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Tt riveni che ‘uni capisci
si o Paffacei

‘nto menzie it fa chiazza
stticr e Luria § Marrakesh

E' Tt risani socew ‘nni pigehi
si i t'abbraz
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‘o wenzi v la siraia

g sutte ot Lusiee i Marrakesh
.

D' L gente tutta ‘mipurtanti
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cft e turbanti
fu portenni a sunneari
sutte a Luna § Marrakesh

La sirata nun e “‘mpurtanti
cit i Musicanti

allesti sta sunata

‘nte mientre funne u Nerghile

A Cuitubiia ca ‘nii talia

chi Musulmani ‘nmenzu a via
’ sentu na vampa chi m'acehiana

cti "atmosfera Musubnana

Notti ¢ sfarzu rie nord-africa
Ca sicilia e'a stissa musica
Sentt 'armunia chi ¢'e
Sutta a luna i Marrakesh

Sta nortt nun t'addunmmiscl
80 nun capisci

e senze di fa Paci
sutta o Line § Marrakesh

& eincit cd matinela

senti a4 priata

na vt 1 luntent

&a Cutehita i Marrakesh

La genti tutta ‘nsunnetea
et i tappita

sallestinn a priari

a gimechivni « Marrakesh

‘nio menzie i -‘H ittt
@ Heliet e Juriata

fivuci vi 1 tnan

ri moschee ri Marrakesh

Russi e focu vi wnc mvela

Cut li cast e’ a stissa purpuira
Sacra e'a palma ru nagreb
Russa e'a luna { Marrakesh

Crrrennu pi la strata vi Tangeri ¢ Mawritania
Tagghiannu pi I'Atlante | Casa-Blanca all’ Algeria
Tuccannit l Diserti cu li Berberi

ri AL-LAH

Firrianun ‘nia fa Terva ri Al-Malik

e Ali-Baba
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_..suddenly the sunhow everred, it looked like it was falling in love! It looked like we were
dreaming inside a cinema. ... A sireet entering into 4 garden with red stones!

Tonight you won't fall asleep

Tell me what you understand 1f you don't understand
If you don't look out onto the meaning of peace
the middle of a square undler the moon of Marrakesh

Under the moon of marrakesh z i :
at five o’clock in the morning

Tell me what you catch you listen to a prayer
If you don't embrace coming from the Cutubiia of Marrakesh
In the middle of the street

Ui ths fhoen At RIS sleepy people with their carpets

are gefting ready to pray
(you can see)the well dressed people on their knees in Marrakesh.
with the turbans
you make me dream
under the moon of Marrakesh

they listen to the Imam’s voice
of the mosques in marrakesh
in the middle of the night

the street isn't important and all day long,

if you arrange to play a song with
“I Musicanti”

while you are smoking a narghile.

The firey reds get their colour from a cloud,
and the same with the purple.
The palm of Magreb is haly

The Cutubiia is looking at us The moon of Marrakesh is red .
With the muslims in the middle of the . . _—

Running from Tangeri to Mauritania |
street i

Passing through the Atlas Mountains,

Casablanca and Algiers

Touching the desert with the Berbers of Allah
Nights and opulence, Going around the Al-Malik’s and Ali-Baba’s land.
In northern Africa

are the same sound of Sieily

You have to feel that there is harmony
Under the moon of Marrakesh

' * ‘

I feel myself blushing
In a muslim atmosphere.




Arvuli qrmenzit 't nieri

Mi fermit & pinsari

Cely e mart, terrac mari

Li culura arrubbasti
all'ecchi ranni
Li euliera arrubbasti

torini a HS('Hl'ﬂf‘i

fue 1o silenziv ruci
pi caimma truvart
[ to silenziu rici
pi paci pigghiari
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pi cantari ¢ sunari
cose ca ‘muddrt
sacein spiegari
(it to silenzitruct
pi sl squiitari

{1t to silenziu ruci

| pi cainmia i truvari

a li seocei di P'aranci
arvuli amimenzit mari

celu e mari, terra mari

¢ mentri a lesta pensa
Tu cori §"arviscila

¢ Panima 8 addrima d
¢ i cufura di ramonticd li setti di la sira
stpra e stagnuti

st megghin di poesia

ﬂf'\'lf” anmenzie Hi{“'!‘

1i mifli cidura

e Hl(’””'i a testa [Jt‘.‘L\'ﬂ

Lt cort §'arrisetta

¢ I'anima s addrama i milli cuhra

¢ i enfura di framontii d i
supra lu stagmuni

sunnu megghin di poesia

| arvali ammenzit-'1 mari
pi curriri e vulari

supra st munni
¢ a nenti pinsari

setti di la sird

Trees in the middle of the sea
I stop to think

Sky and sea, sea and sky
The colours you stole

From the widened eyes

And the peels of ()rzu-1ges

Trees in the middle of the sea
I come back to listen

-sky and sea, land and sea-
Your sweet silence

To find quiet

Your sweet silence

To find peace. . ..

...and while the head is thinking
The heart is calming down
I'he soul is it by one thousand colours.

These colours are the one’s that
over the “stagnone lagoon™
during the seven o'clock sunsel
Are better than poetry.

Trees in the middle of the sea
singing and playing
-Things that I can’t explain to anyone-
Your sweel silence
Only to worry
Your sweel silence
To find quiet.

Trees in the middle of the sea
running and fying

Over this world

Without thinking about anything. ..
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¢' wn '8 ieddra & sempri presenti
1f talia e wn i vici nenti

¢ ca e dra iddra & sempri eu tia
‘nmezzit a tia e dintra di tia
chista chista ¢ la povira genti

su cristiand mea wn hani nenti
chista chista é povira genti

stoami niddr animiscatu cu nenti

crpnannanti di sta storia
cunmannanti senza gloria
cumannanti di sta terra
cimannanti di sta guerra

megghin comannari chi futtiri
megghit stard rintre una viti
generali di sta guerra

contro sulte a nostra terra

chista chista & la povira genti

su cristiant ma wn hannu nenti
chista chista & povira genti

stnni nuddri ammiscate cu nenti
chista chista & la povira genti

sit eristiani mea un hann nenti
chista chista é povira genti

sunni nuddru animiscatu cu nenti

cumannanti di sta storia
cumannanti senza gloria
cumannanti di sta ferra
cimannanti di sta guerra

There is or there isn't

It is always there/here
Itis here and there

It is always with you,
Among you, inside you.

These are mean people
They are Christians but
They haven’t got anything...

These are mean people
They are no one and nothing,

Chief of this story
Chief without glory
Chief of this land
Chief of this war

It is better to command than to fuck
Itis better to stay inside a barrel
You are the generals of this story
against our land

These are mean people
They are Christians but
They haven’t got anything...

These are mean people
Theylanz no one and nothing,

Chief of this story
Chief without glory
Chief of this land
Chief of this war
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Pi ttic mon pozzu cehiu eampari I can't forget you
;ﬂ‘:’r’;":':;:: I':;":”:; s Because ol you, I can'tlive anymore
Tomorrow morning
Nun pozzu cchitt cantari in Because of you, my love
St'anintrd senzge vuci vuet ormiai I can’t sing anymore
- This love, now voiceless
pi thia
mi perdu na st mari Because of you
d'annri ¢ focu I'm lost in this sea of love and fire
chi arei na e pettu miu Burning deep inside
chi batti anche si un Cavi cchin My heart’s beating, even without you
Stanca luna partact cu ddio “The tired moon, speaks 1o God
Tassami un'ira arripusart Let me rest fora while
elii ghiornt un’agghiorna Cause there's no brand or new day

Because of you

) o Love of my life
Nun pozzu cehin aspittart i I can’t wait anymore
) dialg f i
| sttt suli ca mun nasei cohiit “This sun doesn 't rise anymore.

pi ttia seiafuzzie i

pi thia ; : . Because of you
H!Il pera ff na st mart I'm lost in this sea of love and fire
d'amuri e focu Burning deep inside
(‘-'li_ fl?'ﬁlff Lt f“Pﬂ‘”‘“’f’” S My heart is crying even il it hasn’t got you
chi ehianci me nun 'avi cohiv anymore.




Cu li strati spaceati
e li cast abbruciati
senza manci a spiranza
i viriri i Suli agghivemari
C'é na terra luntana
chi arrisettie un canusct
ciela guerra sovrana
chi patruna ui punisci
Sil'omini fussiru cocei ri rina
chi secull cunta nma paci
ri l'acqua vagnaii e ri ventu ascivcari
senza l'affonnu ra sorti
Senza hustrut ¢ dumani
la fatica spricara
1 campagni addumati
‘nta i fiaimi cuntorti
Meatri senza i so Figght
Figghi senza 'na Matri
sutta un celi oscuratu
rimettalli ra Morti
Si lomini fussiru cocct ri rina
chi seculi cunta nna paci
rilacqua vagnati ¢ ru venty asciucati
senza l'affannu ra sorti
Ciumi r'acqua asciucati
chi cannuna aceattati
li paisi occupati
a li famigght arrubbati
Piceiriddri affamati
“nta i vampi abbruciati
Si lomini fussiru cocci ri rina
chi seculi cunta nna paci
ril'acqua vagnati e ru vent ascincati
senza laffannu ra sorti
senza li guerre chi consanu

With broken roads
And burned houses
Without even the hope
Of seeing the sunrise

There is a far land

That doesn’t know peace
Because a savereign war
Just saves who decides it

If the men were grains of sand

That riote down only the centuries of peace,
That are soaked by the water and

Dried by the wind

Without the pain of the lot.

Without light and tomorrow
Any effort will be wasted, )
While countrysides are burning
Into twisted flames.

Mothers without their children
Children without a mother
Under a sky made dark by the dead metal(bombs).

If the men were grains of sand

That note down only the centuries of peace,
That are soaked by the water and

Dried by the wind

Without the pain of the lot.

Rivers are diverted by gunshots.
Countries that they occupied

Have been stolen to families.

Hungry children are burning into flames

If the men were grains of sand :
That note down only the centuries of peace,
That are soaked by the water and
Dried by the wind Without the pain of the lot.
-....and without the wars they arrange......
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Athengaru i mann

‘nta Sicilia ¢ Paterino

I Pivati titrnari

mnd imannan ln guevernn
Nni shirsaru hu celn
senza nuda spiranza
cllansia Sicilia chianci
ancora Na Vold. . . ancerd ia vola
Ogni strata e paisi

n'l ,’H:J'{”i aeeattari

i campagni canciati

They layed their hands on
Sicily and Palermo
The pirates came back

They were sent by the Government.

They twisted our sky
Without any hope

Sicily is erying anxiously
Once again, once again.

The pirates bought

Each ways and countries,

‘The countrysides changed
Using cement (building houses
everywhere).

ot cementu Parmart
Nui shivsaru lu celu
senza nudda spiranza

cut "ansia Sicilia clhianci

ancora 1a Voled. .. areord na vota

Rossu Ponti nmo mari
w'azgziecart chi danni
li rinara spardati
mala faceia appizzar
Nai shirsaru fuceli
senza nidde spiranzea

They twisted our sky
Without any hope

Sicily is crying anxiously
Once again, once again.

They would like to build a big
bridge(in Messina)

over our sed.
They lost their reputation
Wasting our money.

They twisted our sky
Without any hope

Sicily is erying anxiously
Once again, once again.

..what a shame!!!
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cu ansia Sicilia chianci
ancora 1 Veld. ... aRcord ngevold
Al figghivzzi nostri

o ammiscaru i carti

1i primiiss

i travagghi
st inanciar i farfant
N'arrubbearu ln Suli
arvisten a lu scurt
chi sciry Sicilia chianei

aneorda pa vold. .. aneaorda na vora

They made fun our children
Promising jobs

That these liars have never given.
They stole our sun

We were in the dark
What a dark!

Sicily is crying

Onee again, once again
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Terra Terra Lavika

Terva nivera di suli ¢ di amuri
Terra di genti bona

Terra di suli ¢ dannari

Nik terra niia

Terra sul di ventt e di mari
Terradi genti stanca

Terva di passuli ¢ passiuna
Terra terra amare

Terva amata di lacrime e spiranza
Terra di genti stanca

Terra di veniu e d'amuri
Nikeé niké mia

Surgenti di vitewe d’armiri

Surgenti di vita e d amuri

ARG RGN

Land, lavie land

Black land of sun and love
Land of good people

Land of sun and love. ...

Niké, my land

Land of wind and sea
Land of tired people
Land of raisins and pass

Land, bitter land

beloved land of tears and hope.
Land of tired people

Land of wind and love.
Niké, my niki

Source of life and love

Source of life and love.
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La chiczza di hu rabatu & I mar,

Tit vacei a passiari e tarricrii;

Lu pizzn di San Marcu va a lu suli,

E Santa Cruei versu a lu Naduri!

Lu Rabatieddu é a timpa nun ¢ chianu,
Si piglia p'acehianari a San Polinu;

E a San Giuvanni ¢'éra ‘na bella chiesa
L'ammodernaru e ora pari ‘na casa.

L Jiardiniedd é ln quartieri nuovu,
Cchit di mill'anni ca 'accuminciaru!
St senti di luntanu quanny sona,

Di la muntagna ‘sta bella campana.

E quannu si fa sira e memtri scura,
Addumnanu {"antaru di Sutera!

‘mmezzi a lim stiddi e cw la hina chiara
e dipingeru duwmila pittura.

Pippina pippinedda aggive tinni,
Nun ti mariti no a San Givanni!

E quannu si fa sira e mentri scura,
Addumanu 'antaru di Sutera!
‘Mmezzu a li stiddi e cu la luna chiara,
lu dipingeru dumila pittura.

Na Ra na na na na na na na na na
Na na na na na na na ne wa e na
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Rabato’s square is the sca,
If you go there for a walk you'll be delighted

The top of Saint Marco is raised the sun
‘While Santa Croce (the holy cross church)
leans towards Nadore!

The Rabatello is in a rock

and if you would like to go there

You have to go towards San Paolino.

Al Saint Johns there was a nice church
That has been modernized

And now it looks like a house.
Giardinello is the new quartet

Even if it was began more

than one thousand years ago.

From the mountains, you listen

to this beatiful bell

‘When it rings.

And when it is night, and when it gets dark,
In the middle of the stars

and with a light moon,

They light the altar of Sutera

" painted by two thousands painters!

(peppina oh peppinella comes back!
You won't marry at Saint Johns!



St jorm 1 cininu fa vita
Duluri e Gioia Infinita
L'hi‘.'(”l”" i sensit

du sentimentu

parti du Mennit
Sirvtannuee! "ntiiie,
Mumntagna nno cely scolpita
Disertu che é comn la sita
OCEa R

efti sticldi nno finn

liggera ¢ "aria chi pari na festa
Sugnitt pueta

Today I'm telling you alJm!l life
1t’s pain and never ending joy
Looking for the meaning

of feeling

I' m talking about the world
Going around iL.

The mountain has been

carved into the sky

The desert is like silk

The ocean is all around

And the stars are at the bottom
The air is so light that

Tt looks like a day to feast.

I'm a poet

And Il let you dream

et fazzu sugiar

sughi pueta

e ti fazzu vadari

SHgni preta

e i chiamanu fingituri.
Llamieri & v pani da vitee
duluri cn gioia nuniscata
orba sipiranzea

cet i senti ragind
perpetua fianma

< adduma li vini

Stgiitt prctea

["m a poet

And I'lL let you fly
....and they eall me
the pretending man...

Love is the bread of life
Pain and joy mixed together.
It is the blind hope

That doesn’t listen to reason.

It is endless flame
‘That burns our veins
I'ma poet

And I'll let you dream
I'ma poet

And Il let you fy

SugHie pitetel
e il chicmain fingituri

Canit seinniri o fiun e inart
i “na vitta tu celu affirrart

ciuri { hing a me stirpe cianania
Sfantasia e poesia chi cunta
Sugau pueta, ..

....and they call me

the pretending man...

Ttis as you go down

ta the bottom of the sed
And you catch the sky
from a peak.

My race has been ingpired
by the flower of the moon.
Fantasy and poetry

are telling us........
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‘U Piscaturi ‘a sira si imi'va a piseart
Tultiinu sguardie & *n’clelt conm pi pregari
‘U piscaturi pensa jorno dopu ‘jorno
a chiddru c'havi a fari si voli imangiari

E 'wmari d'una vota nun é chiddru d'ora
Si ‘wn sai dunni piscari nenti puoi truvari
‘U piscaturi 't mari Uhavi dintra ‘u cori

‘wsapi ‘unn'havi a ‘ggh'ivi e spera chi nun chiovi. ..

Cantan ...

‘sti ondi cantanu. ..

stovie di giofe e duduri. ..

Aequa...

salata e lacrime. ..

Chi sunnu 'i chianti di ' Uinanita. .,

‘U piscaturi chianet sulu ogni cent’anni
si ¢’ havi sicchi 'occhi e stanchi sunnu i cianehi
‘U piscaturi é un ‘omo e sent futti niatri
chi gh'jornu dopo jorno semu sempre a mari, ..

| ‘A viter & wn nari scarn, friddu, ed @ salata

e la felicita nun & stata piscata. ..

Si nuddry seinni a moddru a veniri a salvari
Araciu araciu é megghin mettinl a natari. ..

Cantanu. ..
Sti ondi cantanie. ..

!

The fisherman goes fishing when the night is falling
He has a last look at the sky like a prayer

Day after day, the fisherman thinks about

‘What he should do if he wants to eat.

Nowacdays, the sea isn’t what it once used to be
And if you don't know where you can fish you
You won'’t find anything,

The fisherman has got the sea inside his heart
He knows where he has to go
And he hopes it isn't raining

Sing,

These waves are singing
About joy and pain stories
Water,

Salt water and tears

Are the tears of mankind.

The fisherman cries every one hundred years
And his eyes are dry and his sides are tired.
The fisherman is only a man

As we all are, day after day ,are always at sea.

Lite is a dark, cold sea and it is salted,
Happiness isn't fished

If no one jumps into the water

To come and save us.. ..

it is better then, very slowly,

that we start swimming

Sing , These waves are singing
About joy and pain stories
Water ,

Salt water and tears

Are the tears of mankind.




Anueri ¢'ogni notti vad firriann

picehi 1 fermi sutta ‘w me baleuni,
picehi mi voi tintart mentre dornm,
wit sugrn chit fa fimnina di taimin.

Auuri troppe teordi stai ternansie,
{i 1o suspiri mi svampara i vini,
senta fn to disiere e to affinn:
lasseani stari ehi malata sugre.

Mualara sugme

di malincunia

e ciancin na stu letti
a sorti inia,

Love, you go wandering

around every night

Why do you stop under my balcony?
Why do you want to lempt me

while | am sleeping?

| am not that woman you knew any longer

Love, you have come back lng late
Your sighs are burning my veins

[ feel your wish and your breath
Leave me alone because 1 am sick.
1 am sick of melancholy

And 1 am bewailing my lot in this bed
| am looking for peace and rest
Love, go away and let me sleep.

cerct risett e vogghin
arripysari,

vaftinni amnri
lassami diriniri.
Medata sugnu

i malinennia,

i wn'e chitt tempu
i fari Ui,
pensit el figehi e,
lassami stari:
vattinni amuri
lasseod durmiri.

1 am sick of melancholy

But it is no longer time

To make love

I am thinking of my children
Leave me alone

Love, go away and let nie sleep.

1 was engaged and married
without love

And [ carried you

in my heart for so long

Fui zita ¢ maritata senza amin’i

e pi tant et t patrtai ‘'nne cord,

ST e sapissi guant aiu pinsatu
wentrd chi miend vasave me mariti,

Amuri senza pact e senga Sonnit,
senza cuenit, ma chi vai cireani?
Voot fe cowi midn, ma i fu
clmsign:

lassami stari chi malata sugnu.

Malata sugniu

If you knew how long
1 have thought aboul you
While my husband was kissing me

Love without peace and sleep,
Without stillness
What are you looking for?

You would like my heart,
But it is no longer for you

...leave me alone
because 1 am sick...
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