneath the rocks and the stones would roll into the 

deep gorge, making loud noise. 

  

       It was then that this ludicrous man, Zantes, arrived as a deus ex machina. He 

showed the besiegers a spot in a rock of the Monastery, where there was a big 

natural hole. Years ago, the monks had filled this hole with large and solid wooden 

boards. On the top, they had rammed down a thick layer of earth and they had 

planted wild herbs and bushes. These had become thicker and they would give an 

impression of homogeneity with the rest of the ground, without causing the slightest 

suspicion. Underneath the rock, there was a huge cave that served as a storehouse 

for grains, legumes, various types of food and different sorts of objects.  

___ ///___ 

“... Oh Monks, bring the brave men bread to eat!… 

Be cautious, oh monk s, not to turn us in!” 
____ ///____ 

 

Fighters (Dupré. Paris 
1825). Gennadeios 
Library-American 
School of Classical 

Studies 
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After Zantes‘ suggestion, the enemy opened the hole and 

started to throw in lit firewood, sulfur and other flammable 

materials.  All of the patriots who were there drew back 

inside and crowded on the opposite side. There was no fear 

of fire spread because the dividing rock was protecting 

them. Smoke would go through the cracks and disperse into 

the air. The only negative point was the burning of food. 

Had the siege lasted longer, they wouldn’t have withstood 

hunger and thirst. 

 

                          ______///_____       

 

They set the cliff on fire!… 

The grains caught fire! 

And they were singing! 

“Now you’ll see, oh you Turk, 

you’ll see how people submit!” 

And the fire saved them! 

                           And the weapons were inflammable! 

   
When the invaders saw that they were troubling themselves without 

any result, they threw water into the hole and put out the fire. This is 

what saved the nearly burnt wheat grains that we used to find and 

collect when we were children. 

Then the enemy soldiers, armed with pistols and yataghans, tied themselves up with 

ropes and began climbing down the rock. Fortunately, our people took immediately 

notice of them and they shot and killed one by one those who were approaching 

them. This lasted many hours, until the besiegers understood that there was nothing 

to be gained with their insistence. All they achieved was pointless losses.                                 
                                        __ ///  _ 

       “…Oh our Saint, bless our swords! Bless our hands too”! 
                                              ___///___ 
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In any case, those armed soldiers must have been very tough, dary and competent, 

because they managed to injure some of our people, despite their disadvatageous 

position. Georgios Christopoulos, a very energetic man that observed this operation 

sleepless was among the Greeks. The Turks that were outside aimed at the cracks, 

the holes and the embrasures and they would shoot incessantly. Some of the bullets 

would hit the target and wound our fighters. Andrikos Giannopoulos was 

among the wounded.   
 Suddenly, a Turk placed a stone slab over his head, to protect it, and dashed for the 

lower door to start a fire.   

  Georgios Panagoulias, from Valtesiniko,* aimed at him at once and the bullet 

passed  “in one temple and out the other”, as Fotakos says. Those who were 

following hesitated and run back. 

 

 
 
 
 
 

    Παναγούλιας  -Κούνας 

                           

Panagoulias, Kounas 

 

The Sultan orders to burn Zarelis’ and Panagoulias’ 

sheepfolds, Kounas’ nests… 

When Christaras and Diamantis hear this, 

They kiss their yataghans, they kiss THE HOLY CROSS! 

And the Koufala of Krania*…and they go to fight! 

It was the fifteen of August, the day of the Virgin. 
*(Koufala of Krania: “tiny church”, or “shrine”, 

in the hollow of the old pine tree) 

                                                            

                        

 

 

Fighters from 

Valtesiniko: 
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Nevertheless, they did not abandon their goal. They gathered more wood and, at 

night, they made a huge pile in the middle of the rock, in front of the Monastery. 

They were planning to set fire, hoping that it spreads into the Monastery and burns 

the besieged. The French officers would implement whatever their evil spirit would 

think up. But the Greeks observed every enemy move sleepless.  They could hear the 

noice, but the moonless night was veiling the enemy’s endeavour. They were 

shooting blindfold. So, this is what they decided to do: They cut their fustanellas 

and their large shirts into pieces, they soaked them in oil, they lit them up and they 

threw them outside to see in the darkness. These clothes hitched on the edges of the 

rocks and created a strong illumination. Thus, they ensured unerring 

markmanship. Their bodies were falling one after the other. Those who were still 

alive took the bodies of their dead, lifted them up on their shoulders and carried 

them to a place fifteen minutes away, into the mouth of a cave called Propanti, right 

in the middle of the plain. It was there that they left the dead bodies to protect them 

from being exposed and eaten by birds of prey and wild animals. If anyone casts a 

stone there, no sound will be heard. You can imagine the chaos existing underneath 

the cave. Only speleologists can explain this.  

 

The besiegers were disappointed and decided to leave. At dawn, they gathered all 

metal materials and began to clash them against the rocks, causing a defeaning 

noice. It seemed as if this was their farewell message. Our people thought that the 

enemy was implementing new devilish tricks and were afraid. They thought that 

this would be the end. 

 

The most composed amongst them advised the others to be patient, until they find 

out exactly what was going on.  

 

A monk named Kyprianos grabbed a Grail and started shouting: “Brother 

Christians! Those of you who fasted and those of you who did not, 

come and receive the Holy Communion”. 
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-----  ///  ----- 

                      The Father Superior says to them                                               

                                         in secret: 

                  ‘‘Children, come and receive communion, 

                               come and confess… 

                                    This is not like last year, 
       

                               This is a black summer!”… 

                               Either we send away all the Turks, 

                          or we all get lost”! 
 
 
 
    But things took a different course.  The enemy was tired, desperate and sleepless 

because of their unfruitful and bloody operation and they decided to quit and leave. 

Sullen silence followed after they went away. Some Greeks had scrambled over the 

opposite rocks and had watched the events without being seen. As they watched the 

enemy leave, they got down, went closer and shouted to the confined to get out, 

because the danger was over. The latter didn’t believe it. They thought that the 

enemy had told them to do so, in order to deceive them. At noon, they made sure 

that they were not in danger and one by one, they started to get out and jump for 

joy, being cautious and proud at the same time. It was something unbelievable. 

They were saved by a miracle!  

 

                “ …And the bold men are among the humble” …  
            Κ. Palamas 

 

They began to clean up the area from the embers and put an 

order to the mess. But they were still cautious because the 

enemy could appear all of a sudden and surprise them. They 

placed strong guards all around, while the rest of them did 

their work silently and safely.  

 

 

 

 

Genesis 
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 Chirstos Spiliotopoulos, from Dimitsana, was found nearly dead inside the 

Monastery’s kitchen. He didn’t make it into the Monastery in time and hid in the 

kitchen, behind a pile of woods. The night the enemy got close, they found him and 

tortured him ruthlessly. They cut his nose and ears and pricked him all over with a 

lance. His relatives tried to save him, but they didn’t make it. He passed away in 

their hands, groaning like a young bull because of the horrible pain.                                                          

                                                 

              Oh you, birds of the Church  

         And nightingales of the Sanctuary, 

                 Why don’t you sing sadly  

                   and with discontent, 

                     to wake him up,  

               at the time of death, 

        I would make your wings silver, 

           And your claws golden… 

     
 

 

As the Turks were leaving, they searched in the bushes and the undergrowth of the 

area and managed to capture more than one hundred and fifty people: men, women 

and children. The strongest of them were sent to the Egyptian slave trades. After the 

Liberation of Greece, few of them got back home.  

Among them were a few women, who found their husbands married 

to other women, because they thought that their wives had been gone 

forever. They following popular song is still sung: 

  

“…I wish the mountains got shorter and the plains taller,  

so that I could see you again, my Christina, even if I had to 

die at that very moment”. 
  

  

Jesus Crucified on the Prothesis 
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 Those people suffered a lot and experienced many unpleasant adventures in the 

wild Africa. A woman said that she was sold and bought fourty times in a day! 

 

After healing its wounds and restoring its damage, Saint-Nicolas Monastery 

continued to operate many years after the Liberation. It was parish and under the 

authority of Dimitsana’s Cathedral. Until the first years of the Revolution, the 

Monastery’s internal regulation was kept there, in the Monastery’s files. Later on, it 

was lost. It seems that it was used together with other documents for making 

cartridges at crucial times of war.   

 

According to unfounded traditional reports, the Monastery lost its administrative 

independence with time and passed under the superintendence of the Monastery of                   

the Virgin.  

 

 

This Monastery of the Virgin lies in the middle of the trip from 

Valtesiniko to Saint-Nicolas. The small church still exists today and 

it is decorated with very beautiful hagiographies, inconceivably 

maltreated by the vindictive lancings of the savage enemy soldiers.                                                         

This Monastery too was damaged during Ibrahim’s invasion.  

 

It lies in a big forest, from which his soldiers carried wood to burn 

Saint-Nicolas Monastery during the siege.                                                                                                                                              

                                                                                                                                  

During the Bavarian Regency, a Decree was drawn up, ordering the 

dissolution of all the monasteries in the country that did not have a 

specific number of monks. Saint-Nicolas was one of these 

monasteries. Since that time, it belongs to the Church of Agios 

Georgios (Saint-George), in Valtesiniko.   

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                

 
The Virgin, picture from the Holy 

Monastery of the Assumption of 

the Virgin in Valtesiniko.  
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    ___///___                                                                                   

    

                                                                                                               

I told you once,                                                                                                                       

I told you three and five times:                                                                 

 

The sword is my vizier.                                                                   

The rifle is my pasha.                                                                                                                                                 

 

I am a King myself,                                                             

I am a klepht myself!   

                                                                                                                                                                         

                                                                                                      

    ____ ///____                                                                                  
                                                                                                            

 
                                                                                            
                                                                                                             
                                                
  * Georgios Panagoulias, or Giorgikos, was the son of Christos Panagoulias, to whom this popular 

poem refers. They were initiated in the Society of Friends and they were known in Greece as chieftains 

of Kolokotronis, Plapoutas and Deligiannis. After Christos‘ glorious death at Trikorfa, Giorgikos led 

Valtesiniko’s fighters. He is the one that killed Lalaios, a Turkish officer, in the battle at the Monastery 

of Saint Nicolas, and helped the Greeks gain advantage over the enemy at a crucial point of the battle. 

Nestor Bouboulis cites detailed arguments in his book, while tradition confirms them too.    

Α.Panagoulia.                                                                                                                              

 

 

 

                                                                     Translation by Koutsoukou Maria 

        Translator-Interpretor 

                                                                             Ionian University, Corfu-Greece 
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Adamantia Panagoulia Koutsoukou inserted and enriched Chrisostomos Krimpas‘ 

study, wrote the general introduction to the subject, selected and inserted the poems, 

copied, formatted and inserted the photos, and finally sent the passage to inarcadia.gr.  

Maria Koutsoukou carried out the translation. 

 

The poems were taken from the following books:1) Mpampis Mouroutsos, 

ΔΗΜΟΤΙΚΑ ΤΡΑΓΟΥΔΙΑ ΤΗΣ ΑΡΚΑΔΙΑΣ (POPULAR SONGS OF ARCADIA), 2) 

N. Mpoumpoulis, ΜΝΗΜΕΣ ΑΠΟ ΤΟ ΒΑΛΤΕΣΙΝΙΚΟ ΚΑΙ ΤΑ ΓΥΡΩ ΧΩΡΙΑ 

(MEMORIES FROM VALTESINIKO AND THE SURROUNDING VILLAGES). 

 

The photos were taken from the following sources: 1) Mpampis Mouroutsos, 

Δημοτικά Τραγούδια της Αρκαδίας (Popular Songs of Arcadia) 2) Petros Sarantakis, 

Tα Μοναστήρια της Αρκαδίας (Arcadia’s Monasteries), 3) Christos 

Papadimitrakopoulos, Βαλτεσινίκο ο τόπος μας (Valtesiniko, our place), 4) Άπαντα του 

Κολοκοτρώνη (Biography of Kolokotronis), Ed. Istorikes Ekdoseis, 5) The 

Gennadeios Library – American School of Classical Studies, 6) The Calendar of The 

National Bank of Greece, 7) The Greek National Gallery, 8) Benaki Museum. 

 

All hagiographies are from Paliomonastiro. 
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1)Our honourable teacher, Chrisostomos Krimpas, for doing me the honour to let me 

use this important study of his and for all those valuable things he always offers us.   

2)Our respectable compatriot, Georgios Matsakas, because he inspired to me the 

necessity to saveguard, promote and share our village’s historical and cultural 

heritage. 

3)My beloved colleague and friend, Mpampis Mouroutsos, who gladly accepted my 

using his remarkable book. 

4)The vigilant guard of Arcadia’s treasures, Petros Sarantakis,  who took the initiative 

to offer photos from his book. 

5)Our good compatriots and friends, brothers Kostas and Christos 

Papadimitrakopoulos, for the photos from their interesting book on Valtesiniko. 

6)My daughter, Maria, because she appreciated the purpose of this assignment and 

carried out its translation. 

7) It would be a serious omission if I didn’t thank my father, Fotios G. Panagoulias, 

who always reminds us of our duty as to the Fighters from Valtesiniko. 

 

Thank you.  

Athens, Palaio Faliro, 9/3/2005 

Adamantia Panagoulia-Koutsoukou 
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