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DIMITRIS TILIAKOS

Baritone Dimitris Tiliakos was born in
Rhodes. After studying the viola he began
his vocal training at the Athenaeum
conservatory in Athens. He won the Maria
Callas Scholarship and this allowed him to
continue his studies in Opera and Lied at
the Hochschule fiir Musik und Theater
Miinchen where he was awarded with

the Meisterklassendiplom degree for
outstanding artistic performance. Shortly
thereafter he made his debut at the Prinz-
regententheater in Munich in the role

of Conte Almaviva in Mozart’s Le nozze
di Figaro and was awarded the W.D.
Fassbaender Prize for young baritones.

Dimitris Tiliakos started his career as
a member of the Nuremberg state opera
where he performed the major parts of
the baritone repertory and quickly made a
name for himself through a series of guest
performances at major opera houses and
concert halls. Recent engagements include
Opera National de Paris (Don Carlo,
Macbeth), London Royal Opera House
(Don Carlos), Opera de Monte Carlo
(La Bohéme), Sala Sao Paulo, Teatro La
Fenice (Manon Lescaut), Polish National
Opera (Otello, Carmen), Athens Megaron
(Simone Boccanegra, Macbeth), Tokyo
Opera City, Greek National Opera (Don
Giovanni, Carmen, Il Trovatore), Moscow
Tchaikovsky Hall, Theater Bern (Carmen),
Metropolitan Opera (La Bohéme), Teatro
Real Madrid (Les Huquenots Dido and
Aeneas and Macbeth), Opera de Nice
(Il Trovatore and Simone Boccanegra),
Staatsoper Hamburg (Manon Lescaut),
Cologne Opera (La Forza del destino),
Nederlandse Opera (La Traviata), Luxem-
burg Opera (La Forza del destino), Semper
Oper of Dresden (Rigoletto), Teatro Liceu
Barcelona (The Legend of the invisible city
of Kitez by Rimsky-Korsakov), Theatre Royal
de la Monnaie (Trovatore, Rigoletto, Fran-
cesca da Rimini), Danish Royal Opera
(La Traviata), Bolshoi Theatre Moscow
(Don Giovanni, Rigoletto), Zurich Opera
(Macbeth).

Dimitris Tiliakos took the title role in a
recording Giuseppe Verdi's Macbeth live
from the Paris Opera and Dido and Aeneas
by Henry Purcell for Alpha records. He also
recorded the title role in Mozart’s Don
Giovanni with MusicAeterna under the
baton of Teodor Currentzis for Sony
Classical.

VASSILIS VARVARESOS

Greek pianist Vassilis Varvaresos (1983) was
in 1998 the youngest ever winner of Young
Concert Artists New York. This achievement
has been followed by various international
prizes, his most recent being 3rd prize at
the Enescu competition in Bucharest in
September 2014. He has performed in
many major venues in the USA such as the
Morgan Library, the Alice Tully Hall at the
Lincoln center, and The Kennedy Center in
Washington.

In March 2012 after his first solo recital
in Carnegie Hall he was invited by President
Obama to perform at the White House. This
‘most promising young Greek artist’ also
plays as soloist with orchestras as well as
in chamber music recitals and recording
projects. In the 15/16 season he made his
debut at the Musikverein in Vienna, Tonhalle
Ziirich, Salle Gaveau Paris, Concertgebouw
Amsterdam and Berliner Philharmonie.
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DIMITRIS TILIAKOS AND VASSILIS VARVARESOS IN
CONVERSATION WITH DOMINY CLEMENTS

Dimitris Tiliakos, you have a well-established presence as a musician and have achieved
great things on the opera stage. With its two great cycles or ‘acts’ of twelve songs each it
has been suggested that Winterreise can have a similar dramatic effect to that of a tragic
opera. Is your approach to one of the greatest masterpieces of the German song tradition
a break from being part of large-scale stage productions, or do you see it more as an
extension of your theatre experience?

My occupation with German song repertoire is long-standing. It started with
my studies at the Hochschule fiir Musik und Theater in Miinchen and has not
only fuelled but also affected my interpretation of the operatic repertoire and
my outlook as an artist in general.

| believe that the relationship between Lieder and the opera is important,
yet also two-way.

By interpreting a set of songs, a singer with a history of experience on
stage also has the ability to approach a poem text such as this differently,
and to create a dramatic foundation upon which the wayfarer can personally
evolve. On the other hand, undertaking the interpretation of Lieder offers an
exceptional opportunity for the singer to interpret operatic roles with further
clarity and articulation of the poetic and musical text. Therefore for me, this
process does not signify a break but a continuation and progress.

Winterrieise was originally written for a tenor voice, but Schubert’s collaboration in
performing Die schéne Miillerin with the baritone Johann Michael Vogl in the 1820s is well
documented, Schubert himself pragmatically transposing his songs where necessary.

Vogl was a deeply cultured artist and considered Schubert’s songs ‘truly divine inspirations’,
but Schubert’s friends were shocked when they first heard Winterreise. With its sublime
beauty and themes of forlorn love and despair this song cycle clearly has universal human
associations, but its bony sparseness make it by no means an ‘easy listen’, and its emo-
tional extremes and melodramatic spheres also arguably derive from the preoccupations
of a remote past. From your perspective in our digital ‘easy come, easy go’ century what

do you feel is the source of the enduring relevance of Winterreise to audiences today?

DT: When Franz presented some of his new songs to his friends in a voice
weakened from illness, most of them uneasily acknowledged only the dark
side of this work and were unable to realise its deeper meaning and to
appreciate the composer’s remarkable decision to fearlessly embark on his
final and most significant journey of self-knowledge:

Why am | avoiding the path
That other wayfarers follow?
Why should I look for hidden paths

On snowy mountains...

This is the question that haunts the wayfarer just before the end of his
journey in the song Der Wegweiser, and this too is the question that torments
Schubert himself. What does it mean though, for an artist to follow the
difficult and hidden paths of his art? For me, it is this challenging journey
that makes the artist deeply reflective and able to express meaning.

The path is not an easy one and it is definitely very lonely. As far as singing
is concerned, the interpreter has to engage in an ongoing dialogue with the
poetry, to be capable and to dare to create — through the songs — situations
that are sometimes intense, at other times still, and in many cases not really
connected with time as they are so emotionally charged and conflicting.

In our day and age, it is true that this kind of dedication seems to be all the
more rare. However it is very much a requirement for the artist who searches



experience that Winterreise invites us to communicate — and in that sense,
yes, the fact that Winterreise is the work of a dying man does affect my own
state of mind and well-being.

and follows his own wearisome path — his own wintry journey — in which
he seeks his inner truth and expresses it without fear. Something like this,
in an age where automation and virtual relations prevail is, | could say, like
stopping time.

Schubert’s name has been kept alive over the years where the poet Wilhelm Miiller's seems
to have maintained a lower profile, despite sharing his ‘romantic’ fate of dying at all too
young an age. In this way, text and music in Winterreise have become inextricably linked
rather like a libretto to its opera. In contrast to a libretto, such poems can seem to make
time stand still rather than act to propel a narrative. The artistic collaboration between poet
that our generation is creating and discovering, will not feel the need to and composer has its own powerful alchemy in creating unique world-stopping moments,
compare their experience of ‘today’ to a distant past where things were but how far does your study of the literary text in isolation transfer itself to the music during
‘deeper’ because (for instance) they took more time. We may experience the performance?

digital nature of our world as easy and fast, but these are just perspectives

VV: Precisely the fact that it is not an ‘easy come, easy go’ experience for the

audience. In the 20* and now 21% century | believe that what we find to be an
exuberance of technology is in fact nothing more than a child-like fascination
with a newfound toy. Later generations, more accustomed to living in a world

coloured by our fascination with novelty — very much like people’s fascination
with the electric lamp, the telephone or the railway. What remains is
essentially human — the terror in front of the abyss of nothingness, the age-
old question of ‘who am I" and ‘where do | go from here’, the rollercoaster

of emotions before loss of love — these are timeless entities that define us as
human beings. And this is what Winterreise offers: not a window to a past,
but a transformation of the present.

DT: Wilhelm Miiller, the poet of the two only series of songs of Schubert’s Die
Schéne Miillerin and Winterreise, created a great chapter in the field of poetry
of German romanticism, and his name remains alive and inextinguishable
throughout time.

It is very interesting to mention that, in his brief life, this significant
German poet was passionately devoted not only to his art but also with taking
part in movements, the last one being that of philhellenism through which,

inspired by the Greek revolution and the struggle of the Greeks for liberation
from the Ottoman rule, he wrote some of his most important works.

| approached the poem script of Winterreise by translating it into my
native language, as far as the study of the work is concerned, in order to delve
deeper into its meaning, to come closer and to create a framework, some-
thing like an ideal ground, in which | wanted my own narration to take place.

It has to be acknowledged that Winterreise is the work of a dying man and, as reported

by Schubert’s friend Joseph von Spaun, the creation of a composer whose moods under
the shadow of incurable illness were frequently deeply melancholy. History invites us to
imagine the composer correcting the proofs of the second part on his deathbed. Do these
aspects of this work and its background have any effect on the layers you seek to communi-
cate, and in giving your all as a performer while staying for extended periods with such an
atmosphere do you perhaps even have to guard against its effects on your own state of
mind and well-being?

Your origins and home are in Greece, but you have lived and worked for a significant part
of your career in Germany. One might imagine that the differences of light and dark are

DT: Schubert was already sick with syphilis from the beginning of 1823, a fact
that would determine his psychology and the remaining works he composed
until the end of his life in 1828. Winterreise was composed one year before
he died, when he was suffering from the pain of his illness as well as a deep
melancholy, and this is the main feature of the atmosphere created in this set
of songs. Yet under no circumstances should we mistake this as a suicidal
mood or even as an underlying feeling. | could say that this series of songs,
apart from the basic motif of pain and lost love, also contains other intense
elements of determination and resistance towards fear of death, images of
past joy and a deep awareness and reconciliation with the impending end

in Der Leiermann. The winter journey talks about death as does every poetic
or philosophical work which studies and processes life. Yes, the whole
atmosphere of this series does indeed affect me, in the keen reflection that
such a powerful work of art stirs inside me, in my thoughts, my voice and by
extension my interpretation.

VV: Anyone who has been next to a dying man or woman can attest to the fact
that no depiction in words or painting, with the exception perhaps (in my
view) of Tolstoy and Dostoyevsky, can come close to presenting adequately
what imminent death does to a person’s sense of self and sense of the world.
What the interpreter is called to do is to take the historical fact (that Schubert
was, in fact, dying of syphilis at the age of 31) and transfuse this image with
empathy. There is nothing elevated about dying, nothing poetic about not
being able to get out of bed because you cannot stand on your own two feet.
There is ugliness, loneliness, and the deep sense that God, or any other entity
for that matter, is simply not there. This is no place for romanticism — and
this is precisely why Winterreise is such a gripping depiction of despair and
true loss in a state of deadly delirium. Because Schubert did, in fact, write his
last works on his deathbed: ill, alone, dirty and delirious. This is the

as stark between nations and cultures as they are in the words and settings of Winterreise.
In which ways does your own background inform your performance of this work?

DT: My origin from two Aegean islands has contributed to a great degree
to the formulation of my artistic persona and | want to stress that the life
experiences | carry were consciously crystallized when, as an interpreter,
| used them to draw deeper meaning from a piece of work or for a role.

From Greek culture one can learn quite early on the importance of the
two opposing poles EPQZ-OANATOZ (EROS-THANATOS which means
love-death), which form the inspiration for the greatest part of ancient
Greek literature that is both ancient drama and also traditional art.

These are the two states of being between which the whole interplay of
human life unfolds. It is these which essentially signify the great work of art
upon which the whole work of Schubert exists.

My Greek ethnicity and mostly the way in which | have experienced it,
has given me the exceptional ability of infiltrating without prejudice matters
of tragedy of mankind’s existence, love and death.

Perhaps both of you can outline how your personal experiences weigh against a desire to
seek a path towards what Schubert might have expected to hear — an ‘authentic’ sense of
style or a performance linked as closely as possible to the composer’s wishes, allied or
opposed to a uniquely personal delivery of the poetry and music?

DT: Schubert lived an intense life filled with passion, love and disappoint-
ment, and | have the sense that he would be indifferent to a purely academic
and sterile approach towards interpretation. His work is generous, leaving the
interpreter to bare his own personality and the most innermost thoughts that
such a daring journey would involve. This is exactly what | do with forward-
ness and faith and my priority is to be deeply humane and real.

This specific recording is a result of a collaboration which was quite often



based on an interaction of poetry, feeling and impulsiveness; a process which
has driven us for the past two years of our preparation.

VV: To dwell on the subject of authenticity is a perilous path to say the least:
and that is because both theories can be adequately argued. Of course it is
important to have a sense of what Schubert might have ‘expected to hear’.
This is why we listen to Rachmaninoff’s own recordings of his music —
because we may get an insight of what ‘the composer truly wanted’. And of
course with today’s scholarship on authentic performance, both our mind
and ears are open to new, more abrasive and challenging interpretations of
a number of works in the core repertoire.

However, like all things, the pursuit of authenticity is merely a tool: for the
artistically uninspired mind it becomes a way to force an opinion — for the
artistically creative mind, it becomes an opportunity for expression.

For instance — Schubert’s piano was most definitely not the grand Steinway
with its plush and round sound that we know today. His piano’s pedal would
not have had the grandeur of today’s pedal, nor would the sound project and
sustain in the same way. This idea gives one food for thought: how does it
sound if almost all of Gefrorne Tranen is played without a hint of pedal?
Isn’t the piano’s naked sound more appropriate for this chilling song?

In that sense, ‘authenticity’ is a tool, like pedalling with the fingers as
opposed to the foot, or voicing a chord from the inside out rather than
singing the top voice. And like all tools, it does not replace true creativity —
it merely serves it.

Vassilis Varvaresos, the role of the pianist is vital for projecting the essence of Winterreise,
and as with the vocal part there is a significant recorded legacy from great accompanists
such as Gerald Moore. To what extent do you take ‘lessons’ from this musical ancestry, and
to what extent do you feel you can forge new paths in these songs?

| am a firm believer of legacy, and the need for the new generation of
performers to be humble above else in front of the artistry of the great
masters of the past. | believe this because | find such an approach (the quest
for humility) to be the best advocate for learning. Like the great painters of
the Renaissance who forged their style through their apprenticeship, | also
feel that we are lucky to be the ‘students’ of the great artists of the past.

That said, and because music is such an integral and vital part of who
| am as a person, | cannot but be involved in a work in which | feel very
strongly that | have something to say. Learning from the great minds of the
past sharpens my own tools of expression and chisels down what | truly want
to say: precisely because people have said the same thing before me. It is
comforting to know that you are trying, as Brahms once said, to walk in the
‘footsteps of giants’, and because it is nice to know that giants did, in fact,
exist.

Your passion for Romantic music can be also heard in your work with violinist Noé Inui

in sonatas by Schumann and Strauss (NC15004). Are there ways in which your approach
to sonority and colour of tone change between partnering an instrument and the human
voice, and between the more abstract world of instrumental chamber music and the direct
literary connections related to songs?

| actually feel that the piano is much more closely related to the voice than to
any other instrument. The reason for this is because the piano’s mechanics
and soul, if you will, are so far removed from the basic elements that com-
prise ‘expressivity’ (namely sustaining a tone and being expressive within the
note), that pianists are forced to think like singers much more than other
instrumentalists. | am not saying that other instrumentalists do not think in
terms of song — but | am saying that a pianist cannot but think in terms of the
voice. It is our obsession with the ‘singing tone’; it is Chopin’s obsession with

belcanto; it is the fact that most great lieder composers were pianists: we lack
in reality so much of what other instruments have ready-made; that we must
rely on our imagination and, as Busoni said, always ask the impossible from
the piano.

In that sense, | do feel a big difference between working with a violinist or
in a trio setting, and working with a singer. In chamber music the piano is
part of the larger texture (even though there are more similarities between the
piano/violin and piano/voice combination than with piano trio or piano
quartet). In collaboration with a singer the piano sets the stage, provides the
lighting, comments on the poetry and underlines the mood. | always think of
the piano as the universe in which the human voice must inhabit, grow, and
flourish. | provide the world; the voice is the world’s humanity.

The point has been made that the greatest song composers were pianists rather than
singers, from Schubert and Schumann via Brahms and Wolf to Debussy, Poulenc, Britten
(who was also a noted accompanist) and beyond. Does it help to think of Winterreise as
at the very least a piano ‘art form’ as much as a singer’s? Where can the essence of inter-
pretative give and take be found in this most intimate of chamber music partnerships?

| often see the lieder repertoire as the actual (see, objective) realisation in
sound of what all these composers had in mind always when writing for the
piano. What are Schumann’s Arabesque op. 18, or parts of Kreisleriana, what
are the Schubert’s Impromptus or Sonatas if not ‘songs without words’? The
piano is singer and accompanist, orchestra and soloist, conductor and actor.
In that sense the lieder repertoire is as much piano repertoire as it is song
repertoire. | see the partnership as a very complex web of interactions —
especially in a cycle as deep and profoundly unsettling as Winterreise.

As | said in my previous response, the way | see the piano’s role is that of
the World, in which the voice is born, grows and flourishes. | believe that the
essence of partnership is precisely allowing the humanity of the voice to clash
against the turbulent and at times unforgiving nature of the World itself.

At times, in Winterreise, | feel that the piano should be a friend, a companion
to the journey — but most of the times | feel it is at odds with the wanderer,

it personifies the coldness of a Nature that simply observes as the hero
declines into nothingness.

In his songs, Schubert is considered to have raised the status of the pianist beyond
anything that had gone before, giving the accompanist the responsibility of carrying every
kind of emotional and psychological impulse for the poetic text. Like an actor required to
portray multiple layers of character and intent this has to be a challenge you relish, both in
your own creative input and in that sixth-sense communication between you and Dimitri’s.
Do you both seek consistency between performances: exploiting those special moments
prepared by the composer, or do you value the spontaneity — and risk — in each time
discovering a magic somewhere beyond the score?

I think that we both value spontaneity and risk because we have sought
deeply into what the composer intended, at least in our view. The piano

in Winterreise is Schubert’s subconscious comment on the poetry. If the
poem is the work’s consciousness, the piano in Schubert is deeper than its
subconscious — it is the ‘id’ of the world, it is the archetypal element that
permeates each song, it is the abyss of nothingness that the wanderer has
in his mind even without knowing. Music, in that sense, does begin where
words end. However, in my partnership with Dimitris we have worked long
and hard to discover together the terrifying centre of what happens between
piano and voice, what world it is that opens up after the opening bars of
Gutte Nacht, or what does the willowing sound of the piano give to the vocal
line after the terror in Lindenbaum. Carefully studying the score and the
poetry and discussing the ‘character’ of each lied was meticulous and
fantastic work. All of this, however, serves the spontaneity of performance —



during which we both always discover new layers of meaning, translated into
new choices in tempo, new types of rubato and new choices in texture.

And one final question. In one of the most significant songs in the cycle Der Wegweiser, we
are forced to contemplate the wanderer’s journey at a point of crisis: ‘Eine Strafle muf ich
gehen, die noch keiner ging zuriick’, the road from which no-one ever returns. This is no
doubt intended to imply death, but considered optimistically could also be a description

of time: that one-way road we all have to follow. What would be your future wishes, for
yourself and for all?

| think that Winterreise touches upon a very important and terrifying subject:
helplessness when faced with the abyss of our own existence. Talking of
Winterreise as a march towards death or life is, in my view, too narrow a
reading and too romanticised a point of view. | see this cycle in a more
gripping reality — | see in it the voice of people who suffer from depression,
schizophrenia, or simply human beings faced with extreme pain, loss and
suffering. This is not a journey towards life, death, or redemption. There is
no redemption in Winterreise — there is no action. Nothing really happens
in the cycle: the hero does not find love or accept his fate. Winterreise is an
observation of the human soul. It is an attempt to understand what happens
in our souls when faced with the Leierman of our own existence — what can
happen when the shock of nothingness knocks on our door; when all of our
work, family, friends and activities: in other words, all our attempts to forget,
turn out to mean nothing. My future wish, to myself and to others would be
to re-examine these questions and look at them in the eye fearlessly. We live
in a society that pushes anxiety, stress, disorder, fear of death under the
carpet — we live in a forgetful society where happiness stems from a false
sense of immortality. Winterreise is so gripping even today precisely because
it is not romanticising the fact that there are moments in one’s life when
nothing makes sense, where everything is a cold winter, where one arrives
alone in an abandoned village and the only thing he or she hears is the sound
of the Leierman. And this experience is not necessarily an experience of
death. It can be the experience of loss of a loved one, or the experience of not _——
being able to understand all the malice in the world. We must address these
issues with fearlessness, and | believe that Schubert’s monomania and
fascination with the abyss of the human soul shows a way: that the only true
change and revolution in everyone’s lives comes through inward intro- 2
spection. Action is what happens in our souls. iy (Tl
So, in short this is my wish: that we don’t forget that there is pain and -
suffering in this world — and we are not immune to it. And that we act upon it
by changing ourselves in the only way possible: from the inside.
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1 GUTE NACHT

Fremd bin ich eingezogen,
Fremd zieh’ ich wieder aus.

Der Mai war mir gewogen

Mit manchem Blumenstrauf.
Das Méadchen sprach von Liebe,
Die Mutter gar von Eh’, -

Nun ist die Welt so triibe,

Der Weg gehiillt in Schnee.

Ich kann zu meiner Reisen
Nicht wihlen mit der Zeit,

Muf selbst den Weg mir weisen
In dieser Dunkelheit.

Es zieht ein Mondenschatten
Als mein Gefihrte mit,

Und auf den weiflen Matten
Such’ ich des Wildes Tritt.

Was soll ich langer weilen,
Dafl man mich trieb hinaus ?
Laf irre Hunde heulen

Vor ihres Herren Haus;

Die Liebe liebt das Wandern —
Gott hat sie so gemacht —
Von einem zu dem andern.
Fein Liebchen, gute Nacht !

Will dich im Traum nicht stéren,
Wir schad’ um deine Ruh’.
Sollst meinen Tritt nicht héren —
Sacht, sacht die Tiire zu !
Schreib im Voriibergehen

Ans Tor dir: Gute Nacht,

Damit du mégest sehen,

An dich hab’ ich gedacht.

2 DIEWETTERFAHNE

Der Wind spielt mit der Wetterfahne
Auf meines schénen Liebchens Haus.
Da dacht’ ich schon in meinem Wahne,
Sie pfiff den armen Fliichtling aus.

Er hitt’ es eher bemerken sollen,
Des Hauses aufgestecktes Schild,
So hétt’ er nimmer suchen wollen
Im Haus ein treues Frauenbild.

Der Wind spielt drinnen mit den Herzen
Wie auf dem Dach, nur nicht so laut.

Was fragen sie nach meinen Schmerzen ?

lhr Kind ist eine reiche Braut.

1 KAAHNYXTA

=évoc pBa

Kat &évog Ba puyw ndaAt

O Mdanc pou xapoyéAaoce

Mou xdptoe pnoukéta ano AouAoudia.

To kopitot priovoe yia ayann

Kin pntépa tng yia yauo!

Twpa dpwe 0 KOGPOC Elval CUVVEPLATPEVOG
Kt o &popoc ano xibvia okenacpévoc.

Tnv apxn tou ta&idlov pou

Aev pnopw va anogaciow

Mpénet o i6log péoa o'auto to okoTdadt
To §pduo va pavepwow.

la ouvtpo@ld pou Ba xw

To pw¢ Tou Peyyaptol nou anAwvetal
Kat navw ota kdtacnpa Aiadia

Twv ayppiiv ta xvaptla 6a akoAoubw.

Mati va pévw akopa 6w

Mexpt KAnolog va pe StEeL;

Ac yauyiCouv ta aypla okuAla
Mnpootd otou agpévtn Toug To onitt
Tou épwTta apéoel va nepipépetat!
-€10L ToV énAace 0 Oeb¢-

Moéte €6 Kal Note ekel

Ayannuevn pou kaAnvuxta.

Aev BEAW TovV UNVO GOU va eVOXARoW

©a fjtav kpipa tnv nouxia cou va tapd&w
Ta Brpata pou oute nou Ba akoUaoelg
AnaAd,anaAd tnv nopta KAEvw

Kat navw tng ypapw eelyovtag
“KaAnvuxta”

‘Etol,yla va kataAdBelg

Mw¢ o€ OKEPTOPOUV.

2 O ANEMOAEIKTHZ

O aépag natlet pe tov avepodelktn
Mavw otn oteyn Tou ontio’

TNG 6HOPPNG HOU ayanng

Noépla-péoa otnv tpéAa pou-

MNwc¢ neptnaiet évav etwxé Kuvnynuévo.

Oa énpene vwpltepa va eIxe NpocéEel
To onuadt autd Tou onitioy

‘Etol noté o autd dev Ba éwaxve

Ma pla noth ayann.

0O aépag,nailel twpa péoa pe g kapdiég
Onwg énatle npv NAvw otn oTéyN
Opwg éxt tdéoo duvatd

la toug Névoug Jou Tt pwTolV;

Mtia nAdoUoia vioen

Eval twpa to Kop(tol Touc.

3 GEFROR’NE TRANEN

Gefrorne Tropfen fallen
Von meinen Wangen ab:
Ob es mir denn entgangen,
Daf ich geweinet hab’ ?

Ei Tranen, meine Trdanen,
Und seid ihr gar so lau,
Dafd ihr erstarrt zu Eise
Wie kiihler Morgentau ?

Und dringt doch aus der Quelle
Der Brust so glithend heif3,

Als wolltet ihr zerschmelzen
Des ganzen Winters Eis !

4 ERSTARRUNG

Ich such’ im Schnee vergebens
Nach ihrer Tritte Spur,

Wo sie an meinem Arme
Durchstrich die griine Flur.

Ich will den Boden kiissen,
Durchdringen Eis und Schnee
Mit meinen heifden Trinen,
Bis ich die Erde seh’.

Wo find’ ich eine Bliite,

Wo find’ ich griines Gras ?
Die Blumen sind erstorben,
Der Rasen sieht so blaf.

Soll denn kein Angedenken
Ich nehmen mit von hier ?

Wenn meine Schmerzen schweigen,

Wer sagt mir dann von ihr ?

Mein Herz ist wie erstorben,
Kalt starrt ihr Bild darin;
Schmilzt je das Herz mir wieder,
Flieft auch ihr Bild dahin !

5 DERLINDENBAUM

Am Brunnen vor dem Tore
Da steht ein Lindenbaum;
Ich traumt’ in seinem Schatten
So manchen siiden Traum.

Ich schnitt in seine Rinde
So manches liebe Wort;

Es zog in Freud’ und Leide
Zu ihm mich immer fort.

3 TAFQMENA AAKPYA

Maywpéva tpéxouv ta ddkpua
Ano ta payouAia pou

Yav va gnv kataiapa

Mw¢ gixa KAQWeL

Ax,6dkpua,bdkpua pou

E{ote Aownov té6c0 adlvapa

Mou napadveate 6To WUXOC

Onwg ot §pococtalidec otnv naywpévn
avvn;

Kt 6pwe avaBAulete téoo kauta
Méoa ano tou oTBouc Pou TNV NNyNA
Yav va BéAate va MoeTe Jepldg
OO ToV NAyo Tou Xelwva.

4 ZEMNATIAXMA

Fupéuw oo x1dvL pataia

Tig natnuactég tng va Bpw

>1o MBAdt nou oto PnNpAtoo pou
aKkoupnopévn

Eixe Slaoxioel

Q&AW To XxWpa va pARow

Me ta kautda gou 6akpua

Ta x1évia Kal Toug Ndyoug va Tpuniow
Méxpttn yn va 6w

Mou va Bpw eva avBdakt

Mou va Bpw eva npdcivo pUANO
Ta AouAoudia oAa vekpd

Kat to xoptdapt Egpd

Xwpic pla avapvnon
Mpénetva eUyw ano edw;
Ktav ot névol you clwnnoouy;
Motog yt autrv Ba you PIAARoEL,

Nekpri oav Tov ndayo ewvat n kapdia you
Kat péoa n elkdéva tng akivntn.
Av éAlwve Noté o Nndyog autdg
Mad{ tou ki ekeivn Ba xavétav.

5 H®OAAMOYPIA

>t Bpuon ynpootd otnv NUAN
Efval pla pAapoupla

STov {oKl0 TNG ovelpeUTnKa
Kdanola pou évelpa yAuka

>tn @Aouda tng exdpala
Adyla aydnng nontka

Kat navta o autnv yupvolca
Me névo ) pe xapd



Ich muft’ auch heute wandern
Vorbei in tiefer Nacht,

Da hab’ ich noch im Dunkeln
Die Augen zugemacht.

Und seine Zweige rauschten,
Als riefen sie mir zu:

Komm her zu mir, Geselle,
Hier find’st du deine Ruh’ !

Die kalten Winde bliesen
Mir grad’ ins Angesicht;
Der Hut flog mir vom Kopfe,
Ich wendete mich nicht.

Nun bin ich manche Stunde
Entfernt von jenem Ort,

Und immer hér’ ich’s rauschen:
Du fandest Ruhe dort !

6 WASSERFLUT

Manche Trén’ aus meinen Augen
Ist gefallen in den Schnee;

Seine kalten Flocken saugen
Durstig ein das heifde Weh.

Wenn die Griser sprossen wollen
Weht daher ein lauer Wind,

Und das Eis zerspringt in Schollen
Und der weiche Schnee zerrinnt.

Schnee, du weif’t von meinem Sehnen,
Sag’, wohin doch geht dein Lauf ?
Folge nach nur meinen Trinen,

Nimmt dich bald das Béchlein auf.

Wirst mit ihm die Stadt durchziehen,
Muntre Straflen ein und aus;

Fiihlst du meine Trinen gliihen,

Da ist meiner Liebsten Haus.

7 AUF DEM FLUSSE

Der du so lustig rauschtest,
Du heller, wilder Fluf3,

Wie still bist du geworden,
Gibst keinen ScheidegruR.

Mit harter, starrer Rinde
Hast du dich tiberdeckt,
Liegst kalt und unbeweglich
Im Sande ausgestreckt.

Andwe yupilovtag exkel péoa oto Bpdadu
>TdOnKa Pnpog tng Kt éKAeloa
Ta patid oto okotddt

Apéowg ta kAadia tng Bpdloav
Yav va BeAe va net

‘EAa o€ péva eide pou

ESw Ba avanauteiq

KpUocg aépag duvatdg

To NpéowWNO XTUNAEL
Tpéxw kat niow dgv Koltw
To kanéAo pakpua nNetael

ESW kal peg ewvat

Mou épuya ano Kef

Kt aképa akoUw to Bpdlopa
"ESw Ba avanauteic”

6 XEIMAPPOZ

Ano ta pdua pou kUANoe eva §Aakpu
KL éneoe ndvw aTo X1dvt

Ot naywyEéveg Tou VIPAdeg
Pou@ave pe diwa

Tov Kautod you névo

Otav 1o xoptdpl BAvatl £TolPo va PUIPWOEL
©a puodel evag avepog (eotdg

O nayoc Ba yivel koppdtia

Kal to paiako xiévt Ba Aot

X16vi,ecU nou E£pelc autd Nou vooTaiyw
lMeg pou,nou NnNyaivelg;

Mévo ta ddkpua pgou apkei va
akoAoUBAoELG

Kal to pudkt Ba oe napacUpeL

Tnv néAn pad{ tou Ba dlaoxioelg

Ye &pduouc (wvtavolg Ba pnavofyaivelg
Ktotav Ba viwoelg ta dakpua pou va Kalve
Téte Ba Epelg

MNwc¢ eioat otng ayanng gou To onitt.

7  XTHN OXOH TOY MOTAMOY

EoU nou kanote t6oo eUBupa KUAOUOEG
Dwtewod Kal ayplo notapt

MNw¢ ownaoceg €Tol Twpa

Kat dev pe xalpetag;

Mtia kpoUaota okAnpr Kal naywpévn o€ exel
oKeNAoel

Kat navw otnv augo

Keiteoal akivnto kat naywpévo

In deine Decke grab’ ich

Mit einem spitzen Stein

Den Namen meiner Liebsten
Und Stund’ und Tag hinein:

Den Tag des ersten Grufes,
Den Tag, an dem ich ging;
Um Nam’ und Zahlen windet
Sich ein zerbroch’ner Ring.

Mein Herz, in diesem Bache
Erkennst du nun dein Bild ?
Ob’s unter seiner Rinde

Wohl auch so reiRend schwillt ?

8 RUCKBLICK

Es brennt mir unter beiden Sohlen,

Tret’ ich auch schon auf Eis und Schnee,
Ich mécht’ nicht wieder Atem holen,

Bis ich nicht mehr die Tiirme seh’.

Hab’ mich an jedem Stein gestofien,

So eilt’ ich zu der Stadt hinaus;

Die Krihen warfen Bill’ und Schlofen
Auf meinen Hut von jedem Haus.

Wie anders hast du mich empfangen,
Du Stadt der Unbestindigkeit !

An deinen blanken Fenstern sangen
Die Lerch’ und Nachtigall im Streit.

Die runden Lindenbdume bliihten,

Die klaren Rinnen rauschten hell,

Und ach, zwei Madchenaugen gliihten. -
Da war’s gescheh’n um dich, Gesell !

Kommt mir der Tag in die gedanken,

Mécht’ ich noch einmal riickwirts seh’n.

Mécht’ ich zuriicke wieder wanken,
Vor ihrem Hause stille steh’n.

9 IRRLICHT

In die tiefsten Felsengriinde

Lockte mich ein Irrlicht hin;

Wie ich einen Ausgang finde,

Liegt nicht schwer mir in dem Sinn.

Bin gewohnt das Irregehen,

's fuihrt ja jeder Weg zum Ziel;
Uns’re Freuden, uns’re Wehen,
Alles eines Irrlichts Spiel !

MNavw og autn tnv NAaka
Xdpa&a pe nétpa Koptepn
To évopa tng aydanng pou
Tnv wpa kat ) gépa

Tn pépa nou tnv npwtosida

Tn pépa nou épuya

Yav péoa o€ onacuévo KUKAo
MAékovtal ovouata kat aplbpol

Kapdid pou,péca oto notaut autd
BAénelg tov eautd oou

Mou katw ano tov ndyo

OpuNTIKA POUCKWVEL,

8 TMIZQKOITAITMA

Niwbw ta ndédla pou va kaive

Kt épwc natdw otov Ndyo Kal ato xidvi
Kpatdw tnv avdoa pou

Méxptc étou tnv NdAn nia va unv PAENw
Y€ kGBe nétpa okévtawa

Ano tn Blactvn pou ano Kel va puyw
Ano kdBe otéyn ta kopakia

‘Epixvav ndvw Pou To XIoVL.

MNéoo aAAwTIKa Pe gixeg tOTe UNnodextel
Actatn €oU noAttela

Sta Aagnepd oou napabupa
Tpayoubouoav andédvia kal kopudahol

AvBilav ol POUVTWHEVEC PAAPOUPLES
KeAdpilav ta nevtakdbapa pudkia
Ktax! ta gpdua tng nwg Aéyoviav
Eke{,ouvéBnoav oAa odotndpe.

Ortav ekeivn n nuépa otn okéwn pou
¢pxetal

O¢éA\w akopa pla @opda nicw va Kotasw
Oé\w niow va ndw

Kal ynpog oto onitt tng

JuwnnAdG va otabw.

9 TO ®QX NOoY NAANEYEI

ESW Babia nou ot Bpdxol akoupnolv
Me nAdvewe éva neplepyo puwg
AUokoAo dev Ba val

Mia é€o0do va Bpw

Tnv nepinA@vnon exw ouvnbioel

O kaBe 6pduog oto téppa odnyel

Ot xapég pag,ot névol pag

OAa eva naixvidt autol tou NAGvou pwtog



Durch des Bergstroms trockne Rinnen
Wind’ ich ruhig mich hinab,

Jeder Strom wird’s Meer gewinnen,
Jedes Leiden auch sein Grab.

10 RAST

Nun merk’ ich erst wie miid’ ich bin,
Da ich zur Ruh’ mich lege;

Das Wandern hielt mich munter hin
Auf unwirtbarem Wege.

Die Fuife frugen nicht nach Rast,
Es war zu kalt zum Stehen;

Der Riicken fiihlte keine Last,
Der Sturm half fort mich wehen.

In eines Kéhlers

engem Haus

Hab’ Obdach ich gefunden.

Doch meine Glieder ruh’n nicht aus:
So brennen ihre Wunden.

Auch du, mein Herz, in Kampf und Sturm

So wild und so verwegen,
Fiihlst in der Still” erst deinen Wurm
Mit heiflem Stich sich regen !

11 FRUHLINGSTRAUM

Ich triumte von bunten Blumen,
So wie sie wohl bliihen im Mai;
Ich trdumte von griinen Wiesen,
Von lustigem Vogelgeschrei.

Und als die Hihne krihten,

Da ward mein Auge wach;

Da war es kalt und finster,

Es schrien die Raben vom Dach.

Doch an den Fensterscheiben,
Wer malte die Blatter da ?

Ihr lacht wohl tiber den Traumer,
Der Blumen im Winter sah ?

Ich traumte von Lieb um Liebe,
Von einer schénen Maid,

Von Herzen und von Kiissen,
Von Wonne und Seligkeit.

Und als die Hihne krihten,
Da ward mein Herze wach;
Nun sitz’ ich hier alleine

Und denke dem Traume nach.

Méoa an’tov Eepd xelpappo tou Bouvol
‘Hpepog twpa kateBaivw

Kd&Be notapt otn Bdhacoa kataAfyet

Kt 0 kGBe névoc otov Tdgo.

10 ANAMAYZH

Tpa POAG éviwoa

Méoo koupaopévoc elpal

la Alyo 6£Anoa tnv npepia va avanauvbw
H nepinAdvnon oe Spdpoug apird&evoug
Me kpdtnoe {wvtavéd.

Ta nédla pou dev {ntolcav avanauon
Htav kpUo noAU yia va ctabw

H nAdtn pou dev éviwbe to Bapocg

H B0eAAa kit o aépag

Me “onpwxvav va npoxwpw.

Y€ eva OTwxd,0TEVOXWPO oMTdkl
Bprika otéyn

Opwc¢ ta akpa pou dev nouxalouv
Kaive ot nAnyéc.

Kt eoU,kapdid pou

Avpla kat napdtoAun o BUEANEC KAl AYWVEC
Mévo oav npepnoeLg

NWOeLg To oKOUAAKL auTtd

Mou o€ kalel kal o€ TpuUndey;

11 ANOIZIATIKO ONEIPO
Ovelpeudpouv NnoAUxpwua AouAoudia
Yav autd nou avbidouv To Man
Ovelpeudpouv npdaotva AiBasdia

Kat kehanbiouata nouAwy.

Kt otav AdAnoav ot netevol

Ta pdua pou avolav

Kt Atav kpUo kat okotadt

Kt ékpadav an tig otéyeg ta kopdkia.

‘Opwc otou napabupou ta t¢apla
Motog {wypd@ioe auta ta UAAG;
FeAdte pe évav ovelponoro

Mou BAénet Aouroldla

Méoa oTo Xelpwva;

Ovelpeudpouy TNV aydnn kat tov épwta
Eva 6pop@o kopitot

Kapdiég kal piAla

H&ovr kat eutuxia

Kt 6tav AdAncav ot netewvol

H kapdia pou &unvnoe

Mévog kdBopal twpa 5w

Kat oképtopal 6oa ovelpéutnka

Die Augen schlie®’ ich wieder,

Noch schligt das herz so warm.

Wann griint ihr Blitter am Fenster ?
Wann halt’ ich mein Liebchen im Arm ?

12 EINSAMKEIT

Wie eine triibe Wolke
Durch heit’re Lufte geht,
Wenn in der Tanne Wipfel
Ein mattes Liiftchen weht:

So zieh ich meine Strafle
Dahin mit traigem Fuf3,
Durch helles, frohes Leben
Einsam und ohne GruR.

Ach, daf die Luft so ruhig !
Ach, daf’ die Welt so licht !
Als noch die Stiirme tobten,
War ich so elend nicht.

13 DIE POST

Von der Straf3e her ein Posthorn klingt.
Was hat es, daf es so hoch aufspringt,
Mein Herz ?

Die Post bringt keinen Brief fur dich.
Was dréngst du denn so wunderlich,
Mein Herz ?

Nun ja, die Post kommt aus der Stadt,
Wo ich ein liebes Liebchen hat,
Mein Herz !

Willst wohl einmal hintiberseh’n
Und fragen, wie es dort mag geh'n,
Mein Herz ?

14 DER GREISE KOPF

Der Reif hatt’ einen weiflen Schein
Mir tibers Haar gestreuet;

Da glaubt’ ich schon ein Greis zu sein
Und hab’ mich sehr gefreuet.

Doch bald ist er hinweggetaut,

Hab’ wieder schwarze Haare,

Daf} mir's vor meiner Jugend graut -
Wie weit noch bis zur Bahre !

Ta pdua pou kAgivw nait

Ktn kapdia pou {gotd akdpa xtuna

MNéte Ba npacivicouyv ta eUAAa oto Tayy;
MNéte ota xépla you

Ayann 6a o€ kpathow;

12 EPHMIA

Zav éva pdaupo oUvwepo

Mou péoa ot E€yvolaoto oupavod netd
Otav éva anaid agpakt

Tn Aent) eAatokopPn puod

EToL kL ey To §pdpo pou tpalw

Me BApa vwBpd

Méoa ano to pwc Kat tn xapa tng {wng
Mévoc,bixwc oUte eva yeld

AX,autdc o aépac T000 APEUOC

AX,autog 0 KOGUOC TOCO PWTEIVOS

Akdpa Kal oTIG No paviacpéved katalyideg
Agv APOUV T000 SUCTUXAC.

13 O TAXYAPOMOX

An to 6pbduo akoUw Tov Taxudpdpo va
‘pxetal

TLEXELG KAl XTUNAg tooo duvata
Kapdia pou;

O taxudpodpog bev pépvel ypappa yla oéva
Nnati téoo napaéeva Blalecat
Kapdia pou;

O taxudpduog £pxetat ano tnv noAn
Onou KLeyw €{xa pla ayann
Kapbia pou!

O€éAelg TOTE va Byelg
Katva pwtAoELG Tl yiveTal kel
Kapdia pou;

14 TA AZITPA MAAAIA

O xpdvog o Bapuc Aeukd onuadt
AQrvel ota JarAld pou

Etolkt eyw niotewa nwge yépog nia fpat
Kal xdpnka noAu yt autd

Opw¢ to donpo auto onpadt
YUvtopa e€apaviotnke

Maupa €vat ndAt ta gaAAia you
Kal ykpila n viétn you

Méoo akopa PEXPLTO TEAOG!
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Vom Abendrot zum Morgenlicht

Ward mancher Kopf zum Greise.

Wer glaubt’s ? und meiner ward es nicht
Auf dieser ganzen Reise !

15 DIE KRAHE

Eine Krihe war mit mir
Aus der Stadt gezogen,
Ist bis heute fiir und fiir
Um mein Haupt geflogen.

Kridhe, wunderliches Tier,

Willst mich nicht verlassen ?
Meinst wohl, bald als Beute hier
Meinen Leib zu fassen ?

Nun, es wird nicht weit mehr geh’'n
An dem Wanderstabe.

Krihe, 1a mich endlich seh’'n
Treue bis zum Grabe !

16 LETZTE HOFFNUNG

Hie und da ist an den Baumen

Manches bunte Blatt zu seh’n,

Und ich bleibe vor den Bdumen
Oftmals in Gedanken steh’n.

Schaue nach dem einen Blatte,
Hinge meine Hoffnung dran;
Spielt der Wind mit meinem Blatte,
Zittr’ ich, was ich zittern kann.

Ach, und fillt das Blatt zu Boden,
Fallt mit ihm die Hoffnung ab;
Fall’ ich selber mit zu Boden,
Wein’ auf meiner Hoffnung Grab.

17 IM DORFE

Es bellen die Hunde, es rasseln die Ketten;
Es schlafen die Menschen in ihren Betten,
Trdumen sich manches, was sie nicht
haben,

Tun sich im Guten und Argen erlaben;

Und morgen friih ist alles zerflossen.

Je nun, sie haben ihr Teil genossen

Und hoffen, was sie noch uibrig lieRen,
Doch wieder zu finden auf ihren Kissen.

Ao To coUpouno w¢ tnv auvyn

MoMAof ewvat nou yepvave

Molog va niotéwel,uéoa o auto to ta&idt
Mw¢ €pelva eyw avéyyixtoc.

15 TO KOPAKI

Eva kopdki p akoAoubnoe
Yav é@uya an’tnv néAn

Kat péxpt ojpepa

TplyUpw pou ouvéXELla NETAEL

Kopdki napa&evo ol nouAl
Aev BeAelg va Ue aprCELS
O€AeIC ANWC TO CWPA Jou
Ma Aeia oou va apnagelg;

Ma to ta&ibi pou
YUvtopa Ba TEAEWWOEL
Kopaki,enttéAoug

Aoe pe va dw

Kt ey motég oou

Q¢ tov tdgo Ba pat.

16 TEAEYTAIA EAMIAA

ESW ki ekel ndvw ota 6évtpa

®daivovtal aképa kdnota npdctva UAAa
Mnpootd o auta ta 6évtpa oTékopual
MOAANEC POPEC Kal oKEPTONAL.

Kottdlw eva @UANO

Kat navw tou kpepdw tnv eAnida pou
Mailel 0 aépac pe to PUANO

Kal tpépel n wuxn pou.

To @UAO NéQTEL O0TO XWpa

Mad{ tou né@tet kal n eAnida pou
27O XWHPA NEPTW KL EYW

KAailw yia tnv xapévn gou eAnida.

17 XTO XQPIO

FauyiCouv ot okUAOL

Ot aAuoideg Toug xTtunouv

Ot dvBpwnot kotpoUvtal ota KpeBAtia Toug
Ovelpelovtal auta nou dev €Xxouv

Ktaprvovtat gia 6to KaAd Kat pta oTo Kako.

Ma to endpevo npwi

Exouv 6Aa e€apavioTtel

Kat Aotnov;

To peptikd touc andrAaucav

Kt eAniouv o,tt nicw dpnoav

Méoa oto 6velpo toug va EavaBpouv.

Bellt mich nur fort, ihr wachen Hunde,
Laf3t mich nicht ruh’n in der
Schlummerstunde !

Ich bin zu Ende mit allen Traumen.

Was will ich unter den Schlifern sdumen ?

18 DER STURMISCHE MORGEN

Wie hat der Sturm zerrissen
Des Himmels graues Kleid !
Die Wolkenfetzen flattern
Umher im matten Streit.

Und rote Feuerflammen
Zieh'n zwischen ihnen hin;
Das nenn’ ich einen Morgen
So recht nach meinem Sinn |

Mein Herz sieht an dem Himmel
Gemalt sein eig’'nes Bild -

Es ist nichts als der Winter,

Der Winter kalt und wild !

19 TAUSCHUNG

Ein Licht tanzt freundlich vor mir her,
Ich folg’ ihm nach die Kreuz und Quer;
Ich folg’ ihm gern und seh’s ihm an,
Daf? es verlockt den Wandersmann.

Ach ! wer wie ich so elend ist,

Gibt gern sich hin der bunten List,
Die hinter Eis und Nacht und Graus,
lhm weist ein helles, warmes Haus.
Und eine liebe Seele drin. —

Nur Tauschung ist fiir mich Gewinn !

20 DER WEGWEISER

Was vermeid’ ich denn die Wege,
Wo die ander’n Wand'rer geh'n,
Suche mir versteckte Stege,
Durch verschneite Felsenhéh’n ?

Habe ja doch nichts begangen,
Dafd ich Menschen sollte scheu’n, —
Welch ein térichtes Verlangen
Treibt mich in die Wiistenei’n ?

Falylote okuMd

Awwé&Te pe pakpua

Mn pe a@rioete va nouxdow
Tnv wpa autn tou Unvou

Ta évelpa téAclwoay yua péva
TiBeAw ey

Me autoUc nou ovelpevovtay,

18 MPQINH ©YEAAA

MNwg &€oxioe n BueAa

To ykpilo poUxo tou oupavou;
>av koupéAla ta oUvveda
>kopnilel o Avepog
E€avtAnuéva ano tn paxn

Ktavapeoa toug

Kokkiveg nUpveg AdyeC pixvovtal!
Na éva npwivé

Mou akpIBw¢ o€ péva talpladel!

H kapdia pou BAénel otov oupavd
Tnv elkéva ¢ {wypaPloPévn

Kat ahAn bev ewvat

Aro auTn Tou Xelpwva

Tou ayplou Kal naywpévou Xelpwva.

19 WEYAAIZOHZH

Eva @wg xopéuel xapoUpeva unpootd pou
Kt ey To akoAouBw e6w Kt €KEL

To akoAouBw pe xapd

Kat BAénw va napacUpet toug 0dotndpouc.

Ax,6notog oav epéva elvat SUGTUXAC
®davtadetal,oto TEAOC TNG vUXTag
Tou nayou kat tou @oBou,

Na gpavepwvetal gnpootda Tou

Eva pwtewo,leotd onit

Kal péoa tou

Mua wuxni ayannuévn.

Mévo autd n weudaicbnon

Ewvat n 6ikA pou anoAapn.

20 O OAOAEIKTHX

Mati ano@elyw to Spopo

Mou dAAot odotndpot akoAouBouy;
Matva waxvw kpuppéva povondata
Jta xloviopéva Bouva

Aev ékava Kkakod

Ma va ano@elyw touc avbpwnoug
Mowa napdioyn enibupia

Me tpaBdet Aonov atnv £pnuid;
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Weiser stehen auf den Strafden,
Weisen auf die Stidte zu.

Und ich wandre sonder Mafien
Ohne Ruh’ und suche Ruh’.
Einen Weiser seh’ ich stehen
Unverriickt vor meinem Blick;
Eine Strafle mufR ich gehen,
Die noch keiner ging zuriick.

21 DAS WIRTSHAUS

Auf einen Totenacker

Hat mich mein Weg gebracht;
Allhier will ich einkehren,
Hab ich bei mir gedacht.

Ihr griinen Totenkranze
Kénnt wohl die Zeichen sein,
Die miide Wand'rer laden
Ins kiithle Wirtshaus ein.

Sind denn in diesem Hause
Die Kammern all’ besetzt ?
Bin matt zum Niedersinken,
Bin tédlich schwer verletzt.

O unbarmherz’ge Schenke,
Doch weisest du mich ab ?
Nun weiter denn, nur weiter,
Mein treuer Wanderstab !

22 MUT

Fliegt der Schnee mir ins Gesicht,
Schiittl ich ihn herunter.

Wenn mein Herz im Busen spricht,
Sing’ ich hell und munter.

Hare nicht, was es mir sagt,
Habe keine Ohren;

Fiihle nicht, was es mir klagt,
Klagen ist fiir Toren.

Lustig in die Welt hinein
Gegen Wind und Wetter !
Will kein Gott auf Erden sein,
Sind wir selber Gétter !

23 DIE NEBENSONNEN

Drei Sonnen sah ich am Himmel steh’n,

Hab’ lang und fest sie angeseh’n;
Und sie auch standen da so stier,
Als wollten sie nicht weg von mir.

Ot obobdeikteg

Agixvouv npog tnv néAn

Kt ey Badilw pduoug dAoug, yakpivoug
Xwpic yaAnvn,avalntwvtag tn yarqvn.
Evav &eiktn BAénw povo

AUETATONIOTO VA OTEKEL PNPOCTA POU

Evav 6pdpo pou deixvel va dlaBw

To §pbuo nou nicw

Agv yUploe Kavelc.

21 TO MANAOXEIO

O &pdpog pou pe 0dAynoe
Y€ eva vekpotageio

Kat oképtnka edw

Ta ndvta nia va apriow

Eoelc npdova otepavia

Aev Ba “ote napa to onuadt

Mou Tov koupacouévo odotndpo
310 wuxpd auto navooxeio KaAei.

Ewvat katelAnupéva ta dwpdtia oAa
AutoU tou navdoxeiou;

Efpat adUvapog kat £Toluog va cwplactw
Oavdaactya sial nAnywPévoc.

Q nbéoo donAaxvoc ténog elcat!
Me SIXVEIC HaKpUud;
YuvexiCoupe Aondv

Epnpdg npoxwpdape!

PaB&i you niatd.

22 OAPPOZ

duodel 0 a€pag To XtéVL 0To NPOCWNO Pou
Kt ey ano ndvw pou to tvalw

H kapdia pou Babid peca oto otRBog pou
PIANAEL

Kt ey tpayoudwy duvatd kat xapoUpeva.

Tt pou Aé€l,6ev akoUw

Aev éxw autid va akouow

To napdnovo tng dev viwbw

Mévo yia avéntouc elvat ta napdnova.

XapoUpevog BéAw va pat

Kévtpa otov dvepo kal tnv katatyida
Ktav ©€6¢ otn yn 6ev undpxel
Elpaote epeic O¢ol.

23 WEYTIKOI HAIOI

Tpelg AMoug €ida otov oupavd

Ma wpa noAAn toug koitala

Kt autol otékovtav acaieutol

Yav va gnv BgAav va euyouv pakpud pou

Ach, meine Sonnen seid ihr nicht !
Schaut ander’n doch ins Angesicht !
Ja, neulich hatt’ ich auch wohl drei;
Nun sind hinab die besten zwei.

Ging nur die dritt’ erst hinterdrein !
Im Dunkel wird mir wohler sein.

24 DER LEIERMANN

Driiben hinterm Dorfe
Steht ein Leiermann
Und mit starren Fingern
Dreht er was er kann.

Barfufd auf dem Eise
Wankt er hin und her
Und sein kleiner Teller
Bleibt ihm immer leer.

Keiner mag ihn héren,
Keiner sieht ihn an,
Und die Hunde knurren
Um den alten Mann.

Und er l4f3t es gehen,
Alles wie es will,

Dreht, und seine Leier
Steht ihm nimmer still.

Wunderlicher Alter !

Soll ich mit dir geh’n ?
Willst zu meinen Liedern
Deine Leier dreh’'n ?

Ax,0x1 Sev glote “oelg ot AAIOL Hou
AMOUC TUPAWCTE JE TO PWE 0Ag
Nai,eixa Kt yw ikoUg pou,Tpeic!
Opwc¢ £ducav ol Suo kaAUtepol.

Ktav o tpitog AAlog

Toug dAAoug duo akoAouBnoel
Tote eyW

To oKoTAd! pe xapa

©a kaAwoopiow

24 O OPTANOTMAIKTHX

STV anévavt nAeupd
Kal niow an to xwptd
Ewval evag opyavonaiktng
Me EuMaopéva ddxtula
Maicel eva dpyavaki

=undAutog navw otov ndyo
Mapanatd edw K eKel

Kat to pikpd tou mdto
Mével navta adelavéd

Kaveig Sev tov akoUel
Kaveic 6ev tov kottd
Movo kdnola okuAla
210 yépovta ypuAilouv

Kt autdg oha ta aprvel

Na pBouv énwg autd BENouv
Mailel kat To opyavakt

Aev otapatd noté.

Mapd&eve yépovta

Na “pbw padi cou;
©éAel¢ Ta Tpayoudla pou
S10 6pyavo va naiéeig;

(Greek translation: Dimitris Tiliakos)
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