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2 Dumbala dumba - voice: Viorica Ruddreasa - small |
: dum: Marin a lu Mincol - accordion: Marin a lu |
a-double bass: Falcaru ]

3 Sdbdrelu (cit e Arge§ul de mare) - voice: Miticd
Dumbala Dumba

unuma e lorg in - voice, violin: lon Manole -
violin: Caliu - accordion: Marin a lu Petre, Ionita - flute:
Falcaru - double bass: Viorel a lu Muigoi

4 Rustem - viokin: Caliu, Costicd@ - accordion: Marius.
lonita - small cymbalum: lonica - lwge cymbalum: Marinel
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5 Foii de prun si foii de praz - voice: Hogea - accordion:
loniga

6 Cuculegu -1 Pasalan, llie lorga, Gogu - voice,
Costicd - voice, accordion: Tica - vielin: Mielu -
cymbalum: Vasile Dinu - double bass: Marian Viad

7 Terno chelipé - violin: Caliu, Costicd - ac
Marius, lonita - small cymbalumn: lonicd-large
cristinel - fluce: Falcart - double bass: I'hrela?zl

8 Catar o birto mai opre - voice, barrel:
9 Pe deasupra casei mele-sameas s
10 Mesteru Manole - same as2

11 Cintece de jale - vio/s
Marius, lonid - small ymbalum:
double bass: Vierel alu Murgot
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12 Pe drumul minastiresc - yoice:
loniga - guitar: Bobi - 3

13 Padure verde, padure - veice: Miticd Cac
Caliu - accordion: Marin a lu Petried -
Jenicd -double bass: Viorelalu ngai

14 Tambal solo -
accordion: Marinalu fctr

-

15 Tot taraful - ualm‘
Caliu. ¢ z
a lu Petricd - small oy 'l’a ums: lomui it
large cymbalum: Cristinel - uitar
Falearu - double bass: Viorela /zullu/a

16 Hora ca la ursari - voice, percussion: 2
dancers: Nadia. Micara. Dauta, Fratuian
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For this third album, the Targf de Haidouks have invited
other musicians to join the band: Lautari from surrounding
villages and some occasional musicians. Their contributions
help complete the musical picture of Clejani and its region.

A female vocalist has joined the band for the first time. With
her sensual voice and her diverse repertoire which draws
Jrom the music of the suburbs as well as_from village
tradition, Viorica perfectly expresses the Gypsy spirit.

The lautari from the village of Mirsa have their own specific
song style. They improvise in call-and-response mode around
a pre-existing framework, and trade humorous and witty
lines which evoke serious subjects: everyday tragedies and
lovedramas.

The third group of guests are Napoleon and his friends. They
are part of the poorest and most despised group of Gypsies:
the ursari, who descend from the ancient brotherhood of the
bear-tamers. Their old trade has now disappeared and, as
they are too poor to hire musicians in order to celebrate life's
great events, they sing their own songs and accompany
themselves on makeshift percussion instruments (barrels,
chairs, spoons) or by producing rhythms with various parts
of their bodies (hands, feet,mouth).
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(Manole, master mason)

[t is rare to hear a woman singing a ballad. These epic tales are usually sung by the old lautari. It
is surprising to_find one in the repertoire of Viorica, a young singer of Gypsy music. She retains
the narrative spirit of the ballad but introduces a more rhythmic dimension. She keeps the text
short, favoring the music over the story itself.

The legend of Mason Manole is very widespread in the Balkans. It occurs in different forms with
slight variations, but with the same central theme: the sacrifice of @ woman in order to construct
a building (church, bridge or tower) which had been threatening to collapse. Manole suggests
that when the first of the masons' wives arrives with their lunch picnic, they should hole her up
alive in the wall. It is gof course his own wife, the most courageous, who is sacrificed.

Manole, husband dear

Let us stop right here

This wall is crushing me

Milk is pouring from my breast

1 can hear my babe is not at rest ...

" Mason Manole,

Hunger gnawed your belly
But what do I see ?

Your little wife, far away ...

My God ! Make the rain pour down

Make the snow fall Renowned masons,
Make the wind blow With Manole, ten,
Shake the earth and the sea Built then

To chase my wife away from here A sacred edifice
Far from this cursed place ! Of rare beauty.

Fate has chosen her life,
Wall her in tight.

My sweet, adored wife,
Bricked out of sight,

An offering, a sacrifice

In this lost corner of the great Romanian plain,
traditional music and dances have always
accompanied life's most precious moments : births,
baptisms, weddings, burials, harvests ... A specific
repeitoire highlights each stage of a ceremony,
according to precise rituals. Amidst the clamour of
the modern world, these traditions obstinately
survive thanks to the presence of the lautari, a
lineage of Gypsy musicians who pass them down
from generation to generation.

A lautar cannot escape his roots. Despite changing
tastes, he still sends his children to Neacsu Nicolae,
who canes their fingers as he teaches them to play
the violin, or to Hogea the accordionist, who thinks
nothing of leaving them standing in his yard until he
gets back from the café. This is how the horas, sirbas
and jamparale survive, these tunes to which country
people like to dance, not only at traditional events
but also in the discotheques, as the same basic
musical patterns are now played on electronic
organs and drumkits.

Thanks to the diversity and originality of its
members -who are all lautari-, the Taraf de Haidouks
has a fabulous, fluid repertoire which escapes the
rigidity of folklore. The old ones, masters of rhyme
and guardians of the storytelling tradition,

improvise constantly. They do not hesitate to
modernize the stories of the ballads. As for the young
lautari, turning their backs on the traditional
haidouks, princesses and village dances, they prefer
Turkish, Serbian and Bulgarian rhythms. Their
desire to innovate urges them to create new
arrangements with more of a Gypsy feel. Tunes they
have heard on the radio, on video tapes or during
weddings, find their way into the Clejani repertoire,
and the classic Romanian dances take on an eastern
flavour.

Beyond the traditional repertoire which is mainly
Romanian, there also exists a typically Gypsy type of
song - sung in a “crooning” style with a flowery,
tragic instrumental backing. Mixed with popular
music from neighbouring countries, Gypsy music is
booming. With lyrics evoking the harshness of life,
these new hits set Romanians and Gypsies alike
dancingand crying.

How will traditional Gypsy music develop after the
death of the old lautari? We are the privileged
spectators of a magic moment in time, when
competition between styles provides the stimulus,
when both young and old vie with each other to
show off their art and virtuosity.
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A typically Gypsy song, sung by Viorica. This music comes from the suburbs, the seediest parts of
town. It tells of the Gypsies' resourcefulness: girls selling flowers and chewing gum, small-time
gangsters... These rhythmic melodies, mischievous or sad, are very popular at parties and in the
discos.

Margareta, do not flee

Come press yourself against me
So we can have some_fun

Dum de dum de dum

My love is a Big Boss

He sells meat and takes no loss
He sells it to pretty ones

In exchange _for chewing gum

I mqy be small, but I am sweet

I wear shoes with high heels

My skin is too brown

But I've got talent, I've been around.

Green forest, forest green... My youth is gone.

Nicolae Neacsu has not slept for eons. Only the moon
and the glowing embers of his cigarette pierce the
darkness. The most hardened drunks in Gypsyland
are already snoring, even those who lie where they
fell, in a rut in the road. Tarmac will never be laid on
this dusty road. But who cares ?

Standing on his doorstep, Nicolae quietly smokes his
bad tobacco. Who knows what he's thinking, which
ancient quarrel he has dug from the depths of his
memory to start his day ? Gossip-mongers maintain
that spitefulness has turned his blood to gall. They
also say that his mattress is stuffed full of dollars.
Nicolae fulminates, brandishing his bow at the
skies: "Is it my fault that these stupid Gypsies waste
their money on drink, or playing dice, instead of
buying bread ? 1 pity them, especially the children,
poor and black, like dung burnt by the sun. But me,
an old invalid who travels the world with his violin
o feed ali these mouths, that's pitiful, now isn't it ?".
The truth is that neither the beggars, nor even the
autari musicians are interested in his ballads from
bygone times.

Except for one, who lives just across the way... Mitica
Cacurica, Neacsu's fiercest enemy, scoffs at him from
hisyard.

Last night, an excess of plum brandy turned into a
torrent of sadness, and Mitica sang tunes from his
lost youth. At first he sang quietly, heartbreakingly,
hen at the top of his lungs, caring little if he woke
he whole damned village. He bellowed his despair at
he ink-black sky. He bellowed at the plains and the

oil wells where he lost his health. He bellowed at the
sodden earth wherein rots his daughter, the most
beautiful girl in the world. He would have cried if he
could, but his tears were all dried up. Gypsy destiny,
devil take you!

Mitica sat with his small cymbalum on his knees, his
bottle by his side. Only stray dogs and the
monotonous creaking of the oil drilis echoed his
singing...

Dawn finds Nicolae dozing on the bench by the
village path. The cane he uses to beat the children
eans against his bad leg. It is no ordinary cane,
rather it is a cold, metallic tube taken from a wrecked
car, most likely the gear stick... The old man's head
hangs to one side. Rattling sounds emerge from his
toothless mouth. Suddenly an oily globule of spittle
ands in the middle of the path, leaving a dark stain.
The old man sits up and straightens his hat,
crumpled like the comb of an old rooster.

ntheyard opposite, Mitica, basin in hand. is already
feeding his hens and pigs. "Over here, my little ones,
my sweet ones ..." His wide, coppery face softens. He
eans over to caress a snout, smooth a feather. Then,
rousers hanging under his belly, he splashes his
sturdy chest with icy water. Piously, he concludes his
morning ritual with a big stug of brandy, invoking as
e does so the Creator, who sees and tolerates all our
depravities. At this hour, when the young calves
begin to suckle, Mitica greets Nicolae. Then, head
hanging and feet dragging, he leaves for work,
convinced he is the most honest man in the world.
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(Forest green, green forest...)

Old-fashioned love song sung by Cacurica. The lyrics are in Romanian, but he Sings the song with
Gypsy rhythm and_feeling. Cacurica is more concerned with creating pretty rhymes, including
anecdotes and evoking certain images, than he is with the coherence of the text. It is more a state

of mind than a story.

Green hazelnut leqf

Green_forest, forest green,

Under your boughs, I lost my way
With my true love one summer day
And our love slipped away
Green_forest, deep one,

Where has my wild youth gone?

Forest green, green _forest

Under your boughs I wish to stay

In your shade, I'll play

With my beautiful fiancée

I'll build her a nest

I'll feed her the best

In the sweet shade of the blackberries
1 will love her madly

Between the branches, I will be
Thumbing my nose at my enemies ...
The trees were in flower

1 was young and dapper

My fiancée was a beauty to see

From the path we wandered,

My knees were quaking

My heart was breaking

The emotion was too much_for me

Green forest, forest green
Keep your secret please

Only the damp earth can say
That here we lay

That here we loved that day
Only the leaves could ear

The love words she whispered in my ear
Come my sweetheart, let the forest

Take you unto her breast

1 will take off your apron

1 will raise up your dress

Your body will be purified

Your sins will be_forgotten.

On his bench, Nicolae waits and observes the slow
parade of souls coming and going on the path. Today
he plays his violin at the weddings of the same
youngsters he used to chase away with his cane.
And, who knows, tomorrow he may bury them to the
sound of his bow. After all, that is how he makes his
living. He also trades contraband cigarettes. He
carries them in a plastic bag tied, like a limp purse, to
the string he uses as a belt. He makes himself out to
be a poor beggar so that his enemies, and even the
Grim Reaper, will take pity on him. But the whole
village knows how miserly he is, and some say that
even Death will have nothing to do with him...

The fall of the Romanian dictatorship coincided,
quite by chance, with the end of Neacsu's reign over
the little village of Clejani... That winter, while riding
his bike through swirling snow, Nicolae fell and
broke his leg. Huddling under his blankets, he spent
all winter nagging at Aurica, his daughter-in-law,
who hates his guts: "Bring me my violin ! Plump up
my pillows " As for food, a sparrow eats more than
he does. Aurica still curses the day she married his
son, Fane, that fat, good-for-nothing Gypsy who
beats her. Clean the kids, pluck the chicken, make the
soup! Heaven help her! Aurica sighs : she, who had
so many suitors, to end up slaving for the old man.
There he is, calling for her again. May his toothless
mouth rotin hell !

Why is he calling her ? Out of the window he has
seen a very tall man walking along the tracks of
Gypsyland, gesticulating to the few old women out

and about in this cold weather. One indicates one
direction, another the opposite. The man puts his
briefcase down in the snow and, with his long arms,
traces the outline of a musical instrument in the
freezing air. Then he pretends to play it. His gestures
are so precise you can almost hear the music. It
makes the old women laugh and, embarrassed, they
slap their faces. Meanwhile, the path has become a
sort of huge chicken run, astir with activity. Lautari
running double quick from their houses are tuning
their instruments. But the foreigner insists. It seems
to Nicolae he heard the man pronounce his name :
"Neacsu Nicolae". Is it possible? A foreigner, come to
this god-forsaken hole to bring him, Nicolae, back
from the dead?

The foreigner stands there, in the yard, surrounded
by a horde of children who stare at him with their
soulful coal-black eyes. The youngest among them
cling to his coat tails. The whole village is leaning
over the fence, a dark human barrier against the
snowy backdrop. Aurica screeches at the sight-seers
with her hoarse voice, flapping her arms as if to shoo
away hens. "What are you all looking at? Shame on
you all! Go on, go away!" The foreigner belongs to
the Neacsus since he is standing in their yard. Aurica
pushes him inside the house.

The foreigner is from "the land of Belgium". His
arrival marks the beginning of the incredible saga of
the "Taraf de Haidouks " and their travels throughout
Europe. But thatis another story ...

R
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[image: image11.png]hold him in her arms, but the image of the young
man fades away. Tantza cries out. She sits up, heart
beating fit to burst. A shadow in the shape of a goat's
head looms behind the glass door. She hears a quiet
“tap. tap, tap".

Determined to die anyway, Tantza goes to open the
door. 1t is not Death who stands there, but Lae. "You
scared me !" she tells him. "I'm terribly sorry" he
replies. His face is tense and mask-like. His black
eyes dart back and forth. Tantza bursts out laughing:
"So, neighbor, did you cross the Devil on your way
here ? Is that why you're standing there, looking
gormless ? Go heat up the tchorba. Crying always
makes me hungry”.

Soon, a reassuring smelt of cabbage and grease fills
the room. Sitting on wooden stools, Tantza and Lae
eat their soup. Only the tapping of their spoons
breaks the silence. Lae would like to tell her about
the moon, but each time he tries, he only manages to
make a small groaning noise. Then he laughs, as if
mocking himself. When she asks him what's wrong,
he shakes his head as if to say "you know I'm not
quite ... right in the head".

In all of Gypsyland, this is the only house where he is
welcome. Of course, Tantza pokes fun at him, that's
inevitable. But Lae is devoted to her. He would give
his life for her. She exploits him a little, but in return
she gives him a bowl of food. As she chews on a
chicken bone, it occurs to Tantza that her husband
will never come back. The jinx that was put on her
long ago has finally separated them. Every time her
accordionist takes a new mistress, Tantza believes
he is possessed bv spells which take away his
reason. Magic potions, witches who trade with the
Devil to destroy families - that is how she sees love.

Suddenly, the cock's crowing shatters the stitlness of
the yard. The white light of dawn reaches through
the shutters in powdery rays, chasing away the
night-timé ghosts. Lae leaves, thanking Tantza
profusely. She says: "Come by later, there are some
tobacco leaves 1o be sorted”. Setting out, Lae decides
to take advantage of this early start to the day. Full of
hope. he takes it into his head to search for the moon.

The tale of the accordionist's wife.

Tantza comes home from the wedding party in the
dead of night. Since her husband, an accordionist,
left her - this time with a Frenchwoman - she has
resumed her singing career after many years of
absence. Exhausted, Tantza kicks off her party shoes
to soothe her swollen feet. She sits on the edge of the
empty bed. In the chilly light of the single bare bulb.
she examines herself in the mirror opposite : poor
painted peasant's face, sturdy body, squeezed into a
dress that's been hanging in her wardrobe for the last
fifteen years.

1f he came back now, she would forgive him all - his
infidelity, his beatings, his ranting - as she has done
so many times in the past. Like the wife in the song
he used to sing when he came home drunk at night,
she would slip off his jacket, she would cajole him
and not pester him with questions. "My whores are
good for one night, my little wife is for life"... Tantza
sobs, head buried in a pillow. He is probably eating
just anything over there. Will any of those foreigners
care about his ulcer? Idiot, crying for the stomach of
that good-for-nothing who left you without wood for
the winter. She is reduced to selling parsley on her
doorstep and singing on the cheap at wedding
parties, while the other lautari wives are home
watching Dallas on TV, Tantza laments her fate and
curses life...

... Lae, the man with the Indian face, staggers along
the path of the sleeping village. Fallen Clejani
musician, grave digger and odd-job man, he hires
himself out by the day to anyone who can use his
services. Today he had the good fortune to dig a few

graves. Treacherous café, with your beguiling
brandy, why do you stand on the poor beggar's path?

Lae shivers. Is it the coolness of the night, or the fear
of going home to his pigsty, as he calls it, without a
penny in his pocket, to sense in the darkness the
starving bodies of his children, sleeping higgledy-
piggledy on the straw mattress ? He wishes he were
less of a coward, that he dared sleep out under the
stars. Lae raises his eyes to the sky. Suddenly fear
grips him. He squeezes shut his eyes, as if to shake
off a nightmare, opens them again, but to no avail :
the moon has disappeared ! Lae wants to shout out
"Someone has stolen the moon !", but who would
believe him ? If he woke the villagers, they would
simply beat him or set their dogs on him. Convinced
he saw the Devil take the pale disc and slip it under
his arm, Lae staggers on into the night. In the
distance, a lighted window cuts a hole in the
darkness.

Tantza does not bother to undress. She simply pulls
he eiderdown up over her legs. Her blue eye shadow,
washed away by her tears, has left little puddles on
he pillow. When she met her handsome accordionist
, she was pregnant by her first husband. She got rid
of the child which burdened her swollen belly in
order to follow him. For love. Tantza the Romanian
eft her village to mix with Gypsies. The child she got
rid of now haunts her dreams. She sees herself
walking down a sunny track. A young blond man is
sitting there, in the meadow, with his back towards
her. He turns around, looks at her and calls her
"Mother" in a reproachful tone. She would like to
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30 am.

Clejani, 8
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[image: image14.jpg]With their first two albums, the Taraf de Haidouks introduced us to the musical world of the Romanian Gypsies,
which includes medieval ballads, Turkish-flavoured dance tunes and poignant love songs. On this new album the
Taraf have invited a series of guests who live in and around their village of Clejani: the musicians from Mirsa and
their characteristic call-and-response vocal style, the ursari (who descend from the brotherhood of the bear-
tamers), Rosioru, the master of Valachian Gypsy crooners, as well as Viorica, a remarkable female vocalist. Great
performances by these Musafirii (guests) and by the entire, regular line-up of the Taraf all contribute to make
Dumbala Dumba a fresh, warm, intimate and poetic album...
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