COLLECTED SONGS

EMEIX I[TIOY MEINAME

"Euetg o pelvape otod xdua 1o oxAnpo
y1d tovg vékpoug B dvddovue ABavt

k1 otav xabel pakpid o kapaPdvi

TOD Xapov TOD psya?xou nsx?xlBavn

ot pvAun Toug Ba othcovue xopd.

"Eueig o pelvaue Ba tpdue to mpwl
H1d @éta dmo tod RAtov 16 kapPét
uéA xpvoo o dtplynTo kovPéA

kal Siywg mia 10D edPou T6 TPIPEA
unpootd Ba mpoywpdpe ot {wi.

Epstg oo pswaps Ba Byodue }ua Bpadia
omv spspla va 01I£1p0ups XOpT(lpl

kal Tplv yid mdvra 1) vixTa va pdg mdpet
Ba kdvouye T Y TpookLVNTAPL

kal Kovvia yud T dyévvnra maidid.

WE WHO HAVE SURVIVED

We who have survived on this hard land
will burn incense for the dead

and when the long caravan

of Charon the great wrestler' is lost
we'll dance in their memory.

We who have survived will breakfast on

a slice from the loaf of the sun

golden honey from unharvested honeycombs
and with no more gnawing fear

we'll move on in our life

We who have survived will go out one evening
to sow grass in the bare lands

and before night takes us for good

we will make this land a shrine

and a cradle for children yet unborn

AOZTE MOY MIA TAYTOTHTA

Agv Exw oTtitt Kt Svoua

kal kwSikeg kal vououg
al®VEG TWPA TIEPTIAT

0¢ oTolXEIWUEVOLG SpdUOUG

Tnv mikpa xw pdva pov
yuvaika Thv avayxn

otd ywuara mov xopeav
, N
Avyapnvot kat Opaykot

Eiv 4’ o 8évrpo 1o Oeod
1 pila mov Kpard He.

Aoots Hou pia TCLUTOTT]T(]

va Buund® mo1og elpat.

GIVE ME AN IDENTITY CARD

I have no home, no name,
no codes, no laws

for centuries now I walk
on haunted roads.

Bitterness for mother
necessity for wife

in this land where

Turks and Franks danced

The root that holds me
is from God's tree.

Give me an identity card
so I know who I am.




AYTH HTAN H ZQH MAX

Adya 8&v8pa AMya onitia x1 évag dSetog ovpavédg
gitav 6Aog uag o kéouog eitav 6Ao pag to Pids.
To xavdtt oto mpefdlt To mnyddt otnv avAq

T0 KOLPAYLO TNG UNTépag Tov Tata 1 cuUPouAY).

Avtf) ftav n {wi pag kt dxt dAAn
UiKpl KAt Tamevh ga kat peydin
K1 av kAmote pag mikpave — yaAdAt!

Me To kpo ue To Y16Vt ue o Sdxpv otV kapdia
To Pwudrt petpnuévo to TPooedi Atyootd
KAt oTN yn TV TPWTNH udva To ueydAo evxapiotw

Avtf) fitav n {wi pag kt dxt dAAn
U1KP1 Kal Tamelvn pa xat peydin
Kt av KAToTe pag Tikpave - xaAdAt!

THIS WAS OUR LIFE

A little tree little house an empty sky
was our whole world was our whole life.
The pitcher on the windowsill

the well in the yard,
mother's courage father's counsel

This was our life and no other
small and humble but great
if we used to be bitter — hey!

With cold with snow with a tear in the heart
bread divided small and damn little else
and for earth the first mother, great thanks

This was our life and no other
small and humble but great
if we used to be bitter — hey!

BAAE TON HAIO XYNOPO

N
Exel mou mag
ayopt Tukpapévo
PRI p
BaAe Tov HAto oOvopo
xt otav xabei
1d pdtia cov dvotyta
kal Ta peodvoyta
xToTa TV mépTa TV KA£0TH),

bl ~ \ ~
Exel mov mdg
dyopt Tkpapévo
14 \ ’ 7
kape 10 Xdpo @ilo cou
katl ot dAloyo kafdla
okioe Bouva
xt #Aa Eava
\ ~ 14
oa geyyaptod Piydla.

MAKE THE SUN YOUR LIMIT

Where you're going
embittered boy

make the sun your limit
and when it sinks

open your eyes

and at midnight

knock on the closed door.

Where you're going
embittered boy

make Charon your friend
riding your horse

split mountains

and come back

like a shower of moonlight.




H TPEAH TOY ®EITAPIOY

Wnla otod Aryevi) T dAwvia
Tig VO TEG TOD KaAokatplod

10D KATW KOOUOL TA TEAWVIA
ue A&v Tpelt) 100 Peyyaptod.

Ma éyw xpvodBovlo kpatdw
amo kapodg Bulavrivotg
N p N ,
kat T dypta Babn mov kortaw
8&v td ywpdet avBpwiov vois,

WnAa otod Atyevii Ta kdotpa
oToOV TdPo ToD TaAnkaptod

1d vuxtomovMa kdtw am dotpa
ue A&v tpelt) Tod peyyaptod.

Mad éyw xpuodPovlo kpatdw
amo kapodg Bulavrivoig

\ 5 ’ \ ’
kat T dypta Badn oo kortdw
8&v ta ywpdet avBpwimov vois.

THE CRAZY WOMAN OF THE MOON

High on Digenes' threshing-floor
those summer nights

demons of the underworld

call me the crazy woman of the moon.

But I hold a chrysobull®

from golden Byzantium

and what I see in the wild depths
the mind of no man holds.

High in Digenes' fortress

at the tomb of the palikari™

the birds of night under the stars

call me the crazy woman of the moon.

But I hold a chrysobull

from golden Byzantium

and what I see in the wild depths
the mind of no man holds.




EITAN TEZXAPA ITAIAIA

Eitav téooepa matdid
yeld oov yépo Tob Mopid
odv dypipt mdeveg

e p
Kt 0Ao Ta SackaAeves.

XeMdévia kal omabia
otig kapSiég toug apuabia
ndavw otnv Kapdrava

ue tov HAo yeitova.

Eitav téooepa mardia
ve1d oov yépo Tod Moptd
oTitt 8&v Td Ywpaye

Kl KapoOg TPOYWPAYE.

Xpdvia yadpa kai mkpa
otd Bouva Ta palakpa
K1 ETpexav Ta dipata
uéo’ ota k\etcopéuara.

K1 &rav €prace 1) Aaumpn
oToMoTAKAV 0a YauTpol
niow Toug k1 6 Bdvatog
kaPaldpng eTepwTOS,

Eiltav téooepa maidia
ye1d oov Yépo tob Mopid
téTOG S8V T KpPdTaye

Ke O Kalpog TepTATaye.

Ytpdta otpdta xat otparti
£To1 Ypdget TO XapTi
Tavw amo T avabeua
omeipav xpvodvOeua.

Mad odv dotpamie ot v
TOV KAPGOV 1) TPOOTAYN
méoav Td kakouolpa

odv KumaptocdunAa.

Eitav téooepa mardid
veld oou yépo Tod Moptd
méo’ pag dv Td yvwploeg
Kt Av 1d Ttapnydpnoes.

FOUR YOUNG MEN

There were four youths
Yiassou, Old Man of the Morea
You wrestled like a wild goat
teaching them constantly.

Swallows and swords
strung up in their hearts

up over Karitaina

with the sun their neighbor.

There were four youths
Yiassou, Old Man of the Morea
no house held them

and time was on the march

Dark bitter years
on the bald heights
blood ran down

in the gorges.

When Easter came

they dressed like bridegrooms™
and Death, the winged horseman,
rode behind.

There were four youths
Yiassou, Old Man of the Morea
no place held them

and time was on the march.

Road, road, and roads

it's written in the cards

they planted chrysanthemums
above the curse.

But when the time of orders came
like lightening on the earth

the ill-fated boys fell

like pine cones.

There were four youths
Yiassou, Old Man of the Morea
tell us if you saw them
if you comforted them.




XTON KATQ APOMO

1oV kdtw Spduo
TWEA TIOV VUXTWVEL
10 xeAMSoVL
StmAdvet Ta @repd.
Y1ov kdtw Spdpo
Bynkav ot yeirrdvor
o #va umalxkdvi

va Sobv ) ovugopd.

®épav 10 Phya tov Antod 1o Atyevn

3/ ¢ \ \ \ 7’
Kt €itav 1} dYm tov YAwun oav To Tavi.

Y1ov katw Spdpo
twpa 1oL Ppadialer

p s
mépTel T aytalet

L N ,

otod kNmov ta kKAadid.
Y10V katw Spdpo

L ,
Tiiow ar to mepPal

14 > ’
kamotog ovpAtalet

N . ,
kat okiCetat 1} kapdid.

®épav tov ASwvt 16 Alvo 10 Xproto
K1 €(tav dxdua to kopudkt Tov {eoTd.

ON THE ROAD BELOW

On the road below

now when it's getting dark
the swallow

folds its wings.

On the road below

the neighbors come out
on the balcony

to see the drama.

They were bringing Rigas, the Eagle, Digenes,
and his face was pale as linen.

On the road below

now when it's getting dark
the frost settles

on the branches in the garden.
On the road below

behind the windowsill
someone howls

the heart splits.

They were bringing Adonis Linus Christ
and his body was still warm.




YE ITOTIZA POAOXTAMO

Y1ov dAAo kdopo Tov Oa mdg
Kolta un yivelg cOvvepo

Kt d0TPO TKPO THG XAPavYHg
Kal of yvwploet 7 ydva cov
oL Kaptepel otV ToOPTA.

>¢ métioa poddotauo

ué métioeg papudkt

Tfg Taywvidg antémouvlo
Thg pnuidg yepdxt.

Mayaipt 6od ‘Swoa xpuod
kal T donuévio Tdot yov

va Tielg vepod Thg Anopovidg
kal va yapd&eig dhwto
ot Tétpa T dvoud oov.

Y& métioa poddotauo

ue moTioeg papudkt

T#§ Taywvidg antémouvlo
TG épnuidg yapdxt.

[Mape pia Bépya Avyapta
uta pia Sevrpolifavo
kal yive @eyyapodpootd
Va TECELG TA YECAVLYTA
ot Supaouévn adn oov.

>¢ métioa poddotauo

ue métioeg papudkt

Tf§ Taywvidg antémouvlo
Thg pnuidg yapakt.

I SPRINKLED YOU WITH ROSEWATER

In the other world where you'll go
see you don't become a cloud

a bitter star of dawn

so your mother recognizes you
when she is waiting at the door.

I sprinkled you with rosewater
you sprinkled me with poison
young eagle of the ice

hawk of the wasteland

I gave you a golden knife
and my silver goblet

to drink Lethe's water
and to carve your name
uneraseable in stone.

I sprinkled you with rosewater
you sprinkled me with poison
young eagle of the ice

hawk of the wasteland

Take a willow wand

a rosemary root

become the midnight dew
that falls in moonlight

in your thirsty yard.

I sprinkled you with rosewater
you sprinkled me with poison
young eagle of the ice

hawk of the wasteland
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" Charon the great wrestler, Death, appears in several poems He wrestled Digenes on the marble threshing floor.

A chrysobul was an edict from the Emperor written in red ink and sealed with a golden seal, bulla.

i Palikari is an admiring term used for a young man implying a dashing, fearless warrior.

“Traditionally, young men who die unmarried are buried dressed as bridegrooms. This is a remnant of the tradition referred to in
Herodotus when, just before the battle of Thermopylae Xerxes is told that the Spartans are combing their hair: "This is their custom: that
when they know they are going to risk their lives, they make their heads beautiful."



