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PROGRAM
Part I

1. Dimitri Mitropoulos (1896-1960): «Etol oAU atévioa (Pedale a 3 Voci)”
[= I’ve Gazed so Much]

From the song cycle 14 Inventions [“Moujpata ndoviotikd»] for voice and
piano (composed in 1925, published and premiered in 1927, first
recorded in 1992).

2. Manos Hadjidakis (1925-94): «Mépeg tou 1903, [= Days of 1903 ]

From the 11-song cycle O MeydAog Epwtikés [= The Great Erotic] op. 30
for string chamber orchestra, female and male voice, and mixed choir
(comp. in NY and Athens; rec. in Athens in 1972).

3. William Bolcom (1938): “The Next Table” [= To uthavo tpanéll]

(tr. Rae Dalven)

From the 7-song cycle Old Addresses for baritone and piano (comp. 2001,
prem. 2002, not recorded).

4. Ron McFarland (1928): “Windows” [= Ta napd8upa] (tr. Rac Dalven;
reduction by the composer)

1** movement of the String Quartet No. 2 (Windows) for strings and
soprano, which consists of a suite of 4 songs/movements set to poems by
Cavafy (comp. 1985, rec. 1994).

5. Ned Rorem (1923): “Waiting for the Barbarians™ [= Nepipévovtag toug
BapBdpouc] (tr. by the composer)

From the cycle Another Sleep (comp. 2000, prem. 2002, not recorded),
which includes 19 songs for medium voice and piano on texts by 14
authors.

This recital was made possible by the generous support of: Onassis Public
Benefit Foundation (USA) and the Foundation for Modern Greek Studies.

Special thanks to:

All the composers for their assistance and encouragement
Dr. Daniel Mendelsohn for permission to use his translations
Sandra Andrade
Artemis Leontis
Angela Evangelinos
Manuel Savidis, Curator of the C. P. Cavafy Archive

Kelsey Museum of Archaeology for permission to use images



The Alexander S. Onassis Foundation (USA), in collaboration with the
Programs of Modern Greek Studies at the University of Michigan,
Indiana University, Columbia University, Brown University, Yale

University and the School of Music in the University of Iowa, presents

the event "C.P. Cavafy in Music: A Recital of Songs and Reflections."

The event will take place six times on the following days
and at the following venues:

April 16, 2012 at 8:00 pm : Stern Auditorium, Museum of Art at the
University of Michigan, 525 S. State Street, Ann Arbor.

April 18, 2012 at 7:30 pm: The University Capitol Center Recital Hall at
the University of lowa (on the Lower Level of the Old Capitol Mall),
Iowa City.

April 20, 2012 at 8:00pm: The University Club in the Indiana Memorial

Union at Indiana University, Bloomington.

April 22, 2012 at 6:00pm: The Italian Academy for Advanced Studies in
America (Casa Italiana) at Columbia University, 1161 Amsterdam

Avenue, New York.

April 24, 2012 at 6:00pm: The Granoff Center at Brown University,
Martinos Auditorium 154 Angle Street, Providence.

April 27, 2012 at 7:00pm: The Whitney Humanities Center at Yale. 53
Wall Street, Room 208. New Haven.

6. Christian Boissel (1951): “Alexandrie” [= ®Qwvég] (1997)

7. Antiochos Evangelatos (1903-81): “@wvég” [= Voices]

From the song cycle «4 tpayoléia endvw oe motrjpata tou K. M.

KaBadn” [= 4 Songs on Poems by C. P. Cavafy] for voice and piano
(comp. 1963, rec. 1998).

8. Christian Boissel (1951): “Murailles” [= Teixn] (1997) (tr. Socrate
Zervos & Patricia Portier and the composer)

Both Boisel songs from the 14-movement suite Adieu Alexandrie (1998),
based on Cavafy’s poetry, which premiered in 2000 in Liege and
Marseille with alto Nena Venetsanou and countertenor Alain Aubain (not
recorded).

PartI1

9-11. David Gompper (1954): Shades of Love (2003) (tr. Keeley/Sherrard
and Rae Dalven)

5 Cavafy poems embedded in a cycle of 3 songs for voice and piano:
1) "To Call Up the Shades"®l[= l'a va ‘pBouv]

2) "I Went /One Night" [= Emjyo/Mua vixta]

3) "Return/Far Off" [= Enéotpede/Makpud]

In the CD Shades of Love: Four Cycles to the Poetry of Constantin Cavafy
(2011), which also includes Cavafy cycles by Jeremy Dale Roberts
(1934), Katerina Stamatelatos (1951) and Richard Pearson Thomas
(1957).

12. Calliope Tsoupaki (1963): «Makpud» [= Far Off] (comp. 1999,
prem. 2000)

From The Face of Love, a song cycle of 9 Greek songs for alto soprano and
piano «on unrequited love» composed for singer Nena Venetsanou and
included in her Greek CD The Face of Love (2002). This song will be
incoroprated in a song cycle for tenor and piano of 9 Cavafy love poems
which will be premiered by Marcel Beekman.



13. Mikis Theodorakis (1925): «H néAig» [= The City] (reduction by
Pantelis Polychronidis)

Based on a part of the 3 movement of his Symphony No. 3 for soprano,
choir, and orchestra (completed in 1981, prem. 1982 in Berlin, rec. 1984;
song rec. 2003).

14. Dimitris Papadimitriou (1959): «Auvdpwoig» [= Fortification]
(reduction by Pantelis Polychronidis)
First song in the song cycle «K. M. Kafdadng: ... mou yU' AAe&avdpvo ypddet

Ahe€avpvoc» [= An Alexandrian Writing on an Alexandrian] which in-
cludes 24 pieces (18 songs and 6 instrumental compositions) and has
been recorded with orchestra, 8 singers and two narrators (3-record CD
2007).

15. Mimis Plessas (1924): «Kepid» [= Candles] (comp. 1970s)

For voice and piano.

16. Kostas Rekleitis (1975): “When They Come Alive” [= Otav
Slayeipovran] (2011)

For orchestra, soprano and female choir; piano reduction by the
Composet.

From Part II of the cantata Cavafy Cycle (2012) for symphony orchestra,
40-member mixed choir, 7 solo voices, and 2 narrators, consisting of a
total of 27 Cavafy poems set to music, 18 in Greek and 9 in English
translations (Keeley/Sherrard).

17. Demosthenes Stephanidis (1957): "Kavafis im Genaken", based on
"Tthaca" [=18dkn] (2012, world premiere)

For voice and piano.

* All Greek texts are from K. N. KaBadn, Mowjuara 1897-1933, Ikapog 1984
and can be found on:

Thttp://www.kavafis.gr/index.asp

But Cavafy channeled energy from his family's "fall" into reflections on
time's passing. Cavafy's family story does not enter his poetry directly. Instead it ap-
pears in his thinking about transition, change, decline, and passage from one world
order to another. A book Cavafy read diligently is Edward Gibbons' Decline and Fall of
the Roman Empire, which he filled with fervent notes of violent disagreement and oc-
casional assent. Here Cavafy reveals the development of his ideas about decline. In
published and unpublished manuscripts, too, one finds his highly sophisticated dramati-
zation of historical and imaginary personae facing sudden and disastrous change in
various states of preparedness. Cavafy's small world of personal disappointments ex-
pands to incorporate a long view of historical upheavals in the Eastern Mediterranean.

The "aged" impressions that entered Cavafy's work most directly and fa-
mously come from his nightly escapades. Most Cavafy readers today know that he
secretly fled the decency, order, and claustrophobia of life in Alexandria's "good quar-
ter" to enjoy the mess, squalor, and excitement of homosexual encounters in the shops
and bars of Alexandria's "bad quarter." Cavafy was careful to keep these and other
secrets half-hidden. He did not publish some of his best poems-especially his explicitly
homosexual poems-in his lifetime. Partly this was to hide his
homosexuality, the "Hidden Things" he referred to in one of many poems he left un-
published and filed with this note: "to be kept but not published." At every turn one
sees Cavafy plotting his future by alternately revealing and hiding himself.

In large part, Cavafy's strategy of saving instead of publishing guaranteed
surprise, a necessary element of sustained fame. Cavafy understood that a poet's death
would transform his name. He wanted to ensure an affirming transformation. In his
lifetime he circulated his work only partially, never as a whole. He sent readers hand-
sewn printed copies of his poems to friends, acquaintances, and preferred readers. He
handpicked his readers-and the list changed with each new mailing, depending on his
previous reception. Cavafy's archives reveal quite deliberately and systematically this
strategy.

Cavafy left his complete works to posterity to discover, bit by bit. The story
of his reception is another important part of his legacy. People's responses to his poetry
keep his work alive. This recital explores a variety of musical responses through “The
Silken Skilled Transmemberment of Song.”

Artemis Leontis
Associate Professor of Modern Greek
University of Michigan



Who was C. P. Cavafy

C. P. Cavafy (1863-1933) was a Greek of the diaspora. Born to parents from
Constantinople, raised for a time in Liverpool and London, Cavafy wrote his finest
poetry in Alexandria, his birthplace and the city identified closely with his name.
Cavafy possessed a singular voice that resonates even in translation. British
contemporary writer E. M. Forster appreciated his original approach. He described
Cavafy as standing "at a slight angle to the universe." He introduced the poet's work to
T. S. Eliot, T. E. Lawrence, Arnold Toynbee, and others who in turn inspired new
readers to discover Cavafy's work. Yet Europe and America did not come to know it
until the 1950s. Once his work was translated, Cavafy posthumously emerged as an
enormously influential poet.

Cavafy's work has many different threads. One can be found in Cavafy's
posthumously published poem, "The Enemies." There Cavafy speaks of poets "who so
much transformed past things." In a remarkable commentary on the shaping of taste,
fashion, ideas, and literary canons, Cavafy seems to have foreseen the power of future
readers to re-evaluate his work, even as he reshaped what he inherited from his
precursors. Cavafy was a modern Plutarch, who read not just lives but historical
moments past, present, and future in parallel. He understood that hindsight sees clearly
history's unforeseen ironic turns, but the same eyes are blind to history's repetitions. He
set his art to dramatizing the emotions, desires, and reflections, however grand or
mundane, that propel people to act unwisely, then to console themselves by reliving the
past as they would have liked to play it out.

Cavafy's sources of inspiration were human dramas that had "aged." It was
the effects of time's passage as much as the drama of actual events that interested him.
"To me, the immediate impression is never a starting point for work. The impression
has got to age, has got to falsify itself with time, without my having to falsify it,"
Cavafy wrote. He found evidence of "aged" and "falsified" human drama all around
him in Alexandria, Egypt, a city that had risen to power and declined more than once in
its long history.

Cavafy's sources of "aged" impressions also contain memories from his
lifetime. Cavafy's was a rich family of the Greek diaspora with allegedly aristocratic,
Byzantine roots. His family's precipitous fall to near poverty, vacillations in the finan-
cial fortunes of the once thriving modern Greek colony in Alexandria, and breaks in
relations between Muslim and Christian, colonial and colonized populations in Egypt
are the contemporary events that shaped the modern end of Cavafy's historical sense.
One can follow the dramatic change from the Cavafy family's presence in cosmopolitan
upper class London and Constantinopolitan societies to his life as an impoverished civil
servant in the British colony of Alexandria.

Performer Biographies

Alexandra Gravas studied musicology, philosophy and German literature
at the University of Frankfurt, voice with the London-based Miss Loh
Siew Tuan and has taken master classes with Dame Vera Rosza and
Sarah Walker.

ya Her Greek roots have played a significant part in her career. The

performance of Greek contemporary composers form an essential part of

her recital programmes, alongside the German, French, Italian and English repertoire.

She has premiered works by internationally acclaimed composers like Demosthenes

Stephanidis, Mimis Plessas, Alexandros Karozas, Francis James Brown, George

Tsontakis, Achim Burg, Harue Kunieda, Constantine Caravassilis, Dante Borsetto,
Jonnusuke Yamamoto and Otto Freudenthal.

Her recordings include the symphonic work “Raven” by Mikis Theodorakis with the
State Academic Cappella of St. Petersburg, conducted by the composer, OPERA by
Dante Borsetto, Hommage a C. Cavafy and The Dream of Icarus by Alexandros
Karozas, conducted by Richard Williams, Das Wort alter Steine and Unstete Wege by
Achim Burg, “Bitter Tears” by Demosthenis Stephanidis, which won the Tomos
Contemporary Music award in the USA.

Dr. Pantelis Polychronidis is a collaborative pianist, educator and scholar,
who performs regularly in both Europe and the US. He is currently on the
Piano Faculty at the Institute for the International Education of Students
(IES) in Vienna, Austria; a Visiting Scholar at the Modern Greek Program
at the University of Michigan; and this term a Martin Luther King,
Jr.eCésar ChavezeRosa Parks Visiting Professor, also at Michigan. He
received his Bachelor in Musical Studies from the University of Athens with emphasis
on ethnomusicology and historical musicology. He obtained his M.A. in Solo Piano
and Collaborative Piano from Bowling Green State University, Ohio. He went on to
obtain a Doctorate of Musical Arts (DMA) from the University of Michigan, where he
studied with Martin Katz. During his U.S. studies Polychronidis was supported by a
Fulbright and an Onassis scholarship. He is completing two Postdoctoral Programs at
the University for Music and Performing Arts in Vienna, in Lied accompanying and
Chamber music, with Charles Spencer and Roswitha Heintze respectively.

ki

Vassilis Lambropoulos is the C. P. Cavafy Professor of Modern Greek at the
University of Michigan, teaching in the Departments of Classical Studies and
Comparative Literature. His books are Literature as National Institution: Studies in the
Politics of Modern Greek Critcism (1988), The Rise of Eurocentrism: Anatomy of Inter-
pretation (1993) and The Tragic Idea (2006). He has co-edited the volumes The Text

and Its Margins: Post-Structuralist Approaches to Twentieth-Century Greek Litera-
ture (1985) and Twentieth-Century Literary Theory: An Introductory Anthology (1987),

and a special issue of the journal October, "The Humanities as Social
Technology” (1990). He is currently writing a book on the idea of revolution in
modern tragedy.



1. ‘EtoL oAU atévica —
Tnv epopdld £T0L TOAU aTévioa,

TIoU MANPNG Elval AUTAG N OPACIG pou.

IPOMEG TOU owaToG. KOKKva XeAn. MEAN ndovika.

MoAALd oav amod aydApota eEAANVIKA TTappéva
navra £popda, KL axTEVIOTA oav eival,
Kal méptouy, Alyo, EmAvw ot AoTIpa. LETWTIAL.
Mpoowma TNG ayamnng, 6omwe tabeley
n moinolg Hov .... LEG OTEG VUXTEG TNG VEOTNTOC OV,

MEoa OTECG VUXTEG MOV, Kpudd, CUVAVINUEVA ...

2. Mépeg tou 1903
Aev Ta nUpa MO EQVA — TOL TOOO YPryopa XAUEVA ....
TOL TTOLNTLKA TOL LATLA, TO XYAWMO

TO POOWTIO .... OTO VUXTWHO TOU SpOLOU ....

Agv Ta nUpa LA — T amokTnO&vTa KAt TUXNV OAWG,
Tou £tol eVKoAQ mapaitnoa:
KOLL TIOU KOUTOTIL JE aywviov rBela.
Tal TOWNTLKA T LATLA, TO XAWWO TO IPOCWTTO,

Ta XelAn ekeiva 6ev ta nUpa L.

MNdvta otov vou cou VAaxeLg tTnv 10akn.
To $Bacpov ekel €V’ 0 TPOOPLOUOG GOU.
AANAG pun BLalelg to tageidt Stohou.
KaAAitepa xpovia oAAd va SlapkEeL:
KalL YEPOG TiLaL V' apdEeLg oto vnot,

mAoloLog e 6oa KEPSLOEG oTOV SpOUO,

un mpoodokwvrtag mAoUTtn va o€ SwoeL N 184k

H 18dkn o’ €6woe T’ wpaio Tageist.
Xwpig avtnv 6ev BaByaiveg atov Spdpo.

AN\a Sev €xeL va o SwoeL TiLaL.

Kt av mtwxtkn thv BpeLg, n 16dkn dev os yéhaoe.

‘EtoL 0o Og o EyLveg, Ue Toon TEipa,

ndn Oa to katdAafeg n 10AKeG TL onpaivouv.

Always in your mind keep Ithaca.

To arrive there is your destiny.

But do not hurry your trip in any way.

Better that it last for many years;

that you drop anchor at the island an old man,
rich with all you’ve gotten on the way,

not expecting Ithaca to make you rich.

Ithaca gave you the beautiful journey;
without her you wouldn’t have set upon the road.

But now she has nothing left to give you.

And if you find her poor, Ithaca didn’t deceive

yOLl.

As wise as you will have become, with so much
experience,

you will understand, by then, these Ithacas; what
they mean.

(trans. Daniel Mendelsohn)



17. 104akn

Yo ByeLg otov mnyapd yia tnv 10akn,

va eUXECAL VAVOL LaKPUG 0 SpOOG,

VEUATOG TIEPUTETELEC, YEUATOG YVWOELC.

Toug Aawotpuydvag kot toug KUKAwmag,

tov Bupwpévo Mooeldwva pn popaoat,
Tétola otov §pouo cou oté cou Sev Ba BpeLg,
av pEV’ n okeWLg oou uPnAn, av eKAeKTH
OUYKIVNOLG TO TIVEU LA KOLL TO CWLOL 00U ayyilEL.
Toug Aatotpuyodvag Kat toug KUkAwmag,

tov dyptlo Nooelbwva dgv Ba CUVAVTHCELG,

av &ev toug kouBaveic peg otnv Yuxr couv,

av n Yuxr oou eV TOUG OTAVEL EUNMPOG COU.

Na ebxeoat vavat pakpug o Spouog.

MoAAG ta KaAoKaupLVa TpwLd va ivat

TIOU HE TL EUXAPLOTNOL, LE TLXAPA

Ba pnaivelg oe ApEvag MPWTOELSWHEVOUG:

VO OTOUOTNOEL 0° epmopeio DOLVIKIKA,

KOl TEG KOAEG TIPAYUATELEG V' QTIOKTH OELG,
oeviedLla Kal KopaAALa, KexpLumapLa k' €Bevoug,
Kat ndovika pupwdikd kabe Aoyng,

000 Uropeig o ddpBova NEoVIKA LUPWEIKA:

o€ TIOAELG ALYUTITLAKEG TTOAAEG VoL TTaLG,

VoL MABELG KaL va LABELG amt’ TOUG OTIOUSACHEVOUG.

17. Ithaca

As you set out on the way to Ithaca

hope that the road is a long one,

filled with adventures, filled with discoveries.
The Laestrygonians and the Cyclopes,
Poseidon in his anger: do not fear them,
you won’t find such things on your way

so long as your thoughts remain lofty, and a
choice emotion

touches your spirit and your body.

The Laestrygonians and the Cyclopes,
savage Poseidon; you won’t encounter them
unless you stow them away inside your soul,

unless your soul sets them up before you.

Hope that the road is a 1ong one.

Many may the summer mornings be

when — with what pieasure, with what joy —
you first put in to harbors new to your eyes;
may you stop at Phoenician trading posts
and there acquire the finest wares:
mother-of-pearl and coral, amber and ebony,
and heady perfumes of every kind:

as many heady perfumes as you can.

Many Egyptian cities may you visit

that you may learn, and go on learning, from

their sages.

1. I’'ve Gazed So Much
At beauty I’ve gazed so much

that my vision is filled with it.

The body’s lines. Red lips. Limbs made for pleasure.
Hair as if it were taken from Greek statues:
always lovely, even when it’s uncombed,
and falls, a bit, upon the gleaming brow.

Faces of love, exactly as
my poetry wanted it . . . in the nights of my youth,
secretly encountered in my nights.

(trans. Daniel Mendelsohn)

2. Days of 1903
I never found them, ever again — all so quickly lost . . .
the poetic eyes, the pallid

face . . . in the gloaming of the street. . . .

I’ve not found them since — things I came to have completely by chance,
things that I let go so easily;
and afterwards, in anguish, wanted back.
The poetic eyes, the pale face,
those lips, I haven’t found them since.

(trans. Daniel Mendelsohn)



3. To AutAavo TpareQ
Oadval HoALS eikoat SUO ETWV.

Kt 0pwe eyw eipat BEBatog mou, oxedov ta ica

XPOVLO TIPOTHTEPQ, TO (610 oW AUTO To amnAauaoa.

Aev eivat 510Mou €€aig epwTLoNOU.
Kat povoya mpo oAiyou pmnka oto Kalivo:
Sev elya 0UTE WP yLOL VAL TILW TIOAU.

To (610 cwpa eyw to amnAavoa.

Kt av 6gv Bupovpat, mol — £va EExaopd pou Sev onuaivel.

A Twpa, va, ou Kabnoe oto SutAavo Tpamell

YVWpILlw KABE KivnoL Tou KAUVEL — KL aTt’ T pOUXOL KATW

YURVA T ayamnpéva pPEAn EavaBAEnw.

4. Ta NapdBupa
3’ QUTEC TEG OKOTELVEG KALLAPEG, TIOU TIEPVW
LEPEG BAPUEG, EMAVW KATW TPLYUPVW
yla vapBpw ta mapabupa.— Otav avoi€el
€va mapaBupo Baval mapnyopia.—
Ma ta mapdBupa Sev Bplokovtal, 1) 6ev Umopw
va tappw. Kot kaAAitepa iowg va 1nv ta Bpw.
lowg To pwg Baval pia véa tupavvia.

Motog E€pel Tt Kalvoupla mpdypoata Oa Seifel.

15. Candles
The days of the future stand before us
like a row of little lighted candles —

golden, warm, and vibrant little candles.

The days that have gone by remain behind us,
a melancholy line of candles now snuffed out;
the closest still give off their smoke,

cold candles, melted down, bent out of shape.

I don’t want to see them; their appearance saddens me,
and I’'m saddened, too, to recall their former light.

I look in front of me, at my lighted candles.

I don’t want to turn around lest I see and tremble at
how quickly the darkened line is growing longer,
how quickly the snuffed-out candles multiply.

(trans. Daniel Mendelsohn)

16. When They Come Alive

Try to keep them, poet,

those erotic visions of yours,

however few of them there are that can be stilled.
Put them, half-hidden, in your lines.

Try to hold them, poet,

when they come alive in your mind

at night or in the brightness of noon.

(trans. Edmund Keeley and Philip Sherrard)



15. Kepla
Tou HEAAOVTOG N UEPEC OTEKOVT EUTIPOOTA G
00l UL0L OELPA KEPAKLAL AVAUEVO —

Xpuod, {eotd, kot {wnpa KEPAKLAL.

H TtepOoEVEC HEPEC TTIOW PEVOULY,
o OALBEPN YPALUN KEPLWY GRUCUEVWV:
TAL TILO KOVTA ByAlouv KATvoV akoun,

KpUa KEPLA, AUWHEVA, KOL KUPTA.

Agv BEAW va ta BAEMw: pe AuTtel n popdn Twy,
Kall le AuTtel To mpwTo dw¢ Twv va Bupovpat.

Eumpog kuttalw T avapéva LoU KEPLA.

Agv BEAW va yuplow va un Sww kal dpifw
TLYPNYOPQ TIOU N OKOTELVHA VPO LAKPALVEL,

TLYpryopa Tou ta oBuctd Kepld mAnBaivouv.

16. Otav Slayeipovrat

Mpoomnadnoe va ta GpuAAEELG, tonTh,

000 KL v €lval Alya aUTA TTOU OTAOTLOUVTOL.
Tou epWTLOUOU GOV TO OPALATAL.

BaM’ ta, LLOOKPUUEVA, UEG OTEC PPATELG OOU.
MpoomaBnaoe va ta KPATrOELS, TIoLNTH,

otav Sleyeipovral LEG 0TO HUAAG COU,

TNV vUXTA 1 LEG otnv AdudL Tou PeanepLou.

3. The Next Table
He must be scarcely twenty-two years old.
And yet I am certain that nearly as many

years ago, I enjoyed the very same body.

It isn’t at all infatuation of love.
I entered the casino only a little while ago;
I didn’t even have time to drink much.

I have enjoyed the same body.

If I can’t recall where — one lapse of memory means nothing.

Ah see, now that he is sitting down at the next table
I know every movement he makes — and beneath his clothes,
once more I see the beloved bare limbs.

(trans. Rae Dalven)

4. The Windows
In these darkened rooms, where I spend
oppressive days, I pace to and fro and around,
searching for the windows. — When a window
opens it will be a consolation. —
But the windows are not found, or I cannot
find them. And perhaps it is better I do not find them.
Perhaps the light will be a new tyranny.
Who knows what new things it will show?

(trans. Rae Dalven)



5. Mepévovrag toug BapPapoug
TL TEPLLEVOUE OTNV ayOopd CUVAOPOLOUEVOL;

Eival ot BapBapol va pOdacouv orjuepa.
lNortl péoa otnv ZUYKANTO pia TETola ampagia;
TLkABoVT' oL ZUyKANTLKOL Ko 6V VOLOBETOUVE;

ol ot BapPapot Ba pBacouv orjuepa.

TLvopoug ma Ba KAouv ot ZUYKANTLKOL;

OL BapBapot cav EABouv Ba vopobetroouy.
otl 0 AUTOKPATWP HAG TOOO PwWi anKwon,

Kal kKABetaL otng MOAEWC TV TILo LeydAn TTUAN
otov Bpovo endvw, EMONKOG, GOPWVTAG TNV KOPWVQ;

ol ot BapPapot Ba pBacouv orjuepa.

Kt 0 autokpdtwp meptpével vo SexOel

TOV 0pxXNYyo tous. MdaAlota eTolpooe

ylo val Tov SwaeL pLa mepyopnve. Eket

Tov éypaye titAoug TOAAOUG KL OVOLLOTAL.
ot ot Suo pag umartol K’ oL paitopeg eBynKav
ONMEPA LE TEG KOKKLVEG, TEG KEVTNMUEVEG TOYEC:
yoti BpaxtoAia popeoav e toooug apeblotoug,

KoL SoyTuALSLaL Pe Aaumpd, YUaALoTEPA opapaysia:
YLOUTL VOL TILAGOUV GrUEPA TIOAUTLO UTTOLOTOUVLOL
W achuLa Ko aAGaTO EKTOKTO OKOALYUEVA;

ot ot BapBapot Ba pBacouv orpepa-

KalL TEtola paypota Bapumwvouv Toug BapBdapoud.
Mot K’ oL Lol prtopeg Sev €pxovral gov mAvTa
va BydAouve Toug Adyoug Toug, Vo TTIOUVE TaL SLKA TOUG;

ol ot BapPapot Ba pBdacouv orjpepa-

KL autol Bapuolvt eudpadeleg kat Snunyopieg.
Motl vV apXlOEL LOVORLAG QUTH N avhouxia
K’ n ouyxuolc. (Ta mpéowmna Tt coBapd mou eyivav).
Mozt adslalouyv ypriyopa oL SpouoL K’ n mAATEEG,

KL OAOL YUpVOUV 0TO OTTLTLA TOUG TTOAU GUAAOYLOEVOL;

ol evuxtwoe K’ ot BapPapot Sev AABav.

Ko pepkot épBacav art’ ta clvopa,

Kol elmave wg BapPapol ma SEV UTTAPXOUV.
Kat twpa Tt Ba yévoupe xwpic Bappapouc.

OL avBpwroL autol noav pia Kamota AUoLG.

11-12. Far Off
I should like to relate this memory . . .
but it is so faded now . . . scarcely anything is left—

because it was lOIlg ago, in the years Of ].’l’ly early manhood.

A skin as if made of jasmine . . .

that night in August—was it August?—that night ...

I can just bareiy remember the eyes; they were, | think, blue . ..

Ah yes, blue; a sapphire blue.

(trans. Rae Dalven)

13. The City
You said I'll go to another land
I'll go to another sea
another city I will find
A city I will find
better than this one....

You will find no new lands
you will find no other seas
the city will follow you....
There is no ship for you
there is no road....

(trans. Mary Kitroeff)

14. Fortification
Whoever desires to fortify his spirit
Let him get out of respect and submission.
Among the laws some he shall keep
But mostly he’ll neglect both laws and customs
And out shall he step from inadequate straightness.
Pleasures shall teach him many a thing
Never shall he fear the act of destruction
Half of the house must be demolished
This is how he shall be led in virtue toward wisdom.

(trans. Memas Kolaitis)



11-12. Makpuad
©aBeAa AUTAV TNV UVAKN VO TV TW...
Ma £toL eoBU0ON TLa... cav TiMoTE S€V AMOUEVEL —

ylati pakpud, ota mpwto ehnPLKA LOU XpOvLa KELTAL.

A€pUa 0OV KOUWLEVO ATIO LACEWL...
Ekeivn Tou Auyolotou — Auyouatog ftav; — n Bpadud...
MOALg BupoUpat Tila Ta pdtio: foav, Bappw, papld...

A vai, papla- éva candeipvo papi.

13. H NoA
Elmeg: «@a mayw o’ aAAn yn,
Ba mayw o’ dA\n BdAacaoa.
Mua TTOALG GAAN

Ba Bpebel kaAAitepn amod auTh....

KawoUploug tomoug &ev Ba BpeLg,
6ev BaPpelg aAeg BGAaooeg.
H 1toALg Oa o€ akoAouBkL....
Sev €xeL mAolo yLa o,

bev €xeL 060....

14. Auvapwolg
‘Omnolog to mvel o Tou oBel va Suvapwoel
va ByeL am’ To o€Bag KL amd TV urotayn.
ATO TOUG VOOUG HEPLKOUG Oa Toug pUAAEEL,
aAAd To Tteplocotepo Ba mapapaivel
Kall VOUOUG K’ €0Lua KL art’ TNV mapadeyuévn
Kol TNV avenopkoloa evButnta Ba Pyel.
Ao teG N6ovEG oANG Ba 16 ayBsl.
Tnv Katootperntikr 6ev Oa popdtal mpdéL:
TO OTI{TL TO ULOO TIPETEL VAL YKPEULOOEL.

‘EtoL 6’ avamtuxBel evapeta otnv yvwol.

5. Waiting for the Barbarians
What are we waiting for, assembled in the public square?
The barbarians are to arrive today.
Why isn’t anything happening in the senate?
Why do the senators sit and pass no laws?
Because the barbarians are coming today.
What further laws can the senators pass?
When the barbarians come they will make the laws.
Why did our emperor wake up so early,
and why is he sitting at the city’s gate
on the throne, in state, wearing his crown?
Because the barbarians are coming today
and the emperor waits to receive their leader.
He has even prepared a scroll to give him
engraved with titles and names of honor.
Why have our two consuls come out today
in their crimson togas?
Why have they put on bracelets with so many amethysts?
and rings glittering with emeralds,
Why are they carrying costly canes today
beautifully carved in silver and gold?
Because the barbarians are coming today
and such things dazzle the barbarians.
Why don’t our worthy orators come forth as usual
to make their speeches, to have their say?
Because the barbarians are coming today
and they get bored with eloquence and public speaking.
Why this sudden unrest, this confusion?
(How solemn people’s faces have become.)
Why are the streets and squares clearing SO quickly,
everyone going home so lost in thought?
Because night is here and the barbarians have not come.
Some people who have returned from the border
say there are no barbarians anymore.
Now what’s to become of us without any barbarians?
Those people were a kind of solution.

(trans. Ned Rorem, copyright 2005 Boosey & Hawkes, Inc.)



6-7. Dwveg
I6aVIKEG DWVEG KL ayaTINUEVEG
ekelvwv mou mebavav, 1 ekeivwy mou ivat

ylol LaG XOLHLEVOL OOV TOUG TTEBALEVOUG.

KArmote eG oTa OVELPA LAG OMLAOUVE:

KATIOTE PEC OTNV OKEPL TEG AKOVEL TO HUAAO.

Kal Je Tov AX0 TWV yla pia OTLYUN EMLoTpEdouv
rXoL ard TNV MPWTN ToinoL tng {wNng Hag —

00l LOUOLKN, TNV VUXTA, LAKPUVH, TIOU GRUVEL.

8. Teixn
Xwplg mepiokePty, xwpig AUTINV, XWPIG Atdw

peyala K uPnAd tpLyUpw Hou EKTLoaV TEiXN.

Kat kaBopat kat ameAnilopal twpa e6w.

AN\ Sev OKEMTOOL: TOV VOUV LOU TPWYEL QUTH N TUXN*

SLOTL mpaypaTa TTOAAA €W val KAW ElxOV.

A Otav éktilav T TElXN TWE VA LNV TIPOCEEW.

AN\ Sev AKoUCO TTOTE KPOTOV KTLOTWV N XOV.

AVETIOLOONTWG W EKAELOQV QTIO TOV KOGOV £EW.

One Night
The room was poor and squalid
hidden above the dubious tavern.
From the window you could see the alley
filthy and narrow. From below
came the voices of some workmen

Playing cards and carousing.

And there on the much-used, lowly bed
I had the body of love, I had the lips,
The voluptuous and rosy lips of ecstasy—
Rosy lips of such ecstasy, that even now
As I write, after so many years!

In my solitary house, I am drunk again.

(trans. Rae Dalven)

Return
Return often and take me,
beloved sensation, return and take me—
when the memory of the body awakens,
and old desire again runs through the blood;
when the lips and the skin remember,

and the hands feel as if they touch again.

Return often and take me at night,

when the lips and the skin remember . . .

(trans. Rae Dalven)



Mua vixta
H kapapa ATav mTwxikn KoL Tpootuxn,
KPUUEVN EMAVW QMO TNV UTtomTn TaBépva.
At to mopaBupo dpaivovtav To CoKaKL,
TO aKABAPTO KAL TO OTEVO. ATIO KATW
npxovtav N Gpwveg KATL EPYATWV

mou £matlayv XapTLd Kol tou YAevtoloayv.

K’ exel oto Aaiko, To TAmMELVO KpePPATL
elyo To cwua Tou €pwtog, elxa ta XeiAn
Ta NSoVIKA Kot podlva ThG HEBNG —

TO POSLVAL PLOG TETOLOG LEODNG, TTOU KaL TP
TIov ypadw, EMLT’ amo tooa xpovial,

LEC OTO HLOVAPEG OTtiTL pHov, uebw Eava.

Enéotpede
Enéotpede cuxva Kal maipve U,
ayannuévn alodnaotg eméotpede Kal mailpve pe —
OTaV EUTIVA TOU CWHLATOG N VAN,
K’ emBupia maAnd Eavamepva oto aipa-
otav ta XeiAn kat to 6€ppa evBupolvtal,

K" algBdvovtal ta xépla oav v ayyilouv maAL.

Eméotpede ocuxva Kol apve e TNV vUxTa,

otav ta XelAn kat to 6€pua evbupouvral . . .

6-7. Voices
Imagined voices, and beloved too,
of those who died, or of those who are

lost unto us like the dead.

Sometimes in our dreams they speak to us;

sometimes in its thought the mind will hear them.

And with their sound for a moment there return
sounds for the first poetry of our life —
like music, in the night, far off, that fades away.

(trans. Daniel Mendelsohn)

8. Walls
Without pity, without shame, without consideration

they’ve built around me enormous, towering walls.

And I sit here now in growing desperation.

This fate consumes my mind, I think of nothing else:

because I had so many things to do out there.

O while they built the walls, Why did I not look out?

But no noise, no sound from the builders did I hear.
Imperceptibly they shut me off from the world without.

(trans. Daniel Mendelsohn)



Les Murailles

San égard, sans pitié sans honté

IIs ont dressé autour de moi de hautes murailles.
Et maintenant je reste sur place et désespére

Ne pensant plus qu'au sort qui m’accable

J avais tant a faire au dehor!

Ah! Comment les aije laissé m’enmmurez sans y prendre garde.

Pas 'ombre d’'un magon
Pas le mointre bruit
Imperceptiblement, ils m’ont coupe du monde.

(trans. Socrate Zervos & Patricia Portier and the composer)

9-11 Ma vapBouv —

‘Eva kepl apkel. To pwg Tou TO APUSEPO
OPUOTEL TILO KOAQ, Bavat ro cupmabEg

oav £pBouv TN Ayarmng, oav €pBouv n ZKLEG.
‘Eva kepl apkel. H kapapn amodi

va 1N €xeL dwg moAU. Mécoa otnVv pEUPNV OAWG
KoL tnv umtoPoAn, Kol pe To Alyo pwg —

UEoa oTNV PEUPNV ETOL Ba opapaticbw

yla vapBouv tng Ayanng, yla vapBouv n IKLEG.
Enniya

Aev edeopevBnka. Tehelwg adeBnka K emnya.
2TEG AMOAQUCELG, TIOU OO TIPOYLOTLKEG,

ULOO YUPVAEVEG LEG OTO LUAAO LOU oAy,
EMNYA LEG OTNV GWTLOUEVN VUXTO.

K’ Amwa amo duvatd kpaotd, Kabwg

TOU Ttivouv oL avdpeiol tng ndovnc.

9-11 To Call Up the Shades —

One candle is enough. Its gentle light

will be more suitable, will be more gracious
when the Shades come, the Shades of Love.
One candle is enough. Tonight the room

should not have too much light. In deep reverie,
all receptiveness, and with the gentle light—

in this deep reverie I’ll form visions

to call up the Shades, the Shades of Love.

(trans. Edmund Keeley and Philip Sherrard)

I Went

I did not tether myself. I gave in completely and went,
I went into the luminous night,

to those pleasures that were half real,

and half wheeling in my brain.

(trans. Edmund Keeley and Philip Sherrard)



