NEW FOCUS

English Translation of the Sicilian and Italian Lyrics

Anonimo Siciliano (Mamma Lucia)

| took you with me into my dreams

into my thoughts

| have sung about you and | have cried for you
with no words nor moans

| threw poison (I felt a grudge)

on your creatures

that didn't want to listen

when you were spitting tears

You are the father that has lost

his voice to speak

little dove that cannot

fly as she could

The more | walk away slowly

towards a black sun,

the more | remember you and | love you
land made of thorns and flowers



Combimbi

Whispering your little name | find

little gentle stories deep inside

I've got a lot of tales, good news for you
you're my new point of view

(Italian Lyrics, English Translation)
Eyes on a circular train

new as yesterday, little

big eyes deep in a corner

today, many years ago

(Sicilian Lyrics, English Translation)

What you don't know

is that we have grown up by now

| left you there, on the summer's gravel,
What you don't know

is that we are always together

lying on that gravel, the eyes looking here
What you don't know

is that we have grown up by now

| left you there, playing on the gravel

Whispering your little name | find

little gentle stories deep inside

I've got a lot of tales, good news for you
you're my new point of view

(Italian Lyrics, English Translation)
Eyes on a circular train

new as yesterday, little

big eyes with no limits

Combimbi, Combimbi

(Sicilian Lyrics, English Translation)
What you don't know



is that we have grown up by now

| left you there, on the summer's gravel,
What you don't know

is that we are always together

with the whole the world in the hands
Combimbi, Combimbi...

Stiddaluci

Star, close in the black dark

of a hot summer night

You cry and your voice grows,
Squeezed between your sleepless legs
Star, sweet and distressed

beautiful and woven into your heart
tells tales of torment

and no longer sees anything of your light
Star, | would like to enter into the world
that always leaves you on foot

Star, | would like to take your dreams
and make them fly



Cuntala

(Speaking)

Once upon a time there was a child

with a little white porcelain face

and hair black as night.

She's talking to me silently, from an old picture,
her little eyes looking as if she was grown,
wearing clothes in a young lady style,
well-dressed and refined,

her purse under her arm,

and with the other hand she holds her little sister’s.
| know that one day

this beautiful child left home,

wanting to play with her friend,

and due to an accident

and to some adults' error,

her brief life bumped into hell's tub,

and in two days she fell asleep

in her mother’s the strong and desperate arms.
And between the voiceless stones

her mother kept on talking to her

and she told all the people...

(Singing)

Tell it woman, tell it again

Tell it woman, tell it again

Tell it woman, tell it again

Tell it woman, tell it

Between the stones with crosses

| spend my life

| seek comfort and a voice (to be heard)

| tell my story

Kneading the bread, | turn my heart again
| turn off the night, sewing my thoughts
into my kid's clothes

tomorrow has come and | change the sheets
Woman tell it, tell it again



Tell it woman, tell us about all your suffering
Woman tell it, tell it again

Woman tell it

Tell it woman, woman

A companion of death,

| live my life

In my strong arms

my daughter is sleeping

Breath of my breath

blow great, open the doors

and make the wind rise

take my cords

let your voice out and shout louder
than this torment

Woman tell it, tell it again

Tell it woman, tell us about all your suffering
Woman tell it, tell it again

Woman tell it

Tell it woman, woman, woman, woman
Between the stones with crosses

my life passes

| give comfort and voice

and the poetry sings

Children of the fire that dies

in the mouth of the soul

and fills the belly,

children of the tireless Love,

let me recount about this destiny
Woman tell it, tell it again

Tell it woman, tell us about all your suffering
Woman tell it, tell it again

Tell it woman! Woman, woman

Tell it woman, woman, woman, woman



Nicuzza Duci

Under your window

you planted flowers

and after five months
carnations have blossomed
They are all white and red

like your little face

beautiful, you are a baby

Like your flowers

Sweet baby, lovely baby

give me, give me a little kiss

my love, joy of my soul

calm the burning of my heart

| can suffer for you

if you don't love me | prefer to die
if you choose me as your man

| will marry you when you want



What | Feel

(English Translation of the Sicilian poem “L'amuri”’ by Nino Martoglio)
- Mom, what does it mean to be in love?

- It means... a man you make love with.

- And what does love mean?

- ...Itis a bigsin;itis a lie by a cheater!

- Mom... this teaching is not fair... because Turi has not cheated on me!
- Turiddu? ...So what did this villain tell you?

- He told me... that he was dying of love for me!

- Ow, what a rogue!... And what did you tell him?...

- Nothing!... | looked sideways at him...

- And then?

- | came back inside, completely ashamed!...

- My poor child! You did well! And... your heart?

- It is beating faster and faster!...

- That's love, wicked daughter!

Grace And Light

(English translation of the Sicilian Lyrics)

| g0 running running

and | don't even think about it

They go squeezing and squeezing

and | don't even feel myself

| g0 running running

and | don't even think about it

They go squeezing

and squeezing and | don't even feel myself
| don't even feel myself anymore



Chiddu Ca Nun Viri

(Speaking: quote by Massimo Gramellini book "Fai bei sogni")
“We prefer to ignore it, the truth.

So as not to suffer.

Not to heal.

Because otherwise we would become

what we are afraid of being:

completely alive. "

(Singing)

Ow, how bulky is the earth

ow, how deep is the space

ow, how empty is the breath

when the heart is frozen

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

(Music syllables)

o yerendereo yellerendeo

yerendereo yellerendeo

yerendereo yellerendeo

yerendereo yelleré

Ow, how the voices are calling

ow, how the baby is crying

ow, how they turn off the lights

when the evening is cold

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

| feel that | can't feel anything

| can't remember and | don't know anything

| feel that | can't feel anything

| can't remember and | don't know anything

| can't feel anything, | can't remember



and | don't know anything

Ow, How the eyes see

That are hidden in tears

ow, how the mouths speak

that are stopped by fear

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

(Music syllables)

o yerendereo yellerendeo

yerendereo yellerendeo

yerendereo yellerendeo

yerendereo yellere

Ow, how the rocks rise

over a windless sea

ow, how it gets on me

this ache that | can't feel

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

You see what you can't believe, the heart cries and
you believe what you don't see

| feel that | can't feel anything

| can't remember and | don't know anything

| feel that | can't feel anything

| can't remember and | don't know anything

| can't feel anything, | can't remember

and | don't know anything
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