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310 Xp1o10 610 Kaotpo | Christmas at the Castle

A musical chronicle in three scenes, based on the novel of Alexandros Papadiamantis,
adapted by Vasiliki Nevrokopli and composed by Kyriakos Kalaitzidis.

PSALTIKON (Spyridon Antonopoulos) and EN CHORDAIS (Kyriakos Kalaitzidis)

Zknvi 1: £10 onitt Tod mana-PpaykovAn (At Papa Frangouli’s home)

1 O f{okiog To0 Beod - dpyaviko, fixog a' (“The shadow of God” - instrumental, first mode) 3:57
2 Aekéufpng uvag pg xrovid (“On the Island of Skiathos”) 1:09
3 AnokAeopodg, fxog a’ - mA. a’ (“Stranded,” first - plagal first mode) 4:37
4 Avxamolog ta dyta otdov Xptoto (“For those who raise the Holy Gifts”) 1:54
5 Tdpa, nxog 8’ Aéyetog (“The Vow,” fourth mode legetos) 3:48
6 Aéet otov ITavayo 6 manag (“Papa Frangoulis then”) 2:23
7 Andgaon, fxos m\. 8" (“Decision,” plagal fourth mode) 4:08
8 Kai 6 ITavayog kdyxaoe (“Then Panagos rather boastfully”) 3:17

Zknvi 2: 210 kaotpo (At the Castle)

9 To ovugwviicav (“They agreed to it”) 2:26
10 Oeppry kapdi fixog y' (“A warm heart,” third mode) 2:09
11 Opyavikd, Zepdt fxos y' (Instrumental Semai, third mode) 3:22
12 Eig tov Ztpovphid oav xapage (“At Struflia, at dawn”) 1:45
13 Ao xpvod ki dtodhy, fixog 8" Ayta (“Of gold and steel,” fourth mode agia) 4:03
14 'O fAiog éxapniwve (“The sun was lowering”) 1:14
15 Xwoviopévo povonatt, fxog mA. B’ (“The snow-covered path,” plagal second mode) 3:50
16 Qoav katoikeg épotalav (“They resembled goats moving together”) 2:05
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Zknvi 3: 210 vao (At the Temple)

17 «Ilowoi elote, melte pag kL épag» (“Who are you? Tell us!”) 1:39
18 ‘Ayieg pwTigg, nxog TA. o’ (“Holy fires,” plagal first mode) 2:37
19 "Ehapye toTe 6 vaog (“The temple then shined and glittered”) 2:11
20 TTvgiSa, nxos B’ (“The Compass,” second mode) 3:38
21 Kpatnpa, fixos B’ péoog (Kratema, second mode mesos) 4:50
22 Eagvov dkovotnkav gwveg (“Suddenly voices were heard”) 2:37

23 To yoheti tod Kwvotavtij, fxog Papis TeTpdpwvog

(“Constantis’ Schooner,” grave mode tetraphonos) 3:27
24 Mze kivduvo va ovuvtpipodv (“With the risk of crashing the ship”) 1:51
25 'O fokiog 100 Oeod, Nxog o’ (“The shadow of God,” first mode) 5:59

TOTAL 73:30

SOLOISTS: Nikos Andrikos (Tracks 3, 7, 13, 20, 25), Spyridon Antonopoulos (Track 5), Stelios Kontakiotis
(Tracks 3, 7, 13, 25), Vasilios Lioutas (Track 23), Dimos Papatzalakis (5, 18, 20, 23).

Tracks 2,4, 6,8, 9, 12, 14, 16, 17, 19, 22, and 24, are spoken-word narration of the story.
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ALEXANDROS PAPADIAMANTIS

This project began in October of 2022, while on tour
in Canada with the Ensemble Constantinople. After
our concert at the Salle Bourgie in Montréal, my good
colleague Spyros Antonopoulos greeted me backstage
with a proposal that we stage in Boston the short story
of Alexander Papadiamantis’s “Sto Christo sto Kastro”
in the form of a musical presentation. “As if ready al-
ready;” I replied directly very positively and without
hesitation. For years now I have been passionately
studying the work of our leading prose author, and the
proposal was not only an honor for me, but also struck
a personal and particularly sensitive chord in me.

Upon my return to Thessalonica, and after the neces-
sary exchange of ideas, we began without delay plan-
ning the design and performance of our new venture.
Vasiliki Nevrokopli began preparing an abridged ad-
aptation of the short story for the needs of our perfor-
mance, in iambic decapentasyllabic verse with rhyme.
I began composing the music to the song verses. The
premier performance took place at the Maliotis Cultu-
real Center in Boston on December 1, 2023, under the
direction of the Psaltikon Ensemble. The huge success
of the work gave rise to the dream of proceeding to
this present edition, which became a reality through
the generosity of an anonymous donor and countless
hours of labor from the creators and musicians who
are heard on this recording.

Alexander Papadiamantis (1851-1911) does not need
particular introductions for the Greek readers, at least.
The countless editions and re-editions of the great

bulk and variety of his work, the impressive number
of specific studies and conferences on his life and
work, as well as his abiding influence upon genera-
tions of authors, poets, composers, directors of stage
and cinema productions, actors, painters, theologians
and philosophers constitute long-lasting tokens of his
continuous presence in the Greek spiritual and artis-
tic reality. Indicative of this influence, after all, are the
characterizations that accompany any reference to his

» e

name, such as “the saint of Greek letters,” “the summit

of summits,”“the Greek Dostoevsky,” etc.

The work of Papadiamantis constitutes an excep-
tional iconography of the physical environment, the
social and anthropological topography of his place of
birth, the Island of Skiathos, but also of Athens, where
he lived for thirty years. Many significant things have
been written about the multi-leveled dimension of
his writings — the linguistic wealth, the penetrating
gaze filled with sensitivity into the souls of his heroes,
the great variety of information provided on posi-
tions and opinions on a whole series of social, politi-
cal, theological, and ethical issues that he represented
and promoted, but also the immense delight readers
find in his writings.

Given the nature of this present undertaking, we
confine ourselves to indicating the position held in
his works by the art of music. Throughout his texts,
we find direct and indirect references to verses of
demotic songs, information about musical instru-
ments, ways of entertainment and of dancing, musi-



cological articles and hymnography — elements that
are all particularly significant in the scientific study
of music and art. It is well-known that the supreme
prose writer matured in the shadow of Mt. Athos
and at the side of his father the priest. Evidence
abounds also in his contemporary authors and jour-
nalists that Papadiamantis loved the liturgical ser-
vices of the Church. We also know of his many years
of service as a chanter in the churches and chapels
of his native Island and, during his time in Athens,
in the holy church of St. Elissaios.

Thus, when the time came to compose the music
for “Sto Christo sto Kastro,” the idea came naturally
for me to enter the musical world of Papadiamantis

himself and work synthetically in creating the me-
lodic orchestrations. The songs were set to choral
music following the standards of the Octoechos and
the musical form that accompanies their perfor-
mance is produced by the musical instruments we
encounter in his writings.

May this humble task burn as a vigil candle to his
memory, a token gift in return for the multitude of
priceless and significant offerings made to us by the
great Alexandros Papadiamantis.

Enjoy this sound of music!
Kyriakos Kalaitzidis
Thessalonica, March 2025

AAEEANAPOZ ITAITAATAMANTHZX

"Hrav tov OxtdPpo tod 2022, Stav Ppédn-
ka otov Kavada, o¢ mepiodeia pg¢ 10 Ensemble
Constantinople. Meta 10 TéAog TG ouvavAiag pog
otn Salle Bourgie tod Movtpeal, fpbe otd kapa-
pivia 6 kakog cuvadelpog Zmvpog AVTwVOTOvAOG
Kai pod mpotetve va dvePacovpe ot Bootwvn to
Suynua tod AheEavdpov IManadapdavtn «Zto Xpt-
070 010 K&oTpo» o€ Hop@n HoVoIKAG TapdoTaong.
«Zav £tolog Amd Kapo», dvtamokpifnka dpéowg
oA OeTikd kol Siywg TOV TaAPapKpO EvSotaapo.
Xpovia Twpa Evipued pE tabog atd €pyo Tod KO-
pugaiov pag meloypdgov, 6moTe 1} TPOTAGT ADTH
8¢V ATav HOVoV TIUNTIKY Y& péva, dAN& dyyie kal
i idtaitepa edaicOnTn X0pdry pov.

"Emotpégovtag oty @eooalovikr, HeTd Kal TiG drma-
paitnTeG GLVEVVONOELG, Eektvioape Sixwg XpovoTpiPr
TOV oXedlaopo Kol TRV EKTENEOT) TOD VEOL pag Eyyel-
pripatog: 1) Baothikny NevpokomAf] Staokevalovtag pa
GUVETITUYHEVI HOP@PT} TOD SIYHHATOG, VI TiG AVAyKeg
TG mapdotaong, ot iapPko Sekamevtacvafo ue
oOpotokatoAngia Kal £yw HEAOTIOLWVTAG TOVG OTEXOUG.
‘H mpepuépa 100 Epyov élaPe xwpa otd Malioitis
Cultural Center ti¢ Bootawvng v 1n AekepPpiov
2023 ot Slopydvwon tod cuAAGyov Psaltikon. 'H €mi-
Toyia TOD Epyov YEVVNOE TO GVELPO VA TIPOXWPTCOLE
oTNV mapovoa EkSoor 1oV, [E THV eDYEVIKT| xopryia
£vOG Avavupov dwpnth Kai TiG AUETPNTEG DPEG HO-
XBov TOV LUV TENEGTOV, £yIVE TPAYHATIKOTNTAL



‘O AMéEavdpog Tamadiapavtng (1851-1911) Sev
xpetdletar iSlaitepeg ovOTACEG OTO  EAANVIKO,
TOLAGXIOTOY, AvayvwoTikd kowo. Ot dvapiBunteg
£kd00eg Kal émavekdooelg Tob peyalov o€ dyko
Kal molkihia €pyov Tov, 6 EVILTIWOLAKOG ApLOOg
elIKOV peEAeT@V Kol ovvedplwv yd adTo, Kabwg
Kkai 1} Staypovikn Tov énidpacn ot petayeveéoTepoug
oLYYpa@elG, OTLXOVPYOVS, OLVOETEG, OKnvobETeg
0D Bedtpov kal Tob Kvnuatoypagov, nbomotovg,
{wypagovg, Beodyovg kol oTOXAOTEG AmOTENODY
adidoelota TEKUNpLL TRHG  OLVEXODG  Tapovoiag
Tov 0TIV EAANVIKT] TIVELHATIKY Kol KOANMTEXVIK
npaypatikoTnTa. ‘Evdetktikol eivat é€aAov kai of
XAPAKTNPLOHOL TTOL GLVOSEDOLY TNV AvaPopd TOD
OVOUATOG TOV, OTIWG «O &YLoG TWV EAANVIKOV ypap-
HATWV», «f] KOPLPT TOV KOPLPDV», «O "EXAnvag
NToOTOYLEPOKL K.A.

TToMa kai omovdaia Exovv ypa@Tel yia T0 €pyo Tov,
oV dmotelel pla Eaipetn eikovoypagia Tod guokod
neptBaANovTog, TG Kovwviag kai Thig avBpwmoye-
wypagiag Tod TOMOL KATAYWYNG TOV, TAG ZKidOov,
AAAG kai TG ABnvag 6mov élnoe Tpavta meEpimov
XPOvia, TNV ToAveninedn SlaoTpwHATWON TAS Ypagig
TOV, TOV YAWOOIKO Tov TAODTO, Tr) SteloSuTIKT Kal ye-
HATN TPLPEPOTNTA HATIA TOV OTIG YUXEG TV PWWV
Tov, 10 MA}00G T@V TTAaNG PVTEWG TANPOPOPILDY TTOD
napaBEtel, Tig O€oelg Kai TiG AmoYeLg Tov Yid pia oelpa
Amd KOWVWVIKA, TOATIKG, Beoloyika kad HOka (-
pota, kaBwg Kkai T peydahn dnodavon mod TPocPEpet
1 AvAy VWO TOV KEWEVWY TOL.

Adyw TG @hong Tod TAPOVTOG EYXELPHUATOG, 6D
nepLoptlOpHaoTe va EMONUAVOLLE TT) B€0T TTOL KaTE-

XEL OTO €pY0 TOV 1} TEXVN TAG HOVOIKAG. XTA Keipevd
Tov évtomifovpe dpeoeg kol Eppeceg Avapopis o
OTiXOVG SNUOTIKDV TPAYOLSIDY, TANPOPOPLES YL
povaikd dpyava, Tpomovg Stackédaong kol Xopo,
povaotkoloytkd dpBpa kal bpvoypagnuata, Gha idt-
ATEPWG ONUAVTIKA YL& T} LEAETT THG HOVOIKAG ETiL-
otung kol téxvng. Elval yvwotd 81t 6 kopugaiog
neoypapog avdpwbnke 0td TAAL TOD iepéa Tatépa
Tov Kai, OTWG papTLpEiTal ATO TOVG CLYXPOVOLG
TOV CLYYPaPELS Kai Snpoctoypdgovg, frav idiaite-
pa @hakolovbog. EEdM\ov, elvat yvwoTti| kal 1) pa-
KkpOXpovn Stakovia Tov wg iepoydATn o¢ kkAnoieg
kai EwiAnota 100 votod Tov kai, katd Té Xpovia St-
apovijg Tov oty ABrva, 6tovT. N. Ayiov EAiooaiov.

“Etot, 8tav fpbe 1 dpa vd katamaotd pé T pelo-

moinon tod dmynuatog «Zto Xploto 010 Kaotpor,
apiaota mpogkvye 1 idéa va kivnO® cuvOeTikd Kal
£VOPXNOTPWTIKA GTOV HOVGLKO KOO0 TOD idlov Tod
Tanadapdvtn. Ta Tpayoddia pelomowBnkav oOp-
Pwva pig ToLG Kavoveg Tng OxTanxiag kal T0 Hovotkd
oxfua oL TA EKTeNel AMOTEAEITAL GO HOVOLKA Op-
yava mod GUVAVTODUE HEGO GTA KEILEVA TOV.

"Ag elvat T0DTO TO TATEVO EPYOXELPO EVva KEPAKL OTT
UV TOV, [KPO AVTidwpo oTd TG0 TOANG, dve-
KTiunta Kai omovdaio MOV HAG TPOOEPEPE O péYL-
010G AAéEavdpoc IamadapdvTng.

KaAn axpoaon!
Kvpiakog KaAaitlidng
Ocooaloviky, Maptiog 2025






TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS

Adapted from Papadiamantis’ original into rhyming fifteen-syllable verse
by Vasiliki Nevrokopli

XKHNH 1

1
‘Opyaviko: ‘O iokiog Tod Ocod, fjxos a'

2

Aviyvwon

Aeképfpng pnvag pé xrovia kai otod mama-DpaykovAn
1) manadid, ol KOPEG TOLVG KL O YLOG ~TO GTEPVOTIOVAL-
Sompla Tpwyave, VO T Makapw 1 xnpa

0T XEPLaL UE d Aettovpyld mpoPale umpog ot Bvpa.
iy dpa mavw 6 papaykog Iavayog mob Supodoe
pmiike va el pua S pakeg kabwg 1o ovvnBodoe.
<O Apyvpne» eirte 6 amag «kt O Niavvng ot dvngopia
100 Kdotpov dnokeiotnray, peyan otevoywpla...».
‘H nanadia tov pwtnoe av ixave yepara

dpayeg ta Lepmihia Tovg, 0QV TpavE TH GTPATA.
«Kovpmavia 0 xovv kai Onheigg va macovve kotov@ian
THG AmavTd 6 papaykog — W dnddeta, eival dAndea.
«Z10 Z1o1Bwtd Xplotodyevva;» andpnoe pe dAyog

1) mamadia 6av dkovae i ‘e 6 pnapuma-Tavayog.
Ma 6 mamag 8&v piknoe. Ztov vod tov peketodoe
TOUG DAOTOHOVG GTOV lovia g Ba Tovg fonbodae.

SCENE 1

1
Instrumental: The Shadow of God

2

Reading

On the Island of Skiathos that December heavy snow
had fallen, and in Papa-Frangoulis home, his Papadia,
their daughters and youngest son, were having bean-
soup for supper, when the widowed aunt, Malamo,
stepped over the door’s threshold with a prosforon

in her hands. The same moment, Panagos, the thirsty
carpenter, also came in for one or two drinks of raki -
his custom as usual. Then the priest spoke up and said:
“Argyris and Yiannis, two young men, are snowbound,
in danger, up in the Castle’s heights, because of the
snow storm.” Then Papadia asked, if they had full
rucksacks when they departed. “Certainly supplies
and traps to catch blackbirds, they have,” the carpenter
replied with calm and reassurance. “Christmas at
Stoivoto?” asked the Papadia, with a tone of doubt,
when she heard what Panagos the carpenter had said.
The Priest did not speak. He was thinking of the two
loggers, stranded in the snow, and how to bring them
assistance.



3

AmokAeopnog, nxoga’ - mA. a'

Tlevipvta évTe frave xpovav (1’ dyabooivn

Kol TOAUNPOG Ao [KkpOG, Xapn GTr) vavtoouvn.
{EpiEe X10v1, Epi€e k1 akopa X1ovt piyven

0 HAoTOPAG HOVPROVPLOE, «ToD va PpeBodv Ta Txvn;
‘Aytlog Oavaong kad Kapmd, tand, yivave éval

Ao Kovpovmt, MuySahid, pnv kot Owpeic kavéva;
Ot kopuEg o TéaoepIg TiG Voo EvwBikav!».

Ma 10D and oi Aoytopol anod to oTopa yfKav:
«Amo ) Bdlaocoa kaveig Tavel, paotpo-Tlavdyos».
«Ta idta kai xepoTepal Movo av éxet Gyto!
TparyohePavTeg Suvatdg, povpTovva oD PPETKAPEL
Av Bapka &’ T Aave Pyet, dépag Oa Ty mapel»
«AT 10 Zo@pav elvat yvwoTo, &’ 0 TraPétt maey
«Ilamnd, ofoduat Uiy TUXOV HATGTPO TO YUPVAEL..»
&E, 10te va meBavovpe... Ti Aoyta Eeotopilerg»

«IV avtodg ke@dht 0TOV TopPd B EPala vopilels
Oa avayav 6¢ o @wTId, kKabwg KAvovy oTa Xavia,
yia o Boopada @aynto Oa Exovy 0Td KOLUTAVLY.

4

Aviyvwon

«Av kamotog Ta dyta 0oV Xpoto tod Kdotpov B bywoet,
Sumho 0& MaPet ToV obo, v kai T dyopla owaoeL.
[Tépot 8&v Aertovpynoape Kt fjrav Kakdg Xeavag,
QETOG PapuG...» elne O TAMAG MG V& Tav Katd HOVag.
Kt £000g 10 0TOpHa 0@paAYIoE DOAV HETAVIWHEVOG,

Oav va e Aoyl TEPLTTA, Gv Kal CUYKPATNHEVOG.

3

Song 1, Modes 1-5: Stranded

He was fifty-five years old, full of kindness, bold

from a young age, due to his trade in boat building.
“Much snow has fallen, indeed, and it is still snowing,”
muttered the master carpenter, “how can any tracks
be found?” “Agios Thanasis and Kampia, Father, are
now snowed under as one! From Kouroupi, Mygdalia,
can anyone be seen? The island’s four peaks are united
under one snow cap!” But now the Priest’s thoughts
came out from his mouth: “Can anyone get there by
sea, mastro-Panago?” “By sea it is the same and could
be even worse! Possible perhaps with a saint as pro-
tector!” “It’s a strong northeastern storm that’s getting
worse. A boat that dares to leave the harbor now, will
be blown away!” “The way from Sofran, I know, that’s
out, but from Staveti, is that a way out?” “Papa, I fear
the northeast wind will take the boat astray...” “What
then, to lay down and die? Is that what you're saying?”
“To risk my life for them is a serious gamble, don’t you
think?” “They’ll kindle a fire, in a cave, as they do in
the inns, and stay for a week, with plenty of food to
make it through the storm.”

4

Reading

“For those who raise the holy Gifts at Christ’s church
in the Castle, a double reward will be received, as they
will save the young men also. Last year we didn’t
serve, and it was a good winter, but this year the
winter is heavy..” so said the priest as if to himself. But
then, directly sealed his lips, as if regretting what he



«Katl yid, mama pov, 0 Xptotog kalov katpd 8&v Sivel
Qv 0T ylopTr Tov Aettovpyld 1000 ToBEl v Yivel»
W avBadeta EeaTOpoE O papaykog kol PAéppa

No&o 10D piyver 6 mamag kod Méet Bopwpéva:
«Ilavéayo, i Eeotopuoeg; Iotoi eipaote va modue

T 0 @e0g pag PovAetar kai va 10 ov{nTodpe;

To peptko kai yevikd tavtilelg pé dpéleta.

ElV’ 6 xewpovag yid ) yi kol Ty dyeld dgédeia.
"Exet dvaykn 6 Xptotog yia va Tov Aettovupynoouvv;
AAAG, 0" abTovG TIOL TpEXOLVE YUXEG V& PonBngovy,
£pxetat Exeivog fondog ki éumodia xidia Aovet

Kot Oadpa kavet dpa 68 kai TOLG StevkoAvveL.

Kai g {nrég kaupd kakd; Tav frav SAa téheta,
£ueis 8ev Aertovpynoape mEPOL Ao ApLENeLd...».
Znevdet 1) Betd 10 Mokapd 1) Sidaxn) va adpdket,
MG dpeoe T& mpdypata va praivovy o pud tadn:
«Iia xpovovg dhettodpyntog Tiig yévvag Tov T pépa;
Od pag xahaoet 6 Oedg kai g Ba Pyodpe mépa;
Kot 10 Awdexanpepo o mepatvo, Tapévo

elyape TOV Aapmpdkn pag, dppwaoTo TOV KANUEVO.
Oupdoat» Aéet 0NV manadid, pd Ekeivn oLwnodoe
Kol O TTamaG GUVEXLoE GV VA HOVONOYODOE:
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Tapa, fxos &' Méyetog

«Apa yhraoel, Etageg, Xplotodyevva v mape

Kol VoL TOV AEITOVPYHOOLE 8,Tt KapOG Kok va vay.
«@upodpa ATAVTa avTh) TNV KEPAAT TG CELDVTAG
Katd, TV appwaortia Tod matdlod oTov vod dvakaAwvTag,
BuunOnke T TEPLOL TIRyE VA TOLG dPrjoEL

Kol 00ty Kepakt TG Aaprprig 1 Aoya Tov va oProet.

said, as if, while refrained, his words may have said too
much. “And why, dear Papa, does Christ not provide
good weather, if He so desires to have a Liturgy cele-
brated on His name day?” the carpenter impertinently
blurted out. But the Priest gave him a slanted glance
and offered stern instruction: “Panagos, what are you
saying? Who are we to question God or to dispute His
will? The partial and the general you equate naively.
Winter is beneficial and healthy for the earth. Christ
has no need for Liturgies being served for Him, but
looks kindly to those who run and help other souls in
need, and then He comes Himself to help, removing
all the obstacles, working even miracle, if He so wills,
to facilitate such good efforts. How then, can you now
ask for good weather? Last year, all things were perfect,
yet, we didn’t celebrate, not because of the weather, but
because of our negligence...” Aunt Malamo was quick
to grasp the lesson, for she loved all the things to be
set in proper order: “For years to be without a Liturgy
on the day of His Birth? God will be fully justified to
bring us harm for that!” “During the Twelve Days of
Christmas last year, we made a vow, when our little
boy Lambrakis was ill. Do you remember?” asked the
Papadia, but then stopped short, allowing her good
Papa to continue the monologue:

5

Song 2, Mode 4: The Vow

“If he is spared, you vowed, for us to go on Christmas
and serve the Liturgy, regardless of the weather”

“I remember,” she said, nodding her head, and recall-
ing her little boy Spyro’s illness to mind. She remem-
bered how last year the boy’s flame of life was about to

be blown out like that of a Paschal candle.
0



6

Aviyvwon

Téooepig kopeg (oave A’ Tig OXTW TG YEVVES,
of Sidupeg ftay pkpés, of dANeg TavTpepéves.
To tapa v o ékmAnpwve, pépeg TO peketodoe,
Kt Gv Oy, Taxa 6 @eog 0 TG T cLXWPODTE;
M ToD Tamd TV TakTiK elxe kakoyvwpioet
Kol Ttijpe TNV Ano@aon va tov dkolovdnoeL.
Makpav tov fjrave Sethr}, TAnaoiov Tov Atovtapt,
kivduvo 8¢ev oktalotave, yvotav makikdapt.

Av €@evye Ywpig adTNV, TOLAL KUVIYNHEVO

04 ueve 1 kapdodla TG, VA TpEpEL OPLOHEVO.
H k6pn g, 1) MuySahu, oxvPet 1ote 0T avti g
Kol apxva Tov yibupo 1 Tamev @i TG:

Tpayoddr oty idix perwdio
«Mava pov, makafwoate; Mava pov, mod tpaparte;

210 Kdotpo pg xiovid Papv, péva pov, tdg Oa mare;».

«Zwmnace, owna, MuySaiww, O mapovve Kt gpévar
1) adelgr TG TPOGbeae, kamwg ouveoTatpéva.
Ti¢ pddhwoe 1 mamadid kai T madia Aovgakav,
T Aoyta Spwg TV maudtdv ) Mokapd tpopagayv.
Av appwotnoet 10 maudi, 6T SvO KOBeTa 1) pava
Kol TOV @e0 apakalel, Leydlo kavel Tapa.

Kt elvat 10 tapa g kepl o oprivet 1o okotddL,
éAnida otiy anedmowd, ) Pyadet ano tov Adn.
M mpoadokia pootiks 8pbia Ty kpatdet.

To tapa elvat tpooevyr, Tob T’ dyla dkovpmdeL.

6

Reading

Four daughters lived of her eight births, her twins
were young, the other two were married. For days she
thought if her vow will ever be fulfilled, and if not,
would God be gracious to forgive her? The Papadia
was very well aware of the tactics of her Papa, and
made a firm decision to follow him. Without him,

she was timid, but strong as a lion, when beside him.
Dangers never discouraged her, and faced them as

a hero. If he had gone and left her behind, her little
heart would be trembling as a hunted bird in fear. Her
daughter, Mygdalio, then leans to her mother’s ear, and
with her humble voice begins to whisper:

Again, a song in the same melody

“Dear mother, are you crazy? Dear mother, where

are you going? To the Castle with heavy snow, dear
mother, how will you go?”“Be quiet, be silent, Mygda-
lio, they 1l take me too,” Her sister added with some
reservation. The Papadia scolded the children and
they became silent. But the children’s words brought
thoughtful concerns to their aunt Malamo.

If her child falls ill, the mother is cut in half with worry,
and prays to God, and makes a great vow. And her vow
serves like a candle that diminishes the darkness, that
adds hope in despair, and brings one out of Hades. A
vow is a secret expectation, upholding one upright. A
vow is a prayer, that leans upon and touches the holy.

1
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Reading

Papa Frangoulis then, seeking to find solutions,

to Panagos turns and gives instructions: “Go to
Captain Stefanis and tell him to come here to us”“I
will go, my Papa, but first I must go and see Panagaina,
what she might be cooking, for my hunger is now
unbearable” “Go first and speak to the Captain, and
then eat to your heart’s content!” “Good night Papadia,
Papa, I'm going with your blessing!”And the carpenter
who was a stout man of great stature departed from
the priest’s house in a hurry.

-

“Papa, if you decide to go to the Castle, I am ready to
follow you,” Aunt Malamo said firmly, “and I ask this
of you as a favor” “Let’s wait first for Captain Stefanis
to come and then we'll see!”“T and Malamo will come
with you!” confirmed the Papadia. “It will suffice for
me, my wife, to make the effort; no need for both of us
to leave our home; I will not be gone for long. I made
the vow;” she said, “how can you expect me to stay
?”“If I go instead of you, you know, it is the same
thing as if you go” Mygdalio then with tears asked her
two parents: “And where will you leave us?” And kept
on nagging them lamenting. But then both Vasio and
their youngest boy became jealous, for they all wanted
to go with their father, Papa-Frangoulis. “Quiet!” said
the priest to his three children. Then turning to his
wife, he asked: “Are there any prosphora?” With her
glance she indicates the covered prosphora that had
been brought earlier by blessed ladies of the parish.

* ok ok

home

Footsteps were heard approaching, and then their
door was opened, the sixty-year-old, sturdy Captain
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Stephanis arrived, with his thick moustache, his
sunburnt skin, and standing there beside him, was

the starving carpenter, who did not go home to eat;
curiosity had prevailed over his hunger: He wanted to
learn the reason Papa Fragoulis had invited the Cap-
tain. “Wecome, Captain Stefanis, sit down and let me
ask you: Can a boat get to the Castle by way of Staveti,
if T were to want it?” Stefanis doesn’t need to think,

to weigh the question, spontaneously he declares his
response in his heavy voice:

7

Song 3, Mode 8: The Decision

“Gladly, my dear Papa, if you are so inclined and
willing!” “Great! That’s how I want you to be,
Stefanis! May your journeys always be with fare
sailing! Am I, perhaps, dragging you into danger?”
“Not at all, absolutely not! The responsibility is

all mine! “Just don’t catch a cold on me! Thirty
people can fit in my boat, including supplies and
baggage. The storm seems to be subsiding, tomorrow
promises even better signs.” As if to contradict the
seaman’s confidence, the cold north wind howled
abruptly, shaking the trees in the yard, the walls in
the kitchen, and even the windows made sounds like
fearful groans.

8

Reading

Then Panagos rather boastfully began his ironic reply:
“Do you hear how it is getting better? It sounds like
wounded animals!” But Captain Stefanis directly said
to him: “You stick to chopping at crooked boards
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and nailing them together! “Be not entangled with
matters of the sea; leave such things to me. The air
tomorrow will die down, and if more snow falls, that
will not in any way affect our plans” But the carpenter
insisted: “What if the wind turns again and becomes
a northeastern?” Again, Stefanis replies to him as if to
a nagging gadfly: “There is no shortage of beaches to
land the boat, if the gulf should swell up! I, Stefanis,
declare the responsibility to get you there is mine!”
“Well said and done,” says the priest, “this deserves
another treat of raki! Your words have confirmed

» e

my decision.” “Papa, with your blessing, I've had six
already.” “Let it be seven, then, and drink one more, for
I have said this with my heart!” He poured a generous
quantity from the small bottle, which, before becom-
ing empty, was filled up again, as if it were another.
“Papa, have you gathered the holy things, the books,
the Gospel? I should start gathering, packing things

in preparation. At two I'll come by here, at three by
the promontory, from where we will embark; and set
the alarm?” “At three,” said the priest, may be too early.
Should we not wait for dawn?”“We want the weather
in front of us for a good course! To go to Aselenos,
with oars to Mandraki and as far as Kechrees, and
then, my Papa, will go with the small sail. At Agia
Eleni, if it doesn’t work out, we'll reconsider, and as far
as Agios Sostis, I will draw you myself with the rope!”

Again, a song in the same melody

They laughed at the joke, but the priest, fearing such
a turn in the wind, says to the sailor: “No matter how
much snow piles up on our mountains, we will sail
along the Island’s shore and make for land, at one of

our beaches”
4
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Reading

They agreed to it, but at three, a little before they were
to start a boatman brings news to start out at four. The
Papas instructs the Papadia on the provisions:

The prosphora, the wine, the olives, the raisins, and the
biscuits. The priest’s daughters waste no time—

They boiled three dozen eggs and one more was still
in the pot. A large basket they filled to the top, with
candles and incense, and the prosphora - all packed,
first by the younger one and then some more by the
other. At the end of the day, the priest sends Stefanis
to two sailors, who would give him meat for the trip.
Five kilos were sent by the men who acted with much
honor. The priest had in mind the two men stranded
on the mountain. The winter kept them there, and as
long as they had survived, they would have plenty of
food in the Castle to keep them alive.

10

Song 4, Mode 3: A warm heart

Papa Frangoulis informs Papa Alexios on the arrange-
ments: Starting out before dawn, one will liturgize

at Christ’s church in the Castle, the other will stay to
serve the parish church, where the two were co-pastors.
Aunt Malamo in haste notifies the chanter, Mr. Alexan-
dris, and then, others she calls to join the pilgrimage...
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Reading
pilgrims, neighbors and anyone she found on her way.
A multitude of sixteen souls finally entered the boat.

Again, a song in the same melody

To those who run with joy to every feast day of the
church, two more were added - the Miller’s wife’s son
and Argyriss brother. From Panagos in the tavern he
had heard that a boat was leaving for Christ’s church
in the Castle, and so he hastened anxiously to join the
group and assist in rescuing his brother from the snow.

Reading

“Welcome,” said the priest, and they set sail in the dark
of night. They set their course for cape Kalamaki.
They were very cold, even though all were heavily
clothed — the priest and his wife and all the blessed
people traveling together. The stars trembled in the
sky, as the Pleiades reached their height, while other
star constellations twinkled like starlings.

11
Instrumental Semai, Mode 3

12

Reading

At Struflia, at dawn with the first twilight, their
faces were evidently sullen. Their lips were dark,
their noses red, their fingers frozen, their faces pale
from dizziness. Malamo was in her second sleep,
while the chanter Alexandris was being rocked in
the cradle of his dreams. Spyros, the priest’s son,
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seemed to be making prostrations as double and
triple layers of clothing, his mother after waking
him, wrapped the boy, adding an overcoat and
woolen scarf. The Papas steered the ship, and one
by one they took turns in the heavy task of rowing.
The Papas offered amusing remarks to distract the
people, seeing the gathering clouds and all nature
turning darker. Night would overtake them before
they had a place to anchor. The waves rose higher,
bringing a troubled look upon their faces. Sooth-
sayers of evil had said it before, sailors were not
ignorant of it, and the Papas had foreseen it from
the start. Like the dancer at his heroic moves at a
festival, the boat was being carried away in a dance
of madness by the waves. The women cowered,
the chanter curled up in the corner, and only two
showed no fearful distress. The Papas and Captain
Stefanis were talking with gestures, they were not
at all distressed, they only wondered: to lower the
sail and thus continue, or to put the boat ashore,
and go on from there?

13

Song 5, Mode 4, Aghia: Of gold and steel
There are hearts made of gold and steel, they’re
not afraid of the waves, nor feel faint in danger,
always they go forth to open and lead the way,
and those who seem to struggle along, are lifted
up and carried on the shoulders of the strong.
There are hearts with wings soaring through the
skies, always looking to the heights in dark nights
and troubled days. They keep their pain hidden,
their sickness a secret unto themselves, and in the
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spring of tears, they draw the strength to wash
their sighs.
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Reading:

The sun was lowering and bending toward a setting,
and the boat was proceeding on a true course by

the sea. And as the boat rose once upon the foamy
mounds, it descended twice into depths as if it were
death’s daughter. The Papas was saying the Supplica-
tion in his breast, and Stefanis, before the ethos of the
priest, drowned his own innocent swears, while Mala-
no in turn was saying: “Come to our aid, dear Panagia,
save us, our Lady!” They were in danger, no doubt, and
their hearts were pounding, and yet, it seemed, the sea
and the shore were once again just carrying out their
usual quarreling in earnest.

.

Just as the Castle was in sight, a distance of only two
miles, a thousand black clouds darkened the sky.

The wind grew stronger, blowing furiously, making
sailing impossible, beyond this point. Captain Stefanis
gave the order: “Here there is a small harbor, near the
low rock outcropping of Aghia Anastasia.” “Are you
sure, Stefanis, do you know that for certain?” asked the
priest. “T know it as well as you know the writings of
the church!” replied the Captain.
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Song 6, Mode 6: The snow-covered path

The castaways came upon the natural landing,

with great difficulty, exhausted, pale, and frozen.

Once they set their feet on solid ground, the uproar
ceased, and making the sign of the cross, they all said,
“God is great!” “Godspeed to us all,” said the dazed
chanter, Kyr-Alexandris, as he stood upon his feet.
They all jumped onto the beach, and emptying the
boat, pulled it to the sandy beach, and lit two lanterns.
Vasilis grabbed a shovel, and putting it on his shoulder,
went on ahead alone to open a way for them.

On foot [standing] they dined, on some olives and
bread, and sipped some wine. Vasilis came back to tell
them he had found the path, and if two went ahead
and cleared the snow, he said, they would arrive by
midnight at the Castle, but they must pass by the cliffs
with great caution. Relieved of the dark clouds, and
with the moon shining, they were now being beck-
oned by another danger — the dark abyss of the cliffs
and into their black bed to recline.

16

Reading

They resembled goats moving together in a herd

and as shepherds seeking with lamps to find lost
lambs. The more snow they shoveled into more snow
they fell. At midnight they’re at the bridge leading to
the castle, while bodily cold and exhausted, they were
all fully fervent at heart.
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SCENE 3

17

“Who are you? Tell us!” two voices asked behind

the iron door, while loading their guns. “We are
compatriots,” answered Stefanis. “Tell us your

names first, you travelers,” answered the voices

inside the gate. “I'm your brother, my dear Argyris,”
cried Vasilis!

* ok %

Thus, the two loggers were found! Yiannis Nyfiotis and
Argyris, the fellow workers were safe and together.
They then related how in a cave they had taken refuge
and how they were rescued by two goatherds who
were inside the fortress and who came and removed
the mounds of snow with many hours of laborious
effort. Giorgis Bandas and Gialis Konizas had seen the
loggers’ tracks, as they moved within the Castle’s old
settlement. The ancients had built the city upon the
rock as refuge from barbarians. Negligence from the
authorities and general lack of concern had left the
town in ruins for generations. Even Christ’s church
remained uncared for by priests and people. They did
not go to serve the Liturgy even on its feast day. Once
the Cathedral church, but now diminished by time
and neglect, it is still a noble and majestic church, one
once well-built more than a hundred years ago. When
the Papas entered the church with his devout pilgrims,
they all felt an ineffable sweet peacefulness deep
within their hearts.
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Song 7, Mode 5: Holy fires

Malamo tied branches together to make a broom and
sweep the floor of the church and make it tidy,

and the other women lit the candles and the oil lamps,
while the men in the courtyard lit up huge bonfires.
They filled an old brazier with coals and placed it in
the church, to bring some warmth to all the others.
They poured plenty of frankincense on the burning
coals and the fragrance rose to the Lord — as an
offering of the pilgrims.
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Reading

The temple then shined and glittered all the way up
to the dome! And the Pantokrator from above, in His
majestic gold, shone down upon the humble pilgrims,
the gilded iconostasis with its old icons, crafted in

the timeless Byzantine style. The icon of the Nativity,
with our Panaghia, having just given birth, was now
surrounded by the Magi and the shepherds in woolen
robes. All of these scenes became alive and illumined
their minds, and it was as if they heard the “Glory to
God in the highest heaven!” And the chorus of Angels,
Prophets, and Apostles together with the Saints, the
Martyrs, and the pilgrims were now all together under
the bright chandelier, hanging in the middle of the
church where beneath it the blessings of marriages
and all other sacred events take place. The “Wider
than the Heavens” Mother of God in the sanctuary
apse stood above the holy Fathers surrounding the
Altar Table. And it seemed this holy order was very
pleased to hear again the hymns and prayers they had
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once composed. Two fires were lit by the two rough
goatherds, who saved the loggers, and who brought
warmth to all the people. The fatigue had disappeared
like smoke, and the joy became truly great, as the
priest gave the blessing and began chanting: “Blessed
is our God...” to begin the feast of the Lord’s Nativity
that was truly celebrated that night - even if some had
fallen asleep in the stalls as if on bedding. And when
the priest began to chant the familiar hymns: “Come,

O faithful, let us behold, where Christ is born!” it
seemed that even the Saints on the walls were also re-
joicing. Then, the chanter, Kyr-Alexandris gave a swing
to the chandelier with all the candles, and then the
celebrant, as if he were ten priests, with his thundering
great voice sang the “Glory to God in the highest” In
the depth of the church, the angels listened, to enjoy
their hymn, and from their great joy, one felt, that even
flying-angels shudder!
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Song 8, Mode 2: The Compass

When you set sail with a good purpose in mind, you
don’t always know if you will reach the harbor’s bo-
som or the embrace of the sea’s abyss. The threatening
waves, like wild beasts, seek to devour you. The winds
also blow hard, intent on sinking your boat and you.
That’s why you set up the Cross as your compass, and
prayer as your sail, and as for oars, you'll have the deep
sighs of your heart. The furious elements cannot snuff
out the burning candle within your soul. Whatever
good you intend to do will survive, and will never be
lost in vain.
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Kratima, Mode 2 mésos
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Reading

Suddenly voices were heard, hopeless cries, that
brought some of the men out of the church.

Even the chanter interrupted his chant to look at

the door, but a stern look from the priest sufficed to
resume the chanting. They were the voices of two
men — the shepherd and the woodcutter, who were
responding to other cries of fear and great terror. Voic-
es were calling out for help and were coming from the
rocks in the bay, from the hidden reefs and from the
coast of Kouroupi. Only the priest with his vestments
remained firm and duty bound, and the chanter who
was still anxious to learn what was going on. Some
who went out heard that a ship from the open sea had
been overcome by the waves and had run aground.
The shepherds strengthened the fire, while others lit
torches, lanterns, intent on getting to the beach and
helping the sailors in distress. Bandas, Stefanis, Yiannis
and Argyris descend by way of the dangerous cliff.
One hour would not suffice to get down, and it was
already three o’ clock, after midnight, and the whole
region moonless and dark. They ran spontaneously
out of love for their fellow man, and had no thoughts
of fear nor any selfishness.

* ok %

The priest was still commemorating, at the Prothesis,
the names of his holy flock, those written and those
remembered by heart. And now, having understood
what had happened, he prayed also for the safe rescue
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of the people who were shipwrecked, because the
storm had led their ship astray. Soon the screams had
stopped and silence now prevailed. Was this a silence
of calamity? Or was it a silence of salvation?

* ok %

The celebrant Papas continued on and started the
Divine Liturgy a little late. There was no sign as yet of
any soul to have returned. At the call to come: “With
the Fear of God,” the first to appear were the first who
had descended to the beach, then Stefanis and three
unknown men, in naval uniforms. They venerated the
icons, and after receiving antidoron, wet as they were,
began slowly to narrate, how their ship was blown off-
course by the wind and finally capsized nearby.

23

Song 9, Mode 7:

The schooner of Constantis

The schooner of Constantis had been moored on Mt.
Athos but the north wind had cut it loose, broken the
anchors, and drifted about ten miles away to the Island
Skiathos. When the sailors saw the torches, being
held by the goatherds, it seemed to them like a living
miracle. And they felt a special warmth inside, much
like that of the shepherds keeping watch in the fields
at night, and hearing the heavens praising God with
angelic hymns.

24

Reading

With the risk of crashing the ship into the rocks
of Kouroupi they scuttled their ship onto its sandy
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beach, and from there, they dared not move an inch.
Anchors would never have secured them so firmly,
anchors that, like hostages, the waters of Daphne had
imprisoned.

* % x

When God shone forth a new day, the goatherds
slaughtered two kid goats, and roasting them, every-
one had plenty to eat. The loggers brought blackbirds
by the dozen, and Captain Constantis brought wine in
great abundance, including a basket of eggs, chickens
and mackerel, and all rejoiced over that cold but most
memorable and blessed night. They celebrated mag-
nificently, as it rarely happens, upon that naked rock,
which now alone remains. Amidst abundant fires that
night they slept warmly — huddled together under
many coverings brought along by both celebrants and
goatherds to the Castle — under the light sent upon all
by that unique Christmas star that night. As the wind
abated, and the cold diminished, they decided to leave.
Stefanis got up, together with his helpers, and use his
boat to pull the schooner of Captain Konstantis into
the deep sea. The ship had suffered no damage at all,
standing there as if asleep. After so much suffering,
there it was, resting on the sand. Captain Constantis
brings a felucca, and together with the boat they dis-
lodged the schooner, ready now to head out to sea —
but not before the sailors had said their farewell
greetings to their saviors, and only then to set out

to sea. They would take a northeastern course, that
promised smoother and faster sailing to reach their
home port hopefully by day.
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Song 10, Mode 1: The shadow of God

When the body bends, and has no more breath left,
you may say life is exhausted, grown old and fading
away, This is your grand moment, that can break
down locks and remove obstacles. And a song with
unknown words comforts and lulls you to sleep. But
when the north wind brings frost, and the wave itself
is drowned, you may say some sin has cast you into
the bottom of a well - But a great hour is coming, a
gentle night breeze - It is the shadow of God walking
on His toes beside you!

28
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Lost Voices of Hagia Sophia For

1000 years, Hagia Sophia was the

largest domed interior in the world.

Cappella Romana recreates its
stunning reverberation—of over 11
seconds—transporting you back in
time to medieval sound and ritual
in Constantinople: an aural virtual

reality. On Billboard for 44 weeks!

Cyprus: Between Greek East &
Latin West 15th-century sacred
music in Greek and Latin from
Cyprus: hymns praising

St. Hilarion of Gaza, prayers for
French royalty (from MS Torino
J.ILg), and virtuosic Byzantine
chants by Constantinopolitan and

Cypriot composers.

Arvo Pirt: Odes of Repentance
Cappella Romana presents the first
recording in the world of Pért’s
Orthodox works as an Orthodox
prayer service, with selections of
the Kanon Pokajanen (Kanon of
Repentance), The Woman with

the Alabaster Box, one of his Two

Slavonic Psalms, and Triodion.

The Fall of Constantinople
Cappella Romana’s critically
acclaimed and globally toured
program of medieval Byzantine
chant and polyphony c. 1453
and motets by Guillaume Dufay
explores the musical legacy of
New Rome—caught between

Latin West and Islamic East.
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Debut!

Hymns of Kassiani The world’s
earliest music by a female compos-
er: ninth-century nun, poet, and
hymnographer Kassiani (Kassia).
The women and men of Cappella
Romana sing Kassianf’s powerful
works for Christmas and Lent,
including long-suppressed hymns

recorded here for the first time.

A Byzantine Emperor at King
Henry’s Court Worlds collide

as Byzantine Emperor Manuel

11 spent Christmas 1400 at King
Henry IV’s royal court. Cappella
Romana sings the florid chant and
polyphony from both kingdoms
and rites that echoed antiphonally

in London’s Eltham Palace.

Good Friday in Jerusalem
Medieval Byzantine chant for
commemorations of Great and
Holy Friday in the Church of
the Holy Sepulchre, invoking

an elaborate stational liturgy
that encompassed the sacred
Christian topography of the city

of Jerusalem.

Venice in the East: Renaissance
Crete & Cyprus This profoundly
beautiful music bears witness

to how ancient Greek and Latin
liturgical traditions were richly
embellished during the Renais-
sance on the islands of Crete and
Cyprus, within the shared cultural

space of Venetian rule.
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