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In Memory of Vassil Bebelekov (1960 — 2016)

Vassil Bebelekov, beloved husband, adoring father,
cherished son, loving brother, gracious friend, generous
teacher, and master musician passed away suddenly on July
31,2016 in Mendocino, CA, where he was performing and
teaching at Lark Camp. Always loving, encouraging,
supporting, and challenging his family, friends, students, and
colleagues, Bati Vasko brought out the best in us. The songs
in this booklet are a small part of Vassil’s wonderful legacy
to the community.

In honor of Vassil, here is a glimpse into his life and legacy:

A pillar of the global Bulgarian community and true bearer of the living Bulgarian
heritage, his musical legacy impacted countless students and peers. Born in the Rhodope
mountain town of Devin, he was inspired to a life of folk music by village traditions and
his grandfather, who played kaba gajda, a low pitched majestic sounding bagpipe specific
to his home region in southern Bulgaria. Vassil joined Sto Kaba Gaida, an ensemble of
100 bagpipes, at age 11. He went on to graduate from the folk music school in Shiroka
Luka, a special high school dedicated to preserving traditional music, songs, and dance.
Vassil continued his musical education and graduated with honors from the Plovdiv Folk
Music Conservatory, the highest level of traditional music education obtainable in
Bulgaria.

Vassil toured with the well-known Ensemble Trakia throughout Europe, Asia, and the
Middle East, appearing in more than 300 performances. He also performed and produced
records, cassettes, and CDs during three seasons with the Philipopolis Ensemble and
recorded extensively for National Radio Sofia and Radio Plovdiv. He taught at the
Shiroka Luka Music School for many years, before immigrating to the United States.

Once in America, he served as a visiting professor in the Ethnomusicology Department at
UCLA. He was a frequent teacher at the Eastern European Folklife Center’s Balkan Music
and Dance Workshops, on both the East and West coasts. Always a performer, he
continued to participate in traditional Bulgarian music tours throughout the Americas with
Sredets, Kef Orchestra, Bebelekovi Family, Trio Zulum, Bulgarika, and Grupa Maistori
ensembles.

His consummate musicianship shown ceaselessly through his open heart and open mind,
not to mention his exquisite playing. One of the greatest musicians many of us have ever
met in any genre, he embodied his tradition with respect, bravery, innovation, humor, and
inimitable soul. His work as a performer and educator brought Bulgarian traditional music
into the hearts, souls, and hands of countless people, both in Bulgaria and in his adopted
home here in the United States.




Karai Maicho

Stoikite, Rhodopes Bulgaria

| | Karai, maicho, kogo karash
Mene, maicho, nimoi kara | |

| | Mene, moma udrazhela
Udrazhela, umilela | |

| | Kainu kitka perunishka
Ot Zagore dunesena | |
|| Vuv gradinka zasadena
Viv gradinka pod kalinka | |

| | Ot vorshi hi rosa rosi
Ot vorshi hi Dunav teche | |
|| Dunav teche, moma vleche
Pokrai Dunav ovchar pase | |

Moma mu se zhelno moli

Bre ovcharyu, bre stadaryu | |
lzvadi ma ot bel Dunav

Zha ta darya kyonka riza | |

| | 1zvadi ma ot bel Dunav,
Zha ta darya kyonka riza | |

| | Kyonka riza koprinyana
Kyonak aglok i toi takov | |

Source: EEFC Songbook



Gajdana Sviri, Horo Se Vie

Rhodopes, Bulgaria

||: Gajdana sviri, horo se vie: ||
||: Horo se vie, moma go vodi: ||

||: Otdolu ide ludo i mlado :|]
||: Horo si ima, horo igrae. :|]

||: A bre junache, ludo i mlado :||
||: Da vieme nie horoto: ||

The bagpipe plays and the dance winds
The girl leads the line

Along comes a wild and crazy guy

He has his own dance line and dances
“Hey, you wild and crazy guy,

Let’s entwine the dance line.”

Source: EEFC Songbook



Krifkono Fesche Vidish Li

Krifkono fesche vidish 1i?

Aga go nose galish 11?

// Galem, galem, kak da ne galem?
Kolkono iskash nosi go. //

Velko kolanche vidish 1i?

Aga go nose galish 1i?

// Galem, galem, kak da ne galem?
Kolkono iskash nosi go. //

Kuprina riza vidish 11?

Aga ja koshkam galish 1i?

// Galem, galem, kak da ne galem?
Kolkono iskash koshkay e. //

Alen mindilichek vidish 1i?

Aga go nose galish 1i?

// Galem, galem, kak da ne galem?
Kolkono iskash nosi go. //

Rusi shalvare vidish 1i?
Aga gi futam galish 1i?
// Galem, galem, kak da ne galem?
Kolkono iskash futay gi. //

Lyaskate kundri vidish 1i?

Aga gi tropkam galish 1i?

/| Galem, galem, kak da ne galem?
Kolkono iskash tropkay gi. //

Source: EEFC Songbook

Rhodopes, Bulgaria
Have you seen my (tilted little fez)?
When I (wear it), do you like it?
Like it? Like it? How could I not like it?

(Wear it) as much as you please.

...wide belt? ...wearit...

...silk chemise? .. .fillitout...

.. .scarlet apron? ...wearit...

... yellow Turkish trousers? . . . swish them . ..

. .. shiny shoes? ...stamp them ...



Momne le mari hubava
Rhodopes, Bulgaria

//Momne le mari hubava Pokazhi si chornite ochi//
//Chornite ochi, chorni li ti sa Chi galjam da gi pogljodam//

//A bre momche adzhamiche Ja idi dolu v gradinka//
Tam ima chorni, chorni chereshi Gljodaj gi kolkoto iskash
Tam ima chorni, chorni chereshi Gljodaj gi ta sa nagljodaj

//Momne le mari hubava Pokazhi si beloto lice//
//Beloto lice, belo 1i ti e Chi galjam da go pogljodam//

// A bre momche adzhamiche Ja idi gore v planina//
Tam ima beli, beli snegove Gljodaj gi kolkoto iskash
Tam ima beli, beli snegove Gljodaj gi ta sa nagljodaj

//Momne le mari hubava Pokazhi si tjonkata snashka//
//Tjonkata snashka, tjonka li ti € Chi galjam da ja pogljodam//

//A bre momche adzhamiche Ja idi dolu pri grada//
Tam ima tjonki, tjonki topoli Gljodaj gi kolkoto iskash
Tam ima tjonki, tjonki topoli Gljodaj gi ta sa nagljodaj

Hey you, young girl, show me your dark eyes. Are they really dark? I want to see them.

Hey you, naive young man, go down into the town. There are lots of black cherries there. Look at them all you
want, get your fill of them.

Hey you, young girl, show me your white face. Is it really white? I want to see it.

Hey you, naive young man, go up into the mountains. There's a lot of white snow there. Look at it all you want,
get your fill of it.

Hey you, young girl, show me your slender waist. Is it really slender? I want to see it.

Hey you, naive young man, go down into the town. There are slender poplar trees. Look at them all you want,
get your fill of them.

Source: EEFC Songbook



Jano le, Janchitse

Rhodopes, Bulgaria

Jano le, Janchitse, maika si Janka glavila
Jano le, Janchitse, slibota sreshtu nedelya

Jano le, Janchitse, do pladne hodi glavena
Jano le Janchitse, sled pladne kitka vornala

Jano le, Janchitse, do pladne hodi glavena
Jano le, Janchitse, sled pladne porsten vornala

Jano le, Janchitse, maika si Janka pitashe
Jano le, Janchitse, oti si porsten vornala?

Male le, maichitse, ga si ma maicho, glavila
Oy, lele, maichitse, oti ne si ma pitala

Male le, maichitse, oti ne si ma pitala,
Male le, maichitse, da li go galyam ili ne?

Jana, dear Jana, Jana’s mother engaged her on Saturday night

Until noon she was engaged. After noon, she returned her bouquet
Until noon she was engaged. After noon she returned

Jana's mother asked her,

Jana, dear Jana, why did you return the ring?”

“Mother, dear mother, when you engaged me,

why didn’t you ask me whether or not I loved him?”

Source: EEFC Songbook



Pustono Ludo I Mlado

Rhodopes, Bulgaria

Pustono ludo i mlado, Ishti mi, majcho, armagan
Ishti mi, majcho, armagan Chornise ochi da mu dam.

// Dali da gi dam, chi kak da g1 dam,
Ga ma gljoda majka ottam. //

// Daj mu gi, momne le, daj mu gi,
Toj ima merak na tebe. //

Pustono ludo i mlado, Ishti mi, majCo, armagan
Ishti mi, majcho, armagan Beloso lice da mu dam.

// Dali da go dam, chi kak da go dam,
Ga ma gljoda tejko ottam. //

// Daj mu go, momne le, daj mu go,
Toj ima merak na tebe. //

Pustono ludo i mlado, Ishti mi, majcho, armagan
Ishti mi, majcho, armagan, Tjonkasa snashka da mu dam.

// Dali da ja dam, chi kak da ja dam,
Ga shta ja stori darmadan? //

That cursed young man wants a gift from me, mother. He wants me to give him my black eyes. Shall I give
them to him; how can I, when mother is watching from over there? Give them to him, young girl, for he is
longing for you. He wants me to give him my fair face . . . He wants me to give him my slender body. Shall I
give it to him, how can I, when he’ ll make havoc out of it?

Source: EEFC Songbook





