Texter till sangerna av Mikis Theodorakis och Stavros Xarchakos, 3 jJuli 2025

FAMILY & FRIENDS & FREEDOM - MIKIS THEODORAKIS 100 YEARS
Torsdag 3 juli 2025 19:00 Lundsbergs kyrka

Music Quartet of The Larissa Philharmonics: Andriana Balamoti, alto, Christos
Sacharias,baryton, Michalis Sambanis, klarinett, Christos Ktistakis, piano

Maria Jacobson Picasso, sopran, Markus Borg, tenor, presentation & deklamation,
Silvio Merazzi, trumpet, Johannes Rydén, cello, Max Merazz-Jacobson, piano

1. I fruktrddgardarna (XTA NMEPIBOAIA) fran Balladen om den déda brodern
(1962) Text: Mikis Theodorakis, 1925-2021

I frukttrddgardarna

| fruktradgardarna, i de blommande tradgardarna
ska vi dansa som forr i tiden

och vi bjuder in Doden

att ta sig ett glas med oss och sjunga med.

Hall i klarnetten och skalmejan

sa kommer jag med min lilla luta

Ah, jag kommer ocksa....

du tog mig nar jag var inne i elden, mitt i striden, Dod
lat oss ga till fruktradgardarna och dansa

| fruktrddgardarna, i de blommande tradgardarna

Om jag vinner éver dig, D6d, drickande vin

Om jag vinner dver dig, Ddd, dansande och sjungande
da ska du lata mig leva annu en natt.

Hall ditt hjarta, min séta mor,
for jag ar sonen som kom tillbaka for att fa en blick av dig igen
Ah, bara en enda blick...

Nar jag drog till fronten, mor

Kom du inte for att ta avsked av mig

Du var upptagen med arbete i andra manniskors hus, sa helt allena steg jag pa pa
det tdg som férde mig bort fran livet ...

In the Orchards

In the orchards, in the blooming gardens
we shall dance like in the old days

let us invite Death

to have a drink together and sing along.

Hold the clarinet and zurnas

and | will come with my little baglamas

Oh, | will come, too...

you took me while | was in the fire of the battle, Death
let's go to the orchards to dance now
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In the orchards, in the blooming gardens

if | beat you, Death, while drinking wine

if | beat you, Death, while dancing and singing
then you must grant me another night to live.

Hold your heart, my sweet mother,
for | am the son who came back for a glance of yours
Oh, for just one glance...

When | got off to the front, little mother

you didn't come to see me

You were busy working in other people houses, so, all alone
| got on the train

that took me beyond life...

2TA NMEPIBOAIA

210 TTEPPOAIA, HEC OTOUG AVBIOUEVOUG KATTOUG
oav aANoTe Ba oTricouuEe Xopo

Kal Tov Xdpo Ba KaAéoouue

va TTIOUPE avTApa Kal va TpayoudAooupE hadi

Kpdta 10 KAapivo kal To {oupva

Kl eyW Ba "pBw PE TOV PIKPO POU TOV UTTAYAQNG
Ay, KI eyw Ba "pbw...

HEG OTNG HAXNG TN QWTIA UE TIPEG, XApE

TTAPE oTa TTEPPOAIA yIa Xopd

210 TTEPPOAIA, HEG OTOUG aVBIOUEVOUG KATTOUG
av o€ TTapw, XApe, OTO KPAOi

av o€ TTApwW OTOV XOPO Kal 0TO TPayoudI

TOTEG XAPIOE PJOU pIag VUXTIAS Cwn)

Kpdrta tnv kapdid oou, Java YAUKIAQ
KI EYW €iY’ 0 y10G TTOU YUPIOE YIA PIG OOU PaTIA
Ax, yia pia pard..

MNa 1o HETWTTO oav £Quyda, PavouAa

€oU dev NPOeg va e O€Ig

=€VOOOUAEUEG KAl TTAPA HOVOG UOU TO TPEVO
TTOU PE TTAYE TTEP’ aTT’ TN CWH)...

2. Vackra stad (Opop@n M6An) ur sangcykeln Lipotaktes. (1962) Text: Mikis
Theodorakis bror Giannis Theodorakis (1932-1996)

Vackra stad

Vackra stad — roster — melodier

Oandliga gator - stulna blickar

Solen forgyller hander skingrade som frén
Berg — halvt byggda torn — utstrackta hav.
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Du blir min innan dagen blir natt.
Innan solens sista stralar kastat ut sina nat,
kommer Du att vara med mig.

Natten ar har! Fonster har stangts som grindar.
Natten har fallit! Gator har forsvunnit.

Beautiful City

Beautiful city — voices — melodies

Infinite streets — stolen glances

The sun gilds hands scattered like seeds
Mountains — half-built towers — outstretched seas.

You’ll be mine before day turns to night.
Before the sun’s final rays cast their nets,
You’re going to be mine.

You’ll be mine before day turns to night.
Before the setting sun throws its nets,
You’re going to be mine.

Night has come! Windows have closed like gates.
Night has fallen! Streets have passed away.

‘Opopen MoAn

Opuopen TOAN PWVES HOUCIKEG
atrEPAVTOI OPOUOI KAEPPEVEG HATIEG
0 NAIOG XpuaiCel xEpla oTTapuéva
Bouva kai yiamd eAdyn atTAwuéva

©Oa yivelg dIKId pou TTpIv £€pBel N vUxTa
T XAWMPA Ta QUTA TTPIV pigouv dixTua
Ba yiveig dIKIG pou

©Oa yivelg dIKId pou TTpIv £€pBel N vUxTa
Ta XAWMPA Ta QUTA TTPIV pigouv dixTua
Ba yiveig dIKIG pou

H vixTa €épTace Ta TTapdbupa KAsioav
n voxrta £ece ol OpOuoI Xadnkav...

3. Mane, du féorhdxade mig (PEFTAPI MATIA MOY ‘KANEZX) 1961/62 Text: Errikos
Thalassinos (1927-2000)

Mane, du forhdxade mig
Mane, du forhaxade mig
och jag flackar omkring pa frammande marker
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mitt hem lamnat foraldralost
aftonen outhardlig

och bergen dystra

Ah! Himlen skickade ut en fagel
for att ge talmod till min mor

Ah! Himlen skickade ut en fagel
en liten svala,

som flég och gjorde sitt bo

i tradgardens plommontrad
bredvid verandan,

Ah!ll Himlen skickade ut en fagel
for att ge talamod till min mor

For att ge talamod till min mor
insvept i nasduken,

hemgift till min lillasyster

och till grannflickan

en varm kyss pa lapparna.

Ahlll Himlen skickade ut en fagel
for att ge talamod till min mor

Moon, you put a spell on me
Moon, you put a spell on me
and I'm roaming foreign lands
my home left orphaned

the eventide unbearable

and the mountains glum

Oh! Heaven sent out a bird

to bring courage to my mother

Oh! Heaven sent out a bird

a little swallow,

to go and make its nest

on the garden's bullace

next to the porch,

Oh!!l! Heaven sent out a bird
to bring patience to my mother

To bring patience to my mother
wrapped in the handkerchief,
dowry to my little sister

and to the little girl next door

a sweet kiss on the lips...

Oh!ll heaven sent out a bird

to bring patience to my mother

OEITAPI MATIA MOY ‘KANEZX
deyydpl Payla Pou ‘Kaveg



Kal TTEPTTATW OTA EEva

gival To OTTiTI OPPAVO
apaocTaxTo 1o deIANIVO

Kal Ta Bouvd KAauéva

2TEIAE oUPAVE POU £va TTOUAI
va TTAgl oTn JAva UTTOPOVA

2TEIAE oupaVE Pou Eva TTOUAI
éva XeAIBOVAKI,

vVa TTAEl va XTIOEl TN QWAIA
OTOU KATTOU TNV KOPOoUNnAId
OITTAQ OTO UTTAAKOVAKI,
oTeiAE oupaveé Pou Eva TTOUAI
va TTAgl oTN JAvVa UTTOPOVA

Na 1Tadel oTn gAva UTToPovA
OguEvN OTO PavTiAI

TIPOIKIA OTNV adEPPOUAQ UoU
KAl OTn YEITOVOTTOUAQ JOU
YAUKO @IAi oTa X€iAn

2TEIAE oUPAVE POU Eva TTOUAI
va TTAgl 0TN JAVA UTTOUOVA

4. Taget gar klockan &tta (TO TPENO ®EYTEI XTIZ OXTQ) (1961) Text: Manos
Elefteriou (1938-2018)

Taget gar klockan atta

Taget gar klockan atta

En resa till ‘Katerini’

Den dar manaden november kommer inte
den dar attan kommer du inte att minnas
den dar attan kommer du inte att minnas
Taget gar till ‘Katerini’

Den dar manaden november kommer inte

Jag traffade dig nyss,

drickande Ouzo pa vid "Lefteris”

Natten kommer inte till nagot annat stalle
Att ha sina egna "hemligheter”

Att ha sina egna "hemligheter”

och komma ihag vem som kanner till dem
Natten kommer inte till ndgot annat stalle

Taget gar klockan atta

Men, du, alldeles ensam, ar kvar.
Du haller utkik i ‘Katerini’

i dimman, fem till atta

i dimman, fem till atta

som blivit en kniv i ditt hjarta

dar du haller utkik i ‘Katerini’



The train leaves at eight

The train leaves at eight

for a trip to Katerini

That month November will not come
that eight you won't remember

that eight you won’t remember

The train is going to Katerini

That month November will not come

| met you again recently

sipping you ouzo by Lefteris's
Night won't come to another place
having your own secrets

having your own secrets

And to remember, who knows them
Night won’t come to another place

The train leaves at eight

But you have remained alone
You keep vigil in Katerini

In the fog, five to eight

In the fog, five to eight

Turned into a knife in your heart
You keep vigil in Katerini.

To Tpévo PpeUyEl OTIG OXTW
To TpEvo QeUyEl OTIG OXTW
Tagid yia Tnv Karepivn
NoéuBpng pnvag o€ Ba ueivel
va un Bupdoal oTIG OXTW

va un Bupdoal oTIC OXTW

TO TPEVO yia Tnv Katepivn
NoéuBpng pnvag o€ Ba ueivel

2¢ Bprka TTaAI Laevika

va TTiVeIG oUuCo oTou AeuTépn
vUxTa ¢ Ba 'pbel ' AAAa pépN
va 'XeIg 01K 0oU PUOTIKA

va 'X€IG OIKA OOU PHUOTIKA

Kal va Bupdoal TTo1oG Ta EEPEI
vUxTa O¢ Ba 'pBel ' GAAa pépN

To TpEvo QeUyEl OTIGC OXTW

MO €00 JOVAXOG 00U €XEIG UEIVEI
OKOTTIA QUAAG oTnv KaTtepivn
MED' OTNV OMiXAN TTEVTE OXTW
MEC' OTNV OMiXAN TTEVTE OXTW
Maxaipl oTn KapdI& oou gyivel



OKOTTIA QUAAG oTnv KaTtepivn

5. Flyktingen (O APATIETHZ) ur Balladen om Mauthausen (1966)
Text: lakovos Kambanellis (1921-2011) / Mikis Theodorakis (1925-2021)

Flyktingen (Gversattning cantabile Lars Forsell)
Jag heter Jannis, jag har rymt

fran fangelset, for det var grymt

Jag vill va’ fri, fri liksom ni

fran fangelset ni inte kanner

Sag froken, ge mig litet mat,

Jag tar min frihet utan hat

Jag vill va’ fri, fri liksom ni

Och jag tror kanske vi ar vanner.

Alltid sa sager dom ‘Nej’

Ga till n@’n annan, inte mej

Jag vill va’ fri, fri liksom ni

Men fan! Vem lyssnar pa mitt skrik?

Jag heter Jannis, ge mig skydd!
Jag ar pa flykt emot min bygd
Jag vill va’ fri, fri liksom ni

Allt jag vill ar vara trygg.

Sag, Brechts landsman, vad ni vill
Jannis ar dod, ni hjalpte till

Jannis ar dod, Jannis ar dod,
Jannis ar dod, ni hjalpte till.

The fugitive

Janos Ber was from the North

The wire was more than he could stand
He dared take heart, he dared take wing,
And through the villages he ran

Give me, lady, a piece of bread,

and clothes for me to change into.

I’'ve many miles ahead, many miles to go
and lakes that | must leap across

Whenever he stops, wherever he goes,
terror and fear come after him,

a voice is heard, an awful voice:

Hide, hide from the fugitive!

Christians, I’'m no murderer,



I’m no beast to eat you up.
Escaped from the camp to go to my home,
My home, my home is where I’'m going

Ah, what deadly wilderness,

In the land, the land of Berthold Brecht.
They hand him to the SS guards

and now they take him to be hanged.

O dpatréTng

O MNavvog Mtrep atr’ 10 BopId TO CUPUA BEV AVTEXEI
Kavel kapdid, kavel ptepd

MEG OTA XWPIA TOU KAPTTOU TPEXEI

MEG OTA XWPIA TOU KAPTTOU TPEXEI

Awo’ gou Kupd Aiyo wwi Kal pouxa yia v aAAGEw
ApOPO va KAVW £XW TTOAU
TTAVW aTTO ANiPVEG va TTETALW

OT1rou oT1aBei kI 61TOU BPEebei TPOUOG Kal POPROG TTEPTEI

Kal hia wvn, @PIKTH ¢wvi
KPUQTEITE, KPUPTEITE OTT TO OPATTETN

®ovidg d¢ev eipal, xpioTiavoi, BepId yia va 0dg eaw
‘EQuya atré Tn QUAAKN
OTO OTTiTI, OTO OTTITI HOU VA TTAW

Ay, TI Bavaoiun epnuid otou MTTEPTOAVT MTTPEXT Th XWpPa
Aivouv 10 lNdavvo otoug E¢-E¢g
MNa Kp€uaoua Tov TTAvE Twpa

6. Sangernas sang (AZMA AZMATQN) (1961)
Text: lakovos Kambanellis (1921-2011)

Sangernas Sang (Gversattning cantabile Lars Forsell)
Min kara, min ros ar sa underbar,

i enkel blomullsblus, med sitt moérka har

fast uppa huv’et med en kam

Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min ros

Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min hind

Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min van

An, déttrar av Auschwitz,

ah, déttrar av Dachau,

ni sag henne vandra har forbi
ni sag henne vandra har forbi
ni sag henne vandra har forbi.

Ni sag hur hon antradde sin resa



Men utan bomullsblus, hennes morka har
var tovigt, smutsigt, utan kam

Min kara, min ros ar sa underbar,

Och modern alskade sitt barn

Och brodern holl henne sa kar

Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min ros

Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min hind
Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min van

Déttrar av Mauthausen

och dottrar av Belsen,

ni sag henne vandra har forbi
ni sag henne vandra har forbi
ni sag henne vandra har forbi.

| kélden stod hon pa den gra stationen
Hon héll ett nummer mellan frusna fingrar
med en jude-stjarna pa sitt brost

Min k&ra, min ros ar sa underbairr,

| enkel bomullsblus, med sitt morka har

Fast uppa huv'et med en kam

Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min ros
Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min hind
Och ingen vet hur underbar hon var, min van.

Song of Songs

How beautiful my love is,

With her everyday dress

And a clip in her hair

No one knew that she was so beautiful

Girls of Auschwitz,

Girls of Dachau,

Have you seen my love?
Have you seen my love?
Have you seen my love?

We saw her on a long journey.
She wasn't wearing her dress anymore,
Nor did she have a clip in her hair

How beautiful my love is

Pampered by her mother,

And her brother's kisses

No one knew that she was so beautiful,
No one knew that she was so beautiful,
No one knew that she was so beautiful,

Girls of Mauthausen,



Girls of Belsen,

Have you seen my love?
Have you seen my love?
Have you seen my love?

We saw her standing in the frozen courtyard,
With a number on her pale arm,
A yellow star over her heart

How beautiful my love is

Pampered by her loving mother,

And her brother's kisses

No one knew that she was so beautiful.
No one knew that she was so beautiful.
No one knew that she was so beautiful.

AZMA AZMATON

T1 wpaia TTOU €IV’ N aydaTn pyou

ME TO KABNUEPVO TNG POPEUa

KI éva XTEVAKI OTA MOAAICL.

Kaveig dev NEepe TTwG gival TOOO wpaia.

KotréAeg Tou AouaITg,
Tou NTaxAou KOTTEAEG,
MNV €idaTe TNV AyATIn Pou;

Tnv €idaue o€ pakpivo Tagidl,
OeV €iXe A TO POPEUA TNG
ouTE XTEVAKI OTA PJAAAIG.

T1 wpaia TToU €V’ N ayaTrn Pou,

n Xoidgpévn atro TN Java mng

Kal T adeA@oU TnG Ta QIAIA.

Kaveig dev Agepe TTwG gival TOOO wpaia.

KotréAeg Tou MaouTtxdoudev,
KOTTEAEG TOU MTTEAOEY,
MNnv €idaTte TNV aydaTrn pou;

Tnv €idapye oTnV TTAYEPN TTAATEIQ
M’ €va apiBud oT1o AoTTPOo TNG TO XEPI,
ME KiTpIVO AoTpOo O0TNV Kapdid.

T1 wpaia TTOU €iV' N aydTn Pou,

n XaidgPEVN ATTo TN JAvVA TNG

Kal T adeA@oU TNG Ta QIAICL.

Kaveig dev NEepe TTwG gival TOOO wpaia.
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7. Stranden (£TO [EPITIAAI TO KPY®O0) (1963) Text: Giorgos Seferis (1900-1971)
Nobelpriset 1931

Stranden Gversattning cantabile: Lars Forsell (1928-2007)
Vit som en duva lag havets strand

Och allt var sol och karlek allt

Torsten brann som solens fackla brann

Men havet var for salt.

Pa stranden satt vi under sol och vind,
i sanden skrev vi hennes namn

Men floden kom och havet smdg sig in
och hennes namn férsvann.

Sa vaknade vart liv i karleksbrand

men vi forstod, vi hade fel

Ah, soldrém, vinddrém, havsdrém - ni forsvann
med er férsvann var sjal.

To the hidden shore

To the hidden shore

and white like a dove

we got thirsty at noon

but the water was brackish

On the golden sand

we wrote her name

Tenderly the sea's wind blew
and the writing was erased.

With what heart, with what breath,
what desires and what passion
we took our lives-- mistake!

and we changed life.

27O TrEPIYIAAI TO KPUPO
2TO TTEPIYIAAI TO KPUYO
KI QOTTPO OQV TTEPIOCTEPI
OIYAoCANE TO JEONUEPI
Ma TO VEPO YAUPO.

Mavw otnv duuo Tnv ¢aven

ypayaue T dvoud TnG
Qpaia TTou QuUoN&e 0 PTTATNG

Kal OBACTNKE N ypooQr .
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Me 11 KapdId, PE TI TTVON,

TI TT6O0UG Kai TI TTAB0G
TAPAuE TN (wn pag. AdBog!
KI aAAGgape Cwn.

PAUS

Honeymoon Song (Av Buun@cic ro oveipo uou) (1958) Grekisk text: Nikos Gkatsos
1960 (1914-1992)
Av BupnOcig To 6veipo pou

Smekmanadssang (6versattning cantabile fran engelskan KMJ 2025)
Aldrig jag anat att en sadan dag lag framfor oss

Sol i mitt hjarta och hjartat mitt i denna sol

Och horisonten ar fri, dina 6gon sa ljusa som himlen
Karlek ar taket

Kanslorna snurrar

fria som luft

For nu och alltid, for evigt

For alltid din hand i min

Vem kunde ana att vi fick den frihet vi drémt om
Dréommen ar fri

Men vi da? bundna av karlekens band

Av karlekens band

Av karlekens band.

Vem hade anat att vi fick den frihet vi dromt om?
Drommen ar fri

Men vi da? Bundna av karlekens band

Av karlekens band

Av karlekens band

Av karlekens band

The Honeymoon Song (1959)) (Engelsk text cantabile 1963 William Sansom, 1963)
| never knew that a day like today lay before us

I've got the sun in my heart and my heart’s in the sun

Skies are as bright as your eyes

The horizon is open

Love is the ceiling

Feelings are reeling

Free as the air

Forever on and forever

Forever on side by side

Who ever knew that we two could be free as we’d fancy?
Fancy is free

But are we, who are bound to each other by love?

To each other by love

Who ever knew that we two could be free as we’d fancy?
Fancy is free

12



But are we, who are bound to each other by love?
To each other by love
To each other by love
To each other by love

Av OBuun@csic To oveipo pou

2TNV ayKaAId PJou KI atroye oav AcTpo KOIUAoOoU.
Agev aTTOPEVEI OTOV KOO0 EATTIOO KAMIA.

Twpa TTouU N vUXTA KEVTAT PE QIAIG TO KOPUi oou
METPQA TOV TTOVO

KI A0€ JE POVo

oTnVv EpnuIA.

Av Bupun0eig T’ dvelpd Pou
o€ TTEPINEVW va 'pBEIg

M’ €va Tpayoudl Tou dpduou
va 'pBeig 6velpd pou

TO KOAOKaipI

TTOU AQUTTEI T QOTEPI

ME QWG va VTUBEIC.

2TNV ayKaAid Jou oav AOTPO KOIUAOOU KI ATTOWE
€iv’ n KapdId pou KovTA oou TTOTAHI BOAS

a1’ TNG AYyATTNG TOV KATTO Yapi@aAa KOWE

Kal TTPIV va QUYwW

aoe Pe Aiyo

Va 0€ QIAW.

8. Ge dig till tals! (YITTOMONH) (1966) Musik: Stavros Xarchakos (*1939), Text:
Alekos Sakellarios (1913-1991)

Ge dig tlll tals!

Ge dig till tals!

Grannskap, din vag ar trang
kall och gra himmel

svart liv, dag och natt
molnen som enda sallskap
Talamod, talamod, talamod

Ge dig till tals

Och himlen blir blaare

Ge dig till tals

Ett citrontrad blommar i grannskapet
Talamod, talamod, talamod

Ge dig till tals
Ge dig till tals
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Be patient!

Be patient!

Neighborhood, your road is narrow
cold and grey sky

black life, day and night
cloudiness for company

patience, patience, patience

Be patient

and the sky will be bluer

Be patient

a lemon tree blooms in the neighbourhood

Patience, patience, patience
Be patient...
Be patient...

YIMOMONH

"eITovid, 0 OpPOUOG 00U OTEVOG
Maywvia kai ykpifog oupavog
Maupn Cwn, Bpadu TTpwi

Na cuvTpoPIA PIa CUVVEPIA
YTTodovr, UTTOUOVH), UTTOJOVA
KdavTte uttopovn

Ki 0 oupavég Ba yivel o yaAavog
KavTte utropovn

Mia Aepovid avBicel oTn yeITovid.

YTTodovr, UTTOUOVH], UTTOJOVA
KdavTte utropovn

Ki 0 oupavég Ba yivel o yaAavog
KdavTte utropovn

Mia Aepovid avBicel oTtn yeITovid.

YTTodovr, UTTOUOVI], UTTOUOVA
KdavTte utropovn

Ki 0 oupavég Ba yivel o yaAavog
KavTte utropovn

Mia Aepovid avBicel oTtn yeITovid.

10.Sorg / En sang om frihet (O KAHMOZ) (1960) Text: Dimitris Chistodoulou
(1924-1991)

Sorg

Kustlinjen ar himmelsvid
Vagorna gar hoga
Sorgen ar stor

Och synden bitter
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En flod flyter i mig

Blodet fran ditt sar

Och din kyss pa min mun
bittrare an blodet.

Du vet inte vad den isande kylan betyder
en kvall utan mane

Att inte veta

nar smartan kommer att ta dig.

En flod flyter i mig

Blodet fran ditt sar

Och din kyss pa min mun
bittrare an blodet.

En sang om frihet (Tolkning cantabile: Bo Setterlind (1923-1991))
Det finns ett hav, som ingen ser,

det finns en grav, dar ingen dor,

det finns en sol, som ej gar ner,

det finns en strand i varje sjal.

Och om du vill ditt val forsta

och vara fri, nar molnen ga,

sa bygg en varld, en varld att leva i,
nu galler det ditt Liv, ditt eget Liv!
sa bygg en varld, en varld att leva i,
nu galler det ditt Liv, ditt eget Liv!

Det finns en varld, som ej forgar,
det finns ett brev, som ingen last,
det finns en vind, som allt forstar,
det finns en frihet utan sar.

Och om du vill ditt val forsta

och vara fri, nar molnen ga,

sa bygg en varld, en varld att leva i,
nu galler det ditt Liv, ditt eget Liv!
sa bygg en varld, en varld att leva i,
nu galler det ditt Liv, ditt eget Liv!

Sorrow

The coastline is huge
The waves are high
The sorrow is great
And bitter the sin

Within me a river,
The blood of your wound
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And your kiss on the mouth
More bitter than blood

You don’t know what the frost

Of a moonless night means
Not to know
When the pain will take you

Within me a river,

The blood of your wound
And your kiss on the mouth
More bitter than blood

O Kanuég

Eival peyaAog o yiahog
gival yakpu 1O KUMA
gival yeyaAog o kanuog
Kl €ival TTIKPO TO KPiua

Motdui yéoa pou TTIKPO
TO diga TNG TTANYNS oou
KI a1Té TO Qipd TTIO0 TTIKPO
OTO OTOUA TO QIAi OOU

Aev &Epeig T ‘val TTaywvid
padId Xwpig peyyapl

Va JN YVWPICEIG TTOI OTIVHN
o TTévog Ba o€ TTapEl

Motdui yéoa pou TTIKPO
TO @ipa TNG TTANYNS oou
KI a1Té TO Qiua TTI0 TTIKPO
OTO OTOMA TO QIAi OOU
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Despina Vasvatekis, Larissa Symfoniorkesters ordforande skriver:
THEODORAKIS

For mig var Mikis Theodorakis en legend. Redan i min ungdom lat jag mig begeistras
av det intellektuella och estetiska arbetet som denne kreative och genuina begavning
stod for. Jag var fascinerad av det autentiska och av den 6gonéppnande sanning
som fanns i hans skapelse, av det som pa ett organiskt satt berdr vara sinnen och
forsatter sjalen i stark rorelse genom de kanslor som hans verk ar laddade med.

Musiken som trangde in i hans sjal absorberade han. Han sokte perfektion och fann
den genom att férvandla ord till musik. Han fangade musiken i texter av grekiska
diktare som Elytis, Ritsos och Seferis. Han skrev musik med begrundan och férstand.
| borjan band han ihop den grekiska melodivarlden med en europeisk musiktradition.
Darefter sokte han efter en igenkannbart modern grekisk musikstil, en stil som ger
folket och den moderna tiden en rést genom livliga, originella och medryckande
melodier

Despina Vasvatekis, chair of Larissa Symphony Orchestra writes:

THEODORAKIS

For me, Mikis Theodorakis was a legend. From my youth | have been a fan of the
intellectual and aesthetic work of this creative and genuine talent. | was fascinated by
the authenticity and the eye-opening truth of his creation, which organically touches
our senses and stirs the soul to the same extent as it is charged with emotions.

Music permeated his mind and he absorbed it. In search of perfection, he turned
words into music. He captured the music in the lyrics of Greek poets such as Elytis,
Ritsos and Seferis. He wrote music with thought and with reason. Initially he grafted
the Greek world of melodies onto the tree of European musical tradition. Then he
searched for a distinctly modern Greek form of music, expressing the people and his
era through his lively, original, and expressive melodies.

OEOAQPAKHZX

O Mikng ©@€0dwpdkng yia péva UThpEe Evag JuBog. ATTO Ta veQvIKA Pou Xpovia Eyiva
OEKTNG TNG TTVEUNATIKAG KAl aloBONTIKAG dnuioupyiag evog Trnyaiou kal aAnBivou
TaAéviou. Mg yoriteuoe n yvnoidtnTa Kai n amokaAuTITIKA aAiBeia Tng dnuioupyiag Tou
N oTToia BPICKETAI O€ OPYAVIKI) OUVOEDN WE TNV avOPWTTIVN EUaIoBNCia £€T01 TTOU Va
dovei TNV wuxn avaloya Pe T ouvalioOnUaTik @OPTION TTOU TTEPIEXEL.

H pouoiki ATav didxuTn oTo TTVEUUA TOU Kal TNV KaTéypawe. WaxvovTag tnv
TEAEIOTNTA PETOUCIWOE TO AOYO 0€ PHOUOIKA. «ayideuoé» TN JOUCIKA HECA OTOUG
aTixoug Tou EAUTN, Tou Pitoou, Tou Zedépn ..... ".'Eypawe pouoikn ye okEWn Kail Pe
Aoyo. Apxik& uTTOAIacE Tov HEAWDIKO KOO O Tou EAANVIGHOU TTdvw 0TO OEVTPO TNG
EupwTraikng HOUOIKAG TEXVNG. ZTn ouvéxEla avalnTnoe Jia KabBapd veoeAANVIKA
MouoIKA @Opua ekppalovTag Tov Aad Kal TNV €TToxA péoa atrd mn {wvTavr, Thv
TTNyaia, TNV ATTOKAAUTITIKA TOU PJEAWDIa.
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