The idea of an audio CD that could reproduce and communicate the emotions experienced during my research in contact with the elderly performers of the folk music culture of the Campania region has always attracted and frightened me at the same time. I wondered if and how one could musically present such a rich world of old and present-day history. There were so many nuances that I had perceived only after a long time passed in celebrations both in public squares and in private locations and homesteads.

Indeed, it is a rich, variegated world, an expression of values that are often contradictory; a world seeped both in religious feeling and transgression, where there is at once a confusion and a blending of the music of singing voices, drums, tales, people talking in the background, greetings, recollections, and prayers, fused with the dancing in a unique scenario.

It is a world I learned to know thanks to an ongoing relationship with the elders who carry on the tradition, and sometimes with younger ones as well. They have all been affectionate and open with me. They have opened the doors to their homes and given me not only a precious knowledge and documentation of musical repertoires, but also an unforgettable experience of emotions and values. They are men and women of whose trust in me I am proud.

At this point my meeting with a young ethnomusicologist, Mario Orabona, decided me to start out on a research project to condense the web of music, song, voices, sounds, expressions of Neapolitan peasant culture, all in one tale.  

So it was, that a story in sound took form, made up of many voices, conceived as a whole and split into thematic areas only to make it accessible to the listener. The story unfolds in the course of holiday pilgrimages to Marian shrines, of sung prayers, interviews, moments of Sunday celebrations in courtyards. It moves from early recordings in the field to more recent acquisitions, in order to bring out the wealth of this musical heritage.

A mainstay in our connection with the people involved was Raffaele Inserra, a young player and maker of frame drums, acknowledged for his musical excellence, who can accompany singers different among themselves, always in the traditional way. His was a determining contribution building a web of relationships, thanks to the trust and esteem he enjoys among the elderly bearers of the tradition.

So we want to thank him here, together with all those, older and younger, with their disinterested openness and deep-seated curiosity, who have helped us along the way, making our research possible. And with them, all those who, even unawares, have spontaneously joined in with their voices during public manifestations. 

Finally, a smile for Anna Perrotta, my comrade in research throughout these years, a discrete guide and counselor.

We bequeath to the listener the emotion of these moments, highlighted by photographs that often offer narratives of their own.

                                                                            Gabriele D’Ajello Caracciolo

Ever since remote times, in some inland areas of the Naples region, there has existed a particular style of singing to the accompaniment of an ensemble of percussion instruments led by a large solo tamburo (frame drum). The function of this musical style is to accompany traditional dances. Drum singers draw on an extensive oral repertory of texts in hendecasyllables called canzoni (“songs”). These compositions do not tell a “story”; rather, they evoke situations or convey feelings: love, disdain, invective, mockery, satire, etc. When canzoni are “sung on the drum”, the better the singer, the more capable he is of transfiguring the poetic text by rhetorically repeating or amplifying verses and by adding to or abruptly breaking off lines. Thus, each execution is an extemporaneous and unrepeatable reinvention of the model. The tamburo (Neapolitan: tammurrë) is the main instrument used to accompany the singing and dancing. Playing a frame drum is far more difficult than it might seem. Because of the high level of musicianship required, it is reserved to few specialists who make up an elite of virtuosos.

Singing and dancing to the tamburo, for what is left of the rural population and the peasantry, is still today a culminating moment in certain religious holidays. It plays a special role in the ritual pilgrimages having to do with the cult of the Virgin Mary. Still today the Marian shrines are the point of arrival for processions of country folk and people from relatively unassimilated urban classes or living on the outskirts of the city of Naples.

Most of the recordings in this collection were gathered during an interdisciplinary ethnographic research campaign that Gabriele D’Aiello Caracciolo and I began in the southern part of the Province of Naples in 1996 in order to document the traditional songs and dances existing in the area. Along with the music itself, the tracks on the CD include recordings of people telling stories and conversing, which will help the listener set the music in its living surroundings of festivity, sound, ritual, scenery, and community.

The recordings from our joint research campaign are of better quality than Gabriele’s first batch collected in the early 1990s. We have chosen those that best typified the aesthetical peculiarities of the genre, and the interpretive and communicative abilities of some of the virtuosos we have met over the years. The record resulting from our research is a creative experiment in storytelling and in the presenting of ethnomusicological documents.

The present libretto is a support for the listener, containing a transcription of the Neapolitan texts with an Italian translation and some explanatory and philological notes helpful for a better understanding of the songs and stories of the protagonists. The English-language libretto for the CD, translated from the Neapolitan by Gordon Poole, can be downloaded from the publisher’s website.

Mario Orabona
E Bi e Ba*

01 Prologue
(Fedele Avino)

NARRATION 1

The Madonna of Montevergine, my grandma told me about it, she was ninety-six when she died. And she got it from her mamma, ancestor stuff. Grandma would say: Now listen to your Grandma, the Madonna of Montevergine was the ugliest one of them all, and her sisters made fun of her. She says: Oh, so you’re making fun of me? Then I’ll go on top of the highest mountain there is, and I’ll have everybody come on foot to call on me. Because you would go to Montevergine on foot, two hours, two hours and a half. Anyway it was great to go to Montevergine.

NARRATION 2

The Madonna of Montevergine, there were seven sisters,1 but the Madonna of Montevergine was the ugliest one, and all her sisters made fun of her, so to speak. Like, you’re so ugly compared to the rest of us that – well, the Madonna of Montevergine says: Yes, I’m really ugly, that’s the truth, but I’m going on top of the highest mountain and I’m going to have everybody come to call on me.
NARRATION 3

The story of the Madonna of Montevergine? The Madonna of Montevergine was the ugliest one. There were seven sisters, and the Madonna of Montevergine was the ugliest one. All her sisters made fun of her. They said: You’re so ugly! She answered back to her sisters: I’m ugly, that’s the truth, I’m the ugliest one, but I’m going to make myself more beautiful than you. I’m going on top of the biggest mountain there is, and everybody is going to come there to call on me. Indeed, they built the church, they did. And the Madonna of Montevergine went up to the church of Montevergine, and everybody went to call on her. And they still go to call on her, and all of us go to call on her. So you see, the Madonna has had her way. She was the ugliest one but she became the most beautiful one.
02 Opening
Recital (Giovanni Del Sorbo)

First I beg your leave and then I sing

First the musicians’, then the listeners’
The folks who listen to my song:
“Lucky you; your heart is content”
But when I sing my song, I feel such pain
And yet, it’s not real pain or anything  

It’s just love’s little tricks 

03 “Ddint’ a stu vichë chë ‘ddorë chë ‘ddorë”
Canto sul tamburo (voices: Giovanni Del Sorbo, Michele Di Ruocco; tamburo a cornice: Raffaele Inserra; tamburo a frizione: Fedele Avino)

Giovanni:

Ee-ah2, in this lane such fragrance, such fragrance
Oh, in this lane such fragrance, such fragrance
Now who has filled it with sweet marjoram?

Michele:

J oh llà
She wants to have a go
I can’t hold her back3
Giovanni:

Who has filled it with sweet marjoram?

I want to send a message to the mistress
Now I want to send a message to the mistress

Michele:

J oh llà,

Under the bed and on top of the bed
On the slats of the bed
Giovanni:

I want to send a message to the mistress

If she will let me have a sprig

If she will let me have a sprig

Michele:

Once over lightly
We’ll do one legs crossed
One standing and one lying down
Another one on the staircase
Giovanni:

If she will let me have a sprig
I’ll put it on my breast
I’ll put it on my breast

On my breast I want to put it for the smell
Michele:

She wants to have a go
In the tomato furrow
I want it no holds barred
I want it no holds barred
Giovanni:

Girl, you’re stuck-up 
Girl, you’re stuck-up 

Now how come you’re so stuck-up with me?

How come you’re so stuck-up with me?

You’re no Lord’s daughter 

Nor a princess from Milan

Michele:

Oh Madonna, oh Madonna!

So many women all on one man!
Giovanni:

No princess from Milan

You thought you would drink from a glass
Lean over and drink from the puddle
Lean over and drink from the puddle
You thought you would sleep with me
Well, go sleep with a donkey
Go sleep with a donkey
Michele:

Eh nu mar’ a bì e bà
Grab hold of her and see what she does
If you see she’s ready and willing

Then she’s ready for a husband
Giovanni:

Go sleep with a donkey like yourself
Now you thought e bà
One evening in Naples and now here

Who has a daughter and won’t give her to me

They can let her go to rot

Like a slice of codfish
Michele:

J eh llà
J eh llà

Sweat blood,

Sweat blood!

Giovanni:

You thought you’d eat hay
You thought you’d eat hay
I wanted to fill your trough for you
I wanted to fill your trough for you
You thought you arrizze
The lark and the turtle dove
So many women all in one place
Pizza girl, make me a pizza

Make it for me with mozzarella cheese

Hey, pizza girl, how pretty you are!
Make it for me with tomato 

Pizza girl, how plump you are!
You thought you would drink water

Now, you thought you’d drink water

I wanted to fill it for you
I wanted to fill it for you
I wanted to fill your vat for you
Michele:

Uh nu marë a bbi e bà.

I call the daughter, the mamma answers

I call the daughter, the mamma answers

Giovanni:

If you remember when I kissed you
If you remember when I kissed you
You were pressed up against the wall

You were pressed up against the wall

With my hands on your breasts I kissed your mouth

With my hands on your breasts I kissed your mouth

Michele:

E nu marë arizzë arizzë

So many blackbirds all in one place
The boldest blackbird of them all

Catches the girl blackbird from the hole
Giovanni:

With my hands on your breasts I kissed your mouth

That prying mamma of yours caught on
May those hands of yours wither up
May those hands of yours wither up

As the rose withers
As the rose withers

As the rose withers in the garden
04 – The climb up Montevergine

NARRATION (Fedele Avino)
… So then we would unload, take care of the horses, hire a stable, courtyard for the wagon, play on the tammurrë, have a playing session4 at Ospedaletto, then after midnight we would start the hike up to the Madonna, and as we went we would sing to the Madonna of Montevergine. One kilometer before the end of the path there was a seat, the one that is now in the first corridor when you go up from behind the sanctuary of the Madonna of Montevergine,5 and they called it the seat of the Madonna. Everyone going up that way in single file would sit down there for a couple of minutes, then go on, everyone who went up, and we would go up to the Madonna singing all the time, to the Madonna of Montevergine, singing all the way to the top, as far as… in other words, it was fun, it was happiness, it was just too beautiful, and they never wanted to take me along, because they said, You’re too little – can you manage the monk?6
LITANIES
(women’s voices)

 (…)

And pray, pray hard, beautiful mountain of the main altar

The friars with the church bell and Maria calls us

(…)

(men’s voices)

We climb to the first step and the…

… Madonna watched us with her eyes

And we climb to the second step and the…

… Madonna watched us with her eyes

And we climb to the third step and the…

… Madonna lent us her hand

Come, come, o Slavic mamma…7
… And open this big door to us

Come open the big door…

…[many thanks, Madonna of mine]
NARRATION (Giovanni Del Sorbo)
At Montevergine inside the church they don’t let people sing… until we had climbed all twenty-three steps, and then we sang once we reached the last step, the priest came out: That’s enough, you mustn’t sing any more. Anyway, right at Materdomini8 something happened… The priest… when we were going into the church, people said, Where are you going? The priest will turn you out! – We’re not doing anything, we’re singing … we’re doing the song about the Madonna we’ve come to visit. Then the priest showed up and waited for us at the altar: he waited till we approached singing … When we approached the priest wept … he wept for joy – Where are you from? Madonna! Come back next year too – Uncle Fedele said, If we’re alive, we’ll come; if we aren’t, we can’t.
First we went into the church, then afterward, as soon as we had come out, no sooner did you hear the music playing when your feet started tingling like crazy… but at this point, if I don’t go into the church right away, I won’t go in at all

05 – “Serë passaje pë Napëlë bellë”
CANTO SUL TAMBURO
(voice: Salvatore Donnarumma;  tamburo a cornice: Raffaele Inserra. Festa al Santuario per la Madonna dei Bagni, May 28, 1995)

Salvatore
One evening9 I was walking in lovely Naples

One evening I was walking in lovely Naples

There I came across e bi e ba

The little pigeon he wants to play

Little girl, come closer

We want to kiss mouth to mouth
I found a banner ready

Found a banner ready

There I found a banner ready

There there was ai annë
And he who is courting is on the go

Dear best man, be the godfather10
The godmother seethes in my throat
Right nearby there was the captain
Nearby was the captain

Nearby there was the captain

And he turns about Antonio

The son of Michele from Somma

He shoots in Naples and hits in Somma

Heavens, what young folk enlist to be soldiers
What young folk enlist to be soldiers
Heavens, what young folk enlist to be soldiers
If you want to come ai annë
And he who is courting is on the go

Dear best man, be the godfather

The godmother seethes in my throat
And if you want to come along with me to make war 

Want to come along with me to make war 

Ah, if you want to come along with me to make war 

Well, I’ll give you for free

Well, I’ll give you for free

Well, I’ll give you for free a long sword

Well, I’ll give you for free a long sword

Oh, a long sword, a long rifle.

A long sword, a long rifle

And one hundred and fifty arè 

Don’t push, you’ll make me fall

Come upstairs and I’ll give you a going-over
On Don Andrea’s bed

O Teresa Teresa Teresa
What shall I show you?
A pepper gone sour
That will kill your appetite

A gold and silver sword cuts
Don’t know what happened to Ottaviano

I don’t know what happened to Ottaviano

A monk a bi allessë
And now your thatch itches
Male voice:

Hey, Madonna

Hey, Madonna

Salvatore:

A monk has kissed a girl

Monk has kissed a girl

A monk has kissed a girl

While pretending to confess her

Pretending to confess her

From your breast a bi arè
Four to your mother and five to you

A weight and the scale
From your breast he took the pin

Female voice:

Ah ah ah

She wants to do it, do it, do it
Salvatore:

Your breast he took the pin

From your breast he took the pin

Well, uncle monk, what are you up to?

Well, uncle monk, what are you up to?

Well, uncle monk, what are you up to?

I’m going to report you to monsignor 

So, what can monsignor do to me?

What can monsignor do to me?

Take off my cassock
Take off my cassock
Take off my cassock and I’ll be at peace

06 – Songs of love and indignation
SUNG CANZONE (Michele Di Ruocco)
O beautiful girl called Rosa
O beautiful girl called Rosa
What a beautiful name your mamma gave you      
What a beautiful name your mamma gave you

She named you after the roses
Named you after the roses
The rose is the best flower

The rose is the best flower

The rose is the best flower in paradise

INTERVIEW (Giovanni Del Sorbo)
We know a whole lot of songs. I’ve said over and over again to these ones who were singing out front here: Shit, you are always singing the same songs. Flip the record!

SPOKEN CANZONE (Fedele Avino)
Shut up. Don’t let me talk.

If I talk, I’ll be your ruin 

Here at this door I gave you a kiss

I was the first to deflower this rose

Beautiful, I’ve been to your house

I ate, drank, and slept there

I ate bread made of flour

I didn’t want two other little fruits

I ate peaches and pomegranate

I left two overripe figs

Give them to this blabber-mouth who has just come

I ate bread made of flour

Whoever wants to come in, let him; I’ve gone out

07 – “So’ destinatë më voglië partirë”
CANTO SUL TAMBURO

(Voice: Fedele Avino; tamburo a cornice: Pasquale Boccia; juiceharp: Angelo Nappo)

I’m destined, and I want to leave

I’m destined, and I want to leave

On a little boat I
On a little boat I

On a little boat I want to embark
Sailing a long way
And after sailing a long way
I beg you, little boat; I beg you, little boat

I beg you a bì e corë
Your mama’s turkey lays eggs

Not for you, for your sisters

And in the furrow of the tomatoes

I want to do it no holds barred
I beg you, little boat, turn back

But the sailors want to know

Sailors want to know

Why is it, why is it?

Why is it you want to turn back

I left a cruel girl behind

I left a cruel girl behind

I don’t know if I’ll find her
I just don’t know if I’ll find her

I don’t know arena arè
Your refreshment and my delight

Shove, shove – thrust, thrust
Don’t shove, you’ll make me fall

How can you do without me?

Why is it you want to turn back?
Left a cruel girl behind

I left a cruel girl behind

I don’t know if I’ll find her

I just don’t know if I’ll find her

I just don’t know if I’ll find her married

But if she is married e bà
You want to come? Well, let’s go, let’s go
If she gets married and not to me

If she gets married and not to me

In the first year e bà
You want to come? Well, let’s go, let’s go
In the first year may she rot

In the first year may she rot

When they go to church to get married
When they go to church to get married
The holy water e corë
Your mama’s turkey lays eggs

May the holy water dry up

And may all the candles 
And may all the candles
And may all the candles be snuffed out

And may the parish priest faint
May the parish priest faint
When they sit at the table to eat

When they sit at the table to eat

At the first bite then

At the very first bite then

At the first bite may she think of me

When they are lying in bed

When they are lying in bed

The ceiling upon them e corë
The priest dances, the nun plays

And not for you but for your sisters

In the midst of the threshing floor at your new house

In the midst of the threshing floor a bi arè
Your refreshment, my delight

How can you do without me?

And woe betide a bì e corë
Inside the bunch of escarole

There’s Uncle Nicola’s worm

A glass of good wine

That will make you drunk

And they are lying in bed

The ceiling upon them

May the ceiling upon them

May the ceiling fall down upon them

May it fall down arè
How can you do without me?

Ill betide bi anessë
I would bet on it 

If I knew I would win 

I would jump right on her

May the ceiling fall down upon them

08 – Canzone “a parole”
SPOKEN CANZONE (Salvatore Donnarumma)

Castellammare with its natural springs

Where the women go to do their washing

That’s where I want to chose a pretty one

I want to take her with me wherever I go
The people who meet me on the road:
Tell me where you bagged such a royal prize

I bagged it in the Avella woods

Where the snow never melts

09 – Avvocata
NARRATION (Fedele Avino)
…Then there were other things, when they … at that time after we were born, our ancestors decorated the wagons. It was a party, a big party because it wasn’t only my papa who went… other villages, other people decorated wagons, and they went to Montevergine. Now, when you went to Montevergine, the most beautiful wagon was always the one that was appreciated the most. My papa who was an enthusiast – impoverished, yes, but no bad horses – When we would go to Montevergine, they had to yield to him all the time. Either they yielded to him or he would take the right of way, because he had horses that went fast… and they went to Montevergine. Then, when they got to Ospedaletto, there they stopped because the road wasn’t like it is now; you went up by a path, like the ones that go up Mount Avvocata now…
NARRATION (Carmine Di Martino)
…And this is the old Madonna… this is the old one. See, there is a shepherd there and a dove right next to him. Down inside the grotto, down there underneath the grotto, there is a narrow place where you go down … all the way down at the bottom there is a knoll and a stone like where you dry things – that’s what they told me – and on top of this Mount Avvocata there was a goatherd. He had some sheep – they even put them in some photographs – and he kept seeing this dove coming out from down below – hey, but this dove comes out every day, comes out and goes back in. Then it happens that he begins to hear it speaking, and it says: Sell these sheep and make me a shrine, sell these sheep and make me a shrine; and he went around from one place to the other.  I don’t see anyone here – he said; until at last, as they say, they found the Madonna sitting beneath this thing; they found the Madonna, and the one who discovered her (the one in the photographs), he found her, but he didn’t live a day longer, he died, they say he died all of a sudden. The dove revealed everything, the dove went in, came out. So is it true or isn’t it that the Madonna was sitting down there? Now if the Madonna was sitting down there, who went down and put her there?
SPOKEN CANZONE (Assunta Ferrara)
What I learned at the Granatello barracks

The Granatello wants to arm for war

It wants to take all the young men

But why does it take my boyfriend

And I end up a spinster?

What do you say? [turning to those who are doing the recording]

Ah, you’re recording?

Lovers, come!

Hey, but you mustn’t record now, OK?

 (women’s voices)

- Oh, you have to sing on your own, because you sing in a different way

- Well, that’s how they taught us

- Where are you from? From Cava?

- No, I’m from Minore

- Ah, from Minore. Give me your hand, I’m from Maiori

10 – “Fënestë ca luciv’ e mò nu’ lucë”
CANTO SUL TAMBURO

(Voices: Vincenzo Di Martino, Massimo Taiani 

Tamburi a cornice: Antonio, Erasmo, and Francesco Ferrara, Massimo Tafani, Raffaele Inserra. Celebration at the Sanctuary of the Avvocata Madonna, Maiori, June 4, 2001)
[the sun has gone from Maiori

It’s gone to Santa Lucia della Cava]

Vincenzo:



Ah, the cobblers

At Santa Lucia there are cobblers

Who will make you new shoes 

Who will make you new shoes 

They make you new shoes and you pawn your gold



You pawn your gold

They make you new shoes and you pawn your gold



A pair for myself too
There I ordered a pair for myself too
I ordered them there

I ordered them there

There I ordered a pair for myself too


And when I die

I’ve already ordered them for my woman for when I die

I’ve already ordered them for my woman for when I die

Massimo:



Now there’s no light

There was a light at the window and now there’s none



And now there’s no light

There was a light at the window and now there’s none

It’s a sign that your girl e annë
The sangiuvannë godmothers 
It’s a sign that your girl was sick



And she tells me

Her sister comes to the window and tells me

And she tells me

Her sister comes to the window and tells me

Your girlfriend is dead

Your girlfriend is dead

Your girlfriend is dead and buried

Go find her bier
And there we dance a tarantella

And how devilish good it sounds
And we do the to and fro

And get wound up in the sheets

And we played at who gets the most

And your sister always ended up on the bottom

And we play at who has the most

And your sister is always on the bottom


Go find the bier, then

Go into the church and you’ll find the bier
I find my girlfriend

There I find my girlfriend

I find my girlfriend all decked out

O parish priest,
Oh run, parish priest, and help her

O parish priest,

Oh run, parish priest, and help her

And keep a

And keep a

And keep a lamp lit for her

A quarter of an hour e bbì

I want to go, I want to go

Along the road to Capetignano

Heart to heart and hand in hand

A quarter of an hour

Keep it lit for another quarter of an hour

While e bì e bà
What are doing in the middle of this road

While I say these few words

You slept alone

You always said you slept alone

And now you sleep with the dead
Now you sleep with the dead
Now you sleep with the dead for company



Flowers sprang
From that little mouth flowers sprang


Flowers sprang
From that little mouth flowers sprang
And now it sprouts maggots 

Now it sprouts maggots 

Now it sprouts maggots, what a pity!

(man’s voice) We’ve done the tammurriata11
(woman’s voice) Thank you Lord, thank you Lord. The Mount Avvocata Madonna just went by. I saw her myself.

11 – Celebration at Castello
Somma Vesuviana. Celebration at the Sanctuary for the Madonna di Castello, May 3, 2001
12 – Ritual

CANTO A FIGLIOLA12
(Sabatino Albano and the ‘O Gnundo Group)
Sabatino:

Ah…

These are never called parties
They are called lovely acts of devotion

By the ‘O Gnundo group

That we perform to the name of your beautiful Mamma
O Mamma

Group:

…Slavic
Entrance into the church and oration by the capoparanza [group leader]
Sabatino:

Ah Holy Virgin Slavic Mamma so beautiful

Just as we have met this year

And next year too at your feet

With the whole ‘O Gnundo group

And all these fine people that are present

Stretch out your Son’s hand

And bless everyone

Even those who have committed the worst sins

Send us your blessing

O Mamma

Group:

…Slavic
NARRATION (Sabatino Albano)

As a child Uncle Gennaro was already in the paranzë13 at Somma, when they would really sing the “poles”,14 but with voices that kept on and on, and they would sing all night long, night after night, not for one or two hours, but the whole night through, and sometimes it lasted till Sunday morning. They would go home, rest, have something to eat at noon, and Sunday evening they would start in again… You get it? And sometimes, when they came back down on Bonfire Saturday,15 they would go to peoples’ houses, various ones, to play, and they would set the demijohns of wine out on the table, baskets of broad beans – because broad beans are in season when the traditional holiday takes place – ham, and sometimes they even had some pieces of lard, because they would run out of ham, and in those days there wasn’t the abundance there is in houses today. Was there lard? OK, lard it’ll be!
CANTO A FIGLIOLA (Sabatino Albano and the ‘O Gnundo group)

Sabatino:

The ‘O Gnundo group is here at last

And we’re hiking down from where there is that beautiful Mamma of ours

The Mamma

Group:

…Slave woman.

Sabatino:

For a hundred years, a hundred years, and next year too.

13 – E bì e bà
SPOKEN CANZONE WITH A BARZELLETTA (Salvatore Donnarumma)

O beautiful girl called Rose

What a beautiful name your mama gave you

She named you after the beautiful roses

Blessed is he who marries you and marries Rose

…Not much money for the rent…

Money for the rent 
For the rent Oh, Maria and Anna

He who is courting is on the go
Dear best man, be the godfather
The godmother seethes in my throat

INTERVIEW (Giovanni Del Sorbo)
If the song is short one, so as not to end it too quickly, you put in a barzëlletta to stretch it out a little. Why do you have to stretch out the song? Well, someone would say, “For heaven’s sake!”, what kind of song is that? Three words or so and the song is done! So, the best song is the longest one. Sure it is.
INTERVIEW (Salvatore Donnarumma)
… So I  throw in some barzëllettas I understand to lengthen the song, so when you do the tape, it will be prized more…

…So when there is a barzëlletta that goes with the title of the song, that’s the way you have to sing it. The player has to keep playing all the time.

…So if the battutë16 fits right, I stick it in, because when I’ve said the line in the song, a line that fits, then when I come to the vuttatë17 I do it stronger. Not stronger in the sense of louder though, but – to make myself clear – with the melody!
- - - - - -

…All right, I did a couple of extra sketches – I did it for Lello’s sake – I tired him out a little, see? That’s why I did it. At least he and the lady [he refers to the married couple who are dancing] …he’s gotten tired out and tonight he won’t kick in his sleep. Otherwise he might give his wife a kick, then he’ll wake her up, she’ll be half asleep, and we’ve made more trouble…

14 – Women and courtyards
NARRATION (Fedele Avino)
…she… she was a cousin of mine… I’ll tell you, she was eighty. But being a tammurrë player, my father, when he would go to Montevergine, he always brought her along free, she would eat and drink free. She would say, “But Uncle Giosuè, I can’t come along.” “You come along to Monteverigine with me.” And my cousin, she was standing like this, look [he rises and leans his shoulders against the wall]. She had arms like this chair. Bang-a-ta, bang-a-ta, bang-a-ta, bang-a-ta, bang-a-ta, bang-a-ta, bang-a-ta…She would play. Beautiful! It was fun, it was… And she said, “We should go to Marigliano to play sometime. In Marigliano there are some fine courtyards.” She played the tammurrë for eight hours straight, and she with her bottom against the wall for the whole time, with those arms of hers, those sticks, they hit really hard. Eight hours!
INTERVIEW (Salvatore Donnarumma)
…There were… at Puzza [zone near Pimonte] there were four or five women, the ones who used to go strong… the first was the late Aunt Emilia ‘a Zucanë. Then there was Parapacchë as we call her, but it is a nickname. Then there was Squaqquërë. There were three or four of them who played the tammurre. 
All women. 
All women, the ones who played the tammurre. Then it was said they used go on playing for an hour, two hours’ time, without stopping.
SUNG CANZONE (Pasquala Somma)
Heavens, how good to be in this place

Heavens, how good to be in this place

I bless arenë
And go nice and easy and don’t fall

I bless the one who brought me here

Bless the saints in the church

I bless the saints in the church

Along with my boy friend

Along with my boy friend

Along with my boy friend who kisses me

My boy friend is called…
My boy friend is called…
I can’t name

I can’t name

I can’t name his name at all

INTERVIEW (Anna Di Martino)
Did you used to sing?

My mother used to, you see. We were in the country, we were. There, that’s where we grew up. And in the evening we would go and have fun with the tamburo. Mama played and we would sing.

But not in the holiday celebrations.

No, never [daughter’s voice]

The girls stayed… let’s say, they celebrated at home.

Stayed behind – hee-hee! [daughtrer’s voice]

And didn’t the young fellows come?
The men too?
Sure they did. The neighbors would come.

And when did they do these frolics?

All summer long. That… we never went anywhere. There were no parties, we had no amusements. So that’s what we did, we would get together and play and sing.

SPOKEN CANZONE (Immacolata Di Natale)
I know a song that goes like this:

O beautiful girl called Rose
What a beautiful name your mother gave you

She named you after the roses

The rose is a rose when it is closed

When it’s open, it loses its fragrance

CANTO A FIGLIOLA AND TAMMURRIATA
(Gioachino Moscariello and women from Pagani)

How the Madonna organizes her a figliola holiday
(Immacolata Somma)

Then, certain people came from Naples. Now then, in Naples they don’t sing or play the way we do. I started in playing the tammurrë. “Hey, if you come to Naples, they’ll boo you,” they said to me. All right, I said, “They’ll boo me? Well, show me how you play it.” They play a tarantella style, like this: tee-tee-tee-tee, and they do those songs. I said: “All right, but you play one way, I play another. Now, would they drive me out of Naples for this!?” said I.

(Immacolata Di Natale)

The tammurrë is always in tune. But the ones who play the castanets don’t tune in with the tammurrë and they call the birds because… Do you understand? When they don’t know how to tune the castanets with the tammurrë, then they’re calling the birds – tac-tac – one before the beat, one after. Get it?

SPOKEN CANZONE (Immacolata Somma)
Beautiful girl with curls on your forehead

Why don’t you curl it to the other side
Amid these curls a spring has sprung up
The Pope blesses the holy water

Whoever drinks water from this spring

Better have some ready cash 
Well, my cash is always ready.

I’ve got to drink this water whether I live or die.

Oh, did I get recorded?

15 – “Bella figliolë ca të chiammë Rosë”

CANTO SUL TAMBURO

(voice: Pasquala Somma; tamburo a cornice: Immacolata Somma)

Girl called Rose

O beautiful girl called Rose

Girl called Rose

What a lovely name your mama gave you

Lovely name your mama gave you

She named you after the roses
She named you after the roses
Named after the roses

If Rosinella should die

If Rosinella should die

If Rosinella should die, I’d throw myself into the sea

Should die, I’d throw myself into the sea.

In the tomato furrow

I want to do it no holds barred
If I cast a sigh

There I’ll nail you.

Throw myself into the sea arè
Take it nice and easy and don’t fall

And we go to Naples this evening

Donna Teresa

So many kisses I want to give her

So many kisses I want to give her

Kisses I want to give her

I’ve still got a sweet-tasting mouth

Still got a sweet-tasting mouth

Sweet-tasting j’o mar’ ih aj Anna

Sweet-tasting j’o mar’ ih aj Anna

And like a strawberry

And like a strawberry

And like a strawberry it seethes in my throat 

16 – The Life of Saint Guglielmo
NARRATION (Fedele Avino)
Anyway, we went to Montevergine and – well – when you got to Montevergine, you would pay a visit to blessed Giulio, the rock of blood. They say you would pass your hand there, then you’d you’re your hand over your forehead. Lots of things – well – the old folks from long ago would say. How shall I say? Then, after this, a drawer was discovered, just behind blessed Giulio there was a statue, and this statue was the statue of Saint Guglielmo, and it’s still there. So I went to open that drawer, it was partly open. I opened that drawer and there was a – there were some slips of paper. And I picked one up, no? and I read that slip of paper. On that slip of paper was written: The Life of Saint Guglielmo. So I started reading – in my alphabet, you see – reading it my way. I read the story of Saint Guglielmo, how the Church of Montevergine was created. How Saint Guglielmo had set out one day, how Saint Guglielmo died – they say it was in Lombardy – how he was in Avellino and then he had to leave because he had to go to Lombardy. So then he thought that the Church of Montevergine had to be created. So he took a little slab of marble – a piece of marble, right?  A knapsack – that’s what the slip of paper said – and a marble-like rock. He hoisted them onto his back and he was going towards Ospedaletto, no? Well, along the way he came across a woman. This woman was Saint Filomena. She saw he had a load, so she asked him, “Guglielmo, where are you going?” He says, “We have to build the Church of Montevergine, and I’m bringing the first stone.” Then Saint Filomena said, “Guglielmo, go back. The mountain is big. You’ll never make it. How could you? It’s tiring just to climb to the top, and you want to go up with all this weight you’re carrying?” She said, “I’d say you had better turn back. The mountain is too big. You’ll never make it.” Then Saint Guglielmo said, “How can I go back? If I’m destined to carry the first stone, that they need to build the Church of Montevergine, how can I turn back?” So Saint Filomena said, “Guglielmo, I’ll give you some advice. When Thursday comes, you go to the Atripalda Fair. There you will buy an ass, load the slab, the knapsack, and the marble-like rock on its back, and nice and easy you’ll climb the mountain. So that is what Saint Guglielmo did. On Thursday he went to the Atripalda Fair and bought the ass. He bought this ass for twelve carlins. Back then they used carlins – ducats, carlins. Twelve carlins. He loaded the slab, the knapsack, and the marble-like rock, and nice and easy he led with the bridle, and they went up the mountain. Halfway up, the ass was tired out; he was overloaded. It was night. Saint Guglielmo stopped, unloaded, even removing the mat, and sent the ass into the pasture to graze.  Saint Guglielmo was tired too, and he forgot. He fell asleep. And when Saint Guglielmo woke up, his ass was nowhere to be found. So he started walking and he didn’t find the ass in the pasture. So he started walking about the mountainside, looking for that ass. While on his way, Saint Catello of Castellammare appeared. He said, “Guglielmo, don’t drive yourself witless looking for that ass because he’s been eaten by a wolf. Now let’s start walking. We’ll find the ass, the wolf that ate the ass, and we’ll load the stone, the knapsack, and the marble-like stone on [the wolf’s] back, and nice and easy he will have to climb up the mountain for punishment. In fact the wolf is right there just under Saint Guglielmo. It would seem that someone has broken that statue out there. This is the story of the Church of Montevergine, when it was created.
17 – Tammurriata nera
(Tonino Esposito)

Now about the tammurrë, there’s ‘o tammurrë [masculine gender] and ‘a tammorrë [feminine gender]. Tammorë was – we here, we here started calling it ‘a tammorrë after De Simone18 did. We used to call it ‘o tammurrë; in Naples they called it ‘a tammorrë. We never called it ‘a tammorrë, but ‘o tammurrë – it’s masculine, never ‘a tammorrë. Now they call it ‘a tammorrë. They used to call it ‘o tammurrë, masculine, but ‘a tammorrë evidently had to be something over-sized, something bigger, but they still called it ‘o tammurrë and […] I don’t ever recall us calling it ‘a tammorrë, always ‘o tammurrë, now everyone says ‘a tammorrë.
(Michele Di Ruocco)

The song has to be brought to an end, then you can start another one, as many as you feel like singing, like doing, and you do a song. For example, I don’t forget to bring it to an end. Then there are some that haven’t learned the song all the way through, so they start in with another. They break it off.

(Carmine Di Martino)

This tammurriata they talk about now – we say: Let’s go sing to the tammurrë. Now they talk about the tammurriate nere [black tammurriatas], the tammurriate, but we go to play the tammurrë.

Tammurrë or tammorrë?

We, the way we do it, we play the tammurrë.

(Salvatore Donnarumma)

For example, say you’re in a group of ten people, some dancing and some playing. You would have had to ask permission, because you didn’t know them, you weren’t one of their group, you weren’t “at home there,” shall we say. So if you knew how to sing – you had to have a singing voice, otherwise you might as well not go into their midst. So you say, listen, may I sing a little song? I want to see how I do. Can you sing, boy, girl? Well, let’s see how I do. Go to it. But you had to have some pep. You started in and did your song.
18 – “Aggië saputë ca mò të ‘mmaritë”
(voices: Giovanni Del Sorbo, Michele Di Ruocco, and Salvatore Donnarumma; tamburo a cornice: Raffaele Inserra; tamburo a frizione: Fedele Avino).

Salvatore

Heard you’re getting married

I’ve heard you’re getting married

And a ring e bbì a jannë
And this is the month that marks one year

And he who is courting is on the go
And a ring of mine I want to give you

Ring of mine I want to give you

A ring of mine I want to give you.

And when you put it on e corë
And in the tomato furrow

And a couple of kids were there

And they were frolicking heart to heart.

And when you put it on this kind finger

Michele

And you put it on a bì e bà
Grab hold of  her and see what she does

If you see she’s willing

She’s a good one to marry.

Giovanni

Sweat blood

Sweat blood

Salvatore

When you put it on your kind finger

Remember me

Remember me

Remember me when I loved you
Remember me when I loved you

When I loved you, you were a young thing
I loved you, you were a young thing
Now you’ve learned how to make love
Salvatore

And love a bbì a jannë
And this is the month that marks one year

And he who is courting is on the go
And oh, best man, be the godfather

The godmother seethes in my throat

Giovanni

Sweat blood

Sweat blood

Salvatore

And love is like the hazelnut

Giovanni

She wants to do it, do it, do it

I can’t hold her back
On the bed, under the bed

On the bed slats

Michele

Sweat blood

Sweat blood

Salvatore

Love is like the hazelnut

If you don’t break it open, you can’t eat it

If you don’t break it open, you can’t eat it.

Don’t break it open, you can’t eat it

And that’s women when they’re little
Women when they’re little
If you don’t bend down Antonio
the turtle dove and his mate

Michele from Somma’s son

Shoots in Naples and hits in Somma

Giovanni

Hers is black, black, black

Salvatore

If you don’t bend down, you can’t kiss her
Michele

(…)
It’s stifling hot

You can’t kiss j ‘o Maria Janne

You can’t kiss her j ‘o Maria Janne

Like a wild strawberry

Like a wild strawberry

Giovanni

She want’s to do it

She want’s to do it

She want’s to do it, do it, do it
Salvatore

Like a wild strawberry you seethe in my throat

Michele

Love of mine, so far away

Love of mine, so far away

You have no one to make your
You have no one to make your
You have no one to make your bed for you in the evening
I wish I were near you
I wish I were near you

Giovanni

Hey, madonna, madonna, madonna, madonna, madonna
Michele

I wish I were near and not far away

Were near and not far away

Three times a day I would love you

Three times a day I would love you

Giovanni

Hers is black, black

Michele

Three times a day I would love you

Once in the evening and once in the morning

Once in the evening and once in the morning

Giovanni

Hey, madonna, madonna, madonna, madonna, madona
Once in the evening and once in the morning

And once again a bì e bà

Grab hold of  her and see what she does

If you see she’s willing

She’s ready for a husband.

Giovanni

I tell her merrily merrily
She’s got a  thorn in the sole of her foot

Jump into bed and I’ll take it out for you

Michele

Once in the evening and once in the morning

Once again around

Once again around

Once again around noon

Every noon

Every noon

Giovanni

Noon heart to heart

And in the tomato furrow

You never get it right

Michele

Every noon they played

And Saint Augustine’s e bà
Grab hold of  her and see what she does

And Saint Augustine’s hasn’t rung yet

Giovanni

Uè uè uè uè
She wants to do it

She wants to do it, do it, do it

Michele

Saint Augustine’s hasn’t rung yet

Go, my boy

Go, my boy

Go, my boy, go toll the bell
And give something to eat

And give something to eat

Give something to eat to who hasn’t eaten yet

19 – Finale
(Francesco Avitabile)

Good evening, good night.19
How good you are! We’re leaving

I’d devour you with kisses!
(Fedele Avino)

Never give up dancing, for the tammorrë is the most beautiful of all

NOTES

*
Translator’s note: The translation has been made directly from the transcription of the original Neapolitan text, under the supervision of the Editors of the project, to whom I express my thanks. The responsibility for any shortcomings rests with me.



I have sought to render the songs clearly and colloquially, without trying to convey their rhythmic scansion or the inimitable flavor and the phonic and syntactical density of the country dialects used by the songsters from various towns in the Naples hinterland. I have tried to make clear some of their allusiveness, sometimes becoming a bit more explicit than the original expressions might warrant.


Some dialect and Italian words have been necessarily preserved in the translation and, of course, in the notes. Generally they are stressed on the penultimate syllable (e.g., figliola, [feel-YO-la], daughter, girl – but Montevergine [mon-tay-VAIR-jee-nay]; if on the last, this is indicated (e.g., carè [ka-DAY] (Ital., cadere, to fall). The neutral, unstressed syllable, or schwa, typical of Neapolitan (as of English) is indicated by ë (pronounced like the vowel sound in unstressed ‘the.’ Doubled consonants are lengthened (e.g., listening, one may compare the ‘n’s’ in schiavona and Madonna). Before ‘a,’ ‘o,’ and ‘u’ ‘c’ is pronounced [k] both in Italian and Neapolitan; before ‘e’ and ‘i’ it is pronounced [ch], as in ‘church.’ Before ‘a,’ ‘o,’ ‘e,’ and ‘u’ ‘gl’ is pronounced with the hard sound, as in ‘gland’; before ‘i’ it is pronounced with [l] followed closely by [yee], as in figliola [feel-YO-la] above.


Four musical instruments are referred to, so I shall define them here: 1) tamburo a cornice: a large tambourine, a frame drum with tin discs; 2) tamburo a frizione: a friction drum, with a stick or wand fixed at the center of the skin and rubbed by the player with a damp cloth or sponge; 3) scacciapensieri: juiceharp; 4) tricchebballacche: two mobile, wooden hammers that strike a fixed, central one.


The word canzonë (Ital., canzone; Eng., ‘song’) is used for both sung and recited texts (as ‘song’ sometimes is in the English poetic tradition).



The canto sul tamburo (literally, song on the tamburo, but perhaps better rendered as ‘song to the tamburo,’ in the sense of ‘sung to the sound of the tamburo’) may even be thought of as indicating the tendency of the singer to bring his mouth close to the vibrating head of the drum, as if to give added resonance to his voice.
1 In popular culture every image of the Madonna has its own identity and is the object of specific forms of worship. In the archaic Neapolitan tradition the Madonnas are even linked by family bonds, as witnessed by the term ‘sorellë’ (sisters). Indeed the legend represents them as seven sisters, six of whom are fair, while the seventh is black and homely.
2 The interjections in the Neapolitan text (jà, ih, uu, né, oh, etc.) serve merely to mark the beginning or end of a verse or strophe or to link verses together, so they are generally not carried over into the translation.

3 Verses of this sort are called barzëllettë in the dialect of the performers (whereas the Italian word barzellette means ‘jokes’). They are short, rhymed strophes freely added by the singer, usually suggestive metaphors or nonsense, often formulaic in nature, where sound counts more than sense. They usually have nothing to do with the content of the canzone itself. All the barzëllettë in the text are in italics and are only translated where they make some kind of sense. 

4 Pazziava (literally, ‘frolicked’ or ‘played’): this term usually refers to the tamburo-playing, singing, and dancing event, suggesting a mixture of play and madcap.
5 Montevergine: the Campania sanctuary located on the highest point of the mountain. Symbolically and materially it is the high point of the ritual hiking and climbing performed in the traditional pilgrimage. 

6 Tu të firë ‘o Monëchë? (Do you trust yourself [to carry] the monk?) indicates a task that is hard to carry out the first time.
7 Mamma schiavona: the faithful refer to the Montevergine Madonna with this fond nickname on account of her Byzantine features. In general the attribution schiavonë (from slavone, i.e., Slavic) was given to black icons of Eastern origin.
8 Materdomënë: the Materdomini sanctuary is located in the Nocerino-Sanio area, the destination of ritual pilgrimages linked to the cult of the Materdomini Madonna.

9 In the singing there is often an apheresis or truncation of the start of the first line.

10 ‘O sangiuvvanë: literally, ‘the Saint John.’ In southern Italian culture it indicates the godparent bond, which is linked to the night of Saint John – a magical night implying change and transformation (e.g., from one season to another), considered a good omen.

11 Tammurriata: Another word for the tamburo-song and/or dance. It is a relatively new term, coined in a semi-cultured urban environment, which has sometimes been adopted by country people thanks to the influence of the media.
12 Canto a figliola: A form of song traditionally linked for the most part to the cult of the Black Madonna (‘a figliola, the young woman). Such songs are responsorial in structure, without instrumental accompaniment. The singer’s phrase is followed by cadenced choral responses the lyrics of which are made up of various formulaic expressions, among which “…figliola” and “…Schiavona”.
13 Paranzë: (sing. Paranza): the term normally indicates one or a pair of fishing boats but is used here to indicate an organized squad of players, singers, and dancers, all male, with a leader (capoparanza). The group is devoted to the cult of the Madonna and to performing celebratory rituals in her honor. Groups are still active in the Somma Vesuviana area, outside Naples. Among them one of the foremost representatives of the tradition is a paranza called ‘O Gnundo (‘gnundo’ indicates the crest of the mountain marking the town line between Somma and Ottaviano). ‘O Gnundo is led today by Sabatino Albano, son of the legendary Zi (Uncle) Gennaro, viz., Lucio Albano, who reconstituted it after the Second World War.
14 Pertichë: tall, slender tree trunks (generally chestnut) that are decked during the Feast of the Castello Madonna in Somma Vesuviana and borne in procession down the mountainside and through the town, accompanied by the paranza. Late in the evening the men of the paranza make a gift of the trunks to their women-folk, performing a figliola songs under their windows, mentioning the specific gifts making up the decorations.
15 Sabbëtë re fuochë: the first Saturday after Easter, opening the Feast of the Castello Madonna, which always ends on May 3 (il tre della croce, the three of the cross), independently of the day of the month on which it begins.

16 Battutë, macchiettë: in the present context these terms are synonyms for barzëllettë (v. note 3).
17 Vutata (sing.): it is present in all the styles of the ballo sul tamburo and marks an emotional high point, expressed in both the singing and accompaniment. The singer uses a characteristic, cadenced intonation culminating in a prolonged note and signals to the tamburo player to beat harder and quicker.
18 Roberto De Simone: composer and authoritative Neapolitan ethno-musicologist who, through solid research, documentation, and re-elaboration of the traditional musical heritage, has contributed to the knowledge, re-evaluation, and study of the Campania folk tradition. In 1967 he founded the Nuova Compagnia di Canto Popolare.

19 ‘A bonaserë: literally, “the good evening.” Some variant of this formula, a salutation in song, always concludes an occasion of song and dance with the tamburo. It is a leave-taking in the style of the fronna (Italian ‘fronda,’ literally ‘foliage,’ songs of two or more voices, in dialogue, drawing on a repertoire of formulas that can be re-adapted, shuffled, or partially improvised). The salutation is offered to all those present, especially the hosts, the master of the house. But there is no guarantee that after a bonaserë the tamburo will not start in to play all over again. 
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