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Hanggai, a crossover band that fuses
Mongolian music with rock music, was formed
in 2004. Originating from different regions of the
grasslands of Inner Mongolia, each member
brings their unique and ancient musical
tradition to the band, and together, they artfully
combine traditional Mongolian throat singing
techniques with folk tunes and rock music.

Their debut album Introducing Hanggai won
critical acclaim for these Mongolian musical
nomads of Beijing, notably from the influential
music website Pitchfork and the British
newspaper The Guardian. Their second
album He Who Travels Far, was produced by
Ken Stringfellow, who worked with R.E.M.
and Neil Young, further demonstrating the
band’s international appeal.

From the tear-jerking lullaby about a little
girl named Borulai to the wild rhythms of the
prayer for rain Uruumdush, Hanggai’s musical
style is varied beyond categorisation. Here it is
of no importance that the language and culture
is foreign, just listen to Hanggai’s music, and
you will begin to long for their heavenly home
of infinite grasslands.
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Music Arrangement
Hanggai

Topshur/Banjo/Modonchor/Vocals

lichi

Guitar/Vocals
llleta

Lead Vocals
Hurcha

Drums/Percussion
Li Zhongtao

Guitar/Sanxian
Xu Jingchen

Bass
Niu Xin
Morin khuur/Modonchor/Vocals

Batubagen

Sound Technician
Yamada Naho

Curator/Producer
Mu Qian
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Hanggai’s programme will be from this selection

Oooooooo Ode to Genghis Khan
o00oooo Uruumdush
ooooooo Zhaoderen Nana
oooooo Five Heroes
o0ooooon Shigr, Shigr
ooooo Lullaby

oooo Drinking Song
ooooogo Tuguuljin Mountain
o000 Four Seasons
ocooood He Who Travels Far
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By lichi
Ode to Genghis Khan

A Mongolian long song (urtiin duu) combined
with throat singing (khoomii). It is a traditional
ensemble long song. This one eulogises the
greatest Mongolian leader, Genghis Khan.

Uruumdush

This is a prayer for rain. On the Mongolian
grasslands, praying for rain is key to nomadic life.
It is usually performed on a mountain’s summit,
and every ritual has a designated date.

Zhaoderen Nana

This is a humorous love song. It reflects upon
the small frictions between a mother and her
daughter-in-law, and a husband’s declarations
for his wife.

Five Heroes

An ancientlegend of the Mongolian grasslands,
it tells of five heroes who robbed rich men, and
distributed their loot of cattle and sheep to the
poor. They were Robin Hood-like characters.

Shigr, Shigr

The song captures the essence of the
unrestrained freedom of riding horseback. The
music models the sounds made by the saddle,
stirrups and bells on a galloping horse.
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0ooo  Programme Notes

Lullaby

Borulai was a little girl who had lost her parents.
Her sister comforted her and tried to coax her
to sleep with a lullaby.

Drinking Song

Wine is a lamb when it is in the bottle, once it is
in the stomach, it turns into a tiger. One hopes
everyone can enjoy the happiness of gathering
with friends without necessarily resorting to too
much alcohol.

Tuguuljin Mountain

This song depicts the many views of the
Tuguuljin Mountain. From the East, the West,
the South and the North, it offers different
perspectives.

Four Seasons

The song tells of Mongolian nomadic life on
changing fields of grass across the seasons.
This is also the equilibrium between man
and nature.

He Who Travels Far

It tells of a young man of the grasslands who
chases after his musical ideals. He leaves his
homeland with a morin khuur (horse-head
fiddle) and ventures boldly into the golden
world.
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Ode to Genghis Khan

ooooooonbo
ooooooonoo

The great Genghis Khan has created the exploit
The traditions of the ancestors have been handed

goooooo down from generation to generation
ooooooo Wine is the highest etiquette on the banquet
Let’s make a toast and celebrate
oooooo Uruumdush
gooooooo Sanggu dangu, ancient legend
gooooooo Thick fog, thunder storm
oooooooo Aleng gulang, faraway desert
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Wustai Judtai, torrential rain

Wuji Dajudayo, Mucheegai Muren
Moneng Bayen, torrential rain

Mountain peaks like white pagodas
Majestic in white, Uruumdush
Aleng gulang, faraway desert
Wustai Judtai, torrential rain

Wuiji Dajudayo, Mucheegai Muren
Moneng Bayen, torrential rain

The happy shelter of mother and father
The joy of all people

Aleng gulang, faraway desert

Woustai Judtai, torrential rain

Wuiji Dajudayo, Mucheegai Muren
Moneng Bayen, torrential rain

Zhaoderen Nana
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Needles are forged from iron, Zhaoderen Nanahui
Hearts are hearts, Zhaoderen Nanahui

My love to you is immortal

| wake up from nightmares, Zhaoderen Nanahui

Ceramic bowls are easy to break, Zhaoderen Nanahui
But we have to drink tea, Zhaoderen Nanahui

Your mother-in-law is prejudiced to you

Let’s move out and enjoy the world of two,

Zhaoderen Nanahui
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oooooo Five Heroes
ooooooo We take the sheep flock
ooooooo You keep the snowwhite rams
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Five armed heroes
Five heroes who maraud the rich

We take the goats

You keep the bill goats with black markings on fur
Five armed heroes

Five heroes who maraud the rich

We take the ox flock

You keep the bulls with red markings on fur
Five armed heroes

Five heroes who maraud the rich

We take the forse manada

You keep the strong stallions
Five armed heroes

Five heroes who maraud the rich

We take the camel flock

And leave you the harelipped male camels
Five armed heroes

Five heroes who maraud the rich

We leave your father to you

And your mother to you too

Five armed heroes

Five heroes who maraud the rich

We take all the livestocks

And leave you all the male ones
Five armed heroes

Five heroes who maraud the rich
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Shigr, Shigr
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The docile henna brown horse trots quickly

The eight strings of beads over his brow go shigr, shigr
The brown spotted horse trots quickly

The ten strings of beads over his brow go shigr, shigr
The chubby brown horse trots quickly

The six strings of beads over his brow go shigr, shigr

The lively brown horse trots quickly

The five strings of beads over his brow go shigr, shigr

Lullaby

ooooooooooo
ooooooonoo
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Picking up best woods, father makes the cradle

In the dark dark winter night

Mother scrabbles up from bed, driving out the severe cold
Mama, Papa

Don't cry, Borulai, Mama is here

oo Drinking Song
oooooooo For you, this bottle holds
gooooog the purest, smoothest wine, yo
oooooooo For the lord, this cup is filled
0opoooobo to the brim with fiery spirit, yo
ooooo Singing perpetual

ooooao Business prosperous
oooooo Drinking songs always!
0ooooooo How could a cosy home not have
goooooo any fragrant warm wine, yo
0oooooooo For everyone, overflowing cups

ooooooo

of fiery spirit filled to the brim
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ooooooo Tuguuljin Mountain
oopoooo Looking to the mountain’s east
oooooobooo Your gaze is mesmerized by Tuguuljin Mountain
oooooo Looking to the mountain’s west
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Tigers, panthers and lynx haunt Tuguuljin Mountain

Looking to the mountain’s left

A beautiful view of Tuguuljin Mountain

Looking to the mountain’s right

Hundreds of birds flock upon Tuguuljin Mountain

oooo Four Seasons
oopooooo When the spring comes
oooooo Grass seeds come up
oooooo We move to the spring camp
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What a boundless earth, and long long journey

When the summer comes

Grass grow luxuriantly

We move to the summer camp

What a boundless earth, and long long journey

When the autumn comes

All the plants withered and dry

We move to the autumn camp

What a boundless earth, and long long journey

When the winter comes

All the plants dead and dry

We move to the winter camp

What a boundless earth, and long long journey

He Who Travels Far
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With a snakeskin fiddle on my back

My horse carries me away from my home
Songs of my homeland ring out wherever | go
| strike out to bravely face this glowing world

| lead my restless horse out of the stable

And sing songs of my homeland wherever | go
| sing out, deeply and freely

The tunes resonating from my snakeskin fiddle

English lyrics translation: Traci Smith, Yang Ran
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Kazakh musician Mamer comes from Xinjiang.
He and his band IZ came to the world’s attention
with the album Eagle which was released by
the UK record company Real World. Mamer
moved to Beijing in 2002 and formed IZ. 1Z
means footprint in Kazakh. It symbolises the
band would follow, and march forward, in the
footsteps of Kazakh folk musicians before
them. They use Kazakh folk tunes as starting
points and fuse them with contemporary styles
and techniques to create a unique musical
language. These days the music of Mamer
and |Z is deeper and darker, aiming straight
at the innermost part of the soul. Their lyrics
also become sharper and more biting, a sense
of caution appears in song titles such as Your
Final Resting Place is Hell.

In the last few years, Mamer and IZ have
been active on the international stage. They
collaborated with American banjo master Béla
Fleck and Swiss-Kazakh avant-garde female
vocalist Saadet Turkéz, and they have also
toured Europe.
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Lead Vocals/Dombra/Bass/Mouth Harp
Mamer Rayes

Bass/Vocals
Nurtay Keyzat

Drums/Percussion
Zhang Dong

Curator/Producer
Mu Qian

Mamer & 1Z’s programme will be from this selection
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Edil-Jayeh
Fluttering Spirit
Man Il (instrumental)
Man Il (instrumental)
Sleep, Sleep

Aken

Handsome Peacock
Unkind Things

Your Final Resting Place is Hell
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By Mu Qian
Edil-Jayeh

Edil and Jayeh are names of two rivers. They
symbolise the Kazakhs’ attitude to life in this
song.

Fluttering Spirit

Asong that is bursting with the sense of nature.
With an extremely simple melody and simple
lyrics, the music is a rich field of rhythms.

Man Il and Man Il

Mamer wrote a series of music with “man”
as the theme — some are sung, some are
instrumental. These two instrumental works
depict different facets of humanity.

Sleep, Sleep

A lullaby Mamer heard when he was a
child, however, this version features an
unconventional instrument (a metal box),
and is performed in an unconventional way,
full of industrial flavour.

Aken

“Aken” is the name for Kazakh folk singers or
poets. This is another song with a very simple
traditional tune which is rearranged into a
modern version.

Handsome Peacock
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Oo0O0ooOoooOoooOooog A love song. Metaphors with animals are
goooooooooo commonly found in Kazakh folk poetry.

gooooo Unkind Things

D000O0O0OoOoooooono  Anoldfolk song teaching the way of goodness.
OOoOooooOoooooooo The lyrics describes all kinds of unkind acts, it
oooo gives a taste of Kazakh philosophy.

ooooooogd Your Final Resting Place is Hell

OO0D0DO0oOoOoDOooooooo A song filed with tension and darkness,
0000000 O0OO0O0OO0Oogao  provoking reflections on the consequences of
oooad religious fanaticism.
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Edil-Jayeh
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Try to emanate the rivers Edil and Jayeh
Generous and accepting, unconcerned by the world

Yet if foes insult one’s friends

You mustn’t stand by and take no notice

Even if justice is on your side
Others may still misunderstand you
Don'’t keep company with the immoral

They for certain will ruin your good name

If met with good friends, enjoy to the full
If met with villains, be on your guard
Don't let greed and avarice blind you

And end up abandoned by friends and family

Camels, grasslands are only possessions

They are not worth us fighting over
Anger takes men into an abyss

oooooooon Do control your emotions well
ooooooo Fluttering Spirit

ooooo Fluttering over the open country
ooooo The spirit of the grassland
oooooooo The galloping antelope is you
ooooao Fluttering over the open country
ooooao The spirit of the grassland
0opoooobo The galloping antelope is me

Sleep, Sleep
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Sleep, sleep, my treasure

In your immaculate white cradle

I'll slaughter a succulent lamb for you
Eat well, and grow big and strong

Sleep, sleep, my treasure

I'll prepare a good horse for you
Your mother loves calling on friends
| don’t know where to find her

Handsome Peacock

oooooobooao
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Oh maiden, pretty as a peacock
Please take a good look at me

| am a handsome young man

| pray my lyrics will touch your heart
Let my song fire up your love

You are my wings, you let me glide
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A family of nomads climb into the mountain ranges
A camel calf trails tightly behind the caravan

The silhouette of my beloved diminishes

Hot tears rain down my coat

| climb high into the mountain to gather firewood
It weighs me down so | have no strength left

| know we've been apart many months

| long for our reunion, may it come soon

Unkind Things
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What are the unkind things of this world?
Idling away on a steed

Ungrateful daughters, cruel to their mothers
Those are the unkind things of this world

What are the unkind things of this world?
Stealing another’s livestock

Saying nasty things, backstabbing
Those are the unkind things of this world

No one is born to commit evil

A sparrow will never become a swan
Summer never arrives before the seagulls
Spring only comes when the swallows return

Two vicious men can share no true friendship
Even if they were friends, it won't last long
Two kindly souls are never instant friends

But if friendship grows, it won'’t be trivial

Your Final Resting Place is Hell

0ooooooboo
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You perform the Salat five times a day

Sometimes at the mosque, sometimes at home
You seem enchanted and elevated by your prayers
But Satan has led you down a path of no return
Your final resting place is hell

Translated from Chinese by Gigi Chang
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By Mu Qian

In the official Chinese media, the image of
ethnic minorities always seems to be of
carefree people who sing well and dance
gracefully, and their songs eulogise their
beautiful homeland and wonderful life.

Let's not discuss the political propaganda
behind this image of ethnic minorities in
mainstream media for now, even just at a
musical level, the singers and the works that
get airplay no longer represent the state of
life for ethnic minorities today.

As China’s economy develops, its Western
territories also begin to urbanise. Countless
youths from ethnic minority backgrounds begin
to leave the grasslands and the mountains
behind to enter the cities. Just like us, they go
online, drink coke, watch sports, and like us,
they face all kinds of issues that arise from urban
life. But unlike us, because of their marginalised
status, they often have to face far more turmoil.

This is also what the musicians of the two bands
of “Songs from the Grasslands” experienced.
Mamer and IZ is a Kazakh band and Hanggai
is a Mongolian group. From the ranches of Tian
Shan to Urumqi, from the grasslands of Inner
Mongolia to Beijing, they strive to survive in
the city, even though cities are not enthusiastic
about newcomers like them, and they also have
their apprehensions about their new way of life.

Music is their spiritual link to their homeland,
but as their living environment changes, the
traditional way of singing can no longer satisfy
them, so the music is fused with more modern
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elements. Through the industrial taste in Mamer
and 1Z's percussioning, traditional Kazakh
songs become a contemporary assessment of
men’s mental and spiritual life. And Hanggai’s
songs voice a loud lament for the diminishing
steppes and vanishing forests.

In the face of globalisation, music is also the
weapon which Mamer and Hanggai use to
defend their cultural identity. At a time when
some ethnic singers switch to Putonghua in
their songs and when Han Chinese bands start
to sing in English, they still insist in using their
mother tongues, thus allowing many of their
local and overseas audiences to learn their
lyrics.

Outside China, the contemporary Chinese
ethnic minority music Mamer and Hanggai
represent is called Chinagrass. It symbolises
the indefatigable life source within this quietly
growing genre of music.

Having heard today’s concert, we may
discover under the surface of Mamer and
Hanggai’s exotic style, when facing life and its
daily challenges, there is actually hardly any
difference between them and us.

Translated by Gigi Chang
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A graduate of the China Conservatory with a master’s
degree in musicology, Mu Qian is devoted to the
promotion of traditional and contemporary Chinese
music. He is co-founder of Pentatonic Workshop
(www.pentatonicworkshop.org), an independent
NPO working in the areas of art, culture and
community, and has curated the Beijing Folk Rock
concert for the Hong Kong Arts Festival in 2003.
As a music and culture critic, Mu has written a large
number of articles for such media as China Daily and
www.ftchinese.com. He is also the Chinese translator
of Alan P Merriam’s Anthropology of Music.





