


frestet (flite de Pan), de André Sakellaridés pour la
jinjarra (sorte de mandole) et la quitara bassa (élec-
tro-acoustique) et de Renaud Perpére pour les re-
becs (violons a 3 cordes).

A BOTTLE ADRIFT AT SEA

The crew that welcomes you aboard is made
up of those who do not think there is any need to go
exotic in order to find a good sound. They poke fun
at passports in the places they are taking you to.
When one asks them about their identity, they bring
out their manuscript paper, the only kind they carry
with them.

Of course this music is Provencal. But you will
all have noticed that it is only ordinary wines that are
of no fixed abode. Great wines always have an add-
ress. BACHAS MONT-JOIA are like the vines of Pro-
vence, deep-rooted but multi-various. And like the
wine of our vines, their music travels well.

CALANT DE VILAFRANCA

The scene is set in a garden overlooking the
Mediterranean. The story which unfolds is a «stand-
ard» on of Nice's burlesque song.

MAUDIT SIA TANT DE RATUM

A song sung the «carraleyron», carter of a car-
nivalesque carriole in the thirties of the sixteenth
century. «Those who gnaw at our things, they are all
rats!...»

ERS DE LA FESTA DE DIEU

Two pieces of music from the «Fete Dieu» fes-
tival of Aix-en-Provence: the Prince d'Amour (Prince
of Love) march and the famous «chivaux-frus» (fiery
horses) air, a rodeo of centaurs in procession.

JAN DE GORGONIER

The most beautiful of stories, which leads from
the vine to wine. The model is Valencian but all
countries that know a thing or two about wine could
adopt it as their national anthem.

ARIA DAU SERA
One must know how to bring a festival to an
end. The best way is to conclude with an appropri-

ate air whose sadness expresses the regret one
feels on parting, and the beauty of the hope of see-
ing one another again.

RINQUINQUIN

The taste of wine and that of the peach were
made to go together. Like the sea and fishermen,
with mercy added.

LA POLALHIERA

A tribute to «vespas», those street orchestras
of Nice with their humming instruments made from
dried gourds, another «hit» of Nice’s burlesque
song. '

LO GACH

During the «Fete Dieu» festival of Aix-en-
Provence, divinities parade through the streets to
the sound of the «lookout» air. BACHAS MONT-
JOIA wink their eye at Bacchus and Pan, aided and
abetted by their flute of the same name.

NOVE DEI BEVEIRES )
Weary of wells and their bluey-green contents,

truth is to be found at the bottom of one's glass.

Praise be to Him who changes water into wine!

LA FANFARA — HUIT ET DEMI

Carnival has three nationalities, Old Provencal,
Brazilian and ltalian. Nice, Venice and Rio are the
capitals. Three sun-filled countries, full of flavour,
seasoned by their music. So, Chico Buarque, Nino
Rota, BACHAS MONT-JOIA, off with your masks,
we recognise you! You have the same phiz, and
wear the vineleaf in the same place...

L’AUBRE DE LA CAMBA TORTA
There is a twisted tree which points straight to
the sky. Let us take to the bottle for all eternity.

There you are. We have called at ports for all
ages and in various countries, all washed by the salt
sea and sweet wine. Sons of Father Bacchus and
the Good Sea, we pitch and toss singing on a wave
of music, a music of coastal colours offered to'us by
BACHAS MONT-JOIA.

JEAN-YVES ROYER
translated by Josephine de LINDE

INSTRUMENTS

Most of BACHAS MONT-JOIA’s instruments
are made from cane (provencal reed) for the flutes
and reeds and from «cougourdes» (dried gourds) for
the percussion instruments and the chordophone
soundchests. Inspired by, among others, the «Ves-
pa» (an ancient carnival-like festival of Nice), BAC-
HAS MONT-JOIA conceived his instrumentarium
with the collaboration of Yves Rousguisto who made
galoubets (flute with 3 holes), fifre (fife), colamia
(shepherd's pipe), clarin, sabiren (a pair of shep-
herd's pipes, continuous air), of Serge Pan for the
frestets (Pan flute); of André Sakellaridés for the jin-
jarra (a kind of mandoline) and the quitara basa
(electro acoustic), and of Renaud Perpére for the re-
becs (3 stringed violin).

CALANT DE VILAFRANCA

Calant de Vilafranca
Sota d'un carobier
Faion la contradancga
Emb'un Sergent-forier.

Refrain

Tralala, tralala, li gandaulas si maridon
Tralala, tralala, |i gandaulas son marida’
Vai que I'amor ti passera fai la vireta,
Vai que ... fai la vira.

S'es maridat un rango
M'una gu'es sensa dents
Sa maire n'es contenta
Son paire n'en saup ren.

Ti creses d'estre bela
Mas béla lo siés pas
Ti cau anar dau pintre
Per ti far repintar.

La filha n’es promessa
Li van donar 'aneu

N'a plus de contentessa
Que fin a Sant-Miquéu.

MAUDIT SIA TANT DE RATUM

En Provenga ia una vila
Qu’es pléna de tant de bens
Tot lo monde i abita

Bonas e malvaisas gents
Tots los jorns i ven qualcun.

Refrain

Maudit sia tant de ratum

Que tant roigon roigon roigon
Que tant roigon lo comun.

Los capelans fan la dansa

E roigon tots los premiers

An las dents que semblon langas
Roigon plus fort que mouniers

E de luénh senton lo fum.

Totas gents de totas sortas
Capelans e avocats

Totas gents de raubas cortas
Totas gents das tres estats
Tots roigon ben lo comun.

S'anatz a la bocharia

Per aver un pauc de carn
Lo sera I'avé Maria

Davant qu'aiatz vostra part
Dau det donen a cascun.

S’anatz a la pescaria

Per aver de peisson frésc
Aureétz péis de puderia

E ben sovent vos batrétz
Non n'en aura pas cascun.

Quand lo govern laissa faire
Degun non n’en ditz pas mot



Va per compaire e comaire
E per aco va mal tot
Mal en prendra a calcun.

JAN DE GORGONIER

Lo vin si poda
Jan de Gorgonier lo poda
Podin, Podant lo vin

Refrain
Jan de Gorgonier tasta lo vin

Lo vin s’ensofra, si talha, piéi si vendlimia
Piéi lo carréjon, I'embéton, si tasta
Jan de Gorgonier si béu son vin,

RINQUINQUIN

Un jorn d’auton a Forcauquier, quand Marta
fielava

taula éra messa en un vergier, mai lo vent
bofava;

alor tombet d'un perseguier una béla fuélha,
s'anet negar dins un pichier plen de vin de
trelha.

Marta, quand puéi beguet lo vin, masteguet la
fuélha,

e trobet aquo a la fin digne de |a vielha.

Béu beure requinquilhaire, réi des rims,
reviscolaire,
Rinquinquin, Rinquinquin, viva lo vin!

Marta rempliguet un bachas de vin de costiéras,

lo sucret, li metet un platas dei fuélhas leugiéras.

Un cop lest, Marta sens tardar (coma éra pas
goia)
a son ome lo fet tastar: ne’'n cridet montjoia!

Eu que quilhava plus trop bén, son quiqui
sautava .

e a cha véire, I'ér de rén, se requinquilhava.
Vin requist requinquilhaire, réi que quiqui fas
quilhaire, ;
Rinquinquin, Rinquinquin, viva lo vin!

En sovenir d'aqueu cop fin, lo vin de persegue,
li diguéron de Rinquinquin, agud ansin siague!
E despugi e I'aperitiu, en 'onor deis avis,
nautrei que siam sei pichots fius, cantem sei
mots savis:

Aqueu que béu vin beu bén viu e reviscoleja,
mai Rinquinquin, lo vin dei Dieus, nos
requinquilheja.

Ringuinguin requinquilhaire, qué quiqui que me
fas faire!

Rinquinquin, Rinquinquin, viva lo vin!

LA POLALHIERA

Polalhiéras son mandianas
Dion que i platz pas lo vin
N’ai vist una I'autra sera
Larga e longa en lo camin.

Refrain
Vai-t'en leu as pron d'a far
La polalhiéra laisse-la star!

Veguessiatz la polalhiéra
Quora s'aussa lo matin
Esta mai d'una ora e migja
Per si far lu «bigodins».

La polalhiera pastrolha
Laisse-la pi pastrolhar

Lo capéu gu'a sus la tésta
Es encara d'a pagar.

Veguessiatz li polalhiéras

Au baleti dau festin
Quora balatz la mazurka
Vos piston lu agacins.

NOVE DEI BEVEIRES

Siam de beveires

Que dins lo veire

Mai d’una fes trobam la veritat

E vuei, ma fista!

Se I'avem vista

Volem ben luenh la dire e la cantar.

LA FANFARA

Refrain |

En baronant per carriéra
M'ai jijolas de flors

Una fanfara nen fa

La siéu chamada d’amor
Lo monde léu si raduna
Oblida lo siéu dolor
Audent la fanfara far

LLa siéu chamada d’amor.

Pepin lo viélh, rangueant fin au barcon li vengueét
En ment lu Mais dau temps qu’éra en gamba,
balét

Una vielha masca si méte au fenestron

Si pilha per éla tot aquéu remon

La Marcha alegra esparpalhada da pertot,
bambolé!

Una foga lua que vivia esconduda arribet

E la miéu Nissa repilhét de colors

Audent la fanfara far

LLa siéu chamada d'amor.

La guinha-faussa que contava de sous, s'arrestet
Un nissardas, m'en tésta lu siéu profits, si fermeét

Tamben la mita brandant li siéu estélas
Per veire e audir tot aquéu bosin

La filha trista que vivia en silénci, cantét
La rosa trista que vivia fermada naissét
Una pichona s’acende dau calor

Quora la fanfara fa

La siéu chamada d'amor.

Refrain Il

Ailas I'encant nen laissa
Rifonfons, falbala

A forga, torna passar

La chorma choca s’enva
Mas despi cadun si canta
Aquéla cangon dau jorn
Que la fanfara n'a fach
La chamada d'amor.

L'AUBRE DE LA CAMBA TORTA

Diéu garde aquéu que I'a plantat
L'aubre de la camba torta

Que sensa aquéu sariéu ja mort
L'aiga m’auria poirit lo cor.
Amariéu mai a mon costat

Una botilha qu'una filha

Una botilha la buriéu

La filha mi rendria catiéu.

Ma maire quora sarai mort
Auviretz plorar li ostessas
Que cridaran li bra¢ duberts
Ai! que brave ome que si perd.

Marcia di Carnevale: document inédit, extrait d'un dis-
que unique grave par la famille Piombin, a Nice chez
Pathé (Avenue de la Victoire), a la fin des années 40.
(Collection privée).



