WINTERSONGS
S song

Perhaps one of the defining qualities of the past year has been physical separation, born out of care for
our loved ones and vulnerable members of our society. Sadly, the loss has still been great: some
members of Kitka have lost beloved family members, an experience all too widely shared.

We want to acknowledge this loss, this pain—and also move through it towards a brighter future,
where we never again take for granted being able to visit our parents and grandparents, kiss a friend’s
baby on the cheek, share a meal with wine and song, and rehearse together in a room!

In the early stages of this vision, our dear friend Christos Govetas shared an article about the tradition
of the panayiri as it is practiced in the Northern Greek region of Epirus. From the ancient Greek for
“gathering,” the panayiri is a festival where the whole community comes together in song and dance; in
the Epirot version, the event begins with bitter lamentations and then gradually turns to more joyful
songs, as a way to include all: every member of society, and the range of experiences we all share—
ultimately to better affirm our deepest values, and life itself. This image of a community moving
together from sorrow to joy has been something of a touchstone for us ever since, and we humbly offer
our own version of this ancient ritual.

Many aspects of this project were constrained by quarantine. With the exception of the first song,
which was recorded outside, with extra-protective “singers' masks” complete with bio-filters, they were
all recorded in isolation, at home or in a quiet church basement or empty office, with mysterious
microphones that emerged out of boxes (with instructions passed around by email), and sometimes
with an obliging partner, a sistet, or a roommate to help sort through input and output channels, click
“record,” and maybe even add an accompaniment! It has been a surreal experience to stitch these
recordings together digitally, anticipating the day when we can join our physical voices in real air, in real
time.

Our prayer is that the hardships, the illnesses, the separations, even the deaths, we have endured will be
woven together into a fabric of remembrance and healing, and an ever greater awareness of just how
much friendship, the bonds of family, and the love of community mean; how marvellous is the simple
joy of sitting together and singing; and that these connections will emerge stronger than ever, castin a
new light.



1.  Stis Elénis to kreviti — Epirus, Northwestern Greece; from the Petro-Loukias Chalkias Ensemble
and Christos Govetas — solos by Janet Kutulas, Shira Cion, and Kelly Atkins

Zng EAévng 1o xpefPary, By Eleni’s bedside,

[Mpo-yvpo frav yatpol. All around, there were doctors.
FaAAiké 16 koufeviidlay, They were discussing in French,
[Tog dév éxer mé {on. How she would no longer live.
Manpértoa mo0 8év 1é £i8’ o fAiog, Her arms the sun never saw,
Tng té& eidav of yratpot. They were seen by the doctors.

Stis Elénis to krevviti,
Yiro-yiro itan yiatri.

Ghallik3 ta kouvendidzan,
Pos dhen éxi pia zoi.

Brétsa pou dhen ta idh’ o ilios,
Tis ta idhan i yiatri.

2. Maii puiut de rindune — Bessarabia, Moldova; from Suzana Popescu — solo by Lily Storm

Mii puiut de rindune, “Dear little swallow,

N-ai vizut pe mama me, mii? Have you seen my mother?”

Am vizut-o lingi jatri, “I bave seen her near the kitchen,
Frimanta la chite alb3, She was punching down flat bread,
Chite albi friminta, Flat bread she was punching down,
Lacrimi amari versa, mii. And she was shedding large tears.”
Chite alba nu friminte, “She shouldn’t punch down flat bread,
Dupi mine nu si cinte, mii, And she shouldn’t sing a song about me,
Ca unde m-o dat nu mi-i ghine. Because I am not in a good place.
Unde m-o dat nu mi-i ghine, Because I am not in a good place,
Pitutu’ mi-i de ciline, My bed is made of bitter fruit,

Perina din flori de schini e, mai. My pillow is made of thorns.”



3. Rufinka bolna legnala — Pomak, Rhodope region of Bulgaria; from Georgi Chilingirov, Vasil Mihailov,

and many others — solo by Maclovia Quintana

Pydunka 6onna nernana
Ha Bucokana nnanuna,

Huxoi no Hee Hemare.

—Ye ce e npoJer mykHaia,
Benuko or semst usnusa,

IT®k s e B 3emst ma Biesa.

Rufinka bolna legnala
Na visokana planina,
Nikoj do nee nemashe.

— Che se e prolet puknala,
Viichko ot zemja izliza,
Ptk ja shte v zemja da vleza.

Rufinka was lying sick
On a high mountain,
Without any person by her side.

“TIhe spring in full bloom,
Everything coming out of the earth
Just as I am going in it.”

4. Letila zozulja — Ukraine; from Nina Matvienko — solo by Hannah Levy

Jlerina s03ysns 3 ropu Ta B 10NMHY,

Ta ¥ Clla KyBaTy KOJIO MOTO THHY.
303ys1s KyBasa, MIPaBIOHbKY Kas3aJa,
10 MO€T HEeHbKH Ha CBITI He CTaJja.
Oii matinko-mary, ae x Tebe yasaru,
YU MITU KYIIATH 91 HAMAJIIOBATH
Haixanu mansapu 3 nanexoit croponmy,
3MaJsTIoBaIv HEHbKY Ha OLIii ocetl.
3masmoBanu 04l, 3MaII0BaIu OpoBH.
Ta He 3MaJII0BaJIM IIMPOI PO3MOBU.

Letila zozulja z hory ta v dolynu,

ta i sila kuvaty kolo moho tynu.
Zozulja kuvala, pravdon'ku kazala,
shcho mojeji nen'ky na sviti ne stala.
Oj matinko-maty de zh tebe uzjaty?
chy pity kupyty chy namaljuvaty?
Najikhaly maljary z dalekoj storony,
zmaljuvaly nen’ku na bilij oseli.
Zmaljuvaly ochi, zmaljuvaly brovy,
ta ne zmaljuvaly shchyroji rozmovy.

The cuckoo flew from mountain to valley,
She perched on my fence.

The cuckoo sang, and spoke truthfully,
My mother was no longer in this world.
Ob Mama, Mama, who will I turn to?
Who will paint your portrait lovingly?
Artists came from distant lands,

They painted ber on a white canvas.
They painted her eyes, and her eyebrows,

But not our conversations of the heart.



5. Iavnana — Rach’a, North-Central Georgia; from Ensemble Mzetamze and Trio Kavkasia — duet by
Shira Cion and Janet Kutulas

0536365, 3sG™690, Lullaby of violets, ob spirit lords*,
33H00M dsBMbyd M. A rose, ob spirit lords.

053G 300M, CGIdDOM, Amuse yourselves,
sdMm3obroom, Calm yourselves,

35600M dsBMbjdM. A rose, ob spirit lords.

Tavnana batonebo,

Vardo batonebo.
o o *Bat'onebi , irits,
Dat'K'bit, dac’Kbit, Batonebi are the lords, or spirits of
1 disease, who must be soothed with flowers
Dashoshindit, and song, and convinced to depart
Vardo bat'onebo. S part.

6. Kiceno nebo zvezdama — Serbia; from Svetlana Spaji¢ — duet by Erin Lashnits Herman
and Janet Kutulas

Kuheno ne6o 3Besnama, The sky is adorned with stars,

K’o paBHo nome oBuama. Like a broad field filled with sheep.
[lanuue nema 3Besngama, The morning star is not with her sisters,
OsBuama Hema yobaHa. The shepherd is not with his ﬂock.

Kiéeno nebo zvezdama,
K'o ravno polje ovcama.
Danice nema zvezdama,
Ovcama nema ¢obana.



7. Dochushachka matku u gosti zvala — Smolensk, Western Russia; from the Water of Life

Ensemble (JKusas Bopa), arranged by Lily Storm — duet by Kelly Atkins and Hannah Levy

Houymauka maTky y roctu 3Basa,

— Tob1 npuenp, maTymka, KO MHE B TOCTHKH,
— A sk >xa mHe k Tabe npuexats? He mory Husk.
A 3umo10 3a cHeramu,

A BSICHOIO 3a py4bsIMH,

A 1o sleTHUKy 3a CTpajamy,

— Tbl npuens, matyiika, 3MMOI y BO30OUKY,
A BSICHOIO y 4€JIHOUKY,

A 10 JIeTHYKY y KapeTH.

Dochushachka matku u gosti zvala,

— Ty prijed; matushka, ko mne v gostiki.

— A jak zha mne k tabe prijekhat’? Ne mogu nijak.
A zimoju za snegami,

A vjasnoju za ruchjami,

A po letichku za stradami.

— Ty prijed; matushka, zimoj u vozochku,

A vjasnoju u cholnochku,

A po letichku u kareti.

The daughter invited the mother to visit,
“You must come, dear mother, as a guest.”
“And how can I come? I cannot do it:

In the winter there is snow,

In the spring there are rivers,

In the summer distance.”

“In the winter you will come in a sled,

In the spring, in a boat,

In the summer, in a carriage.”

8. Oj davno-davno — Krjachkivka, Cherkasy region of Central Ukraine; from the Krjachkivka

singers, Mariana Sadovska, and Nadia Tarnawsky, arranged by Mariana Sadovska — voice and shruti

box by Katya Schoenberg

Oii naBHO-faBHO B MaTIHKU Oyia,

1o B>ke Ta mOpl’kKa TepHOM 3apocJa.
Oi1 He Tak TEpHOM, SIK LIMIILIMHOIO,
Jle mu moxoauau 13 MaTIHKOIO.
Komouy mmniumny B npunin susiomio,
Jlo cBO€T HEHBKM B rOCTI K TOJEdy.
Oi1 nedy-nedy NOMbK raan4oK,

HpI/IJ'IeTiJIa—CiJIa B MaTiHKI/I B cany.

Oj davno-davno v matinky bula

Shto vzhe ta dorizhka ter(y)nom(y) zarosla.
Oj ne tak ternom, jak shypshynoju,

De my pokhodyly iz matinkoju.

Koljuchu shypshynu v prypil’ vylomlju,

Do svojeji nen’ky v hosti zh polechu.

Oj lechu-lechu pomizh halychok,

Pryletila-sila v matinky v sadu.

Ob, long ago, I was with my mother,

But now that path is overgrown with thorns.
Not so much with thorns, as with wild roses,
Where we walked with mother.

The prickly wild roses I will break apart,

To my mother as a guest I will fly.

Ob, I fly among the jackdaws,

I flew in and sat in my mother’s garden.



9. Batonebis nanina — Imereti, West-Central Georgia; from Ensemble Mzetamze — trio by
Katya Schoenberg, Maclovia Quintana, and Kelly Atkins

65606365 dsGabgdm, Lullaby, ob spirit lords®,

B560Bsbs d3BMBJ09dL Baby, naninana, ob lords,

03430000 3000 dsBMbra. nana, amuse yourselves sweetly, ob spirit lord.
59 33 MbJd0L COILS, By the mother of these lords,
B56063bs cooCOM3 dsEMBM. (naninana, great lord)

ME0R0s MMM 833560... There stands a golden cradle...

303 %9307 d3BMBOI300MO0... Within lies the lord’s prince...
b5DCOOBSD 250085 (9370... From time to time one rocks it...
b5B00bSE B3Bsb JBY3095... From time to time one tells him...
BsB0BsBs dsGMBIBM, Lullaby, ob lords,

B360636s B3BOMSCO BsGMBM. naninana, amuse yourselves, ob lord.

Naninana batonebo,
naninana batoneiebs nana,
dat’K’bit £ k'bilad batono.
Am batonebis dedasa,
naninana didov bat'ono.
Udgia okros ak'vani...

Shig utsevt batonishvili...
Khandikhan gadaartseven...

Khandikhan nanas etqvian...
4 *Bat'onebi are the lords, or spirits, of disease, who

Naninana batonebo, .
must be soothed with flowers and song.

naninana t'k’bilad batono.

10. Zhenala e Ganka — Dobrudzha, Northern Bulgaria; from Galina Durmushliyska — solo by Briget Boyle

Kenana e I'anka, >xenana, Ganka was harvesting,

C neiinuTe neser aesepa. With ber nine brothers-in-law.
Haii-mankyTy u resepun The youngest of them

To ua Gynsi cu mymanre, Said to ber, the young bride,

— Kapaii 6yspo, kpait obupai, “Go on, sister, to the end,

Ue na kpail mbeTpa ceHuunna, Where there is dappled shade,
IMon canka MaiKa JITYUILA. And in the shade a little cradle.”

Zhenala e Ganka, zhenala,

S nejnite devet devera.
Naj-malkutu i deverchi

To na bulja si dumashe,

— Karaj buljo, kraj obiraj,
Che na kraj pastra senchitsa,
Pod sjanka malka ljulchitsa.



11.  Susin varful muntelui — Transylvania, Central Romania; from Nineta Popa — voice and piccolo by
Janet Kutulas; guitar by Peter Simcich

Sus in varful muntelui Up on the mountaintop
1i casa ciobanului, is the home of the shepherd,
Cu iarbi verde poditi Covered with green grass
si cetind acoperiti. and with pine branches.
Acolo pasc oile There the sheep graze
prin poieni cu florile. in meadows with flowers.
Cind se lasi zorile When the dawn breaks
badea mulge oile, my love milks the sheep,
Cind risare soarele When the sun rises
smintineste laptele he skims the cream

si fierbe urda din cas, and boils the whey,

Di guri la ciobinas! Ab, kiss the shepherd!

12.  Tha traghoudhiso — Thrace, Northeastern Greece; from Hronis Aidonidis and Christos Govetas —
voice by Lily Storm; violin by Aya Davidson; laouto, darbouka and defi by Tano Brock

Oa tpayoudfow v-ayahvd, I will sing softly,
~ Tépar 10 fpddu-fipdu, ~ ~ now in the late evening, ~
kot O axovow ahépya, And they will bear, far away.
~ Katdranuéon apdrng g, ~ My poor love,
tdpa o Ppddv-Lpddv. ~ now in the late evening. ~
Na éxovoav ta evvid yopid, The nine villages will hear,
o OerautéviL K&otpa. And the fifteen castles.
Na axovoel ) pava p tépdika, And my mother the partridge will bear,
n adeAdr| p Tplywva. And my sister the dove.

Tha traghoudhiso n-aghalina,

~ téra to vrddhi-vrddhi, ~

Ki tha akousto aldrgha,

~ Katdkaiméni aghdpi m;
téra to vrddhi-vrddhi. ~

Na 4kousan ta ennid xoria,
Ta dhekapéndi kastra.
Na akotisi i mdna m' pérdhika,

I adhelfi m' trighona.



13.  Lale li si, zjumbjul li si, gjul li si? — Dobrudzha, Northern Bulgaria; from Verka Siderova, arranged
by Philip Koutev

[Ilo no6bp3a mnan yenebu, Ta 3acna, Why were you so hasty, young sir, to fall asleep?
Ta He BUAE KAKBO Uya0 TOMUHA, You have missed the wonderful things that passed by!
Jlane nu cu, 3rombr0a J1ut cu, TIOM STU Cr? Are you a tulip, a byacinth, or a rose?

Ue muHAXA 0P TPY BAKJIM OBYEPSL: There passed by three dark-haired shepherds:
IIBpBI HOCH KMTKA BT UIINKA, The first one was carrying a bouquet of golden primroses,
Bropu HOCH pyHHO BHHO 4epBeHo, The second one was carrying sparkling red wine,
Tpetn HOCH MefeH KaBaJ a CBUpH, The third was carrying a honey-sweet flute to play,
Ye oruBa Ha MOMUHA CEJSTHKA. They were going to the girls’ work party.

Jlane nu cu, 3r0mMbGr0OJ JIU CH, THOJT JIU Cu? Are you a tulip, a hyacinth, or a rose?

Shto pobiirza mlad chelebi, ta zaspa,
Ta ne vide kakvo chudo pomina,
Lale li si, zjumbjul li si, gjul li si?

Che minakha dor tri vakli ovcherja:
Parvi nosi kitka zhiilta iglika,
Vtori nosi rujno vino cherveno,

Treti nosi meden kaval da sviri,
Che otiva na momina sedjanka.
Lale li si, zjumbjul li si, gjul li si?
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