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Throughout history, Cyprus has been variously described as “the island of love,” “the
birthplace of Aphrodite,” “the blessed isle,” and “the land of lemon and olive trees,” among
many other things. But in the past half-century, Cyprus has also been known as a land of
pain and sorrow, an island of division and loss.

On this “Musical Journey to Cyprus,” Nicoletta Demetriou (voice), Nikitas Tampakis (viola),
and Panayotis League (laouto) explore this varied identity, as expressed through the
island’s music and song. Join these three accomplished musicians on an imaginary journey
to Cyprus, as they sing about the joys and intricacies of love, the pain and sorrow of loss,
and the hope for better days to come.

Program of songs:
1. KoAwgnptav ot &Evol pag / A welcome to our guests (traditional)
Ayammoa v mov kapkids / I loved her with all my heart (traditional)
T appddxia ta yiaAdovpika / Blue eyes (traditional)
ZupTOG pavpoppatng / Syrtés mavrommatis (instrumental, traditional)
T’ An ®kintrtov / Saint Philip’s day is gone (traditional)
To téptiv ™G KapTtovAAag pov / The sorrow of my little heart (traditional)
Katupég / Marigold (traditional)
Zeimékkikog / Zeibékkikos (instrumental, traditional)
Meptit{v pov / My partridge (traditional music; lyrics: Kuptaxo¥ MeAayia /
Kyriakou Pelagia)

O 0N W

=
(=)

.ITov mMavw mov tov oupavov / Above the sky (traditional music; lyrics: Kvuptlakot
[TeAayia & Kuplakov Movaiun / Kyriakou Pelagia & Kyriakou Mouaimi)

11.’Hpovuv mtouvAAiv tetapevov / [ was a bird that could fly (traditional music; lyrics:
Kuplakov Iedayia / Kyriakou Pelagia)

12. Zeinekxkwkov ko@tov / Zeibékkikon koftén (instrumental, traditional)

13. 0 xanuég tov mpoéc@uya / The sorrow of the refugee (traditional music; lamenting
tune from Avgorou; lyrics: ITieprig [Tiepéttng / Pieris Pierettis)

14. Av meBavw / If [ die (music: Kwotg Kwotéag / Costis Costeas; lyrics: Kuplakog
Kwot Xat{nmetpr) / Kyriakos Costi Hadjipetri)

15. Wwtp Bastutlid pov / My fine basil (traditional)

16. TnA\vpkwtiooa / Tune from Tylliria (traditional)

17. To maAwdv BxtoAtv / The old violin (music: MydAng XpiotodouAidng / Michalis

Christodoulides; lyrics: MiyaAng laowapdng / Michalis Pashardis)



About the musicians

Nicoletta Demetriou is an ethnomusicologist and singer specializing in the traditional
music and oral poetry of Cyprus. Born and raised in Cyprus, she has been performing
Cypriot traditional songs since childhood. In addition to Cyprus, she has performed in the
UK and the US, where she was a Fulbright Fellow and a Visiting Fellow in Hellenic Studies
at Princeton. She has a Ph.D. in Ethnomusicology from SOAS, University of London, and
currently serves as director of Cyprus Music Archive, a non-profit organization founded by
herselfin 2022.

Nikitas TampakKis is a violist, vocalist, and composer. He received his undergraduate
degree in computer science and linguistics from Princeton University, where he was a
member of the university orchestra, band, and chapel choir. Nikitas regularly produces and
directs Greek concert programs for the Seeger Center for Hellenic Studies at Princeton. As a
member of the Sinafi Music Collective and collaborator of Grigoris Maninakis, Nikitas
frequently performs in venues throughout the northeast US. Outside of music, Nikitas is the
Director of Application Development at the University of Pennsylvania Libraries and
oversees the Digital Library program, including the website, search engine, and digital
collections systems.

Panayotis League is a multi-instrumentalist, composer, and musicologist specializing in
the traditional music and oral poetry of the Greek diaspora and music inspired by its
prevailing textures and themes. He has performed extensively across the US, Europe,
Greece, and Brazil, and has been featured on dozens of recordings. He holds a Ph.D. in
Ethnomusicology from Harvard University, and serves as Assistant Professor of Musicology
and Director of the Center for Music of the Americas at Florida State University.



1. KaAwg ptav ot Evol poag

Kadwg fptav ot Eévol pag T eKAToaV 0TEG TOAEPES
Bwpw Gag 0VAAOUS oG YUPOV T €xm TTOAAES PaVIEPES

Aépav umdlet to cardiv Tl aydmovv oag mov piag apkiig

Epeig ev t¢ iptapev Sapai va @dpev t{at va oV ey
Mévov aydmmnv iyapev T PTAREY VAL GAG SOVEV

EiBa pag, gifa pag, Tl 6Anc tne ouvodeiag pag

1. A welcome to our guests

A welcome to our guests, sitting on these chairs
I see all of you around me and I'm very happy

There’s air in the sack, and I've always loved you

We haven’t come here to eat and drink
We only have love for you, and have come here to see you

Cheers, cheers, to us and to all who are here with us.



2. Ayammoo Vv Tov KapKLig

Aydmmoa TV TToV KapKLAS, appd v T eXApnKa TV

Tov évav ypdvov elxa v, Tov GAAov éxaca TnVv

0, TNV KAPKLAY UoV 'GELS KAUEVNVY T(AL UE TUPAVVEILS

Q, AumBov pe T apkiva TOV va UE TOVELS

Ayamnmoo v Tov KapkLds ¢ EMvva ToOV KAUOV TNG

Tlou pépav-vixTav £pecoa KPL@E IOV TO OTEVOV TNG

Q, éX aydma pe T €600V, UEV UE TUPAVVEILS

Q, ¢ éda 8o’ pov évav PLAoUSY, a, yia va xapeic

Avtav va el va 6ToAoTEL, va BaAeL Ta KAAQ TG

AZileL plav TpavTa@UAALAY E TA TPAVTAPUAAA TNG

0, TNV KApKLAY Uov 'GELg KauEVNY TlaL UE TUPAVVEILS

0, lumnBov ue ¢’ apkiva wov va ue Toveis

Avtav va Ttel va 6ToALoTEL, AdAEL TOU AoV «oP1|oe»

«Na @&yyw "y 6Tov TOTIOV 00V T( £6€VAV TILOV KAVEL GE»

0, X’ ayana ue T¢ €00UVL, UEV UE TUPAVVEILS

Q, ¢ éda 5o’ pov évav PLAovSY, a, yia va xapeis



2. 1loved her with all my heart

[ loved her with all my heart, but I did not get to enjoy her

[ had her one year, the next one I lost her

Oh, you've burned my heart and you're tormenting me

Oh, have pity on me and start to feel my pain

I loved her with all my heart, and I suffered her sorrow

And day and night I would walk past her narrow street without her knowing

Oh, come, love me, don’t torment me anymore

Oh, come give me a little kiss, if you please

When she decides to dress up, to wear her best clothes

She’s worth as much as a rose bush with all its roses in bloom

Oh, you’ve burned my heart and you're tormenting me

Oh, have pity on me and start to feel my pain

When she decides to dress up, she tells the sun “go out

I'll be shining in your place, enough with you”

Oh, come, love me, don’t torment me anymore

Oh, come give me a little kiss, if you please



3. T appddxia Ta ylaAAoUpLka

T apuuddxia Ta ylaAAovpika T dov Ta Sw ayom To

It eiGev ta t¢' 1 KAAN pov, TCeivn T ay&mouy TpwTta

T’ appudOKIa TNG AYATING POV OTEG VAKPES €V’ HEAEVA

TC &uav StkAfocouv va pe Souv 6TAoo’ 1) KapKLd Hov Yaipay

T’ apudOxia TG eV’ aylay eALEG, IO 'V TTAVW GTO KAWVAEPLY

Ta BpUBKLA TNG KAUAPWTA, BKLO NUEPWV PEYYAPLY

Apéoav pov T apupdbkila cov, APECEV OV TO SELV 0OV

Apeoev pov T¢ 1 GKOVQ®WELA TIOV 'GELG aTNV T(EQPAANY GOV

3. Blue eyes

[ love blue eyes, wherever | see them

Because my love had them too, the one I loved before

My beloved’s eyes are like honey in the corners

And when they turn to look at me, my heart drips blood

Her eyes are like olives on a branch

Her eyebrows are arched, like a two-day-old moon

[ liked your eyes, I liked your gaze

[ also liked the covering you have on your head



5. T An ®kintmov

Mua préid téan dpopen 6cov T apkivé

Emmev e1¢ v pdvav g mapamovoy yla vo

«Mavd, eyl peydAwoa, EEPELS To, Hava

Ol KOPAGLEG TAVTPEVKOUVTAL T( EYLW AKOUX VX

T’ An ®Ainmov "mépacev tlat T An Mnvé

H MapikkoU appaotnkev 1 eylm akOPa va

Na Ttéelg €16 Tov T¢OpnV pou Tlal Vo TOL TIELS, LoV
Mwg TPETMEL Vo TTAOKIOETE T EYLOVL TILOV YLK VO

Eépelg, pava, yio va, SnAadn yuo var

‘0motog Tpw’ tlat mivvel Tlat KaAOTEPVE

Agv TOV KOPTEL PAVA 1OV, 0 GAAOG AV TIEWVA

5. Saint Philip’s day is gone

A young and pretty girl, just as she began growing

Went to her mother to complain

“Mother, I'm all grown up now, you know it

The other girls are getting married, but still not me

Saint Philip’s day is gone and so is Saint Minas’

Marikkou got married, but still not me

Go to my father and tell him, mother
That you need to do your best so that [ may also

You know, mother, thatis to...”

Those who eat and drink and have a good time

Don’t care if the others are hungry



6. To TEpTLY TG KAPTOVAAXG OV

To TépTIv ™G KapToVLAAXG pov Bkvo pUAoLev T aAEBouv

MNT€E 0L GTPATESG TO XWPOLVV, W 0L TTOTAUOL TTOV TPEYOLV

Kapafiv otov Ajptiyvay tudist ta mavid

T'a To uedayptvov uov épknv n afavia

ZAPAVTA HEPEG VNOTIKOG EKAUEV 0 {WYPAPOG

Zwypdpioev TV k6Eav ™G Tt Sev ékapley AdBog

Eoov ‘oat o kabBpéptng, To kabBapov yvaiiiv

Iov pévtiet otnv Evpdymny tlat otnv AvatoArjv

ESikAnoa atov oupavov pe ppadkia Sakpuopéva

T{ emoAonOnV T eimev pov «£6’ 0 Oedg yia gévav»

Avtav va wa’ 0 Ao anavw oTa TELGLA

Xapa pov va 6’ 0w povv TavTa 6TV EKKANGLAV

0&€ pov, ov ‘oat ota YnAd, katéfa kape kpionv

T¢a To TN oV P AYATNOEV YUPEVKEL VAL [ QLPT)OEL

Kapafuwv, kapafakty, Tov mag ylaAov-y1aiov

Av Ttag yia teg ABrjveg, e pov va mdw 1 €Y1



6. The sorrow of my little heart

The sorrow of my little heart cannot be ground, not even by two mills

Neither do the streets have enough room for it, nor do the flowing rivers

A boat in the harbor rolls up its sails

There’s calumny out there for my dark one

The painter remained without food for forty days

He painted her waist and made no mistake

You are the mirror, the clear glass

That shines in Europe and in the East

I looked up towards the sky with tears in my eyes

And she turned to me and said “God will provide for you”

When the sun hits the walls

I'm happy to see you in church

My God, you, who are in the skies, come down and pronounce your judgement

For the one who once loved me, now wants to leave me

Boat, little boat, floating from coast to coast

Ifyou’re going to Athens, let me know, so that I may come with you



7. Katupég

Katupé pov mlovpiopéve T &oTpn HOL TPAVTAPUAALL

Ev 0’ aAAdoow va pe Taipvouy, va Pe Kapouy Bactitdy

Eic’ €000 T0 (WG TOL VIALOV, LUPWOKLA TOV YIAGOUULOV

EGeig Twv avtlEAwY Xapes t¢at TV YAUKav Tou peAtoy

Ev 00v &lmouy, TEPTIKA LoV, UEV KAUVELS KOUWUOTA;

Tlel TOV PEGOELS TATILOWY GOV TIPOCKLUV® TA Y WUATA

KAape-kAde 6T0 0TEVOV GOV EKAPA VAV TIOTAUOV

TC ev upkaivvelg va W avvoi&elg T¢ €kpouoa IOV TOV KOOV

7. Marigold

My adorned marigold, my white rose bush

[ wouldn’t change you for anything, not even for the throne

You're the sun’s light, the jasmine’s scent

You have the grace of angels, and the sweetness of honey

Didn’t [ tell you, my partridge, not to be coy with me?
Where you walk, right behind you I kiss the ground

My tears outside your street have formed a river

And still you won'’t come and open your door, and your sorrow has burned me

10



9. eptit(v pov

[TepTit(Lv OV LITOOGTOUOV, IOV TIAG KOKKAPLOTWVTQ;

Ev pe Owpeic mov g foupw TTOL TATILOWY KAAUDVTA;

[MepTit(Lv HOV UITGOGTOUOV, TIOU TPWS APKOAOUBAVIY

[Tou TOTEG IOV 0" AAYyATIMO A T XPOVLIA PO’ "AALAV Y

'00&G AYATEG AYATIW VO 'TAV PLAALA, WG OV

'Htav va Swkw va caotel KaBe @TwydG TOU KOGUOU

Meptit{v POV PITOOGTOUOV, PTEPOTETAS TLaL PEVKELS

AOA® 00V TO TWG 0’ AYATIW, ULV LE AVAOPEVKELG

9. My partridge

My small-mouthed partridge, where are you headed to crowing?

Can’t you see me running behing you crying?

My small-mouthed partridge, you who eat wild split peas

Ever since I've loved you, my years have lessened

If my loves had been money, my light

[ could have given every poor person in the world enough to live well

My small-mouthed partridge, you flap your wings and leave

[ tell you that I love you, but you won'’t pay attention to me

11



10. [Tov TAvVw IOV TOV OVPAVOV

[Tou TTdvw OV TOV oUPAVOV £GEL PabKIA TTAWUEV
Tl kdBovvTal oL KOPAGLEG T(aL LN TOVV Yo HEVAY

Ayarm’-ayamna Opop@EG TOV VOUV ETPAV [LOV TOV
Twpd mov Y emeAAAvVATLY )PTAV T( EQEPAV LOV TOV

[Tou TTdvw IOV TOV OUPAVOV 0L KOPAGLEG TIETOVGLY
Ma 'V’ €€w Tou TNV TOPTAV TOUG 0L VEOL IOV {1 ToVCLY

Ev 1¢ &V’ aevtoUTV 1 KapKLd v’ avvoifw va tnv Seite
[160eg aydmes ayato Tl va TodapuaoTeite

0 kéopog el T épieTal, yevviétal mebaviokel
AA\a oy AAANVY TV w1V ayanmy ev (Bplokel

10. Above the sky

Above the sky there are spread straw mats
And girls sit there and talk about me

Loving beautiful girls has taken my mind away
Now that they’ve made me crazy, they’ve come and brought it back to me

The girls fly above the sky
But the young men they’re looking for are outside their door

The heart is not a chest that I can open for you to see
How may loves I love and gaze in wonder

People come and go, they get born, they die
But no one can find love in the afterlife

12



11. 'Huovuv TTouAALv TteTdueVoV

'Hpouv mouvAAlv metapevov t¢ €koPeg To (OTEPA LOV

[Tov 'miotePes Ta Pépata T¢ £QUEG TTOL KOVTA UOU

IT" aykpiotng Sixws apopunv, Te Lov TO OTAICILOV OV

T ev Tov avTEXW TOV KAUOV, XAVV®W TO AOYLKOV IOV

v BdAacoav tou Mpwtapd xdpapav va Bpedovpey

dVE KPLPE TG pPavag cov T EAa va ENynBov ey

T60eg PoAEG Vo 6OV TO Tw TLAL VL GOV EENYHOW;

Alxwg oov v’ adlvatov, aydmn pov, va {Now

11. 1 was a bird that could fly

[ was a bird that could fly, but you’ve cut my wings

For you believed the lies and left me

You got mad for no reason, tell me where I am to blame

[ can’t bear the sorrow anymore, I'm losing my mind

Let’s get together at the sea of Protaras

Get away from your mother in secret, and come, so that we can explain ourselves

How many times do [ need to tell you and explain it to you?

My love, without you it’s impossible to live

13



13. 0 kanuo6G ToL TIPOTPLYA

Na "yev ypouod@xia ToUT 1 YN va "YURAALLEV TO XWUAV

0 témoGg po’ v’ kKaAAUTTEPOG IOV 'TOTI 0 LE SpwuavV

ApTtéAy, ov o€ 'viwoa T¢ EKAUVES LoV GTAQUALY

O8vpovpaL ot TC €xw PwOKLAY Tt kpovleL pov To GeiAn

Tpoavta@uAALE pov KOTG IV T(oL ACTIPOV YIHGEWULY OV

[T aB6iCete T¢ avaoTavvey To oTiiTLY TE 1) AUAT] POV

'Omwg To B€AEL TO VEPOY 1 YN Apav Sufidoet

'Etot Sufré tov Tdmov tou Tleivog o’ 'vva Tov YAoEL

[MapakaAiw tov [TAdoTVv pov SVvapunv va pov Swoel

Noa Eavadw tov TdToVv pov TtdAe va W aélwoel

13. The sorrow of the refugee

Even if this land had enough gold for the earth to shine

My land, the one I'd watered with my own sweat, is better

Vine, you that I've raised and gave me grapes

[ remember you, and I have fire burning my lips

My red rose bush, my white jasmine

You that blossomed and gave life to my house and my yard

Just as the earth desires water when it’s thirsty

So is the one who has lost his land thirsty for it

[ pray to my Maker to give me strength

To make me worthy to see my land again

14



14. Av teBavw

[Tolog to "AdAev otV {w1V Hag va pag EBPEL £TOL KAKOV
Me to {OpLv va pag Tapouvy T akpLBdv pag to xwpkov

Q¢ mocov mov va Bactdiw [ £TOL TEPTLV OTNV KAPKLAY;
Ma v t¢at 8€Aw va meBAvw peg v pavpnv EeviBkiav

Av ebavw T €V LPTAC® OTO YWPKOV [LOU VU OTPAPW
Kapete pit¢av otov Xapov oav pe TalpveL va To Sw

Noa pe @nkel va OKLaAAGEW 6TOV XWPKOU OV TU OTEVA
Tl va pmw va OktatvéPmw otnv avAiv pov aAAagavd

Mopovijv T¢ évva xaBovoLy TTdAE o pEG CUVVEPKLEG
Na Eavéptel kadoTtlaipty 6TEG KPOUGHEVEG TEG KAPKLES

Tlo xapdg tov o’ 'vwa (o€l 6To XWPKAOY TOL Yl va Tl
T¢at va peivel Tov otov TOTOV OV "yevwnOnv t¢ ayamd
14. If I die

Whoever thought that such evil would befall us in our lifetime
To take our dear village away from us by force

How much more can I bear to live with such sorrow in my heart?
[ don’t want to die in this black foreign place

If I die before I return to my village
Make an agreement with Charon to let me see it while taking me away

To let me walk my village’s narrow streets
And to wander round my yard once more

Patience, and these dark clouds will go away again
Summer will return in our burned hearts

Lucky is the one who will live long enough to go back to his village
And stay forever in the land where he was born and which he loves

15



15. Wwtpr) BacArtlié pov

Ywtpn Bacitlid pov tlat pavtiovpdva pov

Ecv Ba pe xwpioelg amol v pdvav pou

Ywtpr} Baotlid pov Tl agpovoa fov

Ecv Ba pe TEAAAVELS, KAOPWHATOVONK LoV

'EAa 6T0 TApaBUpLy, kKOPN, TO YUAAAEVOV

No 8w To TPOCWTOV GOV TO CLULSGAAEVOV

Tnv okdAav Tov EePaivvelg va "EéBavva T eyLm

TkoAlv T{at OKOAOTIATLY VA G€ YAUKOPIAG
15. My fine basil

My fine basil, my marjoram

You will take me away from my mother

My fine basil, my breezy girl

You will make me crazy, my coy one

Come to the glass window, young girl

So that I may see your pretty white face

[ wish [ was going up the stairs with you

At every step I would give you a sweet kiss

16



16. TnAAvpkwTiooa

T( €6’ évav aotpov T¢ €V’ ULTGIV HUEG TOUG EQPTA TTAAVITES
ylaAdovpovda pov
T emdoav e PEG TNV KAPKLAV TaL AOYLX TIOU MOV ELTIEG

UQUPOUUATA OV

T¢ emijav T eimav ™G TEAMS TWG évva TTdw Tépa
ylaAdovpovda pov
TC epdedev ™V BdAacoav T 6KWOEY aépav

UQUPOUUATA OV

16. Tune from Tillyria

There’s a star within the seven planets and it’s small
my blue-eyed girl
The words you’ve told me have hurt my heart

my black-eyed girl

They went and told the crazy girl that I'm going away
my blue-eyed girl
And she bewitched the sea, and wind rose up

my black-eyed girl

17



17. To TtoAOv OkLoAlv

depte oL TO TAALOV BKLOALY T(L TO TAALOV A0V TOV

Me kOpTeG O™ 'V aAvTAXTEPES YL TO TPAOUVLY TOUTOV

Owpw tov [TevtadayTuAov OV GTEKEL THKPAUUEVOG
Me Toug aAUo0UG TOUG XOVTPOUG, GOV TOV ANG TV SNUUEVOS

No Tl oTPATEG TWV MOVALWY VA TTdw To Kapmaowv

Na Sw @idovg T¢at ouyyeveis TCEIKATW TWS TA TTACLY

Tou ™V Tlepvvetay épkovpouy ePég £1G T GPORLAV OV
TC oL métpeg ewvddav pov, e&épav T dvopav pov

Tng Appoxwotov BdAacoa, TG Mecapkds aiwvia
ZUHGOVVEL 0 TTOVOS TO Poupiv va @av Tadkid T ayydvia

YePKEG-GEPKEG ETACAGLY T AGTPU GTOV OUPAVOV OG
T( eimav «ev xwpL{oOUAGTLV GTOV TOTIOV TOV SIKOV Lag»
17. The old violin

Bring me the old violin, and the old laouto
With strings strong enough to bear this song

I look at Pentadactylos standing embittered
With thick chains, bound like a robber

I'll take the paths of birds to go to Karpasi
To see how friends and family are doing down there

Last night [ dreamed that I was coming from Kyrenia
And the stones were calling me, they knew my name

Sea of Famagusta, fields of Mesaoria
Pain kneads the bread for the children and grandchildren to eat

The stars in our sky held each other’s hand
And they said “we won’t be divided in our own land”

18



