Yedikule/Pente Chronia Dikasmenos Lyrics

[Tévte xpovia Sikaopevog peoa oto I'evti Kovde
aTd TO TOAV GIKAETL TO "pLEa 0TOV APYLAE.

dvoa, poLva, Tpdfa Tove,
TIATA TOVE KL AVAPTOVE

dUAx Toldleg yia Toug BAdyoug,
KEIVOUG TOVG SEGUOPUAAKOUG

Kt A\ mévte Eexaouévos amo oEVaVE, KAAE,
Yl TapnyopLd oL HAYKEG Lov TtatoVoaV apYIAL.

dvoa, pova, Tpdfa Tove,
TIATA TOVE KL AVAPTOVE

dUAa Toldleg yia Toug BAdyovg,
KEIVOUG TOUG SEGUOPUAAKOUG.

Twpa mov “Yw Eepmovkapel peoa am’ to Fevti KOVAE,
YEUWOE TOV APYIAE LG VA (POULAPOVUE KAAE.

dvoa, pova, Tpdfa Tove,
TIATA TOVE KL AVAPTOVE,
dUAa TolALleg am T addvt

KL €pxovTtaL SVo HoAVGHAVOL

(trans. by Cengiz Onural, a member of Yeni Tiirkii)

Haber uctu devlete de
Bes yi1l yattim hapiste
Yedidiivel zindanindan
Beterdir yedikule

Nargillem duman duman
Bayildim aman aman
Istanbul giizel ama ah
Sahipleri pek yaman

Bes yi1l bana yarasti da
Nargilem buna sast1
Herglin ¢izdim usturamla
Baglamam doldu tasti



Sarma cigaram yanar ah
Cekerim agar agar
Tekkemiz giizel ama
Haber ucuranlar var

Nargilemin marpucu da
Glimistendir glimiisten
Bes degil onbes yil olsa
Ben vazgecmem bu isten

Nargilem duman duman ah
Bayildim aman aman
Istanbul giizel ama ah
Sahipleri pek yaman

(trans. by G. Holst, Road to Rembetika, p. 127)

-Hi there, Stellakis, my friend!

-Good to see you, Vangeli!

-What’s that you’re holding?

-A narghile.

-A narghile?

-Well, what did you expect me to be holding, a trans-Atlantic liner?

-But it’s always the same with you, brother Stellakis, whenever [ come to see you |
always find you with a narghile in your hands.

-You're right, my friend Vango! But if you knew the pain and troubles I have you
wouldn'’t ever judge me wrong. Listen, brother Vango, so you can comfort me a bit....

Five years I got, in Yendi Koule jail
ball and chain turned me on to the narghile.

Blow it, suck, draw it back,
turn on and light up.

Keep watch for those dummies,
those dreaded prison guards.

And another five years, forgotten by you,
for comfort the manges who smoked the narghile.

Refrain.

Now I'm outside, out of Yendi Koule,
fill up our pipe, let’s smoke up, my boy.



Blow it, suck, draw it back,
turn on and light up.

Keep watch for the bum,
here come two rotten cops.



