
“One of my first memories 
of the Little Dutch Restaurant 
was walking by there and 
wishing I had enough money 
to go in and get a hamburger. 
Mr. Lorino had a tremendous 
reputation among us young-
sters for his kindness and 
fantastic food. Later, I had 
my very first steak at the Lit-
tle Dutch! Mr. Lorino would 
have the entire football team 
(probably no more than 30 
back then) in for a steak din-
ner before each football sea-
son. What a treat!”

Those words were from 
Billy Jack Cunningham, one 
of Morristown’s most her-
alded athletes who went on 
to play on U.T.’s 1951 Na-
tional Championship team. 
For visitors and locals alike 
Morristown’s Little Dutch 
Restaurant has been a be-
loved landmark since 1939 
when it was opened by Frank 
Lorino. Following the death 
of Mr. Lorino, the restaurant 
was operated by several dif-
ferent managers until be-
ing acquired by George and 
Tommy Angelos. Today the 
restaurant is highly rated for 
travelers as well as a favor-
ite dining spot for locals, of 
which many had grandpar-
ents who dined at the Little 
Dutch.

George Angelos is the cur-
rent long-time owner of the 
Little Dutch and is a familiar 

friendly face to the clientele. 
Upon meeting George you’ll 
find a fashionable, refined 
and friendly gentleman. His 
climb to his present stature 

began by a childhood filled 
with incredible obstacles and 
is a tribute to how far one can 
go with drive and hard work. 
We recently had a very pleas-
ant visit at his restaurant and 
George’s story, and the lesson 
within, is well worth sharing. 

George first explained 
classical pop music playing 
overhead was to provide a 
pleasant atmosphere for his 
diners. He also told that wide 
variety of meals on the menu 
was prepared on site, along 
with an ample salad bar and 

popular soup offering. 
“We always have three 

soups,” he said. “Our soups 
are chicken and rice, beef 
and vegetables, and a soup of 
the day.”

Born in the small mountain 
village of Velota, then five 
hours from Athens, Greece in 
1945, George Anglopoulous 
(Angelos) was the second of 
seven children of Konstanti-
nos and Konstantina Angelo-
poulos. Georges’ father was 
a disabled veteran who had 
lost his right arm in the Greek 

Civil War that followed 
World War II. The small pen-
sion from his wound would 
be enough to put the family 
in a little better situation than 
that of most others in the vil-
lage of about 30 homes. 

 The villagers would de-
pend on their hillside ter-
raced gardens along with 
goats, chickens and fruit 
trees for most of their food. A 
small one-room elementary 
school in the village would 
provide all the education for 
the local children. If a stu-
dent wanted to go further in 
their education they would 
have to leave the village and 
go to the nearest big town 
that offered middle and high 
school. In 1957, twelve year-
old George would leave his 
village alone to move to Ath-
ens, where his older brother 
went before him. An uncle 
would find the boys a room 
and jobs in a time when jobs 
were scarce. 

“Our village had no 
roads, electricity or water, 
so we would go to a spring,” 
George said. “When I was 
10 I would go with a donkey 
and follow someone to bring 
in our supplies. We would get 
sugar, coffee, flour and kero-
sene, and the trip would take 
five hours. To water our crops 
we had a pond at the top of 
the hill and would open a 
gate to let the water run to 

the gardens. There was no 
telephone until one came to 
the only general store in the 
village. That phone was used 
by the entire village commu-
nity. I followed the bulldozer 
when the first road came in. 
When I was 12 I would go 
hunting. Hunting was not a 
sport, it was to put food on 
the table. My father told me 
that I’d better bring back a 
bird for each shell I used. 

“A lot of people migrated 
to Athens as well as other 
countries after the civil war,” 
he continued. “The civil war 
had devastated Greece. When 
I was two and my brother was 
five, and while my dad was in 
service, my mother kept us. 
She had to hide us in caves or 
empty homes for protection 
because of a rumor that the 
Communists would take us 
away. One night the Commu-
nists overrun a little nearby 
station and killed 25 people. 
Living in the country gave us 
a little better opportunity be-
cause the people in the cities 
were starving. There was a 
big migration to America. 

“I’ve worked in restaurants 
since I was 12. I first worked 
in a coffee shop where my 
pay was 10 dracmas, or 33 
cents a day. We might get 
three or 4 more dracmas as 
a tip. My second job was as 
a runner in an optical shop 
where my pay was 28 drac-
mas, or almost a dollar a day. 
My third job was in a bar-
style restaurant where I was 
making more money. My 
brother opened a snack bar 
and I went to work for him. 

“We normally worked 
from 8 a.m. until 2 p.m., when 
everyone took a siesta, then 
we would work from 5 until 
8 p.m. We got by on practi-
cality and common sense 
and I learned that the biggest 
force in life was necessity. At 
night we could go to middle 
and high school but you had 
to pay for those classes. They 
were $3 a month, which was 
used to cover the teacher’s 
salary. Back then it took al-
most a week just to earn that 
$3. I used take my younger 
brother with me to work. 
We would walk three miles 
to work instead of taking the 
bus so that we could use the 
bus fare to buy bread and 
split it. My boss used to tell 
me to go get him a sandwich 
and would sometimes get 
one from me. Often times 
my only meal before lunch 
would be that sandwich. 

“Greece had a mandatory 
two and a half years of ser-
vice, so I went into the Navy 
when I was 18. When I found 
my first opportunity to come 
to America, I took it. My old-
er brother had already come 
over. If you were a cook, 
baker, or tailor, you could 
get a visa to come here. My 
brother worked at Ivanhoe’s 
Restaurant in Knoxville and 
they wanted me, so I got my 
visa.

“My younger brother and I 
moved to Johnson City where 
my older brother Spyro had 
already opened a restaurant. 
We stayed in Johnson City 
for two years. Mrs. Lorino 
was working for the Easter 
Seal Society and stopped at 
the restaurant and convinced 
Tommy and I to come to 
Morristown to see her place. 
Her husband, Frank, had died 
five years before. We had al-
ready found that Johnson 
City was too far from Knox-
ville and our church so this 
was a good fit for us.”

George’s story will be con-
tinued next Sunday.
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George Angelos 
began life in a small 
Greek village and is 
now the owner of Mor-
ristown’s Little Dutch 
Restaurant.

Special to the Citizen Tribune

The mountain village of Velota, Greece, the birthplace of Morristown’s 
George Angelos.


