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largest ship ever to fly the

Austrian flag, Mazaltov
(Mally) Matsa of Janina, Turkey,
steamed toward the new land. Two
weeks shy of a year later she married
Jack Saretta, a fellow from her home-
town, and set up housekeeping on
Rivington Street in New York’s Lower
East Side, a short walk from the New
York Janina Synagogue. She had work
as a seamstress and he made silk flow-
ers for lady's hats.

The Janina she left in 1912 was
diverse, fractious, complicated, multina-
tional and multicultural, in many ways

hree days after her 15th birth-
I day, traveling by herself on the

The Kaiser Franz Josef I on the high sea, 1912
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similar to New York. Romaniote Jews
had lived in Janina for about 1,800
years. Life for Mally had been strictly
defined by that tradition. In the
Romaniote community, girls were born
to a servile position in a male-dominat-
ed world, their births not recorded, their
early education limited to that which
would best serve their future husbands,
and their worth reckoned in the end by
the number of male children they might
bear. A Romaniote girl was kept at
home until her father chose a husband
for her. When she married, she was sent
to live in the home of her new husband.

Mally’s marriage was certainly
arranged before she left Janina. The

home she made in the new land was
intended to continue the old ways. The
enumerator for the 1920 census found
Mally and Jack with two daughters,
Diamond and Esther Cleoniki, named
after their grandmothers in the
Romaniote tradition.

The old ways had a good foothold on
New York’s Lower East Side, although
for Mally the pressures and freedoms to
be found on foreign shores had shaped
changes even before she landed. She had
traveled by herself on the Kaiser Franz
Josef I, an immense modern ocean liner,
only months from its own maiden voy-
age. At Ellis Island she was detained
because she did not have the $50 in cash
required of new immigrants; after a
phone call she was sponsored by her
Aunt Rachel. Life in New York took
money, so Mally got a job sewing in a
factory. Circumstance had forced her to
accept a level of responsibility and inde-
pendence forbidden Romaniote girls in
Janina, and with it came opportunities
that were also customarily denied.

In Janina, Mally lived within Jewish,
Greek, and Turkish cultures, and threads
of each are woven through her songs.
About the only public or semi-public
activity that Romaniote women could
engage in was the keening of laments at
the time of death. Romaniote religious

ceremony is conducted in demotic, that
is, everyday spoken Greek, instead of
Hebrew, and Romaniote singing also
borrowed traditional Greek melodies.
The memory of these songs and laments
was deeply instilled, and they would
always be an important part of Mally’s
repertoire.

Mally sang all her life. Her talent for
singing was “discovered” when she sang

Mazoltov and and her'morher Esther
in Janina, ¢ 1907

in the factory where she sewed, or when
she sang while hanging up her laundry.
Both stories are probably true. She sang
in Greek and Turkish, and by the early
1920s had begun singing professionally
as Amalia in Greek café-amanes and
Turkish clubs. Her first recordings were
eight Turkish songs for the M. G.
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Come to Enjoy
One of the most brilliant entertainments
at the Café-Aman of Madame Amalia with
the accompaniment of the famous
Anastasia, for her most select Turkish
songs with the instrumentalists George
Kasaras the Macedonian, of Gabriel the
Kanunist, of the renowned Panayotis
Peliotis, santouri player and Old
Avyerinos, the laouto player.

There you will hear the
Manedhes of Madame Amalia.
1t is superfluous for us to say more.
Run to the

CAFE-AMAN PAVSILIPON
of Madame Amalia
466 8th AVE. Bet. 33 & 34th STS.

From next Monday it will be open from 1 until 1

A ﬂyer ﬁ'om Amalia’s café-aman, ca. 1930, left, and a translation

Parsekian Record Company, across the

Hudson River in Hoboken, New Jersey;
then in Chicago, she recorded six Greek
and Turkish songs for the Greek Record
Company of George Gretsis and Spiros

Stamos.

Amalia’s independent spirit and

emerging career caused trouble at home.
In the old country, women who sang in
clubs were considered prostitutes— fall-
en women at best. Jack divorced her,
and Cleoniki was sent to live in Greece
("kidnapped," Diamond says).

In 1926 Mally converted to the Greek
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Othodox Church in order to marry Gus
Bakas, and continued recording as
Amalia Bakas from 1927 to 1929. Gus
worked in the restaurant business, and
Amalia was herself involved in clubs
and restaurants, both as owner and as
headline entertainment.

Live performances in Turkish clubs,
café-amanes and restaurants were the
mainstay of Amalia’s singing career.

Singer Rina Dalia and Amalia
in Chicago, 1950s

She was always working, according to
her daughter, Diamond, who from the
beginning was with her at recording
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sessions and on stage, playing doum-
bek, encouraging her with “Ya sou,
Mitera!” ("your health, mother!") and
sometimes singing duets with her.
Café-amanes were lively and numerous
in Prohibition-era New York.
Entertainment, atmosphere and booze
were a magic combination, and dozens
flourished around Eighth and Ninth
Avenues at 33rd and 34th Streets,
packed with people from all parts of
the city. Amalia opened her own club,
the Café-Aman Pavsilipon, with, as
Diamond remembers, “- a few tables
and a bottle of bootleg booze...little by
little they were coming in...the priest
came in, t00.”

Amalia did not record in the 1930s,
but traveled quite a bit, often with
singer George Katsaros, and sang at
clubs, restaurants, and resorts in an
informal circuit that included New
York, the Catskills and Finger Lakes
areas of New York, and cities with
large Greek populations such as
Detroit, Chicago, Gary (Indiana) and
Philadelphia.

By 1940 Amalia and Diamond were
living in Chicago, and Amalia was
involved with a club/restaurant, the
Pantheon, near Halsted Street in the
heart of “the Delta,” Chicago’s old
Greektown.



Chicago Greek restaurants were also
bars and nightclubs, social watering
holes with live entertainment, cadres of
regulars and many stories. Amalia was a
spirited and memorable participant who
helped lead the charge for about two
decades and is still remembered with
fondness and awe. “If she didn’t like
you, chairs would fly”, recalled John
Katsikas, a cymbalum and santouri play-
er who accompanied Amalia. Her per-
formance of “Bahaiotiko,” a slow dirge,
is remembered still, as is her prowess at
poker and barbuti dice. To a patron who
needed money to get married she gave a
gold ring from her own finger, “- and
she would swear like a man.”

In the early 1940s Amalia was record-
ing again, this time for Ajdin Asllan’s
MeRe/ Balkan/ Gadinis/ Kalaphone/
Metropolitan family of labels in New
York, in which she also had part owner-
ship. Her recording sessions in New
York were with luminaries such as clar-
inetists Gus Gadinis, John Pappas and
John Dalas, kanounists Garbis Bakirgian
and Theodore Kappas, and violinists
Alexis Zervas and Nick Doneff.

During World War II Greek music in
the United States saw a revival of songs
and styles that had originated or were
popular in the late 1910s and early
1920s, the time of the influx of ethnic

Nick Doneff, with Amalia
Greek refugees from Turkey into Greece
as part of the the 1922 League of
Nations relocations. Over a third of
Amalia’s recordings from this period
were old songs from her own or from
pioneer Greek vocalist Coula
Antonopoulos’s early recorded reper-
toire. Mostly laments or songs that
expressed resilience in the face of trou-
bles, they offered some solace to expa-
triates horrified at the fate of Greece and
their families and friends there during
World War II.

Amalia retired in the early 1960s.
Chicago’s redevelopment efforts had
removed the heart of Greektown to
make way for the University of Illinois
Chicago campus, and Amalia’s home
and the restaurants and clubs she sang in
were destroyed.

Diamond had moved to Florida in
1960 and opened the New Hellas restau-
rant in Tarpon Springs, close to where
the sponge boats docked. Amalia fol-
lowed in 1974, moving to New Port
Richie, just north of the docks.

Amalia died in 1979. Her obituary did
not mention that she was a singer, that
one of the most fluid and evocative of
Greek voices had been stilled.

Amalia lived and sang with great pas-
sion. Though her repertoire was very
traditional she made her songs her own
by comments and ad libs while singing,
by changing words, and by using songs
to show what was happening in her life.
She wrote “Elenitsa Mou” when she was
baptized, taking the baptismal name
Eleni, and she wrote and sang
“Diamontoula Mou” for her daughter
Diamond. Unlike her contemporaries
Marika Papagika and Coula
Antonopoulos, she did not sing much of
the world of hash, manges and rebetes—
most of her recorded songs are about

love.

In her long experience singing for live
audiences in the small clubs she devel-
oped a very personal and intimate style.
She understood and exploited the sub-
tleties of the electric microphone from
its first years in the recording medium to
bring a palpable closeness and immedia-
cy to her recordings.

Remarkable within ordinary circum-
stances, her story is almost incredible
when her own background is considered.
Uprooted and cast to sea on a floating
skyscraper to make her way in a boister-
ous and challenging world, she respond-
ed with an indomitable, creative and
generous spirit that is still felt in her
songs.

David Soffa, Berkeley, 2002



The Songs

1. Akn [Nacog, Ali Pasha/ The Leibadia. Kleftiko/
Leibadia. Ali Pasha, onetime govenor of Janina, is remem-
bered for civic reforms, creative cruelty, and an over-reach-
ing ambition that culminated in a botched coup attempt
against the Turkish Sultan Mahmud II. For that he was
beheaded in his island citidel at Janina in 1822. Recorded in
New York around 1943, with violin and cymbalum.

Qy! Qpev epopen mov 'vau,
Qpe, n Aelfadia, ope.
ITov ket pecs’ oto pepa

[Tav ta kopitoia, ®pE,
INa vepo, awvte,
I'vpilovv piaAnpevo

ApBaviteg matvepevot

ITov e1v' 0 Aln [Nacag, kanuevot
Meoa glvat Kot KOULaTo

Kot kavevayv de pofatat

Bpe avabepatiopevn
Kot t€avauneticoa.
Kpaot, pakt dev nmia,
Y'e1da Kot pebnoa

From: The life of Ali Pacha
of Janina, London, 1823.

Oh, say how beautiful Leibadia
Is, say!
It lies by the stream.

The girls go for water
Say, and
Return having been kissed

Proud Albanian Greeks

Where is Ali Pasha, for goodness sake?
He is inside sleeping,

And he fears no one

Hey, accursed and

Ill-tempered woman,

I drank neither wine nor raki,

I saw you and became intoxicated

2. Kala Kalaya Bakar, Fortress Faces Fortress. Amalia’s first recording, cut at M. G. Parsekian
Studios in Hoboken, New Jersey. In Turkish. Marko Melkon, oud, unk., violin, ca.1923.

Kale Kaleye bakar

Yavrum kaleden bir kiz bakar
Delikanlt var iken

Sakalltya kim bakar

Sevemedim ben coktan beri
Hoppa hoppa hoppadir bebegim
Saril saril sarillip da geliyor

Sol yaninda benleri

Fortress faces fortress

My dear, a girl looks out from the fortress
If there is a youngster

Who would look at a bearded man?

I have not been able to fall in love for long
Flighty flighty flighty is my babe

She comes and holds me tightly

With that mole on her left cheek

3. To Actept To Aaunpo. T’Asteri To Lambro. The Bright Star. Kieftiko. Recorded in

New York in 1927 with violin and cymbalum.

Kewvo t'actept to Aapunpo
[Tov ol KOVTAL GTNV TOLALOL
Kewvo pov geyyet,

Bloyo p' ki gpyopat.

Ketwvo pov geyyet ki epyopat
Tn voyta 6TV awAn Gov
Bpiok® v mopta ooty
Kot ta kAedia yopevo
Kotto, piim v kAeldmvio
2OV TOLPOLTOVELEVL

Me nnpe, Bhayo 1,

TO TOPOLTOVO

That bright star

Near the Pleiades

That one lights my way
My Vlach girl, as I come.

That one lights my way and I come
At night to your courtyard.

I find the door closed

And the keys missing.

I look at the lock and kiss it
Somewhat plaintively,

I was overcome, my Vlach girl,
By my tears

4. 1 Oaraocoa. I Thalassa. The Sea. Yaniotiko. Recorded in New York in 1927, with oud,
violin and santouri, d. Alfred Cibelli. A song from Janina.

Apov, apov

H Baracoa gvar tameivn
Kt o agpog v tapalet
H pava kovet 1o modt

Kt o &evog t'aykoitalet

Ay, CALLOVO GE pEVAL.
Qy, YAuko cefvta pe oeva.

Apov, apov

H farocoa kat ta fovva

... EYO TOL €100

XapELTE VIOL TOL VIALTOL GOG

Agv ta "yel kay' n popo

Ay Boraocoa pov, Baiacoa pov.
Z®VTovD 1601 YOPECLOL OV
Apav, opov

Tn Balacca v appovpn

Ba ™V ToTNo® pEAL

Mercy, mercy

The sea is calm

And the wind stirs it up.

The mother bears the child
And the stranger embraces it.

Ah, woe is me.
Oh, sweet passion with you.

Mercy, mercy

The sea and the mountains

.. .I'have seen them.

Young people, enjoy your youth.
Fate has not yet burned it

Ah, my sea, my sea
You are my living garment
Mercy, mercy

Into the salty sea
I shall pour honey



[Tt 6TV aKPN GTEKOVTOL
Koppaxkia cav ayyelot

Ay, T Ba KOV, TOG VoL YEV®
IT'ayone Kot dev KEPSOLVED

Apov. apov

O KOGHOG VO UE KEPVOL POUPHOKL
Kot pevo pe poppakmce

H epnun n ayomm

Ay, Tt Ba Kavm, TOg VoL YEVO

IT" ayono, kot dev kepdaLvm

For at the edge stand girls
with angelic bodies

Ah, what will I do, what will I become,
For I love and do not win.

Mercy, mercy

The world treats me to poison -
And I've been poisoned by

Lonely love

Ah, what will I do, what will I become
For I love and do not win. &

5. Amo Mikpog Ztnv Egvnrela.. Apo Mikros Stin Xenitya. In a Foreign Land Since I Was
Little. Zeibekiko. Recorded in New York in the mid 1940s with violin, santouri and doumbek.

Amo pikpog otny Eevnreio

Tov kocpo glepvovca

Kot ppayko pes’ otnyv toenn pov
[Toteg dev amoktovGHL

Topa anepacica k1 £ym
Aryo va novyone®

Tig tpekeg TG vEOTNG HOV
OLheg va TG Eeroom

Twpa tavipevuTiKo Kl £Y®
Kot mmpa o tooymiva
Tnv ayano ko p'ayano
Kot ta nepvovpe grva

Since I was little, I've lived in foreign lands,
All around the world

And I never kept a dime

In my pocket

Now I've decided

To calm down

The madness of my youth,
To forget it all.

Now I've gotten married

To a coquette.

I love her and she loves me \{
And we have a great time.

6. Papapava Kovva Kovvo. Paramana Cuna Cuna. Nurse, Rock, Rock. Zeibekiko.

Recorded in New York in April, 1927, with violin, oud and santouri, d. Alfred Cibelli.

Ay, provgeting Ha o va yive

2e ZHUPVELKO TEKE

AvTe, vou 'pyovToL T oVOULOKLOL
Ay, VoL QOLULALPOVLY OPYLAE

AvTE, TOPOHOVIL, KOLVO, KOLVOL
To madt mov 'vat oty Kovvia
AVTE TO KOLV® KOl KELVO KAOLYEL, 10

Ah, I'm going to be a buffet man
In a Smyrna hash house.

And the Turkish girls will come,
Ah, to smoke the water pipe.

And so, nurse, rock, rock
The child in the cradle.
I rock it and it cries.

Ay, TN HOLVOLAQL TOL YUPEVEL.

Ay, HOLOPOL HOTLOL, LOLPOL PPLBLOL,
Moavpa gpop@a paiiia.

AvTE 0G TO QLAY TO HOWPO

Ay, kot dgv nOeL’ aAro ma.

AVTE TAPAUAVOL, KOLV, KOLVOL
To moudt Tov 'vo 6TV Kovvia.
AvVTE, TO KOLV® KOl KELVO GKOLEEL
Ay, o to okace cov kopmovlt.

Ay, 8€ OV AETE TL VAL KOV,
Noa tebaveo n va Co,

AVTE Y100 VOL TOLP® TO PO OUPL
Ay, KL o’ ToV Koopo vo xobo.

AVTE, TOPOLUOLVO, KOLVOL, KOLVOL
To moudt Tov 'va 6TV Kovvia.
AVTE, TO KOLVO KOl KELVO KAOULYEL
Ay, TN HOLVOLAOL TOL YOUPELEL.

Ah, it wants its mother.

Ah, black eyes, black brows,
Beautiful black hair.

Abh, if only I could Kiss it,

I wouldn't want anything more.

And so, nurse, rock, rock

The child in the cradle.

I rock it and it squeals,

Ah, I'll smash it like a watermelon!

Ah, won’t you tell me what to do,
To live or to die?

Or should I take the knife

Ah, and be lost from the world?

And so, nurse, rock, rock
The child in the cradle

I rock it and it cries,

Ah, it wants its mother.

7. H Xoudw. E Haido. Haido. Syrtos. Recorded in New York in February, 1927, with violin,

clarinet, santouri, tambourine and cello.

Xoud® pov, Ta SLO GOL HOLTLOL
Mov paynoav v koapdia.
Kot v ekavayv koppotio
Xoud® pov ToAL YALKLAL.

Mo, o, to, TU'v'avto

Me ta patio Gov o dvo.
Xodm pov Ba tperadbm

2L HOL TNPES TO HLAAO

Xoud® pov, oty o€ E0®
I'vopaut tpehog

Me Vv TOON EUOPPLO GOV
2L HOL TNPEG TO PLAAO
Mo, o, to, T'etv'avto
Mg to. potioe 6ou T Lo
Xoudo pov, Ba tperabm
M'eye1g KaveL oL TPELO.

My Haido, your two eyes
Have broken my heart

And left it in pieces,

My very sweet Haido.

My, my, my, what is this

With your two eyes.

My Haido, I'll go mad.

You have taken away my mind.

My Haido, when I see you
I go mad.
With your great beauty
You have taken away my mind.
My, my, my, what is this
With your two eyes,
My Haido, I'll go mad.
11 You've already driven me mad.



Me tol pHOLTIoL GOV T HOPOL
Kot 0 acmpog cov Aotpog
Mg ekavave, T0 HOLPO,

I'a vo mepmoto Tperog
[, to, o, Tt 'V’ avto

Me to patio 6ov Ta dvo
Xadm pov, Oa tperabw

2L HOV TNPESG TO HLAAO.

8. ITeg pov 11 Oa kataraPerc. Pes Mou Ti Ta Katalavis. Tell Me What You Will Gain.

With your black eyes

—and that white neck of yours—
They've made me, poor wretch,
To walk about insane.

My, my, my, what is this

With your two eyes.

My Haido, I'll go mad.

You've taken my mind.

Recorded in New York in February, 1927. With violin, clarinet, santouri and tambourine.

Ay, meg pov Tt Oa katakaBerg
Av g 8€1G 6T YNG VEKPO
Khiaye peva mebapevov
Klawye pe kou Coviavo

Ay, dev umopo va kotorafo
Ta ko GOV PLOTKOL

210G YlaTpovg Be va pe prégig
No pe pav toL ylotpiko

Ay, dev pmopm nreov va Cpo®
Kt'av 8¢ {noovpe palt

AvO KOPHLOL VOL YLVOLV EVOL
Eva copa , pa yoyn

Ah, tell me what will you gain

If you see me in the ground, dead
Mourn me as a dead man

Mourn me also alive

Ah, I can’t understand

Your ways

You'll send me to the doctors
To be eaten up by the medicines

Ah, I can no longer live

If we don’t live together.
Two bodies becoming one,
One body, one soul.

9. H Bhaya n Epopon. E Vlaha E Emofi. The Beautiful Vlach Girl. Recorded in New
York in February, 1929, with Gus Gadinis, Clarinet and Louis Rassias, Cymbalum.

Eyo eip'n Bhoya n epopen,
H Bhayo movepevn

Iovym ta yiiia Tpofato
Ta mevtokooia ydto.
Avkog va pagt To Tpofato
Avkog vo pogl TaL yLdto

Kat 'yo maw ota F'avveva
Ztov Mnen ta takatio

— Kainomnepo cov, Mmen pov.
— Kalwg ™ Blayonovia,
- Kaiwg ™ Bhaya gpopon.

I am the beautiful Vlach girl.

The proud Vlach girl,

Who has the thousand sheep,

The five hundred goats.

Let a wolf eat the sheep!

Let a wolf eat the goats!

And I'm going to Janina

To the Bey's palaces.
“Good evening to you, my Bey.”
“Welcome, Vlach girl,

Welcome, beautiful Vlach girl.”

10. ®gho No Z'aincpovicw. Thelo Na S’ Alismoniso. I Want To Forget You. Karsilamas.
Recorded in New York in February, 1929. Louis Rassias, Cymbalum and Nishan Sedefjian, violin.

Oelo Vo 6'0ANCHOVIC®
Ma n kapdio p'aduvartet
2v 'cal mpmTn oyann
Eloou kot mavtotivn

Agv pnope mieov va {nocw
Eav dev {noovpe palt

ALO KaPILEG VaL YLVOLV EVOL,
Eva copa, pon yoyn.

Ag POV AETE, TL VA KAV

Na nebavm, ay, n va o,
o vo Topo, oy, TO poyaLpt
Kt an’ tov koopo va xobw;

11. Aypihopoag kot Yapades. Agrilamas Ke Psarades. The Good host and the and
Fishermen. Recorded in New York in 1929 with Gus Gadinis, clarinet and Louis Rassias,

cymbalum.

Eyete, yapadeg, yoapio;
Orpe, otpe,

Eyxete yapades, yapiro;
ACTOKOLG KO KOACLLLOPLOL

Eyovpe kaAn capdeiia
Onpue, onpe.

Eyovpe kaln' copdeilo
2oV TNV EQOPPT KOTEALCL.

MMape . ..

Epaba nog mavelg yopia
Onue, onpe.

Epoba mog mavelg yopia,
Ay, 0LOTOKOLG KOl KOAGLLOPLOL

I want to forget you

But my heart finds it impossible
You are my first love,

You are my eternal love.

I can no longer live

If we dont live together
Two bodies to become one
One body, one soul.

Won'’t you tell me what to do!
Should I die, ah, or should I live
Or should I take the knife, ah,
And be lost from the world

Fishermen, do you have fish?
Alas, alas.

Fishermen, do you have fish;
Lobsters and squid?

We have good sardines
Alas, alas.

We have good sardines
Like the beautiful girls.

(Get

I've learned that you catch fish,
alas, alas

I've learned that you catch fish,
Ah, lobsters and squid.

13



12. Xopig EAmida No. Zow. Horos Elpida Na Zo. To Live Without Hope. Rebetiko. Recorded

in New York in Feb 1929, with Nishan Sedefjian, Violin and Louis Rassias, cymbalum.

Ay Melayporvo,

E\la va cov gino,

No mope 6'alio pepoc,

[ToAv pakpia oo 'do.

Ay, o€ ayomm Klomo Kapdiog Tofwm
Kt av dg og Topw®, oG pHov,

An' tov Kocpo Bo yobm

Kpwpa gwvou, t'opeavo,

Xopig ernig va Cm,

Kt gov va pe apveisat,

Mikpo pehoypivo.

Ay, o€ ayonm Kiamo Kapdiag tobo,
Kt av 8¢ oe Tap® omg pov

o oeva Bo xobm

To potio cov ta povpa

Kou ta0 oyovpa paiiia,
M'avoilave, pKpo pov,

ITAnyn pec’ otnv kopdia,

Ay, o€ oyanm Kt ano Kapdog tobm,
Kt av 8¢ cg Topo, pog pov

An' Tov koopo Bo yobo.

13. Amo Ta Mukpa Mov Xpovio.. Apo Ta Mikra Mou Hronia. From My Childhood Years.
Karsilamas. Recorded in New York in Oct. 1927 w.ith Alexis Zoumbas, violin, and unk.. cymbalum.

Amo yo pikpol pov ypovia

Ay, otV oyanny tpayiAnco
Agv g pOTNGEG, KLPOL [LOV

Ay, Toca wepTia TpaPnéa
Ao ToL SUKEUIOL TEPTM

Ay, TEQT® Y10t VoL oKOTOO®
Tnv ayann pov yupeL®

Ay, ST PUTOPE VOL TNV ELPO

HOegla va'ntBm eva Bpadv

Ah, dark one,

Come let me tell you,

Let's go to another place,

Very far from here.

Ah, I love you, and from my heart I desire,
If I can not marry you, my light

I'll be lost from the world.

It's a pity for me, the poor orphan,

To live without hope,

And for you to reject me,

Little dark one.

Ah, I'love you, and from my heart I desire
If I cannot marry you, my light,

I'll be lost because of you.

Your black eyes

And curly hair

Have opened, my little one,

A wound in my heart.

Ah, I love you, and from my heart I desire
If I cannot marry you, my light,

I'll be lost from the world.

From my youth

Ah, into love I have fallen
You don’t know, my lady
How much I have suffered

I fall from ...

Ah, I fall to kill myself
I’'m looking for my love
Ah, I cannot find her

I wanted to come by one evening

Ay, Wentaoe Yikn Bpoxn
Ay, 10 @g0 TOPOKALOVCE
Ay, Y10 vou 6'gupo povvayn

14. To Mvnua Mov Xoptopiaoce. To Mina Mou Hortariase. My Grave Is Overgrown
With Grass. Amane. Recorded in New York in October 1927, with Alexis Zoumbas, Violin.

My grave has grown over with grass,

To pvnpa pov yoptaplace
K'gho va Botavnoeig

Na ylo€ig povpa Sakpio
Iomg kot p'ovocTnoEelg

15. Mavpopata. Mavromata. Dark-eyed Girl. Recorded in New York in October 1927,

Ah, and was caught in a light rain
Ah, I was praying to God
To find you alone

Come see that you tend to it.

Make sure you cry bitter tears,
And maybe that will bring me back.

with Alexis Zoumbas, violin, and unk., cymbalum.

Ay, p'adta Ta potio
I'kio pov pavpopota,
Kot pe dvo eltoeg

ITov gyelg oTO Agpo,
Kaveig v kopdia pov
No ytvetot Kopotia.

Ko 1o oy, ota xethn pov,
Kouyet’ n kopdio

Koave va ¢’'aicpovico,
Ma n kapdio p'odvvatet.
Kt'otav ma anopacncom
Tote c'ayanom

Axopa o moAv

Ay, povpopato Lov
2t'aAnBela Tote o' ayanom
Axopo o ToAL

Aev pnopom v'avtego,
Tpekn pov povpopata,
To yopoyero cov

Ke ™ yAvkia potio.

K" otav o petpioo e,
[T pe o Aaytapo.

Ke 10 oy ota ye1An pov
Koayet' n kapoio
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Ah! With those eyes,

My sweet dark-eyed girl,

And with the two beauty marks
That you have on your neck,
You make my heart

Break into pieces.

And with a sigh on my lips
My heart is burned.

I try to forget you,

But my heart is unable.

And even when I decide to forget
Then I love you

Even more.

Ah! my dark-eyed girl,

Truly, then I love you

Even more.

I cannot resist,

My wild dark-eyed girl,
Your smile

And your sweet glance.
And when I realize

Finally with yearning,

And with a sigh on my lips,
My heart breaks



Koave va ’'oMopovnoo.

Ma 1 kopdio

Ma 1 kopdia p'advvartet.
Kt'otav ma atopacnom

Tote 6’ayonoo, 0KOpUA TLO TOAL
Ay, HOLOPOUOLTOL LOV
2t'ainBelo, Tote o' ayomTom®
Axopa o ToAv

I try to forget you,

But my heart,

But my heart is unable.

And even when I decide to forget
Then I love you even more.

Ah! my dark-eyed girl,

Truly, then I love you

Even more.

16. Zpvpveikog Mraiiog. Smyrneikos Balos. Smyrna Dance. Balos. Recorded in New
York in the early 1940s with the John Pappas Orchestra, John Pappas, clarinet.

INoa va cobw an’ 1o Bavato
TPETEL VAL [’ Ay OELG

TPETEL VAL KALVELG HE TOL LE
™ GAOYQ LoV va ofNoELg

17. Aev Movu Agte Tt Na Kavw. Den Mou Lete Ti Na Kano. Tell Me What I Must Do.
Syrtos. Recorded in New York in October 1927, with Alexis Zoumbas, violin, and unknown.

santouri, ‘cello and castanets.
Agv pov Aete y0gg To Bpadv
O Bupog L nTave

Avo Gov @Lrot p'ovTap®ooy
Ke yia ogva pov eumave
Bpvon pov porapatevia
INog Byatelg kpvo vepo

ExBabm ki eym o koampevog
Ay, TIG ayamng TOV KOO

To save me from death
You must love me

You must lie with me
To extinguish my flame

Won't you tell me about last night?
What was that anger?

Two of your friends met me
And told me about you

My golden fountain
How is it that you give cold water?

I feel deeply, poor wretch
Love’s unfulfilled longing

18. Mn Mg Aepveilg Mava. Me Mi Dernas Mana. Don't Beat Me Mama. Sirtos. Violin,
cymbalum, recorded in New York in the early 1940s.

Mn pe depvelg pova PovovAa Hov

Mn pe depvelg pavo p' pe t'opyaiio(?)
Kt gym dev tove Bl pavovia

Kt eym dev tove Bedo

Tov naito ovpaptin
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Don't beat me mama

Don't beat me mama, with the shuttle
I don't want him, mama,

I dont want

That nasty old chain-smoker

Mn pe depvelg pava p

Mn pe 8epPVELG HE TOV KOTOLVO
Kt gym dev tove Belm

Tov noAtotconovo

Mn pe depvelg povo. pov
Kot 0g va 610 €1ne

Avo, TPELG POPES LE PLANCE
O veog n'ayonm

Mo popa ot’apneit
AvO GTOV OPYAAELO

Tpelg TNV KAPAPLTOO, PHOLVOLANL

[Tov nuactay ta dvo

Don’t beat me mother

Don’t beat me with the pestle
I don't want him

That nasty old shepherd

Don't beat me mother

And I will tell you that

Two or three times

The young man I love kissed me

Once in the vineyard

Twice at the loom

And three times in the little room, mama,
Where the two of us were

19. Eyo IN'a Zeva Tpayovdw. Ego Gia Sena Tragouda. I Sing For You. Zeibekiko.
Recorded in New York in the early 1940s with violin, cymbalum and doumbek.

Eym yio oeva tpayoudem
Ko Aeg dev o’ ayanaym.
Ko Aeg pe ta tpayovdia pov
[Tog Tov Kopo Tepvoym

Mnio pov Kot povtopivt
Kt'o, 11 Te1g gov, Bo yrvet

Meo' otar YALKO HOTAKLOL GOV
Meo’ ota yAuko 6oL KaAAN
E&eyaoa oyo — oiha

Kabfe ayonmn arin

Mnio pov, xpvGo Hov ayAadt,
ITov 'covva £y Beg to Bpadu;
Otav otepeyel n Baracoo
Ko Byet pmiior pe pmio
Toteg Ba 6’opvn B Kt ey
[Mwkia pov, Apaiia.

AALaL AEG KL OLAAOL OV KOLVELG
BaAbnkog va pe tpelavelg

Eov Bappelg nog o' ayonm

I sing for you

And you say I dont love you.
And you say that with my songs
I'm just passing my time.

My apple and tangerine,
And whatever you say will be done

In your sweet little eyes

In your sweet beauty

I have, little by little, forgotten
Every other love.

My apple and my golden pear,
Where were you last night?

When the sea goes dry

And grows an apple tree with apples
Then I will deny you

My sweet Amalia.

You say one thing and do another
You've set your mind to drive me mad

You think I love you



And you fear nothing.
In the depths of my heart
I have you sleeping

Kou timota pofocot
Meooa ot QUAAGL TNG KAPSLOLG
Ze g ® KO KOLHAOOLL

My apple and tangerine

MnAo pov Kot povTopivt
And whatever you say will be done.

Kt o, 11 meig ecv Oa yrvet.

20. Topa Ta IToviio. Tora Ta Poulia. Now the Birds. Laiko Kleftico. This song is sung at
the side of the slain warrior husband. Recorded in New York in the early 1940s with kanoun
and doumbek, Gus Gadinis, clarinet.
Topa to ToLALL

Topa ta xerdovia
Topo ot TEPIIKES

Now the birds
Now the swallows
Now the partridges

Now the partridges
Sing out and say
Awake, my husband.

Awake, my husband.
Oh, do awake, my husband
Awake, oh, awake, hold me.

Topo ot TePdIKEG

2oy vo Aalovy Kat AEVE

Zunva e@g, 0pe ELTVA EPEVTT LOV
ZEumva EQEVTN HOL

Zvnva Kake B apevn

Zvnva ayka, ope EVTVOL AYKAALOGE

Tora Ta Poulia and Smyrniotiko Majore use older song forms traditionally used in expressing
deep emotion. Tora Ta Poulia was sung in former times of trouble, like the 1922 relocations,
and recalled older reserves of courage in the face of adversity. The familiar form of
Smyrniotiko Majore, an Amane, usually embodying an expression of very personal anguish, is
here possibly used to lament the atrocities suffered by Greece and Amalia’s home town of
Janina during World War 11.

21. Zpvpviotiko MatCope. Smyrniotiko Majore. Amane. Recorded in New York in the
early 1940s with violin and cymbalum.

Qy! Oh!

Kotpovpat p'eva otevaypo I go to sleep with a sigh

Zunve pe povpo dokpuo I awaken with bitter tears

Qy! Oh!

Tt gxovv kot de [Bavpaovv] What is wrong that they don’t wonder
Ta eykinporta [...] That the crimes are commonplace.

At the Athens Bar in Detroit ca.1950. Diamond, Amalia, unknown violinist, Garbis
Birkajian, kanun, unknown tambourinist, John Pappas, clarinet.



front of the stage, and again the music
and again the dance...In other words,
those enraptured pay as if they are buy-
ing tickets for each and every dance they
are going to bounce and dance with.

Like gamblers those who dance once
can not hold themselves back ever
again. It is not an uncommon scene to
see someone who dances a second
dance, a third dance and then a fifth and
soon empties his pockets and wallets,
and even throws his ring to the saz. And
there is no one who does not get excited
and get up to dance. For them they left a
small opening in the middle. Sometimes
it is so crowded there that people danc-
ing bump into each other.

One fat man passed me by, appeared
in the crowd, threw bills that were in the
shape of balls all crumpled in his hand.
Amalia Hanim and her daughter picked
these up. They unfolded them and put
them into a basket.

At this, I said with a smile to a local
next to me “Here one should be a singer
or musician.” He answered “Once Iraqis
and Syrians came here, 24 of them.
They were wearing white tuxedos.
Wearing curious fezzes on their heads.
They would come to the stage rather
showily, men and women too. The

Syrians here made a good name for
themselves. They spent a lot of money!

I asked whether the fat guy who had
since been paying and dancing was rich.
They said “he is a worker at the Ford
factory. He can speak Turkish well. He
is from somewhere around Syria.” Then
they added, “He got his weekly pay
today.”

Outside, the sun was rising. The poor
guy was worn down by hopping and
belly dancing. He was saying “I will
drink a cup of tea and then go directly to
work.”

That is, he was going to go to the fac-
tory after his tremendous tiredness. And
he would tell his friends “I had so much
fun last night!”

(Istanbul, 1950)

Thanks to Diamond Papachristou,
Dino Pappas, Andy Dellis, Hugo
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Original 78s from David Soffa, Dino
Pappas and Prof. Martin Schwartz.
Mastering by David Soffa.

Produced by David Soffa.

Front cover photo: Amalia and
Diamond in Chicago, early 1950s. Front
cover photo colorized by David Soffa.
Back cover photo, L to R: Nishan
Sedefjian, Amalia, Diamond, Natan,
Romano, Teli Karapaniotis, unknown
woman, at a New York restaurant,
1940s. All photos through the courtesy
of Diamond Papachristou.

Amalia in 1927. From the 1930 Victor
Record Company Greek Record Catalog.
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Amalia, Marika Papagika, and
Coula Antonopoulos were the most
important Greek vocalists in the
Americas. This CD presents Amalia
in unrivalled performances that
carry Greek traditional song to the
New World and into modern times
with passion and verve. A 24 page
booklet includes newly discovered
photos, a period review, and
translations of the songs.
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