MANOS HADJIDAKIS
“MAGNUS EROTICUS”
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Azré N nyoypapnon tov “Meydiov Epwtikod”

From the recording of the “Magnus Eroticus



O Meydlog Epwtixog eivor évag Aaikog Oedg mov {e1 otnv poviaoio uag ax' v oTiyis] mov YEVVIMUAOTE LOOUE VO
webavouue, ouoppog, epnPikoc kot adidxomo. {wviavog.

O Meyalog Epwtixoc dev popdel ypagixa tomika povya. Popaet dika tov wov aovBetovy 00oK0lovg cvVODaGUODS YWV,
AVELOPPOV YPWOUCTOV KOI TOWTIKMOV OVEIPWV. AeV TEPIEYEL UVOUOTA TOD EDKOAN, TO. GLVOLY 01 Bpoyés. Aev avtiotékeTol.

Amo dopotog dpyecbot

Kot €7l TOV HEMGLAT®V aDTOD
GLYKAMVATE TOG KEPAAAG OLOD
Kol ddete pet’ £uod.

H oeipa mov axolovBodv ta mojuato avtd twv AoV momtdv, oynuatilel Evay adiaomaoto KOKAO Tpayoviidv, Hia.
Aertovpyia yio. tov Meydio Epwtino- ki oav tovg eomepivoig Ayiwv o' epRiokklfoio LaKpive, 1e T GOUUETOXN
PAVTOOTIKOV ayyelwv, Epaotav, Taplévav kor epnfov. Eivar o Aitaveio mepicpyn, Ouws kot 1060 QUOIKY, OTHY ECWTEPIKH
Kt amoKpven (o 1og.

IlpooraOnoo vo dnuiovpynowm amAd tpayoddio. alia Oyt edkola. I't’ owto didheéa e mpoooyn tovg tpayovdiotes wov o
0. epunvevoy. Kar mparta n ®lépn Nroviwvakn, ue mabog, omavia. pwvy ki eowtepikh éviaon kai o Anuntpns Popiovog,
ATEPITTOG, VEAVIKOG Kal yvijaio. Laikog. Kai o1 dvo tovg tpayovdmvias otoVv Meyalo Epwtixod, vouilw divoov uabnpora nbouv,
aAnBerag kar payeiog oro Laiko poyovol.

Me o payoddio. avtd amoteivoual oty o kpvel evotodnoio v VEwv avBporwy kabe niikiog ki Oyt oTovg
EQPRUEPOVS KL OVECEAEYKTOVG EPERITUODS TOVG.

Ta payodvdia avta dev eNar aroBnoiaxd. Agitovpyody wép’ ax’” v mpaln, oro Pobd aicOnuo wov yopoxtnpiler
OTO100NTTOTE TYEDN, KADE UOPPHS, OPKEL VO TEPIEYEL TIS TPODTOGETELS YieL AVOPOTIV ETXIKOIVOVIA.

O Meyalog Epwuxog eivou o oeipd amwo Aoika tpayoddia, TOv YpaPTHKOY TpOT’ Om’ OAG YIa VO ETIKOIVOVIO® EYOD
0 10106 ue ola ta eAnvika mpoowra wov ayamody Pfabeld, avtd wov yvapioo, avtd wov Ba yvwpicw ki ovtd wov dev Ba
Umopéaw moté pov Vo yvopiow. Ki axoun, ueg ox' avtd, Va evwld pe v woyn tov T0mov pov oe uio Agitovpyio afavary,
EPOTIKN KI EAANVIKY].

M. X
ABnva, 28 Noeuppiov 1972

"Magnus Eroticus” is a popular god, who lives in our imagination from the moment we are born until we die — beautiful,
youthful and perpetually alive.

"Magnus Eroticus" does not wear picturesque local garments. He wears his own, composing difficult combinations of
sounds, aethereal colours and poetic dreams. Not containing messages easily erased by the rains, not resisting at all.

Start off with a song

and in its chanted airs
bow your heads together
and sing along with me.

The sequence followed by these poems of the Greek poets forms an unbroken cycle of songs, a liturgical mass for
"Magnus Eroticus" — rather like the vesper services for saints in distant deserted chapels, where imaginary angels,
lovers virgins and adolescents participants participate. This is a curious Mass and yet extremely natural, in our secret
inner life.

I have endeavoured to create simple songs, but not easy ones. This is why | carefully chose the singers who would
interpret them. First of all, Fleury Dandonaki, for her passion, her rare voice and her inner intensity; and Dimitris
Psarianos, who is unaffected, youthful and genuinely popular. In my opinion, the way both of them sing the "Magnus
Eroticus", is a lesson in character, truth and magic in the field of popular song.

With all this, | am addressing the secretmost sensitivity of young people of all ages, rather than ephemeral,
uncontrolled sources of excitement.

These songs are not sensual. They function beyond the act, in the deep feeling characteristic of any relationship
whatsoever (in any form whatsoever), as long as it contains the prerequisites for human communication.

"Magnus Eroticus" is a series of popular songs, written first and foremost in order that I myself might communicate
with all the Greek characters | deeply love — those I have known, those | will come to know and those | will never be
able to know. And furthermore, in order that all this might enable me to become united with the soul of my native land in
an immortal erotic Greek liturgy.

M. H.
Athens, November 28", 1972



ME THN IIPQTH XTAI'ONA THX BPOXHZX
Odvooéa Elvtn
omoordouota oo Tovg «Ilpooavaroliouovcy

M¢ v mpot otayova thg Ppoxiig okotdOnke 10 KoAoKaipt
Movckéyave T8 Ay mod Ely0V YEVVAGEL

OV EYOV YEVVHGEL AGTPOPEYYIEG

‘Oho ta Aoyl oy €lyove HOVASIKO TOVG TPOOPISHOV Ecéval

Ipiv an’ ta pdtie pov foovv Q&G
Ipiv an’ tov "Epoto Epmtag
Kt 6tav o¢ wijpe 10 oAl Tvvaika.

Kata mod 0’ amldoovpe td ¥épo. pog TOPO TOL O
pdc Aoyopralel ma O KopoOg

Kata mod 0’ dpnoovpe T pATIOL HOG TOPO TTOV

Ol HOKPUVEG YPAUUEG VALAYNGAY GTA GOVVEDQ

K1 efpaote povor Glopodvayot tpryvpiopévol
an’ Tig vekpég eikoOveg cov.

IIpiv an’ to pdrtie pov foovv Q@G
IIpiv an’ tov "Epoto Epwtag
Kt 6tav o¢ mijpe 10 oMl Tvvaika.

WITH THE FIRST DROP OF RAIN
by Odysseas Elytis
Two excerpts from Elytis Orientations™

With the first drop of rain the summer expired
The words engendering starlit skies grew moist
All those words predestined for You alone.
Long before my eyes, you were the light
Long before Eros, you were love

And with a kiss you became

Woman.

Where will we extend our hands

now that the weather’s not attentive

Where will we let our eyes wander

now that distant lines are shipwrecked in the clouds

And we are alone, utterly alone, surrounded
by your own dead images.

Long before my eyes, you were the light
Long before Eros you were love

And with a kiss you became

Woman.



X' ATAIIQ
Movprioticoag

amdoraouo. oo T Zviloyn «Kitpives ployecy

2’ Ayom®d-0&v pmopd
Timot’ dALO VA T®
mo Pobd, mo amro,
o peydio!

Mmnpdg 610 TOd1 GOv EOD

e Aaytdpo ocKopm®d
Tov moAbeuvAAO AvOO
g Cofig pov.

Ta dvd yépwn pov, va!
OT0 TTPOCPEP®  OETA,
Yo vo yeipelg yAvka

70 KEPAAL.

Kt 1 xapdid pov okiptd
Kt 6An (Ao (ntd

va cod yivel @¢ adTA
TPOGKEPAAL!

"Q! pehicot pov! migg
am’ adTOV Tig YAVKEG,
TG AyVEG 0MAIEG
TS Yoy pov!

¥ ayonm®d - ti pmopd
axppé va cod md
mo Pabd moO AmAO,
o HeEYAAo;

2y uviun tov Iwpyov larma

I LOVE YOU
by Myrtiotissa

Excerpt from Myrtiotissa's "Yellow Flames"

I love you - Iam not capable
of saying anything else

more deep, more plain,

more grand.

Here before your feet,
longingly | scatter

the many-leaves flower
of my life.

My two hands joined here
— | offer them to you,

so you may gently bend
your head.

My heart skips a beat
and full of jealousy,

seeks like them to become
your pillow.

Ah for the honey -bee- drink
there the sweetest

purest fragrances

of my soul.

I love you - what can

I tell you, my precious friend,
more deep, more plain,

more grand?

To the memory of Yorghos Pappas



MEPEX TOY 1903
K. I1. Kofapn
oro ta «llomuoton

AV T mOpo md Eavd - T0 TOG0 YPHYopO. (OUEVAL..
T TOMTIKA TO HATLO, TO YA®UO
T0 TPOGOTO... GTO VOYTOHO TOD OpOUOv...

A&v To. Opo Tl - T dmokTBEvTa Katd TOYXMV SA™C,
7oV €161 gbKOAN Tapaitnoo
Kol ToL KoToOmL pe ayoviav f0ela.

Tda momrtika to patia, T YAopd 10 TPOcOTO,
TO XelAn  €kEiva 6&v Ta MLPA T

DAYS OF 1903

by C. P. Cavafis
From Cavafis "Collected Poems"

I never found them - they were so
quickly lost...

The eyes full of poetry, the pallid

Face... in the night falling on the road.

I no longer found these things I'd gained
solely by chance,

Things I so easily dropped,

Though in agony 1 longed for them later on.

The eyes full of poetry, that pallid face,
Those lips - I could no longer find them.



MMOIOX EIN’ TPEAOX AIIO EPQTA
Twpyov Zopovrapn
oro 0. «llomuaroy

IMowg &eiv’ Tpedhdg amd Epwto;

Ac  KOvel  AGKKOLG TNV OOYT.

No mape €xel, va modue

Tn BpoxA,

Mid mobv €ueic o€ 6mown otéyn dpdEovpe
¥& Omowo oM

0 Gvepog yYOoAVAEL TOV 0VPAVO

Ta dévipa

kU’ M oteipo YR

Méoa ¢ pig Povidlet.

WHO IS FRENZIED WITH LOVE?
by Giorghos Sarandaris
From Sarandaris "Poems"

Who is frenzied with love?

Let him dig dotches at dawn

So we'll go there and drink

The rain.

For in every shelter where we moor
In every courtyard

The wind ruins the sky

The trees

And the barren earth

Sinks inside us.



TA ATANOTPATOYAA
OO TO. ONUOTIKG, TPAYODILAL

AT'OPI

Am’ 8ha T &otpa T odpouvod Eva eivol mod cod potdlet

gva mov Pyaivel 1o movpvo Otav yilvkoyxopalet.
KOPITZI

Kvnapioodkt pov yniod, mowr Bpoorn of motilet,

OV OTEKELG WAvTa dpooepd, ki avOels kai AovAovdilels.
MAZI

Néya 10 cOvvee' dAoyo koi T dotpt yoAvdapt

T0 Qeyyapaxt tig avyflg vapyoduovv kdbe PBpddv.

Av W dyomdc ki glv’ §velpo, ToTe vaL Py Evmvicm

Yol pe Ty aydnn cov mobd va Eeyuynoo.
AT'OPI

TAg Bdhacoag ta kopoto TPéY® Kol 6&v tpopdlm

KL 6tav o€ ovAloyilopat, TPEU® Kt AvaoTeEVAL®
KOPITZI

Ti va cobd nd®; ti va pod melg; Eov koo yvopilelg

Kol TRV Yoy Kol Ty Kopd €cV pod thv 0pilels.
MAZI

Néya 10 ocOvvee' dAoyo koi T dotpt yolvapt

TO0 QEYYAPAKL TiiG aOYTg Vapxonovv ke Ppadv.

Av W dyomdc ki glv’ §velpo, ToTe VoL Py Evmvicm

Yol pe Ty aydnn cov mobd va Eeyuynoo.
AT'OPI

Eyo elp’ éxeivo 10 movdl mod oTHY QT GUOV®,

Kaiyopor otdytn yivoopor koi moA Eovovidvo.
KOPITZI

Tav €V’ M Ayamn UTIGTIKY, TOMOVEL, undé AMdvet

avOel kol pmaivel oty Kopdd Kol EQvVoKAVOVPYLOVEL
MAZI

Xopig Gépa 10 TOVAL, YOPIG vePO TO Wapl

Xopilg dydnn d&v Pactodv kdpn Kol TOAANKAEPL.

Av W dyomdc K1 £1v’ dvelpo, ToTe VoL uny Evmviicwm

yoti pe Ty aydnn cov mobd va Eeyuynoo.



TA LIANOTRAGHOUDA
Anonymous
from the demotic tradition

LAD

Of all the stars in the heavens, there's one resembling you,

one which comes out in the morning at the sweet break of day.
LASS

Dear towering cypress-tree, what spring of water sprinkles you,

so you stand there always so fresh, budding and blossoming too.
TOGETHER

Would I had a cloud for my steed and a star for my bridle,

the tiny moon of the dawn, | would come every single night.

If you love me and if it's a dream, may | never ever

awake, for |desire to die together with your love.
LAD

I race the waves of the sea and never ever feel fear,

but when my thoughts turn to you, I tremble and groan and sigh.
LASS

What can I tell you? What can you tell me? You know all too well,

it is you who are the commander of my heart and my soul.
TOGETHER

Would I had a cloud for my steed and a star for my bridle,

the tiny moon of the dawn, I would come every single night.

If you love me and if it's a dream, may |never ever

awake, for I desire to die together with your love.
LAD

lam the same as the phoenix, 1too come close to the fore,

I burn and | turnto ashes and once again | am renewed.
LASS

When love is worthy of trust, it grows old and never melts,

it blooms and grows firm in the heart and is renewed yet again.
TOGETHER

Without air birds cannot live, without water a fish must die,

without love a maiden and galland lad cannot survive.

If you love me and if it's a dream, may Inever ever

awake, for I desire to die together with your love.

11
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IHEPA XTO OOAO IMTOTAMI

Hoinua tov Nikov ['karoov

amd to épyo tov Deviepio I'vapbia Aopka
«lIepliumAiv ko1 Mmelicon

[Tépa 610 Bord moThL
£€okvye 1 voyta vi AovoTel.
"Etor kol 11 Spopen Mmelioca
p éva @il Bd dpocioTel.

[Movew otd mérpivo yepLpL
KkdBetar 1 voyto dpoocepn.
"Etor kol 1 Spopoen Mmerica
otov Kfimo 64 tOv kopTepel.

AWAY ON THE MISTY RIVER
by Nikos Gatsos

From F. G. Lorca's play "Perlimplin and Belissa"

Away on the misty river

the night leaned down to bathe.
So too the beautiful Belissa
will be soothed cool with a Kiss.

Up on the old stone bridge

the night rests soothed and cool.
So too the beautiful Belissa
will sit waiting in her garden.



TO ONEIPO
Arovoaiov Xolwpot

Akov &v’ dvelpo, yuyn Hov,
Kol tfig opopoiag 0ed-
Mod £poavoétovy OmdS Tpovv
Met’ éoéva pio voyTid.

¥’ gva @paio mepPoArdkt
[lepratovoape pali-
‘Ola élaumove 1’ dotépla
Kai ta xoitaleg £o0.

‘Ey® otolea: Iléote, dotépua,
Eiv’ xavév’ ané v £odc,

I[Mod va Adpmer amod "kel dndvov
Zav th pdtio Thg KLpac

[Téote Gv &idete moté oag
¥’ GAA tétolo. dpoios POAALG,
Tétowo xépr, tétoo mOdL,
Térowr dyyehkn Owpid;

‘Ecb &kapeg €tdteg

I'ého 1600 Ayyehiko,

[Tod pod @avnke mhg 1o
Avoryto 10V ovpavo.

Kol mapduepo o’ énfjpa
Eice plo tpoavta@uiiild
Kv €necd cov dydii-drydn
Yty OAOAeLKN AyKOALG.

Kdabe o@iinua, yoyn pov,
Onov  pddveg yAvka,

‘E&epdtpove dhio poddo
Amd TV TPOAVTOQLAALL.

‘OAn viyto éEgputpdoay,

Q¢ omoVAapyeV T adY,

[Mod pdc mope kol TodC Svd pog
Mg v dyn pog yAoun.

Tobto €tv’t’ dvepo, yoyn pov:
Thpoa otéketar gig o€

Na 10 kéung v' aAnbéyn

Kol va Bounbiig yur pé.

THE DREAM
by Dionyssios Solomos

Dear soul, hear my dream,
Dear goddess of beauty:

Methought 1 was together
With you one whole night.

In a fair little garden

We were walking together;
All the stars were a-glow
And you stood gazing at them.

I kept asking them: "Tell me,
You stars, is there any of you
Who can shine up there, bright
As the eyes of this lady?

Tell me if ever you've seen

Such fine hair in another lady,
Such beautiful limbs,

Such an angelical countenance?"

Just then you began to laugh
Such an angelical laugh,
Methought I could see

The wide-open heaven.

And T took you aside

Into an arbour of roses
And gently, gently fell
Into your white embrace.

Dear soul, for each of the Kisses
You so sweetly showered on me,
Another rose started to sprout

From that rose-bush in the arbour.

All night long they kept sprouting,
Until the dawn shone brightly,
Finding the two of us there

Graced with a pale visage.

This, dear soul, is my dream;
Now it depends on you

To make it turn true

And to remember me as well.

13
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KEAOMAI XE I'OITYAA
2ompovg

Kéhopoi oe Toyyoda
méeaviL Aafoca pd
yAoktivoy, o€ & vte mobog
apeurdTaTOoL.

Tav xéhav, & yap kotdywylg obdta
gntoouc’ idowcav Eym 6¢ xaipw

Kol yop abto Of 100 PENQOITOL GOl
Kvnpoyévna.

I BEG YOU, GONGYLA
"Kelomai Se, Gongyla"
by Sappho

Translation from the Modem Greek
version into English:

Come back again, I beg you, Gongyla
reveal yourself in you chiton

white as milk; o what desire

flutters round you, my lovely girl.

This charming garment stirs her

who beholds you, for she who expresses
this reproach to you is the goddess herself
born-in-Cyprus, whom now I invoke.

Transliteration of Ancient Greek Text:

Kelomai se Gongyla
pephanthi laboisa ma
glaktinan se de oute pothos
amphipotatai.

Tan kalan, a gar katagogis auta
eptoais idoisan ego de hairo

kai gar auta de tode memphetai soi
Kyprogenea.



EPQTA EXY
B' otaoo omd v «Mndeioy tov Evpimion
Metagppaon Iovredn Hpefelaxn

"Epwto €00, pe mepioon

6tav AoPavelg dvvaun,

und’ dvopo KoAdO Amd of
und’  dpetn pmopsl va Pyel.
Ma petpnpéva v mopevtel
n Kompda, dAln oav odm)
Oedt d&v Eyet vootyud.

"Q déomowva pov, amdvov pov
e 1o ypvoo do&hpt Gov

un pigelg v Apevyotn
cayita, TOVYEL TNV Oy
Boppévn oy admobopuid.

2y Kazivo: Hoérvod

EROS, YOU GOD OF LOVE
second stasimon from Euripides"Medea"
Chorus translated by Pandelis Prevelakis

Eros, you god of love,

when you wound too hard,
neither a good name nor virtue
can ever come of you.

But if the Cypriot goddess
wends her way ata measured pace,
no other is as pretty as she.

Oh my Lady, with your

golden bow do not throw

the arrow nobody can escape,
whose pointed tip

is dipped in the dye of desire.

Dedicated to Katina Paxinou

15
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MMAGH AIIO TON EPQTA
omo v «Epwgilny tov Tewpyiov Xopratln
Ilpoén Tpity, Zxnvy 1

Moipa kakn kU’ GvTidikn, Topavvicuévn poipa,
mow mdon amo tov "Epwta, mowg mpikeg 6&v Emfpa;

¥t dovAeyt KU €ig TGl KOMUOLG WIKPT| TePicolo Eumiko
¢ Aydmng, Kt OAo TO KokO K ol Tod®pEg |’ gvpiika:
povie pov pe tov "Epota mic’ dpov Enorépov,

Kol Klovevog 0&v €delyva Td mabn pov moté pov.

Md ksivoc paotopoc KaAdC ylati Mtov 10D TOAEpOv,
pépa Kol vokta dvvortd moOAepov E610¢ Lov,

KL ®PeC YAVKDC HoD (QoiveTo, Kl OPeg MPIKLE mePiooia,
Kl ®PEG OTPATIOTNG SuvaoTdg, KI Mpeg mouddky ioto.

XihMo axpifa toocipoto pdtacos mico pépa,

kol yiho pudktile Spopea mepPoOrlo oTOV GEPOL.
Ximeg Cyovpaoile yapeg péoo 610 Aoywopd pHov-

Kol yiMeg &deyv’ OpopelEg mAvia TAV AUUATI®d LoV

Toécov, amod W’ éviknoe, koi SOVAN ATOUEWVA TOV
Kol 1l kompévng pov kapdudg v é&ovotd E6mKd TOV.



SUFFERINGS FROM LOVE
by Georghios Hortadjis
From the Third Act, Scene 1 of Hortadjis “Erophile”

Evil and vengeful destiny, tormented destiny,

what have I suffered from Love, what bitter blows have I received?

Into the service and the sorrows of love I entered
extremely young, treated with all forms of evil, all tortures;
all by myself at all hours I had to fight against Eros,

and 1 never showed anyone what 1 was suffering;

But inasmuch as he was such a fine artisan of war,

day and night he kept waging a mighty battle with me;

at times he seemed to me sweet, and at times extremely bitter,
at times he seemed a strong soldier, at times like a little child.

A thousand precious vows he kept vowing me every day,
a thousand beautiful gardens he built for me in the air.
A thousand delights he painted in my imagination,

a thousand lovely sights he always presented my eyes;

until he was able to tame me, and I remained his slave,
and I gave him the power to rule my own poor sorrowing heart.

17
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KPATAIA QY GANATOXZ AT AITH
Amooraocua oo 10 «Adoua Aoudtwvy tov ZoAopumvog
aré 10 1° ka1 0 8° Aoua

Ti opordOng kot ti MVVONG
ayanm, &V Tpueoig cov;

Todto péyebdg cov,

Opo1dNg @ Poivikt

Kol Ol pootoi cov Toig BOTPLOLV.

Eino dvapicopon émil 16 @oivix,
KpATHo® TAV DYeE®V a0TOD-

Eyd 1®d 4deAd®d pov,

Kol €n’ EUE 1) EMGTPOQT QVLTOD:
£0MVLIOG AOTOD VIO TNV KEPAANV LoV,
kai 1 0g& avtod mepAqyeTal E.

Yo ufdov €ENyepd oe:
€kel @Oivoeé oe 1 unmp oov,
€Kel ®Oivncé og 1 teEKODON GE.

B¢ pe og oppayida ént v kapdiav cov,
¢ oppayida &nl tOv Ppoyiovd ocov-

St kpoatond ®g Bdvatog daydmn,

okAnpog g &ong Cirog

mepintepa avTilg mEPimTEPO TLPOG

PAOYEG OOTHG:

Uowp moAD od dvvnoetal oféocar v Aydmnv,
Kol ToTapol 00 GLYKADCOLGLY OVTNV.



FOR LOVE IS STRONG AS DEATH

from 'The Song of Solomon"

Excerpts from the 7th and 8th Sections of Solomon’s Song,
King James translation of the Bible.

How fair and how pleasant art thou,
O love, for delights!

This thy stature is like to a palm tree,
and thy breasts to clusters of grapes.

I said, I will go up to the palm tree,
I will take hold of the boughs thereof.

I am my beloved's and his desire
is toward me...

His left hand should be under my head,
and his right hand should embrace me.

I raised thee up under the apple tree;
there thy mother brought thee forth;
there she brought thee forth that bare thee.

Set me as a seal upon thine heart,

as a seal upon thyarm;

for love is strong as death;

jealousy is cruel as the grave;

the coals thereof are coals of fire,
which hath a most vehement flame.

Many waters cannot quench love,
neither can the floods drown it.

19
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