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When I saw the city lights approaching, just some minutes
before landing at Baku airport, I got scared. I realized how little
I knew about the country where I was going to spend the fol-
lowing month, doing ethnomusicological research. It was no more
than a gut feeling (or should I say no less than a gut feeling?) that
had rushed me into the choice of area and subject. One way or
another, I had long flirted the idea. The shadow of Caucasus, with
his thousand and one cultures, the meeting —and clash— of three
big empires, the mourning for Kerbela in a Turcic language chant-
ed in a Farsi accent, the Soviet bear sinking in an American bar-
rel of petrol, all that had made me contemplate Azerbaijan as a
land of wonder. And as an excellent place for fieldwork into the
social roles of music.

The omens were good. I was to enjoy the hospitality, and
the protection, of a great musician and his family. Staying with
Habil Aliev, the kemsnchs magician, was first an honour, then a
chance to meet some of the finest musicians of the country. Still,
my primary aim was not to study the Azeri mugam. I do admire
this music and its practitioners, and it always feels great to drink
water from the source, but that wasn’t what I had come for. I was
more interested in these sweet, “domestic” musicians, who would
never describe themselves —nor would they ever be described— as
artists. Women lullying their little, women humming their time
while fabricating the beautiful Azeri carpets, women singing their
life away. And specially women singing their dead away.

The songs which help the dead to pass to the other side
have been forgotten in France. A great loss, for singing the soul
of the dead is one of these arts that give life more substance.
“How is it possible not to sing the dead?”, mollah Zeyneb asked.
“Don’t you know it is essential for the soul”? She is right. The
measurable and the verbally explainable, the one-plus-two
approach to life which some Western cultures uphold so dearly,
all look so pale compared to the teziye ceremonies. Not that there
is something irrational in the teziye. To the contrary, I had the
constant feeling that such instances of tightly-bonded togetherness
are the only means we possess to plead against the irrational fact
that is death. Together, we cry, and we sing, and we refuse nonex-
istence. Together, we chant into establishment a community with
ourself Mother Fatima, ourself Hussein, ourself our neighbour
—reflections, all, of ourselves being alive. And more than that.

Take for example music itself. It may seem blasphemous
that, at a moment of suffering, a self-proclaimed researcher gives
herself the right to record and analyse the singing. But it is beau-
tiful music. It must be making the Big Transition much easier.
What a comfort to a soul (of the dead? of the living?) to be told
that, yes, the world will go on, but with the dead’s memory deep
in the heart! “The dead live inside us forever”, told me mollah
Leyla. We say the same thing in France, but I feel it somehow
means less. Because, in each one of the teziye where I assisted, |
am sure I saw Mother Fatima at the back of the room, singing her
dead child —the dead of the family in mourn. Memory is present
almost physically.

Memory injured, memory sung... So many centuries to cry
for on the occasion of death in one’s own environment of relatives.
Pain for loss seems to be one of the constitutive elements of col-
lective identity, and of life itself; a collective premise which is felt
to date from the death of Ali’s son at Kerbela. Yet the expression
of pain is not uncontrollable. The mollah, experienced and wise,
know well how to direct the climax of emotion. One after anoth-
er, the different parts of the ceremony appear to follow a path well
trodden. To my eyes, this has been surprising: how is it possible

Fatima’s song

for a woman who suffers personal loss to conform to a well-deter-
mined ceremonial “protocol” and, at the same time, to create artis-
tic work of value! What a contrast with mourning in my country,
where the expression of pain must be self-contained and person-
al...

“It is my job to help women get sorrow out of their chest
without collapsing. I must guide the ceremony taking into account
all the unexpected elements that come up each time. What I do is
very consuming... You see, | try to help so many people every
day”. It was mollah Leyla, whom I saw many times during both
my first and my second visit to Azerbaijan. She used to work at
a kolkhoz when she was younger. She became mollah after the
loss of one of her close relatives. As the pain was too hard to
endure, she used to call a mollah to pray for the soul of her
beloved. Little by little, she decided to become mollah herself.
Now she says that, in every teziye, it is her own relative that she
cries and sings for.

I have liked these women. Azeri women in general have a
very different way of leading their lives compared to women in
my own country. It is as though they have learned to cope with
a feeling of everyday suffering, but they are at the same time
extremely strong. It need not be suffering for loss. Their eyes are
melancholic. Their smile too. It’s about a year since my last visit
to Azerbaijan. Each time I look at the —tons— of pictures I have
taken, this melancholy in women’s eyes and smiles is what still
strikes me most. Even the faces of the very young have an expres-
sion as if they carried all the collective memory of pain in the
deepest part of their soul, pain that have been doubled nowadays
by loss, and death, and parting, and orphanhood and other tragic
consequences of war.

When I was a child, my grandmother used to sing to me an
old song that never failed to make me cry: When I die / bury me
with my feet toward the pond / my head under the spring / The
pilgrims will pass /and they will drink the water of life... She
would always end with the phrase that melancholy befits the
woman ; women know better what it means to lose, because they
suffer to bring life to the world —thus it’s them who are more
capable of understanding its sacredness. It is strange, but this is
also what all the women mollah, as well as many other Azeri
women, have often repeated to me.

I close my eyes and see Rena, the mother of my good
friend Delya, do the dishes. I see “aunt” Pervana work in the gar-
den. Mollah Zeyneb at the cemetery. All humming their bitter-
sweet tunes. The next time I come, I will not bring a recorder...

Note: Being aware of the fact that my use of the term "mol-
lah" may raise some questions, let me clarify that it should not be
taken in its purely theological sense. Certain women use this term
to describe themselves or other women who are invited to direct,
or to participate in, a number of ceremonies. From an ethnologi-
cal/anthropological point of view (which tends to seriously take
into account "popular” terminologies), this fact may justify my
use of the term, and it is in this sense that the term "mollah"
should be read.

The names of the mollah mentioned have been changed. ##
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Korzma 3a HECKONBKO MUHYT [0 NMpH3eMIEHHS B GaKHHCKOM
adpOIIOPTY S yBUIENA KaK, NPUOIM3HINCH TOPOICKUE OTHH, MEHS
OXBaTHJIa TpeBora. S MoHsIa, KaK Majo s 3Hajla O CTpaHe, B KOTO-
poii cobupanach MPOBECTU CIEAYIONIUI MeCsIl, Bl STHOMY3bIKO-
BeuecKoe uccineoBaHne. Takoil cKoOpblil BIOOP 00IaCTH U TEMbl
HcCTeNoBanys ObUT MPOAUKTOBAH He Gojiee YeM BHYTPEHHHM YYBCT-
BOM. A MOXeT OBbITh, He MeHee YeM BHyTpeHHHM 4yBcTBoM? Tak miu
uHaye, 5 jjoiaro obxymsiBana 310. Tenb Kapkasa ¢ ero reicsueil u
OJIHOH Ky/IbTypaMH, BCTpeda U CTOJIKHOBEHHE TpeX OOJIBLIMX MMIle-
puid, npuunTanus o Kepbene Ha TIOPKCKOM s3bIKe C MEBYYUM Tiep-
CHJICKAM aKIIEHTOM, COBETCKHI MeIBe/b, MPOBATUBAIOIIMIICS B ame-
puKaHcKuii 6appens GeH3MHa, — BCE 3TO 3aCTABUIO MEHS CMOTpETh
Ha AzepOaiinxan, Kak Ha YIMBHTEIBHBIN Kpail 1 Ha IPEeBOCXOIHOE
MECTO ISl UCCIIEIOBAaHUI O COLIMAIBHOM POIU My3bIKH.

[Mpen3HamMeHoBaHKs MeHs He 0OMaHyH. S Hacmaxaanach roc-
TENPUUMCTBOM M 3alUTON BEIMKOro MysblKaHta ['abmid AsnneBa u
ero cembu. OcraBarbest ¢ T'aOuieM AuieBbIM, MacTepoM KaMaH4H,
OBUTO [T MEHS He TOJNBKO OOINBINOH YecTbio, HO M BO3MOXKHOCTBIO
BCTPETUTBCA C HEKOTOPbIMU M3 CaMbIX IIPEKPACHBIX MY3BIKAaHTOB
crpanbl. [Ipapia, n3HAYaIbHO § HE CTaBWiIA Iepe coOoil Leib u3y-
4uTh asepOaiijkaHcKue Myrambl. S, NeHCTBUTEIBHO, BOCXHIIAIOCH
9TOM MY3BIKOI U ee UCHOoNHUTENIMU. [IuTh BOy U3 UCTOYHUKA — 9TO
BCer/a BENUKOe O1aKeHCTBO, HO 3TO He ObLIO MPUYHHON MOEro Mpu-
e3na. Mens Gobliie HHTEPECOBATH CIagKKe, “MECTHbIE” My3bIKAHTHI,
KOTOpbIe HUKOTIA He Ha30BYT cebs apTHCTaMH, M KOTOPHIX HUKOTIA
HE O0XapaKTepu3ylT TakuMm oOpaszoMm. KeHImHbI, yOaroKHBaroLiue
CBOMX MJIQJICHIIEB; XEHIUUHbI, MOIOIIME MPU H3TOTOBIEHHU KpacHu-
BBIX a3epOaillXaHCKUX KOBPOB; JKEHILMHbI, NOIOLINE KaX[Iblid 1eHb;
U 0COOEHHO, JKEHILUHBI, OTIEBAIOIINE MEPTBbIX.

ITecuu, KoTOpBIE IIOMOTAalOT MEPTBBIM NEPEUTH B MUDP HHOIA,
Bo @panrmy 1aBHO 3a0BITBL. DTO — GONbIIas MOTeps, MOTOMY YTO
OTIEBAHME JYII MEPTBBIX SBISETCS HCKYCCTBOM, MOXYEPKHUBAOIIUM
peaibHOCTH XU3HU U cMepTH. “Kak MOXHO He oTneBaTh MEpTBBIX?
— crpammBaet My/uia 3eiiHab. — Pa3se Bbl He 3HaeTe, 4TO 9TO He-
obxomumo ms aymu?”. OHa mpasa. B3semeHHoe u 00bsIcCHIMOE Ha
CITI0Bax, MpeleNbHO MPOCTOe OTHOIIEHHE K KU3HH, KOTOpoe Tak Oe-
PEXIIUBO MOMNEPKUBAIOT HEKOTOPbIE 3allaiHble KyJIbTYpbI, BBIIIAMUT
O4YeHb OJIEIHBIM MO CPABHEHHIO C LIEPEMOHMSIMHU OIUIAKMBAHUS MEpPT-
BbIX. Her, B OIUTakMBaHMM HET HUYero uppauuoHaibHoro. Hao6o-
pOT, MEHs He NMOKUIAIO OIIyIIeHHEe TOro, YTO TaKHe CIyyal IOJHO-
IO ANHEHHS SBII0TCS €IUHCTBEHHBIM CPEACTBOM, ITOCPEICTBOM KO-
TOPOTO MBI MOXEM YMOJMTh TAaKOW HppalMOHATBHBIN (DakT, Kak
cMepTb. BMmecte MBI mmadeM, moeM M OTKa3blBaeMcsl OT HEOBITHSI.
Bwmecre orutakuBas MOKOMHUKOB, Mbl OOBbEIMHAEMCS C Halleil MaTe-
poto @atumoii, ¢ HamuM XyCeHHOM, C HAIMM COCEIOM, CO BCEMU
HalmMK OJIM3KUMH, KOTOpbIe Bee ele XuBbl. M naxe Gosee Toro.

Bosbmute, Hanpumep, My3biKy. MoxeT Ka3aThcs OOrOXyibCt-
BOM, YTO B MOMEHT CTpajlaHus UCCleJoBaTe/lb-CaMO3BaHell [103BOId-
er cebe 3amuchIBaTh M aHAMM3MpoBaTh neHue. Ho aTo — Kpacusas
My3blKa, U coBepiuuTh Bosbioii [lepexon 1ox Hee JIOKHO ObITh
HamHoro Jsierdye. Kakoe GnaxeHCTBO OHa JoCTapisder ayue (Mepr-
BOii? WM XHBOiA?), 4TOOBI €r0 MOXHO OBUIO Iepeiarh Ha cloBax!
Jla, X13Hb MPOJOIIKAETCsl, HO ITyOOKO B CEPALIE OCTAETCS MaMSTh O
meproM! “Tlokoiinblii Bcerna OyneT XuTb BHYTpH Hac”, — TOBOPUT
mHe mymna Jleiina. To ke camoe Mbl roBopum Bo PpaHuuu, HO 4
YyBCTBYIO, YTO HAIIM CJIOBA, TaK WM UHAYe, 03HAYal0T MEHBbLIE, 110~
CKOIIbKY 4 BEpIO, YTO Ha KaXJOM OILIaKMBAaHUM, B KOTOPOM $ IIpU-
HUMajJa ydacTue, B NQJIbHEM YLy KOMHAThl HPHCYTCTBOBAIa MaTh
darnma, OIIAKMBAIONIAS CBOETO MEPTBOrO ChiHAa. CeMbsl OITaKnBa-
eT nokoiHuka. ITaMaTh CTaHOBUTCH MOYTH OCH3aEMOI.

TpaBMupoBaHHas IaMATh, OTIIeBaeMas MaMTh... CTOIBKO Be-
KOB OHM OILUIAKMBAIOT MEPTBBIX B KPYry pOACTBEHHMKOB. Kaxercd,
410 GOJIb YTPAThl — OIMH U3 HEOTHEMIIEMBIX BJIEMEHTOB ®TOTO eIu-
HEHUs U KU3HU STUX JIIOAEH; HEPYLIMMOE C CaMOM CMEPTH CblHA Al
B KepGene exmHcTBO. OKa3bBaeTCs BBIPAKEHHEM OOMM MOXKHO YII-
pasiaTh. OnbITHAs U Myapas MyJUla XOpPOLLO 3HAET, KaK HalpaBUTh
KYyJIbMUHALIMOHHBIA MOMEHT aMOLMH. Pa3nuyHble yacTu LiepeMOHUH,
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KaXeTcs, OIHa 3a JIPYroii CIeayIoT MO MPOTONTaHHO Tpore. s me-
Hs 9TO OBUIO YIMBHTENIBHO: KaK MOXET XEHIMHA, KOTOpas MepeHo-
CHT JIMYHYIO YTpary, CIE0BaTh YCTAHOBJICHHOMY LIEPEMOHHATBHOMY
“IIpOTOKOITY” U B TO X€ BpeMs TaK apTHCTUYHO MepenaBaTh ero CyTb!
Kakoii KOHTPACT COCTaBISAET 9TO C TPAypOM B MOE CTpaHe, Ijie Bbl-
paxeHue 60U JOKHO OBITh CIEPXKAHHBIM U CYTyOO JIMUHBIM...

“Mog pabora COCTOUT B TOM, YTOOBI IIOMOYb KEHILMHAM BbI-
HyTh TOpe W3 JyLIW, He paHuB ee. S JJOJKHA BECTH LEPEMOHMIO,
NPUHMMAs BO BHMMAaHHME BCE HEOXMIAHHBIE BIEMEHTBI, KOTOpbIE
BO3HHMKAIOT KaxX[blii pa3. Moe 3aHsiTHe OTHUMaeT MHOro cuil... Kak
BUJIUTE, 51 TIBITAIOCH KAXKIBII AEHb TOMOTaTh JiIosiM”. D10 Oblia MyJI-
na Jleiina, KOTOpYIO 5 4acTO BHENA BO BPEMsI MOETO MEepBOTO M BTO-
poro nocenienns Asepbaiinkana. Korma ona 6pi1a momosnoxe, oHa
paborana B xoixo3e. My/uioii oHa craja 1ocie IOTepu OIHOrO 3
OIM3KUX POACTBEHHUKOB. B0osb OBLIO CIMIIKOM TPYAHO NEPEHOCUTD,
U OHA YacTO BbI3bIBANA MYIUTY, YTOObI IOMOJMTBCS 3a AYLIY yMep-
mwero. Co BpeMeHeM OHa caMma pellmia crath My/uioi. Terepb oHa
TOBOPHT, YTO B KaKIOM NMPHYNTAHWH OHA IUIAYeT M IMOET 1O CBOe-
My POICTBEHHHKY.

51 nomo6ua aTUX XeHumH. B 1enom, o6pa3 xusnu asepbaii-
JKAQHCKHX KEHIIMH CUJIBHO OTIIMYaeTcs OT 00pasa XHU3HHM XEHIUHH
Moeii crpanbl. OHU CITOBHO GOPIOTCS € TPYAHOCTSIMU KaXKIblil JICHb,
HO B TO XK€ BpEeMsSl OHM YpE3BbIYAiiHO CHJIbHBI. Hemnb3s cTpajarh u3-
3a yrpaTel. MIX Imaza MemaHXONMYHBEI, MX yiabIOKa Toxe. [Ipormen
MOYTH TOX C MOEro IociegHero nocemienns Aszep6aiikana. Kax-
IbliA pa3, KOIja i CMOTPIO Ha TOHHbI KapTHH, KOTOPBIE $ B3sl1a C CO-
6oii, aTa MENAHXONKs B KEHCKHX IVIazax M yIplOKax Bce ele 0oib-
HO ObeT MeHd. Jaxe Jmua MOJOJBIX JEBYLIEK MMEIOT TaKoe BbIpa-
JKeHue, OyJITO OHHM HEeCyT BCI0 KOJUIEKTHBHYIO TaMsTh 0 Gomu B ca-
MO# TTyOOKOH YacTH cBoeil aymm, o 60, KOTopasi CErofHs A0MO-
HHJIACh BCEMH TPArMYeCKVMHU pe3ylbTaTaMd BOWHBI: TOTEpSIMH,
CMEPTBI0, PA3IyKOil, CHPOTCTBOM U MHOTMM JPYTUM.

Korna s 6buta pebeHkoM, Mosi 6abyIika 4acTo Iena MHe cTa-
PYIO ECHIO, KOTOpas BCera 3acTaBiseT MEHS IUIAKaTh:

Kozoa a ympy, noxoponume mena y npyoa,

UYmob 2ono6a moa OvLia NOO POOHUKOM.

A nanommuku 6y0ym npoxoounts MUMO

U numo u3 Heeo 600y Ku3Hu...

Ona 3akaH4uBana (pazoil 0 TOM, YTO METAHXOHS TPUINYe-
CTBYeT XeHlMHe. JKeHIMHBI Jyyllle 3HAI0T, YTO O3Ha4yaer yTpara,
MOTOMY YTO OHM CTPAIAIOT, YTOObI TPUHECTH B OTOT MHpP XH3Hb.
ITosTomy omHm OGonee APYrHX CHOCOOHBI OCO3HATH €€ CBATOCTS.
CTpaHHO, HO UIMEHHO 3TO YacTO ITOBTOPSUIM MHE BCE KEHIMHBI-MYJI-
JIbl U MHOTHE Jpyrue asepOaiifikaHCKue KEHILMHBIL.

S 3akpeiBaio Ia3a U BUXKY, Kak Pena, MaTb Moeil xopouiei
nonpyru Hesnu, moer nocyay. 51 BixXy, kak Terst [lapsana paboraer
B cany. Mymia 3eiinab — Ha kiajgbuine. M Bce OHH HAIEBAOT CBOM
CITaIOCTHO-TOPbKHE MeNnoauu. B ciemyrommii pas, xorma g mpuemy
cloaa, 51 He BO3bMY C COOOH JUKTO(OH...

IIpumeuanue:

IpunuMas BO BHUMaHME, YTO YHOTpeOIeHHe TepMUHA “MyIl-
71a” MOXET BBI3BaTh Pa3IMYHbIE BOIPOCHI, i XOTeNna Obl OTMETHTD,
YTO €ro He CeAyeT HOHMUMATh B YUCTO TEOJOTHYEeCKOM CMbIcie. Tak
Ha3bIBAIOT ce0s XKEHIIMHBI, KOTOPHIX MPHIIAIIAIOT PYKOBOIUTh WITH
HPUHATh y4acTHe B PA3IMYHbIX LepeMOHMsX. C 3THOIOrMYecKoi
WIN AHTPOIIOJIOTHYECKON TOYKHM 3peHUs yNoTpeOeHne 3Toro Tep-
MHHA OIPABIAHHO, MOCKOJIBKY CYIIECTBYET TEHICHLHMS K HCIIONb30-
BAHUIO TEPMUHOB, MPHUHATEIX B Hapoge. [losTomy TepmuH “Mmymma”
Ccrie/lyeT MOHUMATh UMEHHO TakK.

HmeHa Myiu1, yOMSHYTbIE B 9TON CTaTbe, ObUIM W3MEHEHBI. #f
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