Radio X 3

01 Ak Tamak

Sälemetsizder me, greetings, dear friends, qosh keldinder (welcome), with these sounds of mozartesque easiness! Sender “Globalwize”baghdarlamasyng tyndap otyrsyndar. Who ever tried to play this instrument, that is called so misleadingly “Jews harp“ (nor being a typical Jewish instrument, and no harp at all either), he will know how much concentration it needs to produce at least some harmonics with it, and to play such a melody so vividly to the dance, that is a great achievement indeed. To use the name of the classic composer in this context might seem to some people a nice provocation – and this is how I meant it: that was my contribution to the anniversary year. But behold: is it not true that also for him, the perceivable easiness of his themes is the result of a deliberate work on his inspirations? 

You might sense from my words, that this time I am more serious this time than in my previous broadcasts. I encountered a barrier, which is not that easy to get over. There is much material to be presented, enough for some more issues. An increasing number of sites come up which generously offer music files for download, consequently it becomes harder every time to keep track, to tell original from stereotype, just because the quantity is growing rapidly: Qazaqstan is also in the field of music deliberately on the march. To this comes, that the questions arising from the survey of the musical examples, lead me to growingly complex topics, that I could foresee, but those are not as “radiogen“ as the role of a pure DJ. This issue could become my last one about Qazaqstan, despite becoming melancholic because of the many exciting discoveries I would surely miss. But just to go on presenting seems to me problematic too, as I really fear routine being a creator of boredom. So what am I up to this time? 

In every program I had tried to cover the genres of folk, pop/rock and classical music. Now, the proportion of classical pieces will be somewhat greater, if not in time, but in number. There is a piece of the great akyn Abaj – who by the way had translated some of Goethe’s poetry to Qazaq – but I really do not know how much of this considerable volume. That song of Abaj’s I shall offer in two versions: a classical one and a cover version from the band Ürker. The composer Zhubanov had written an opera on Abaj’s life, and I can offer a hauntingly beautiful aria from that opera. Akhmet Zhubanov was the father of the composer Gaziza Akhmetova Zhubanova, whose string quartet we enjoyed in the course of the two previous issues. From her opera Enlik-Kebek I have a not less astonishing aria in an original recording from the fifties. The portion of folk music will as well be grater in this program. And just when I thought to have finished my concept for this program, I found myself overtaken by politics. Did I ever tell you how sympathetic I found the national anthem of Qazaqstan, being a slow waltz in opposite to the standard march rhythm? Here it is, just as a farewell: 

02 Tulebayev: National Anthem Qaz.

That has been, even at times of the “Kazakh Socialist Soviet Republic“, the official anthem.

Right: that had been. Since January 7th, 2006, Qazaqstan has a new national anthem, composed in 1956 by Shämshy Qaldayakov on verses of Zhumeken Nazhimedenow, and this is the original version of the tune in a recording of that time. 

03 Shämshy Qaldayakov: Mening Qazaqstanim (source: Asyl Mura).

Take notice, how that singer intonates the song: I perceive a note of strong self confidence, already at that time, as if she was saying, “Hear, people, the time of false humbleness is over, now you will see and hear us, the Qazaqs, and who would not listen to the song, he must listen to the storm!” Of course the song’s verses do not say this, but only the way in which she intonates the tune, real great. And did you get the irregular periods in the melody? Not the even groups of two, four, eight measures, but some with eight, some with nine, some with seven…

Anyway, I shall continue on this topic later, to avoid monothematic development. Let us take up the next thread: Abaj’s song Közimning kharasy.

The first two verses I got in a translation: 

You pupil of my eyes 

You pupil of my eyes, 
You mirror of my soul. 
Love’s sores are 
Endlessly deep in me. 
No Qazaq wise man, 
No old man 
Would pretend, 
There’d be another human being
Like you. 
Now I am crying, now I praise, 
Let my tears run.
When I find words, 
They are there for my love. 
I touch her heart 
And keep the good note. 
She really knows. 
Now I do not speak great words.
When you think more profound,
You will not be helpless.

Maybe it seems only to me, but it could be really true: Qazaq texts are written with much more delicacy, than we are accustomed to from the songs of the west. Let me recall the innocent text of Raqats reggae song, that one with the teardrop falling. Or Ürkers gorgeous Mahabbat äny, with those magnificent final verses, 

Childhood stayed with a winking hand.

Eternal love raised her flag.

They do not bluntly say what moves them, but they find images of rare delicacy. How crude are titles of the kind let’s talk about sex.
So let us enjoy two versions of that love song of Abaj, first a classical arrangement, which I know from Asyl Mura, and then a rock version of Ürker.

04 Abaj: Közimning kharasy (Asyl Mura)
05 Abaj: Közimning kharasy (Ürker)
“Qasqyr” is a highly interesting piece, that leads me straight to the issue of onomatopoeia, and to this fits a second tune, interestingly being played on the qobyz as well, “Aqquw”. 
Those who heard my first broadcast, they will remember an example I presented, with a passage resembling to the muezzin’s call: 

06 Excerpt Raushan Orazbaeva. 

Since the medieval age the builders of organs from entire Europe tried so hard to create a register that resembles the human voice, the famous “Vox humana", and absolutely unnoticed Qazaqstan had an instrument, much simpler constructed as an organ, but that allows so enormous changes in timbre, that the player can imitate animal’s and even human voices. And the qobyz-wolves are howling really intimidating.

07 Qasqyr 

08 Aqquw
By the way, “aqquw” means, “swan”.

Dear friends of the Globalwize community, I did warn you, this time I am more serious. For this reason let us relax now with Seifullin Jolbaris’  (“Jolbaris” is “tiger”) song 

09 Sendei Adam.

And so I hope to raise the tension again. There is a part of Qazaqstan, and to the same extent to Uzbekistan, the southern neighbour, which belongs to the tragical losers by the soviet colonisation. This region – the language there seems to be somewhere between Qazaq and Uzbek – is called Qaraqalpaqstan,

Qaraqalpaqstan, I repeat that slower for those who whish to write that down. I am talking about the country around Lake Aral, which daily horribly testifies by its unstoppable vanishing the stupidity of purely commercial thought (if you wish to call it so). On the opposite side of our blue marble there is quite a similar tragedy happening, even though the landscape looks quote different (I am referring to the outrage committed against the rain forest in the Amazonas basin). So what was the crime? 

Some leaders believed they could do a good business in the mainly hot climate of Uzbekistan and southern Qazaqstan, by growing cotton. They had the water taken away from the two largest rivers that emptied into Lake Aral, the Uzbek Amyrdaya, and the Qazaq Syrdaya, and used it to water the cotton fields. Now, the air in that place is rigorously dry, which caused the little plants to need very much water, which consequently did not reach the lake anymore. Even on the satellite pictures taken from that region, provided for example by the NASA, the results are well visible also for amateur geographers like me. Never before on earth a lake has retreated during a few decades from the dimension of 127 times larger than Lake Constance, to less than the half.

Contemporary surface of Lake Aral: 33.600 sqkm, in 1960: 68.000.
Lake Constance: 536 sqkm. The water became salty. The fishes died. Like absurd reminders, the fishermen’s vessels lie in the desert sand; you do not see any water around. The few people, who could not leave, have only one sorrow: water. The cattle are running, screaming with thirst, over the scorched pastries. The wind is full of salt and the fine dusts of the former see ground (that had become by the use of pesticides and artificial fertilizer in the plantations hazardous waste) crumbling in the glowing sun. Toxic waste on an area of more than 34.000 sqkm. 

And again, as if that was the last comfort, rises from here music of indescribable beauty and elegance. But please do not jump to the conclusion from this, that life in Qaraqalpaqstan was nothing but happy disco nights. Even though it sounds alike.

10) Muhabbatimsan (1)

11) Saz Otau, Sagym dala

12) Muhabbatimsan (2)

Back again in the mainland, I wish to continue the topic “National Anthem”. The tune had been published later on as a kind of entertainment song, later some musicians who dubbed their band “Valley of little Hooligans” had catapulted it to the age of rap (Dolina malenkih huliganov, short DMH). First the pop song, and then – “please bring your backrest in an upright position, stop smoking please and fasten your safety belts, we are taking off in a few minutes.” 

13) Text:  Zhumeken Nazhimedenow, Music: Shämshi Qaldajakow: Mening Qazaqstanym

14) DMH: Menim elim

I am not thoroughly sure whether the guys thought of musical satire when putting on a loan from the museum of prehistoric sound storage mediums, and at the end they turn off the power. The text claims to be quite patriotic, as you get from an excerpt:

Kazakhstan’s vast expanses are our wealth,

Look here, my Kazakh people, it is our land: 

Our nature, our oil, our vastness. 

Our land is abundant in everything. 

The word Kazakhstan is very valuable, 

Kazakhstan’s president is very influential. 

First he took the country by his hand, 

And has made it and its people independent. 

Forward, Kazakhs, it's our time,

Put Kazakhstan on its feet, get hardened.

West-Mangystau is our home.

Golden sun, golden grain – our Kazakhstan.

The region West-Mangystau lies on the shore of the Caspian Sea, with the capital Aqtau, which I mentioned in my last broadcast. – The official hymn will be heard later on. 

Of course the German audience will wonder about the big news I am making of this, as normally National anthems are not quite the stuff for those who are engages globalwize, but rather those who are interested in nationalistic thoughts. Okay, it’s not that I try to bow and scrape before those who otherwise might not put my issues on the web. No. Complete nonsense. Of course it is understandable when listeners from Germany raise their brows when witnessing enthusiasm for national topics. But we should not draw conclusions from our shaming history to other nations attitude towards their home country. Let me please remind you that Qazaqstan through fifteen decades had been dominated by the Russians, that under Stalin, in the name of a so called “internationalist” doctrine any practice of their culture and even their language was forbidden, and only in the time after Stalin the situation became gradually better. And just in this time of a timid renaissance the piece, which is now the national anthem, was composed. 

And I think, we might join the feast.

But before that I might serve another example from the series “listen, people, we are a Turk nation.“ 

15) Art Rap. Dotarym

And lets just have another one: 

16) Bayterek. Hanshaim

Completely different is Yedil Khussain in his piece Bul-Bul-Zaman, where he includes quite a row of traditional folk instruments. Starting with the Shan-Kobyz, he lets follow Sybyzghy, a flute, then the zhetigen and a dombra. Occasionally a neat lead guitar turns up, and when he sings, that sound to me a little like the old Mongolian tradition of throat singing. 

17) Yedil Khussain. Bul-Bul-Zaman

In this span between Turkfolk and Mongolia now fits, as I think, the national anthem as embracing the enormous country. 

My Qazaqstan  

In the sky the golden sun, 

In the fields the golden grains, 

An epos of bravery – 

So is my land!

For centuries 

We are heroic.

We are proud and strong,

My Qazaq people!

Chorus:

Oh you my country, oh you my country,

I am the flower that has been grown up by you,

I am the song that sounds from your lips, oh country!

My home is my Qazaqstan!

We have a vast land, 

And the way to future is free.

Our people is united,

Our country – independent.

New ages it meets

Like an old friend.

The country of our fortune

Is this land here! 

Chorus:

Oh you my country, oh you my country,

I am the flower that has been grown up by you,

I am the song that sounds from your lips, oh country!

My home is my Qazaqstan!

18) Qaldayakov. Hymn of Qazaqstan

19) Zhubanov. Abaj (Aria from the opera)

Tokhsan-bir de segiz MHz. X radiosyna khosh keldinder. 

We are still on tour in Qazaqstan, and what followed so incredibly soft after the heavy final chords of the new anthem, that was an aria of Akhmet Zhubanov’s opera “Abaj”. You do sense the circle is going to be closed, and as I had announced this aria, so I bring now to you that from the highly romantic opera “Enlik Kebek” written by Zhubanov’s daughter, Gaziza Akhmetova Zhubanova. (The summary of the ancient tragical love story that makes the plot of this opera I know from Dagmar Schreiber’s travel guide “Discover Qazaqstan”.) 

20) Zhubanova. Enlik Kebek

Here now again a piece of Ürker, this time in Russian, here they invoke the country’s beauty and the unity of its people, that consists of many peoples – slightly as in Jamaica: Out of many, one people. 

I might dare to point out that the incessant concentration on the own country could lead to blinkered vision. But that would be in contrary to the nomadic heritage, of which I spoke in my last broadcast. 

21) Ürker: Moj Kasachstan

22) Orda: Kesh meny

Orda’s title Kesh meny had a good place in the Qazaqi top charts quite for a while.

The band is formed of a trio of three brothers from Mongolia, and two further musicians from southern Qazaqstan. May be I am not wrong telling you that the title means: “My fault”. 
23) Elik Aj

The following tune, first in an original version for sybyzghy, them in a fresh arrangement of Ghaziza (who plays many traditional string instruments of the Qobyz family), and Ürker.
25) Musicola. Ersultan

The eager listener will have recognized the band Musicola (which I presented in my preceeding issues) with a relatively new song dating from 2005, “Ersultan”. Of all the pieces from that year, which I got to hear from Musicola, this is the one I like best, but I am afraid that the band has lost a little their daring attitude of earlier days, if I compare those songs with productions such as Kustar-aj, Kustar and Sen munyndy ber magan with it’s futuristic sounds. Quite a similar phenomenon I find in the output of Kydyrali Bolmanov, who with Sygir Zhyrau had a wild debut, later he splitted his productions in the two bands: ABK as boy group und Ulytau as wild

Dombra-and-Violin-Rocker. 

And I have the nerve to even top this impudence to expect you to listen to the first Qazaqi-German production worldwide: 

25) Alimzhan & Mad Musicologist. Qazaghima Club Version

The text of this piece deals about the highs and depths of Qazaq history to be remembered with proudness: The wise men, and the heroes who had to suffer. 

The lines are written by Nurken Assanov, the music is basically by Alimzhan Bekov,

Who also spoke the words. I added some instruments right from the beginning, remixed the whole piece and inserted a heavy dub version, which I made of the remix. Who does not like it, please tell me, who likes it, please tell others about it. Ha ha. Thanks and köp raqmet.

With this the main program is through, and I make my compliments with an artist from the Chad (yet another country with a kind of Lake Aral, which will inevitably disappear if nothing is done soon), he calls himself Masdongar, and he is musically supported by Jamaican specialists: Apart from Sly & Robbie (drum & bass) there are some musicians from the Tuff Gong crew, who already had backed Bob Marley in legendary times. But he also has some beautifully lyrical songs in his repertoire. And with these to musical jewels I would say to you again, Jolyngyz aq bolsyn, and Qosh:

Your Mad Musicologist.

26) Masdongar. Mariam, Arrouse
