00000000
slovenica



Melita Forstneri€¢ Hajnsek is a writer and a journalist.
She graduated from French and Slovenian languages
at the Faculty of Arts, University of Ljubljana.

She spent many years as editor at the culture
editorial office for the Vecer newspaper, and as
co-editor of the Dialogi magazine. Citations of her
work can be found in Slovenian encyclopaedist

and lexicographical fields. As a writer, she has
collaborated with various cultural and culture-related
media. In 2000, she co-authored a monographic
work at the 50" anniversary of the Zalozba Obzorje
publishing house, titled JoZe KoSar — humanist in
zaloznik (Joze Kusar - a humanist and publisher), and
a bilingual work in Croatian and Slovenian in 2007,
titled Zagrebski Slovenci 2005—2007 (Slovenes in
Zagreb 2005 - 2007). She co-authored a monograph

published at the 80™" anniversary of the Slovene

National Theatre Maribor, titled V vrtincu nasprotij (In
the whirl of change), as well as Leksikon mariborske
druzbe in kulture (Lexicon of society and culture in
Maribor), and collaborated on the project Po poteh
slovenskih knjizevnikov (Along the paths of Slovenian
writers), which was published by the Slovene Writers’
Association. In 2015, she published a collection of
opinion columns in culture, titled Strah pred ciljem

- O molku in glasnosti (Fearing the goal - On the
silence and loudness). In 2012, she received the
Glazer Credential for her outstanding achievements

in the field of culture in Maribor.




Melita
Forstneric
Hajnsek

Planet Carmina



CIP — Cataloguing in Publication Data
The University of Maribor Library

78.071.2:929Silec K.

FORSTNERIC-Hajnsek, Melita
Planet Carmina [Electronic resource] / Melita Forstneri¢ Hajnsek ;
Photography Iztok Boncina ... [et al.]. - E-publication.

Maribor : Carmina Slovenica, 2020

Cover link (URL)
http://www.carmina-slovenica.si. http:/www.biblos.si

ISBN 978-961-95109-0-2

COBISS.SI-ID 29231107




Preface /

Distances of a Slovenian Stardom 8
Force of Memory 17

Vicinities 209

Greeting Card 12 270

Sutras, Perspective East 13 2713
Nocturno 15 2715

Salve 16 216

Exchanges

The First Epistle 776

The Second Epistle 787

Where Every Hero

Becomes a Nuisance 7186

My Ego Is Not Big Enough for the Stage 790
The Conductress First,

Coca-Cola Bosses Second 793

Portrait ‘15 206

Puzzle 74

Prestige 716

Childhood Fragrances 78

Maestra 719

Flying Too High 27

About Time 24

The Vampirettes and PreSeren 25

Spaces 29

Three 33

Slovenian Songs 47

Women Are No Longer Silent in Church 45

The Spell Under the Inka Bridge 53

5,000 km of Pre-Christmas Europe Without Borders 65
An Unconventional Homage to Antifascism 75
Between the Neva and the Sky 79

The South Is Not Gloomy at All 97

Earthquake? 707

Angels of Peace in the Land of Smiles 777

Placebo or Is There One Who Would Not Weep 725

In the Spirit of Pina Bausch on Sarah Bernhardt’s Stage 733
Diwali and Oktoberfest by the Pacific 747

The Ultimate Collective Experience 757

On the Collective and Violence 7157

Time Without Honour 767

Contradictions in the Land of Shadows 767






Preface

| was deeply impressed by

your concert. It was worth my
flying over the Atlantic for. Your
conducting is much more than a
first-class aesthetic experience -
it is an interpretation of life.



Distances of a
Slovenian Stardom

This book about conductor and artistic direc-
tor Karmina Silec, her original and exploratory
approaches to music and the performing arts,
her world-renowned choir, and the vocal the-
atre Carmina Slovenica, presents an exhilarat-
ing chapter in Slovenian artistic music, span-
ning Slovenia and the world, the global and
the local. In 1989, following the death of con-
ductor Branko Rajster, who had led the choir
for twenty-five seasons, Karmina took over the
Youth Choir Maribor and turned it into a highly
potent work of art which breaks the stereo-
types of choral music.

Capturing the conductor’s and her choir’s
home and the world - from Japan to Canada,
from Sweden to China, from Australia to the
USA, from Argentina to Borneo, from Russia to
South Africa ... - means dissecting the division
between Slovenian and international identi-
ties, between the national and the global. It
is a story of distances crossed by a renowned
Slovenian collective which reaches far beyond
the Gallus Hall in the Cankarjev dom Cultural
and Congress Centre in Ljubljana and finds its
place on the most prestigious stages at the
pinnacle of global artistic music: the Teatro
Coldén in Buenos Aires, Louise M. Davies Sym-



phony Hall in San Francisco, Hong Kong Cul-
tural Centre, Metropolitan Art Space in Tokyo,
Arts Centre Victoria in Melbourne, St. Ann’s
Warehouse in New York, the Philharmonia in
Saint Petersburg, the Théatre de la Ville in Par-
is, the Teresa Carrefio Theatre in Caracas, the
Parco della Musica auditorium in Rome ... The
most prominent festivals to which Carmina
Slovenica accepted invitations to perform are:
the Festival d’Automne a Paris, the Holland
Festival, the Golden Mask festival in Moscow,
Steierischer Herbst in Graz, Ruhrtriennale, the
Prototype New York, the Kunstenfestival Brus-
sels, the Melbourne Festival, the Operadagen
Rotterdam, the Moscow Easter Festival, the
Dresdner Musikfestspiele, the World Music
Days (ISCM) in Ljubljana ...

Carmina Slovenica has performed on every
continent and in the most prominent concert
venues, as well as in the most prestigious
churches and the simplest, abandoned places
in both hemispheres. Capturing in a book all of
these journeys and landscapes, both creative
and physical, constantly undulating, with so-
cial and intimate aspects, proved a glorious if
arduous mission. And this book is just the first,
very subjective and only partial inventory of all
the landscapes of the group’s creative world.
It came to life with difficulty, respect and nu-
merous doubts, as the life of this unusual team
was in full swing, immersed in planning, in con-
stant motion. It would be impossible and im-
proper to halt it, which capturing it in a book
form effectively does. There is much left for
musicology and music related disciplines to
research in this field.

On several levels, this story touches the paths
and landscapes which are unique in our space,
since not one Slovenian conductor, artistic di-

rector or ensemble as a whole has achieved
such global presence and acclaim. With Car-
mina, Karmina reached the highest and hard-
est to reach milestones long ago - competitive,
artistic, creative and educational. Persistently
and in her own relentlessly elite manner, she
has been proving that a choir represents an
omnipotent, exceptional, versatile artistic cor-
pus, comparable to a symphony orchestra,
drama, or ballet, that it is a consummate ar-
tistic body that constantly opens new crea-
tive spaces. In our part of the world, a choir
is often regarded as a stereotypical national
relic, yet Karmina daringly and provocatively
transformed her choir into the most elite artis-
tic form of the highest rank.

Every project Karmina Silec takes on is an ex-
pedition into the unknown or unfamiliar. She
took a creative approach to tackling sexism
in music through time, she paired and keeps
pairing various times and music, creates new
and exciting musical contexts, fusing the old
and the new. She continues to discover un-
known Slovene authors, both past and con-
temporary. While discovering contemporary
and early music repertoires, both domestic
and foreign, she constantly strives to generate
a creative spirit by taking musical journeys into
the unknown, forgotten, withheld. Although
her fundamental purpose is to enrich her local
surroundings, she has always worked as an ex-
cellent educator as well.

She has devised choregie, a unique artistic
concept and a new form of vocal theatre.
Choregie results from the contemporary ten-
dency for different artistic levels, like sound,
movement and light, to intertwine and over-
lap. These are entirely innovative expressions,
a mixture of her own creative impulses from



phonology, cultural anthropology, sociology
of music, psychology, ethno-musicology, his-
tory, anatomy, etc. Choregie has two mean-
ings: it is an artistic, creative concept, and a
specific method for working with ensembles,
preparing them to be staged in music theatre
performances in which music relates and re-
acts to other fields. This method includes re-
search and development of movement, ritual-
istic elements, vocal laboratory, sculpting and
imagining. Language, vocalisation, visuals and
movement coexist in the performance; they
complement each other and stand shoulder to
shoulder in perfect balance.

Data on planet Carmina for the period 1989-
2022 best represent the vast dimensions of
this creative universe: 100 international tours
on six continents. On the European conti-
nent, Carmina performed in Austria, Belgium,
Bulgaria, Czech Republic, Denmark, Finland,
France, Croatia, Italy, Luxemburg, Hungary,
Germany, the Netherlands, Poland, Portugal,
Russia, Slovakia, Serbia, Spain, Sweden, Swit-
zerland, Turkey and the Vatican. In Asia, in the
countries of Japan, China, Malaysia, and Singa-
pore. In South America the group performed
in Argentina, Chile and Venezuela. In the USA,
Australia, and South Africa. Over 20 foreign
ensembles were invited to Slovenia by Car-
mina Slovenica, there were over 30 presenta-
tions of Carmina and Karmina, the ensemble
or the artistic director alone appeared at con-
ferences, forums, symposia, olympics and fairs
abroad. They collaborated with 257 Slovenian
and 110 foreign artists. They received 62 Slove-
nian and 60 foreign awards, among which are
the most prestigious awards for choir compe-
titions both home and abroad - for example
the Golden Mask in Moscow for their perfor-

mance When the Mountain Changed its Cloth-
ing and the Ford award for preservation of
natural and cultural heritage. Karmina’s Rob-
ert Edler award was for her important contri-
bution to the global choir movement and the
Music Theatre Now award for the performance
From Time Immemorial still retain their luster.
Karmina became a candidate for an ‘European
Theatre Oscar’ in 2017, and also received nu-
merous, very prominent local awards, such as
the Gallus plaque, PreSeren Foundation Award
for its Vampirabile project, and the Glazer Cre-
dential. Carmina Slovenica received the Silver
Order of Merit from President Boris Pahor.

To date, Carmina Slovenica has performed
2,007 pieces of music, 828 of which are Slo-
venian. About 1,523 members have been ac-
tively involved with Carmina Slovenica. They
performed at 72 international festivals, (61 mu-
sical and 11 theatre festivals), and at 11 music
festivals and one theatre festival in their home
country of Slovenia. They released 22 CDs, 4
DVDs, a cassette tape, a vinyl and 3 books, as
well as 24 yearbooks.

An educational vertical with the Choral school
CS has been active for a good quarter centu-
ry. The school includes a department for solo
singing, a year-round vocal music school, sem-
inars, workshops, summer camps. The choir
has produced many excellent musicians who
are now internationally renowned opera and
jazz singers, conductresses, innovative musi-
cians, professional choir singers, music educa-
tors, as well as successful doctors, scientists,
managers, producers, journalists... And they all
have been permanently shaped by their spe-
cial bond to CS, the experiences they gained
while performing around the world, discipline
and freedom.



Force of Memory

Omnipotent

We have probably all been shaped for life. Perhaps those not involved in music professionally are not as influenced as | am, but
my relation to artistic creation - unrelenting attitude to my own work and the work of my colleagues, curiosity, artistic insight,
self-criticism and criticism - is first and foremost the result of the many years | spent with Carmina. | attribute this system
being thoroughly instilled into my being to the fact that | joined the choir as a ten-year-old girl and remained there for eleven
years. During this period, | never stopped developing creatively and mentally, while at the same time | surrendered myself
unconditionally to the work and its influence, which shaped me into an individual critical of her own work and led me along
the path of relentless searching through different artistic genres. It also taught me to think outside the box (although | wasn’t
aware of it at the time), because everything was possible with Carmina: a girl of ten could sing baroque, Lebi¢’s music, Japa-
nese and African songs, Hildegard of Bingen, minimalism, jazz, Mahler ... At the same time dancing and playing any instrument.
Karmina made us omnipotent.

— Zvezdana Novakovi¢, a musician

n



It’s All in the Flesh

Indelible traces, upright posture, clear thoughts, communal in collective.

A desire for art, the scent of the stage, backstage darkness and a breath in silence.

A picture of an open mouth, a shrill voice from the lungs, chest, vocal chords. A moving voice, one and many. | count the steps,
| calculate the turns, | sip the song. Pictures of music, tiny bodies, distant horizons, the same goal.

There is so much freedom in organised chaos, so many orderly sequences in the heart. Records of memories, experiences,
forms of essence, common to the group and just one. Nothing is excluded, nothing peripheral, it’s all in the flesh. And there it
will remain. We came out of here grown-up, Carmina Slovenica taught us to make decisions and think and change the world.
We are brave, our thoughts and desires are clear.

The boundaries of our small world have been extended, our eyes have seen continents, our souls have met others like them and
nothing is as it was before.

Though after all those years our feet don’t take new steps on unknown paths, we have retained an open heart, curiosity and
knowledge that singing will take us places. Far and deep into the heart of another.

Voice is far reaching: it is invisible threads, a genetic code and a mission, a resounding “yes” to the aesthetic, thought-provoking
and good.

Once you step into the world of Carmina Slovenica, you never stop seeing, feeling and believing differently.

Musical Eyperience of My Life

There is no doubt in my mind when | say that Carmina Slovenica is my GREAT life experience and Karmina my lifelong teacher.
| joined the choir a quarter of a century ago, still wet behind the ears, eager to experience new things and unaware of what

it would bring. The hours | spent in rehearsal became my favourite part of the week. Each and every time | laid down my

daily burden outside the door of the room with blue chairs, on the fourth floor of the Union building, and started creating
something of value with a feeling of wholeness and belonging to the group.

Karmina was able to take us to a world where we all became one - there was no Minja, Mojca, Alja, or Nina, we were all
Carminas. She brought out the best out in each individual and joined the hundred or more personalities in a unified whole,
which worked perfectly, magically, invincibly, both on and off the stage. Each rehearsal, each concert and each tour brought a
different and infallibly perfect experience, that shaped us forever. | think they marked me a bit more ...

| had an opportunity to work behind the stage, in the “backstage” of this magical world. Once again, Karmina was able to
identify what | could do best. She possesses a special gift: she can find and bring to light a person’s most hidden abilities. She
teaches how to develop them, nurture, complement and use them in a way that they can best serve one’s desires and work.
After years of various collaborations, | can safely state that this has been one of the most beautiful, richest and worthiest

experiences of my life. | have deep and grateful respect for Karmina because of her abilities, creativity, vision and hard work.



Positions

It’s like taking part in the Tour de
France: the leader takes it hard
on the chest while the rest find it
easier to pedal.



Puzzle

It was the name that set her apart. In several
different ways. In the beginning by spending
her first fortnight nameless, until the author-
ities asked her parents to please decide on a
name. She became Karmina and in the years
when it was in vogue to discuss the origins of
one’s name, she tested different ideas - that
it came from the colour carmine red or from
“karmin”, a form of lamentation performed at
funerals. It might also be a version of the name
Carmen, or the final and most exciting Latin
explanation - the song. This interpretation
has irritated her to this day, when she is of-
ten forced to endure attempts at introductory
wit, like for instance, “Karmina as in Carmina
Burana”, or “carmina boranja” (a type of local
stew). Of all of them, she was the fondest of
her great-aunt’s mistake; she called her Kar-
amela (Caramel). But her name did come in
handy when choosing a name for her choir,
which became Carmina Slovenica (Latin for
Slovenian songs). The name has ensured con-
tinuity through change, it is easy to pronounce
in all languages, and serves as a geographical
and at times repertory starting point. And it
has raised dozens of carminas who have come
out of this “family”.

When she started her journey as a choir con-
ductor, she was only sixteen and younger than
her singers, while today she is old enough to
be their mother. She has been standing in front
of generations of singers her entire mature life.
She never spoke to me about her youth, about
her beginnings. Even when | asked about it, |
got a sparing and tossed off answer. There was
something about her first record player and

part-singing in the family car, and her

first Tchaikovsky - Concerto in B-flat

minor - as a birthday present. You al-

ways had to peel off the layers to get

to something more intimate. But as |

poked more and harder, there usually came a
flood. True, more of a “staccato” flood, but it
was there. A bit enigmatic. She is so sphinx-
like. God knows when she is herself or even
what herself is. She is found in so many roles,
ranges, alternations. There is so much being
invented with her and her music. Music coming
from her vocal explorations is often heard for
the first time. She has adopted this pioneering
way completely. It has been her loyal compan-
ion through times of splendour and distress. It
is quite uncomfortable to be in the position of
“before your time”.

Is unpredictability her basic trait? She defi-
nitely always feels she needs to be going
somewhere, she has conquered so many terri-
tories, she has stepped over the thresholds of
so many back stages in global mega-concert
halls ... She has flown so many miles and so
many diverse landscapes resonate in her work.
She conquers them through synaesthesia and
daring and she long ago started to fuse all the
worlds she had experienced, all the worlds she
thinks and explores, into forever new, differ-
ent contexts. Or in the words of a music critic
Alex Ross: “She unveils vast forms, she deals
with complex forces, she traverses the range
from noise to silence, she points the way to
the place Debussy once described as the ‘im-
agined country’, which is found nowhere on
the map.”






Prestige

She received one of the most prominent inter-
national awards for choral music in October
2004, in the German town of Heilbronn - the
Robert Edler award. A renowned jury includ-
ing Royce Saltzman, Erkki Pohjola, Misukazi
Suvaki and Péter Erdei decided to recognize
her for her “powerful contribution to the de-
velopment of global choral movement”. It was
a life achievement award. At the age of thir-
ty-seven!

When she received word from the German
town of Marktoberdorf about receiving the
Robert Elder award, she was shocked. She
was familiar with former recipients, like Tonu
Kaljuste from Estonia or Frieder Bernius from
Germany. The award has been given since 1999
to a conductor, composer, choir or institution
for notable contributions to international cho-
ral movement.



It seemed almost unbelievable that | would be awarded such an honour in a field so vast, among

so many excellent colleagues. | feel like | need to meet even higher professional standards from
now on. For this reason, the award is an honour and a great burden at the same time. If your
work is chosen from all that has been created in choral music in the last few years around the
world, you must have done something exceptional. | considered Frieder Bernius who received
this award some years ago, one of the topmost authorities, a legend. | used to attend his master
classes. He set a new performance standard with Stuttgart Kamerchor, just like Eric Ericsson
before him. These artists record with the largest record labels, like Sony and Phillips, which in
turn places them among the most visible and renowned figures in music.

There is no institution or national organization behind me to promote me abroad. Some of my
colleagues have been more fortunate, since they come from countries where musical life is
organised on a much higher level, where publishers of music literature and albums and concert
agencies work hand in hand ... They attack the international stage in unison. It should suffice to
take a look at the Music Finland website or remind ourselves of the Vienna Boy’s Choir, which is
supported by a giant machinery, from tourism on. My work stands practically alone - there is no
choir federation, no agency behind it. That made our breakthrough tougher and it makes this

award the more surprising.



Childhood Fragrances

If you looked in the window of a house across the street from the prison in Maribor, you would
see a window grate, and behind the window grate there were faces. The faces used to stare into
the curtained window and the cold room of an apartment. In this apartment there was a black
grand piano. It had ... keys. Each one was different from the others. They were made of ivory. This
fact enflamed my imagination. | saw white hunters, | saw black hunters and fleeing tigers and
elephants. And then a huge boat and on that boat, our black piano with ... keys. In this “freezer”,
as our grandmother used to call it, my mother would bend over them and play a tune from a
foreign TV show, imitating the playing puppet. She stuck her tongue in her cheek and cocked
her head sideways. My grandmother used to watch her in awe, while my grandfather was lying
down under heavy blankets with his cap on. | stood by the piano in my red knitted skirt, knitted
cardigan and woollen slippers, waiting for her to finish. Waiting for my turn. I did the same. If
| didn’t succeed, | tried again and again, searching for the correct pattern of the ivory keys, so
that the blotches from Africa sync with the TV puppet’s tune.
And everybody was so cold. The kitchen was the only heated
room in the apartment back then, because the coal cellar was
too far, there might have been some other reason also. It was
warm in the kitchen, not only because it contained the only
stove in the house, it was also warm with the scent of cabbage
rolls, apple strudel, cracknels and preserved jam. All the pots
of winter supplies were archived in the “freezer”. Looking up
from the ivory keys, | saw light refracted in glasses of spruce
tips in sugar, which supposedly worked wonders for my
bronchitis. Jars of ajvar, pickled Serbian vegetables, pickles
and peppers stood assorted by size in display cabinets of first
post-war massive oak furniture with a shiny varnish finish,
behind the cut glass featuring roses. The smell of moth balls
inside the piano mixed with the fragrances of sage and thyme
hung in the closets to dry. It was in this fusion of colours and
smells that | searched for my first right notes and had my first

real audience.



Maestra

My first encounter with the true meaning of “maestro” took
place when | was dreaming of enrolling in the “central”
choir as an elementary student. Back then, that was

almost unattainable. The choir’s reputation was enormous.
It seemed that those who were able to be there were
transported to another world, it was very prestigious.

One time, | managed to go to the Union Building, up to

the third floor. To that now thoroughly cursed third floor,
where | was initiated into the world of voices. At the time,
the choir was rehearsing a composition by the Serbian
composer Radomir Petrovic, a movement of his suite.
During the rehearsal, as the singers were individually
performing the part “men ne majka jed nui”, the conductor
included me as well and that was how | passed my audition.
At the time, | was terribly upset that it had taken me so
long to join, but whenever | spoke to anyone about my
desire, they were quick to persuade me how unrealistic

| was, because only the best could sing in that choir. |

was attending music school then, putting a lazy effort in

learning how to play the piano and slamming my bedroom
door every time | heard the word “practice”. There was no
godparent to walk me through my beginnings as a singer,
those were steps | had to take alone. Instead of spending my evenings in then legendary shrines of Zlatorog beer and 57
cigarettes or in the Grad, Astoria and Beloza bars - | spent more and more time at rehearsals.

Soon I drove our “old man” crazy by adding another choir - APZ to the MPZ. These acronyms sound so Eastern-European
nowadays. Back then, they were powerful identifiers. They stood for numerous celebrations. They also stood for going abroad.
Mostly we visited sister cities. The goals were interesting - vacations or rather intense preparations at the seaside, recording

a vinyl, performing for the radio - they all stimulated us in our work. We were so excited to perform at the Graz cemetery on
November 1. Or to jump into a pool at the sound of the whistle after eight hours of intense rehearsals, only to climb back

out again as the whistle sounded again. Being allowed to swim between a comrade’s (our conductor Branko Rajser) legs was
considered the peak of the day. Order and discipline were easily achieved on tour, as long as we were promised a trip to the
department store, “where you could get everything: from a needle to a car”. | still remember promises and desires attached to
the chance we might be able to buy chewing gum or something like that.

Such desires made us, eighteen-year-old girls in old-fashioned concert attire, willing to walk in line in lined pairs through
Utrecht, and being laughed at by Dutchmen in fancy clothes who were sitting in pub gardens.






Flying Too High

One of the proverbs | heard again and again in my early childhood was: “He who flies high falls
low.” The proverb was repeated everywhere | went. It warned us of the dangers of being different
from one’s group. It was a lesson in proper socialisation, an instruction to stick to the happy
medium. | might not have been afraid of flying high, but | was surely scared of falling low.

The beginnings of “being first” go way back. They were humble and today [ find them almost
funny. In my first competitive attempts, at the time with the Rotovz women’s choir, | brought
folk part-singing to the stage, as found in the records of the Institute of Ethnomusicology at the
Research Centre of the Slovenian Academy of Sciences and Arts, instead of the then customary
arrangements of folk songs. The jury was astonished. Others were seriously appalled. The next
edition of the festival already featured a few imitators. At the next Nasa pesem (Our Song) Choir
Competition | introduced to the folk music category folk-song as a comprehensive, thematically
rounded performance, complemented with visual (national dress replicas) and dance (stylized
folk-dance choreography) elements. The reaction was the same, as was the influence. Such
“boldness” continued. First lighter genres, first choral choreographies. And a growing focus on
new repertoire fields: less (or never before) performed music, specific combinations of musical
pieces, a comprehensive approach to constructing performances and, of course, introduction of
other means of expression (light, movement, instruments, costumes, elements of theatre). All of
these gradually gave rise to a concept we now know as choregie. From what are today relatively
naive projects like Tokrat malo drugace (A Bit Different This Time) and More a Tale Than Reality,
to Vampirabile, which ripped into the Slovene music scene and even more so into in professional
circles abroad. The first traces of fledgling scripts, like for example a project where the music of
Mozart was supplemented by a candlelit actor wearing a costume (costume, wig and chandelier
borrowed from the theatre) and reading cheesy, heart-breaking texts, were met with enthusiasm.
The venues were packed, the concerts sold out, the professional critics very pleased with my
prospects. Vampirabile and other projects realised from 2000 to 2004 launched me into the
orbit of interesting artists. There was no lack of superlatives. People talked and wrote of the
incredible success. And great hopes and good wishes for the future. They somehow got used to
the intensity and concept of expression of Vampirabile, and little vampires began popping up in
Argentina, the USA, Canada, Africa. Then | took this immature beauty and agreeability and dug



even deeper. It was then that many got lost. Things were no longer simple: no longer could they
talk of how beautiful the tone was, because that became a self-evident and expected standard,
they could no longer talk about tempo, dynamic range and innovative stability. Those projects
simply couldn’t support such basic analysis. There was little “bel canto” singing and no familiar
repertoire left. It all fitted into a sort of comprehensive concept, a form of theatre music, which
didn’t fit entirely in the field of music, but neither could it be described as theatre or dance. That
was the first time | seriously considered the possibility of being somehow ahead of the times in
my environment. That was all | could come up with, because | experienced fantastic reactions on
stages abroad, professional analyses of my concept, commissions for collaborations, but at the
same time many doubts from the other side. | relied on the confidence | received from circles
familiar with the development of music as theatre. Places where works by Glass, Reich, Cage,

to mention just a few more widely known composers from my repertoires, were staple pieces
instead of exotic excursions into the unknown, yet were received with resentment in Slovenia (by

outdated musicologists and music ‘experts’).

Once | had a long chat with an esteemed German colleague following a dinner in Vancouver. He
asked me how my vampir(abil)e life was going. Then he answered his own question: “It’s like
taking part in the Tour de France: the leader takes it hard on the chest while the rest find it easier
to pedal. The leader is also usually not the eventual winner.”

Wonderful!






About Time

Being ahead of the times? When is that? Which time, whose time? When we were told in high-school that one artist or the

other was “ahead of his time”, | took it to mean something exceptional, commendable, venerable, the best thing that could
happen to you. | have come to realize many things sound better than they are in real life. Being ahead of the times means:
standing alone in your beliefs, tilting at windmills. Being ahead of the times means knowing you are taking a different path and
being unable to do anything about it. | would not feel the need to talk about this had not my ideas, almost as a rule, been at
first rejected and harshly criticized and then soon copied both at home and abroad.

Possessing sensibility for the times is both a gift and a penance. Being in the time and going with it must feel nice and
comfortable. Being behind the times must be even more comfortable, although | doubt many people realize this. Being ahead
of the times can be a horrific battle with everything and everyone, and it is anything but comfortable.

| was free of any truly great tradition. The tradition of cults of the artist, great names of great composers, conductors and other
performers, traditions of great theoreticians, critics and artists in our musical cultural environment.

| was part of a small music community. | was also free of the laws of the market. | was free to create, which came with staying
on the sidelines of all the great developments in music. This was a great privilege for creative freedom. Yet this privilege came
with a disadvantaged social and economic position. If the first privilege allowed me to fly high and far, the second limited the
scope of my flight.
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The Vampirettes
and Preseren

2000 was a milestone year. The angelic choir
of white-clad girls morphed into a corpus of
black demonic women - vampires - in a music
theatre Vampirabile. Many found this shocking.
Named after the work of Adriana Hélszky, the
Vampirabile project brought new aesthetics,
fused ancient beliefs, spells and myths with
contemporary composers in a new entity.

The mythological world brought to life in the project is rich and mysterious, never fully explored.
It entices us with its combination of imagination and reality, nature and the human, belief

and experience, hope and fear, strength and helplessness ... Different peoples have different
mythologies, but they are nevertheless somehow very similar. The project softly combines fantasy
and reality, nature and human, belief and experience, hope and fear, strength and helplessness

... This world seems so far - and yet so close. This is also one of the reasons why modern
composers often draw on mythology.

For this project | selected from all the great composers in the world who are contemporary in
time, spirit and manner, their scores focusing on themes associated with the ancient past. People
keep locking these materials in the chest of cultural heritage, but they keep surreptitiously
seeping out. They include everything from gigantic national epic poems to tiny abracadabras, but
they all contain enormous amounts of fantasy.

The music was written by Einojuhani Rautavaara, Arne Mellnds, Mark Winges, Lojze Lebic, Judith
Shatin, Stephen Hatfield and Adriana HSlszky.
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At home, the reviews were euphoric: “[..]
rhythmically and dynamically fully perfected
spell binding ritual of almost bacchanalian
awakening.”

Or: “[...] a magic circle, shading into the unity
of different contrasts; exceptional choral vocal
articulation, an expressive metastasis, spread-
ing eerily and intensively into the silence, and
the scream of the scenery in a one-of-a-kind
perfection; one could hardly achieve more.”

The explanation of the PreSeren Foundation

award states:

“Vampirabile is a sophisticated choral message in all segments,
comprised of several works by contemporary composers and
uniquely bound together in a dramaturgically rounded narrative.
Precise vocal discipline, youthful energy, musical theatrical
ingenuity and artistic cogency are among the qualities marking this
performance, which spreads eerily and intensively into the silence

and scream of musical witching.”

In 2000, Vampirabile continued on its glamor-
ous journey at the America Cantat Internation-
al Choral Festival in Caracas, just a day after it
premiered in Cankarjev dom. The gala concert
in the great hall of the Teresa Carreno cultural
centre, the very place which had hosted Tomaz
Pandur and his “theatre of dreams” several
times before, was met with chants and huge
applause. The auditorium literally exploded in
standing ovations and refused to let the choir
leave the stage.
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Welcome, angels of peace.






| accompanied them to six continents and we
were writing our own Lonely Planet or Travel-
ling Planet on those journeys together. Land-
scapes, real and imagined, are mixed togeth-
er, they fuse into an exciting universe, where
realistic distances between The Spell by Lojze
Lebi¢ in the Andes and Drumlca in the larg-
est concert hall in Tokyo or Adiemus from the
window of the University of Ljubljana and Ben-
edicamus in Spanish Las Huelgas disappear.
They are all merging into a densely populated,
authentic, unigue Planet Carmina.

How many countries were there? About forty
on six different continents. How many concert
goers? Sadly, nobody recorded the numbers.
Just under a month-long Japanese tour alone
saw 25.000 people in fifteen concert halls on
all the islands.

Travelling with Carmina Slovenica brings a dif-
ferent point of view, stepping onto the great-
est stages from backstage, mixing with audi-
ences of all countries, breathing with them,
observing the phenomenon in microscopic
and telescopic view all at once. It is outward
and inward, an oscillation, co-undulation,

co-habitation with a delicate seismograph. It
is demanding, passionate, euphoric. It is deal-
ing with special laws of the collective which
the uninvited cannot and should not ever fully
penetrate. There are numerous codes which
the unqualified can never fully decipher. The
community operates like a sect or boot camp,
a girl’s boarding school, a contemporary work-
shop. One can detect elements of all collective
classes and practices. And the constant flow,
alternations, lining every possible thing in a
new (musical and other) context as a starting
point for everything. What is most stunning
is Karmina’s ability to shape generation after
generation of singers into the now typical and
notorious Carmina perfection. After all these
decades, superhuman toil through time.

The all-girl collective brings to the interna-
tional scene not only the sounds of their own
environment and national musical heritage,
but always also another and different music,
from all ages and regions. Such universality
always falls on fertile ground, and it always
also contains - in a surprisingly natural and
never populistically flirtatious way - Sloveni-
an musical scores. The passion with which the



Japanese audience reacted to Lebi¢’s music,
the enthusiasm of the boys’ choir from Drak-
ensberg, South Africa for learning songs from
Rezija ... For any of us tagging along, every
performance anywhere in the world was rea-
son to develop a more confident view of being
Slovenian.

No concert, wherever it is performed, is with-
out Slovenian songs or works by Slovenian
composers. This connection is an important
one, not only because of the adjective in the
choir’s name. The ensemble’s personality isn’t
built exclusively through elite appearances
at the most prestigious events, but include
venues like solitary village schools on remote
shores of the Atlantic or numerous cultural
centres in our homeland.

As Slovenia tried to enter the world

with its “success story” over two

decades ago, Carmina Slovenica

had already written its “song of

success” on the stages of San Francisco, Van-
couver, Cape Town, New York, Basel, Helsinki ...
It proved that Slovenian song was one way to
conquer the world. It would win convincingly
and with the highest scores at prestigious choir
competitions in Neerpelt, De Moines, Golden
Gate, Kathaumixw, Kalundborg. Experts know
these are some of the hardest steps for any
prime choir to climb. But as the confines of
choral music became too narrow and Carmina
Slovenica turned away from sheer competi-
tiveness, enforced standards and repertoires,
which were not intensive enough for the lead-
er who saw her choir as an artistic corpus, able
to hold one’s own against any other great ar-
tistic formation.




Scivias, 2003.

From Time Immemorial ..., 2006.

Pleading for Words, 2011.

| recall three theatrical events, projects which
received many awards and are at least partially
still performed today, outside the geography |
am about to draw with all its tangible and fluid

boundaries.



The first groundbreaking event | recall is the
premiere of the theatrical project Scivias in
Cankarjev dom’s Gallus hall in 2003. It was
spell binding. As the girls assume unusual line-
ups, incanting, sitting on the floor, | witnessed
the same effect all over the world. It is wedged
somewhere between ethnos and ethos, which
has become eerily relevant in recent years,
and stems from rituals from the entire plan-
et - from group prayers to chants, from sha-
manic melodies, mantras, to Inuit chants. The
melodies are internalized even if we don’t un-
derstand a word, Eskimo syllables and Latin
masses carry similar messages - on mystery,
love, death, birth, fear, love ... Religions and
armies, tribes and peoples have always used
the power of chants, because they allow us to
steer the collective spirit and heart, in good
times and bad times. From Scivias to the more
recent Toxic Psalms, the music of old societies
of different traditions perfectly relates to the
works of composers like Stephen Hatfield, or
Donald Patriquin, or Veljo Tormis, or Jukka
Linkola, female composers like Hildegard of
Bingen or Sarah Hopkins, who enthusiastically
listened to the Carminas’ concert in Australia,
or the Slovenian composers Lojze Lebic, Alojz
Srebotnjak, Jakob JeZ, Marjan Sijanec ... Tradi-
tional tunes of Australia, Croatia, Uzbekistan,
Peru, Cameroon, Ghana, traditional Apache
melody ... merge quite naturally with Sloveni-
an folk song. Evidence of the universal value
of this project can be found in inclusion of
Scivias into the European Broadcasting Union
(EBU) programme as part of the Discoveries
programme.

Juxtaposing music, coexistence of styles, eras
in Karmina Silec’s performances, multiplied

with numerous performers, orchestras or
groups, looks and sounds like a breezy combi-
nation of different entities in unity, in timeless-
ness. O successores, an homage to maestro
Samo Hubad, boldly combined music from the
past with contemporary music in Gallus hall
in 2005, in collaboration with RTV Slovenia’s
Symphony orchestra. Simultaneously perform-
ing Arvo Part’s music and medieval melodies
of the Eastern and Western Churches is both
provocative and innovative, as is combining
early polyphony with the spiritual juncture of
Islam, Christianity and Judaism.

| also remember as ground-
breaking the stage produc-
tion of From Time Immemo-
rial ... (2006) by composer
Lojze Lebi¢, which Carminas
integrated into the Opera,
ballet and orchestra of the
Slovene National Theatre
Maribor ensemble. It was
groundbreaking primarily
because of its institutional
framework, which seemed
stiff and rigid, in love with
museum-like belcanto. Jernej
Lorenci joined Karmina as di-
rector. Staring into the shadows of our ances-
tors, into the beginnings of our psychological
distress, it was a performance which stemmed
from a key thought by the poet on Lebi¢’s mu-
sic, Gregor Strnisa: “Where are we, when were
we, where will we be, when are we no more?”
The critics were captivated and the interna-
tional commendation: Karmina received the
International Theatre Institute (ITI) Award at
the Music Theatre Now world competition in



2008, in the category Music beyond Opera.

| admit | was personally especially excited
about the project Pleading for Words (2011).
Because we, Karmina and |, wrote back and
forth about Slovenian poetry for a long time: |
kept sending her chosen poems and poets, she
kept sending me musical lessons. Pleading for
Words was the first project to weave a special
bond between new and early Slovenian music
and poetry. It was a special excursion into the
world of Slovenian poetry, a sort of “architec-
ture of music and word”. As an homage to
Lojze Lebi¢, who, as a composer, fit perfectly

with Slovenian modernism in poetry, Carmina
first performed Pleading for Words at the 26"
Slovene Music Days in the parish church of
St. George in Piran. There was also a special
subtleness about the concert performance of
parts of the projects among the arches of the
Maribor Town Hall at the invitation of the Mari-
bor Public Library three years later.

Pleading for Words was subtitled Slovenian
Spiritual Creativity, which was inspired by a
poem by France Balanti¢. The consecrated
space of the baroque church in Piran was sug-
gestively filled by a succession of Slovenian
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poetry and early, never before performed and
not thoroughly explored Slovenian music by
Daniel Lagkhner and Georgius Prenner, as well
as the unsurpassed contemporary composer
of choral music Lojze Lebi¢, whose work has
been systematically and lovingly performed
by Carminas on every world tour for dec-
ades. Discovering new chapters in musical
history and looking into the musical future
of this space served as a starting point. The
girls performed the Maribor born Lagkhner
(after 1550 - after 1607), whom Karmina had
discovered and whose compositions from the
Flores Jessaei collection she premiered with
her choir. The same goes for Georgius Prenner
(cca. 1500-1590, born in Ljubljana), the oldest
known musical artist from the Slovene ethnic
territory. The reputation of the zealous coun-
ter-reformer is attested by the names along-
side his in anthologies, such as Jacob Clemens
non Papa, Jacob Regnart, Heinrich Isaac and
Josquin des Prez. At the beginning, Lebicl’s
Mosaics was performed in the best manner of
the choregie concept: a seated choir dressed
in black and covered in dark tulle, in front of
an altar, sprinkled with beams of sharp white
light, had an out-of-worldly effect, it seemed
spun into a past time, slowly writhing out of its
“quiet rustle”, a verse Lebic liked. Actor Joze
Roposa interpreted Slovenian poets, most-
ly modernist, starting with “Gods” by Gregor
Strnisa and further resounding with the “Sta-
tions of the Cross” by Dane Zajc. The poetry
sounded quietly together with the musical
flesh of motets and chorales. With its sophis-
ticated and anything but pathetic modulation,
Pleading for Words worked as a verbal coun-
terpart to the perfect, superior singing.

The ability of contemporary, detached in-



terpretation to turn the mystical into an on-
tological category related to transcendence
was confirmed by selected interpretations of
poetry by Gregor Strnisa, Dane Zajc, France
Balanti¢, Edvard Kocbek, Alojz Gradnik,
Cene Vipotnik, Srecko Kosovel, Tone Kuntner,
France Forstneri¢, Milan Jesih and Tomaz Sala-
mun. The Latin term “religio” covers not only
sacredness, but also hesitation, doubt, even
rejection and curse. The project captured the
entire scope of such religiosity in a thought-
out, subtle coexistence of word and music.
It was an open zone - from violent religious
emoting and pure devotion to doubt and the
final boundaries of denial. In its performa-
tive perfection, the project was suspended
between harmonious reverberations and the
poems’ spasmodic disharmonies, between
friendly addresses to the audience and Lebic’s
work Hope, at which point the audience was
invited to sing from music sheets they were
given, and the hollow poetic voices of brilliant
modernists. Once again, Karmina abundant-
ly showed her refined instinct for combining
and paralleling different artistic universes, the
present and the past, the sacral, as well as the
agnostic and even the atheist.
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Slovenian Songs

Home and abroad, always.

Carmina Slovenica has also established a
name with the constant presence of Slovenian
songs in the choir’s repertoire through space
and time. Yet this is no patriotic maxim or an
act of populism.

Nowadays choirs remain almost the only “conservators” of folk songs ... Not counting a handful of individuals working with folk
tradition and a few unassuming chapters in elementary and secondary school curricula. Today, folk music performed by choirs
undoubtedly encompasses the widest population of all generations. This makes choral singing actually the only and most easily
accessible form of learning about folk songs. And Carmina Slovenica’s repertoire always includes a full-length programme of
Slovenian folk songs.

As Slovenians, we are especially fortunate. Despite being so tiny that the arboretum can plant a tulip for each one of us in

the spring, we also have a special privilege of having polyphonic and part-singing tradition. And there are many forms of it -
from antiphonic singing in Bela krajina to forms far surpassing singing in thirds and sixths. We have a tradition of singing in
fourths and even voice crossing - in Prekmurje, Slovenians also don’t stop with two voices in bordun... We developed singing in
harmony in folk music independently of the academic culture. And we didn’t stop at three or four voices partsinging, we went
all the way to five and even six voices. We didn’t practice part-singing according to the rules of classical harmony. We used our
own invention to guide our voices. And following a hard-to-pinpoint inner feeling we chose melodies well suited for multipart
singing “na tretko” or “firer”. Our polyphonic folk singing thus enables us to stand proudly among the very few. Choral music
is also the field into which contemporary Slovenian composers most often choose to channel their works, based on folkloric

elements.

a



Carminas took the Slovenian Sounds pro-
gramme all over the world, onto the greatest
and most important stages - from Yokohama,
Fukushima, San Francisco, Borneo, Cape Town,
Los Angeles, to Beijing, Moscow, Buenos Aires,
Caracas, Istanbul. The CDs Slovenian Sounds
and Drumlica are printed over and over again
and are being sold all over the world.

Years ago in the middle of Tokyo, we spoke
of Slovenian sounds in a series of concerts on
Japanese stages. The outstanding reaction of
Japanese audiences was fascinating, as was
the reaction of any other audience to the girls’
performing Slovenian songs, on any other con-
tinent.

A lot more work and toil went into achieving the Slovenian “feel” in the Japanese programmes. We had to prepare for
performing Slovenian folk dances and songs, for playing Slovenian folk instruments with special attention as that was a new
field for us. Even though it represents our authentic expression, it is easy to underestimate this repertoire. The educational
dimension is one of our duties, in addition to simply receiving foreign cultures and traditions. Young singers need to learn
about their own roots and to fathom them, learn how to experience them. Who if not us should be the ones to nurture
Slovenian ethnic tradition?

The connection with Slovenian tradition also
plays a strong programming role in your ap-
pearances at home.

Carminas have travelled all over the Slovenian
cultural long-distance trail, there is no cultural
centre they haven’t visited in the last quarter
of the century. Why is it important to maintain
this polycentrism of Slovenian sounds?

Slovenia has a large web of cultural centres, halls, theatres and stages. They are supposed to spread culture among the widest
audience, not only urban but rural, too. | suspect there are very few countries in the world with such widespread and operative
cultural networks. To avoid sounding like an article in a statute of a Union of Cultural Societies, let me bring up the fact that |
have performed on over a hundred concert stages and other venues in Slovenia throughout my career. This makes me happy,
but it also reminds me of the times when a bass singer Ladko Korosec and other important Slovenian dramatic artists—Stane
Sever, for instance—used to perform throughout the towns of Slovenia. Today this is no longer the case and too often more
commercially oriented projects are invited to perform in smaller towns on the premise that they are more likely to successfully



communicate with the audience. This is of course false. | feel deeply hurt when some uninformed “expert” board or other at
the Slovenian Ministry of Culture cites in their answer to grant applications that “there is lack of greater integration of the
programme into the Slovenian cultural space, as well as its greater territorial dispersion”. It is a matter of fact that cultural
societies like ours are the ones reaching every corner of our land. Carmina is privileged in this aspect. We have performed

on the most elite stages, for instance Gallus hall in Cankarjev dom, Slovene Philharmonic, Slovene National Theatre Maribor,
Slovene National Theatre Drama Ljubljana; at the most beautiful venues, like St. Jacob’s Church in Kostanjevica, Knights Hall

in Brezice Castle, we have performed in synagogues, churches, as well as in dilapidated cultural centres from another time,

in gymnasiums, castle courtyards, even in the windows of the University of Ljubljana. | feel it is important that progressive
projects have been among those invited to perform at such events, giving them a chance to help oust the spirit of provincialism
and encourage interest in contemporary art.

| find our polycentric system, which keeps alive so many cultural centres, amazing. After all, cultural policies are a European
construct and express priority care for keeping and developing national cultures. But | do fear that decentralising development
in other areas will be unable to curb the consequences of the modern politics of centralised funding. It makes me want to

scream: “It is expensive to be cultured, and even more expensive to be uncultured!”

She Brought the (Musical) World Back to the Zone of Unity

Jozko Stucin wrote about Slovenian Sounds in the newspaper Primorske novice in 2005: “Changes in registers, guttural singing
techniques, natural base and cultivated articulation seem so self-evident and simple; they are like a spontaneous play, a
common form of communication. All elements mentioned result in some sort of superior ‘new age’, in the positive sense of the
word, a global musical experience, surpassing cultures, nations, beliefs, and fusing with a universal and cosmic human soul into
a uniform organism. With Carmina Slovenica, Karmina Silec crossed the centuries old boundaries of spiritual lots and brought
the (musical) world back to the zone of unity, of collective, warm and ours.”

The Ford Award for Preservation of Natural and Cultural Heritage in the Project Slovenian Sounds

The Carmina Slovenica Choir is the winner of this year’s Ford Motor Company Conservation and Environmental Grants
programme. The project Slovenian Music, followed by the release of a CD Citira - Slovenian Choral Opus /I, was praised for
its model or rather its approach to music. At its core is full comprehension of Slovenian music and, in a broader sense, the
Slovenian spiritual heritage; the choir applies this awareness to modern creative forms of expression. By an interpretive
synthesis of folk songs, dance and music, the choir manages to avoid the usual trap of pursuing nostalgia, or becoming a
‘living museum’. Folk heritage for Carmina Slovenica forms a model for today’s creativity and creations, which comprise
characteristics, features, particularities and differences - ingredients that are essential for creating modern life enriched with

the dimensions of heritage ... in Maribor, in Slovenia and the world!
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Women Are No Longer
Silent in Church

The Vatikan, 2002.
Las Huelgas, Burgos (Spain), 2005.

Like many others before her and after her, she
got excited about Shakespeare’s sister in A
Room of One’s Own by Virginia Woolf. From
the very beginning, she was aggravated by the
Grove Dictionary of Women Composers and
it’s ghettoization of women musicians. Why
aren’t women musicians integrated into gener-
al lexicons? She was intrigued to research the
female principle in music from the very start.
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Not in the context of trite femi-
nist schemes, not gender equal-
ity, let alone suffragette type
barricades. Misogyny in musical
and cultural history as a whole
provoked and stimulated her
rather than made her lament or
fulminate committedly from the
trenches. She simply wanted to
show that they were here from
time immemorial—namely, great
female composers, musicians,
vocalists, philosophers, oracles
and mystics.
The Clara Schuman syndrome vexed her, Clara
as a great composer and pianist overshadowed
by her husband Robert. Or Camille Claudel, a
superior sculptress to her partner Auguste Ro-
din. The inability of female artists to establish
themselves publicly drove her in time to the
project Musica Inaudita. And it keeps driving
her to the orphanages of Venice, to rusalkas,
women in Japanese internment camps in the
Second World War, where the captured wom-
en performed classical and even symphonic
scores from memory, using not musical instru-
ments but only their voices.
Women’s music is like the struggle against vi-
olence, captivity, a way to survive in impossi-
ble circumstances. Searching for the identity
of women’s group singing keeps driving her
... They have been present everywhere, but
of course throughout time overlooked and
ghettoised to this day. Musica Inaudita was
an expedition into the unknown of cloistered
female composers and never before heard
music. When searching for musical scores in
abandoned monasteries all over the world, the
material she discovered was astonishing.



Monasterio de Santa Maria
la Real de Las Huelgas

St. Mary’s Monastery in Las Huelgas. In the
upper half of Iberian Peninsula. Not far from
Burgos and the notorious pilgrimage route
Santiago de Compostela.

It is crunchy cold. Harmonious sounds of 40
girls’ voices of the Carmina Slovenica choir
resound from the chapel where no uninitiated
person can set foot and strict sequestration is
enforced. Benedicamus Domino I. It seems like
they have risen from the famous past of the
Carthusian convent in the middle of the Cas-
tile and Ledn landscape, where girls of noble
descent and of the same age in the 13* cen-
tury lived and created in the religious cultural
centre amidst the nuns, in a first-class musical
centre of the time. Inside, Jewish scholars and
Muslims share the same roof with Christians.
“In situ”, the Codex of Las Hueglas sounds truly
monumental. Neither the cold, which absorbed
the high notes, nor thick scarves and colourful
winter jackets could dispel the ghosts of the
past, which control every last room of the
cold, rocky sanctuary. It was before Christmas
2005, when our Schengen border had already
fallen and we rolled over 5.000 bus kilometres
from Maribor, through Monte Carlo, Avignon,
Aviles, Oviedo, Burgos, to Barcelona: a pilgrim
expedition of a special kind.

In October, three years before Spain, a simi-
lar monastery, ascetic and cold, awaited us in
the heart of Italy - Farfa Sabina. In the midst
of ancient olive orchards and vineyards, with
views covering the entire width of the Italian
boot. The monastery was extremely influen-
tial in the 12t century, even the Vatican port
of Civitavecchia was among its possessions,

along with Assisi, Senigallia, Pisa, Tivoli, Osi-
mo, Ascoli, Femmo ... Farfa’s power was enor-
mous. Today it serves as a lonely home of Suo-
re Brigidine, sisters of the order of St. Bridget.
The obscure order was given a special honour
by Pope John Paul Il. In 1999, when he named
St. Bridget one of the patron saints of Europe
at the European Synod and unveiled her sculp-
ture on the front of St. Peter’s Basilica at the
very entrance through which we walked inside
the basilica in the company of Maria Bianca
Furgeri, the author of one of the world premier
vespers compositions. On that historic Octo-
ber the 4t Carmina Slovenica performed as a
guest choir in honour of the European saint.
It was the first women’s choir in history to
perform in that sacred place. “From this point
onward history is being written - with the first
girls’ choir in the history of the Church of St.
Peter,” said Patrizia Adkins Chiti, organiser of
the event from the Donne in Musica founda-
tion in Rome. A leading dignitary of the Order
of St. Bridget, Tekla Famiglietti also stressed
the importance of the white clad Slovenian
girls in one of the most sacred places of the
Vatican. “What angelic voices!” resounded
through every room in the Vatican, where our
girls performed on the 700%™ anniversary of
the birth of St. Bridget, presenting the original
Rosa Rorans, a hymn in her honour.

Despite the pleas in Pope John Paul II’'s encyc-
licals to recognize female genius in the field
of music, the famous male choir of the Sistine
chapel has maintained the domination of male
singing in the Vatican. This masculine enclave
was first cracked by none other than the girls
of Carmina Slovenica choir and therein lies the
historical importance of this performance. By
performing songs by Byzantine, Catholic and



Anglican sisters they refuted in the best way
possible, and in the stronghold of Catholic
manhood, the warning of St. Paul that “wom-
en should remain silent in church”. But women
not only didn’t remain silent in the church, they
sang, and moreover songs by female compos-
ers. The misogyny of the Catholic church final-
ly loosened a bit. Perhaps even more radical
and inspiring for our national parables is the
fact that in the Roman church of St. Lorenzo
in addition to sacred music, Carmina Slovenica
also performed contemporary Slovenian mu-
sic - The Spell by Lojze Lebi¢. Standing right
next to the altar it really sounded pagan-like,
almost scandalous. Nevertheless, the Suore
Brigidine smiled benevolently and in deep
gratitude. The audience enjoyed themselves
and the church dignitaries refrained from turn-
ing up their noses. Even Patricia Chiti credited
the Slovenian conductor’s daring repertoire
choice.

The day before in the Palazzo della Cancelleria
at the Donne in Musica symposium, Karmina’s
lecture on the music of cloistered female com-
posers and their bitter fate behind locked
convent doors left a very different impression
than did the rest of the speakers. The sympo-
sium’s organisers showed their true under-
standing of the most democratic dimensions
of ecumenism, while Swedish Princess Victoria
added a blue-blooded touch to the event. And
the most grotesque memory of the basilica
featuring Michelangelo’s dome: mobile phones
kept ringing fiercely even through the vespers
led by the Pope.

The Vatican was packed those days, as one
of the most controversial canonisations in the
history of the Catholic church was under way:
Pope Woytyla canonised the Spaniard Jose-

maria Escrivo de Balaguer, the founder of the
infamous Opus Dei organisation. Luckily, The
DaVinci Code hadn’t yet been published that
year. If it had been, our choir would have sure-
ly strolled inquisitively among the half million
tourists and worshippers along the paved ex-
panse of Piazza san Pietro.

The harmonious singing of our girls

filled the monastic silence of Far-

fa. Mostly dark-skinned, extremely

young nuns were visibly thrilled by

the playfulness and vivaciousness

of their new temporary residents.
Nevertheless, their cultured voic-

es fitted the ascetic rooms much

better than the nocturnal expedi-

tion we witnessed on the first day.

Flashes were coming from under

the thousand-year-old campanile.

A gueue of luxury cars was parked

on the narrow uphill road. There was

a uniformed driver in one of them.

The scene played out in front of our

eyes as if from a movie by Fellini:

standing under the arcades in front

of the basilica in pitch darkness, a

bride and a groom were somewhat
lethargically staring into space. It

was mid-week and it seemed fake,

like a photo shoot. Also there was

no one around to explain what was

going on. Against the backdrop of

the luxurious medieval portal they

looked like newlyweds on cakes -

she draped in lace and tulle, a photographer
with two flashes and an umbrella. An absurd
scene. Marriage on a weekday? And what was
the photo shoot in pitch darkness about? | bet
the famous ltalian film studio Cinnecita had



something to do with it. But the Italian cinema
had long lost the standing it had in Europe in
the time of Bertolucci, Pasolini, De Sica ...

Another thing: our journalistic expedition
would never have found its way to the mon-
astery had it not been for the then newly ap-
pointed Slovenian ambassador to the Holy
See, a former chancellor of the University of
Maribor, Ludvik Toplak, PhD., who gave us a
ride. The Slovenian choir was one of his first
diplomatic missions on his new scene, and
the speech he gave in Basilica di San Lorenzo
in Damaso was also his first on that mission,
although it was in somewhat broken ltalian.
But if he hadn’t sent his driver to the highway
and “Uscita 6” that day, we would have never
seen the Farfa Sabina. The Roman taxi driver
we hired was clueless, another tell-tale sign
of the twilight descending on the once most
renowned of European medieval monuments.

Inside “Ristié’s” Monastery

It all started with the “nev-

er before heard” music by

cloistered female compos-

ers in the winter of 2002,

in the Ursuline convent in

Maribor, a seemingly aban-

doned building on the cor-

ner of Strossmeyerjeva and

Slovenska streets, where

once upon a time Missa in

A Minor alias A Tomb for

Boris Davidovich by Danilo

Ki§ was performed at the

Maribor Theatre Festival

by the Mladinsko Theatre

under the provocative di-

rection of Jovan Risti¢. We

sat among the audience,

in a circle in the middle, on

boxes. It was loud, aggres-

sive, but unforgettable.

It had been a while since anyone lived in the
damp convent, which extended a somewhat
unpleasant welcome to female musicians. The
strings kept loosening in the humid conditions
and the instruments had to be tuned during
every break. Nevertheless, the audience was
astounded by the repertoire. The girls in white
clothes and their conductor shined. It is a
shame that after that concert the damp and
sterile convent never again came to life in an
artistic context.

“This project as a world premiere,” wrote crit-
ic Bogdan Ucakar, “just might interfere thor-
oughly with nowadays much sought-after yet
usually hollow innovations in choral projects.”
“Shining seems easy if you possess curiosity,



if you have an artistic goal and the ability to
work with young people (the girls must adore
their conductor as they appear completely un-
der the spell of her hand)”, wrote critic Jure
Dobovisek after the premiere at the Slovene
Philharmonic. He added: “The unison strand of
the Hymn of Kassia shines with purity of dic-
tion as if the singers regularly converse in the
language of the Greek poetic source material.”




Would you enter a monastery? It used to be the only alternative to getting married.

| wonder if | would have gone to the convent back then, centuries ago. What would it be like to live there now?
How would | think, how would | feel? Would | even stay in music in this way? Back then, my music would have
probably served a different purpose. | went to South America once. | was asked to lecture at the university
and give a master class. One of my students was quite torn between his family with multiple children and

his social life so he came to class unprepared more than once. Since it took a lot for me to come there |
occasionally grumbled about him needing to invest more of himself in music. Once he invited me to come to
his church. | wasn’t particularly thrilled about it, | was just being polite. The church was jam-packed, on fire,
overflowing. Women on one side, men on the other, children separate, single people in front. All in their Sun-
day best, with greased black hair. They all sang to me or for me that night. Nobody had ever sung to me so
beautifully. The energy they were creating gave me goose bumps. Many of them went into a trance and spoke
in tongues, they were dancing and twirling. A Pentecostal church. The one in the Jesus Camp documentary. It
turned out my student was the lead cantor there. Then | received a letter from him. In the letter he described
how he had fallen in love with the image of my singer and the unhappiness this had left him with. He asked my
aadvice, my absolution. He concluded the letter: “Dear Karmina, you are the grandest master in this field and
you have taught me a lot. You create God'’s works, your music is divine, but my job is to worship God with my
own music.”

For me, there is nothing more important. This is not an alternative to marriage. It’s an alternative to a spiritual

dimension.

Were you stunned by the ice-cold Spanish convent of Las Huelgas? Did you feel the message of Benedic-
amus Domino inside its stone walls?

We went to Las Huelgas to feel Benedicamus Domino in a different way, for melismas of Ave Maris Stella

to reverberate from the centuries old stone walls. We spent lot of the time revising the manuscripts of the
convent’s codex. At that time, the convent housed Christians, Jews and Muslims, contributing to a very special
atmosphere. Back then, our current repertoire was sung by a choir of 40 girls from aristocratic families.
Where did the Iberian nuns in the 13" century get music from different parts of Europe? How could they get a
manuscript if they were prohibited to sing in polyphony? Their mother superior must have had her own ways,
and since the convent is situated along the Camino de Santiago pilgrimage route she might have exchanged a
loaf of bread for a scroll of music.






The Spell Under the Inka Bridge

Buenos Aires, Mendoza, Andes (Argentina),
Vifa del Mar, Valparaiso, San Antonio,
Isla Negra, Santiago de Chile (Chile), 2003.

My vision cleared and the secret was revealed
to me for the first time during a group expedi-
tion to the Andes. It was so touristy, archaical-
ly amateurish, by bus - directly from the arms
of Slovenians in Argentina, who left us in the
middle of Mendoza, waving affectionately and
not knowing we would soon return.

It all started on St. Martin’s Day. From Trg
svobode (Liberty Square) to Vienna airport.
The karma could have been better. The media
entourage on the South American tour of the
Carmina Slovenica choir had a dramatic start.
A colleague from the newspaper Del/o lost his
passport in Schwehat. He realised this during
check-in and his luggage was already on the
plane to Madrid. The parting was bitter and
we all hoped he would join us later on. Sadly,
he did not make it. What would happen if it
was one of the singers who had lost her pass-
port? Impossible. They are impeccably (self)
organized. Alenka, the long-time chairwoman



and a chaperon of the choir on tour works in
close and trusting connection with the con-
ductor and has developed all self-protective
scenarios to the point where there are no slips.
Nothing surprises them. Even in improvisation
they remain perfect, infallible. And not only on
stage.

The two weeks that followed offered an
amazing insight into the choir’s secrets. The
balance between discipline and spontaneity
disarms everyone. There are no suffering fac-
es, any moodiness or exhaustion, even in sit-
uations where all others would fail. Carminas
are able to give their best and shine brightest
in the most difficult circumstances. Where do
they get the energy, courage, daring, bound-
less confidence, complete authority, each
and every one of the singers on stage? When
smiles spread across faces, Karmina senses a
murky, somewhat absent gaze, | have learned
this by now. She spots insecurity on stage be-
fore it even happens. She knows how to light
sparks in their eyes even through the most
difficult passages. Elegant entrances and ex-
its off stage, everything is flawless, to the last
bow. Passionate Argentineans and Chileans
naturally went crazy, there were standing ova-
tions, chants and cries of “Maravilloso, fantas-
tic, brilliantissimo ...” Performances sometimes
felt like football matches, the atmosphere was
full of cheering, enthusiastic whistling, stomp-
ing. The Chilean orchestra which took part in
the Adiemus project spent five minutes tap-
ping their drumsticks and bows against music
stands, thrilled at the crystal voices of young
European women who suddenly appeared
in the middle of Santiago for their first joint
rehearsal. The second rehearsal was already
followed by a performance. A flawless one.

The authoritative, dominant and barefoot
conductor with her hair down had all under
control: she moved percussionists’ stage left
because they drowned out the vocalists, she
handed out instructions to sound technicians,
her girls were the only ones who needed prac-
tically no communication. Looks sufficed. And
the performance was perfect, the auditorium
stunned. But that was just the finale. So much
more uniqueness had to come first. So many
wild colours and sounds had to be absorbed
by our missionary expedition of forty people.
We had to overcome heights, distances, snow-
drifts and overheated Pacific dunes. So many
opposites in one place, brilliance and poverty,
the warmth of distant Slovenedom ...

It truly was a privilege and luxury to witness
first-hand the euphoric atmospheres in the
most renowned concert halls, as well as in
poor provincial churches and in school back-
yards, where the audience kept respectively
touching the angelic girls and showering their
conductor with kisses and congratulations,
where they sang along and moved to the
rhythms of Slovenian, folk, Zulu, aboriginal, In-
uit, Balkan, and Latin-American tunes. Mission-
ary is indeed the best word to describe that
tour, packed with contradiction, mass scenes,
homely touches, confidence of a less uprooted
Slovenedom than the one we live over here.
We were able to see so much in the lands and
cities conquered by Slovenian songs that we
could never experience as tourists. The girls
went on their South-American journey fully
equipped. The colours and sounds of the con-
tinent spread in a triangle between the Atlantic
and the Pacific were not entirely new to them,
as they had attended America Cantat festival
in Caracas, Venezuela. But this time the mis-



sion was special, it began and ended spectac-
ularly: first a performance in Teatro Colon and
finally the world premiere of Adiemus project
with the Chamber orchestra of Chile in Via del
Mar’s Teatro Municipal. The very place where
some years before a Slovenian Karmen Pecar
had done an excellent job at the international
cello competition. It was also a descent from
elite concert events such as the World Music
Days in Ljubljana to the poorest environments
of rural schools, churches and railway station
waiting rooms turned into concert halls. One
of those was home to Nifios Cantores, in the
suburbs of Mendoza, Argentina.

No Apple, No Pear,
No Cherry Trees

It all started in the megalopolis of Buenos
Aires, grey along the mud-brown rhythmical-
ly undulating river of La Plata or Silver River.
When had it lost all its silver? Looking down
from a plane, the city looked like a gigantic
graveyard. We were greeted at the airport
by our kind host Mario Bogataj, owner of the
tourist agency and guardian of television and
radio programmes for Slovenians. He has been
living in Argentina for more than half a cen-
tury. “There are no apple trees around here,
no pears or cherries”, one of the 60 thousand
Slovenians in Argentina opened his bus tour.
There are 4.000 of them living in greater Aires.
We met some of them on our second day,
at the concert in the Golden salon of Teatro
Colon.

Over a million vehicles roll over the enormously
wide avenues of Buenos Aires daily. We inched

along one of them, the biggest, longest and
widest in the world - la Avenida 9 de Julio - on
one of the fifteen lanes of the 140-meter-wide
road. On our way back to the hotel from Teatro
Colon the following day we crossed it in three
stages. As the tour entourage, we arrived at
the prestigious Colon with a cello on the roof
and drums in the trunk in one of the 40 thou-
sand taxicabs which are rumoured to be driv-
ing around the “Paris of Latin America”, which
boasts very few European traits despite the
fact that four million Europeans have settled
there. Most of them are of Spanish and Italian
descent. The same goes for Mendoza, as we
realised in the next few days. Every person we
came in close contact with at the Cantapueblo
festival in Mendoza had an lItalian name and
surname. At their head was the command-
er-in-chief of the Coppla organisation of
choirs, Alejandro Scarpetta. He complimented
Carminas, saying they were a “heavenly, ex-
ceptional world phenomenon”.

The concert in Colén proved to be a rough
baptism by fire to the Latin American tour: a
stage, no wardrobe, yet the glitz of Versailles
and mirrors. The audience was extremely
grateful. /graj kolce by Jakob Jez warmed
them up at the very beginning. Despite the
motley crew, many of them children, deadly si-
lence overcame them during Lebié&’s The Spell
from Vampirabile. Yet nobody cried, unlike
during the tour of China, when some people
ran out of the auditorium in fear. There was
no end to the encores in Colon. More Slove-
nian songs followed in the grand colonnade
hall - the largest hall of Colon, with 2500
seats, where great Argentinean pianists like
Daniel Barenboim or the controversial Martha
Argerich held concerts, where singers José



Carreras, Placido Domingo, Luciano Pavarotti
sang, following Mario Del Monaco, Renata Te-
baldi, Montserrat Caballé, Anna Moffo, Kiri te
Kanawa ... Richard Strauss, Ottorino Respighi,
Igor Stravinski, Paul Hindemith, Camille Saint-
Saéns and Aaron Copland were among the
famous composers who presented their work
in the Colon, as well as Krzysztof Penderecki,
who also collaborated with Carminas at their
concert in Cankarjev dom in Ljubljana; con-
ductors who performed here include Herbert
von Karajan, Lorin Maazel, Riccardo Muti, Kurt
Masur, Zubin Mehta ... Every one setting their
foot through the main entrance is touched
by the spirits of greatness, passing along the
37 square meters of the magnificent theatre,
which made history in 1857 with La Traviata.
We held our concert but were unable to join
the official tour of all Coldn’s workshops, since
we didn’t book it and the masses of tourists
were enormous.

We still had the day after the concert. It was
raining, a rare occurrence for late spring which
awaited us on the Southern continent. The
bus tour of the city was led by Blaz Mikli¢, the
tireless theatre director whose Moliére in au-
thentic classicistic theatre costumes had just
premiered at the Slovenian House in Buenos
Aires. He took us past the executive mansion
Casa Rosada. It was from the balcony here that
Evita Peron famously addressed her people
for the last time, to La Plaza de Mayo, where
mothers in white scarves attended weekly the
Thursday 3.30 pm marches, demanding the
return of their disappeared relatives - “desa-
parecidos” -, who went missing during the
years of military dictatorship. A stone’s throw
from the square stands the metropolitan ca-
thedral, where the girls of Carmina Slovenica

sang so harmoniously that they prompted an
ecstatic catechist to come running out of one
of the church aisles. Despite being Orthodox,
the song didn’t disturb him. The church sur-
prised with a football fan, a dark-skinned saint,
who visited and called upon by throngs of
zealous fans of Boca and River. La Bombon-
era stadium, we were informed, was designed
by Slovenian architect Viktor Sulc¢i¢. We had
lunch at Uncle Ivan’s in Florida, the shopping
centre in Buenos Aires where a Slovenian fam-
ily prepares and serves tasty fast food. Our
guide Blaz earns his daily bread there, too. Of
course, the girls sang there, and visited the
Piazzolla tango at the Astor Piazzolla Theatre
afterwards. The show was a bit on the com-
mercial side, but the singer was quite shocked
when during one of the less brilliant numbers
Carminas joined him from behind the tables in
the auditorium with a polyphonic rendering of
“El dia que me quieras”, a song by the famous
“tango-man” Carlos Gardel. Even waitresses at
the Piazzolla came to a standstill at the har-
monious, cultured singing. The intricate con-
tortions of the tango dancer’s legs on stage
were truly neck-breaking. Other than that, we
had seen more passionate dances before and
certainly heard much, much better singing.
The rainy cemetery of the rich and famous in
the esteemed neighbourhood of La Recoleta
was morbid and magnificent at the same time.
Fresh flowers adorned only Evita’s grave. Still.
The majority of tourists in Buenos Aires opt for
the so-called Evita Tour. The pace of digest-
ing famous literary coffee houses, the spirit of
Borges, and picturesque streets and antique
shops abandoned in the rain, was too fast for
us, time flew and our Argentinean tour contin-
ued 1100 km farther on in Mendoza.



Slovenian Square With a Hayrack
in the Centre of Mendoza

At the airport, we were met by a large dele-
gation: Slovenians living in Mendoza, led by
representatives of the respected Brajda family,
followed by Alejandro Scarpetta, the tireless,
likeable, leader of the Cantapueblo festival.
It was a very warm welcome in a wine-grow-
ing flatland city not unlike Ljubljana. Its very
logical design follows a system of quarters,
with a distance of a hundred meters from one
crossroad to another. Mendoza boasts seven
universities and three medical faculties. First,
we were shown around the city’s new and old
parts. Among numerous squares - of Chile, It-
aly, Spain - is also the Square of the Republic
of Slovenia - Plazoleta Republica de Eslove-
nia. After Slovenia gained its independence,
an Argentinean friend of Slovenians proposed
naming one of the plots in the city in honour
of Slovenia. The ambitious Slovenians of Men-
doza designed the square to reflect Slovenia
with a hayrack, typical heart ornamented
benches, a symbol of the Mary Help of Chris-
tians Church at Brezje and the Argentinean
Santa Maria de Lujan. The mayor of Mendoza
dedicated the square in November 1991, on
the occasion of Bishop Metod Pirih’s visit from
Koper. The square was designed by the Argen-
tinean architect Hernan Castro and his Slove-
nian wife Marjana Ocvirk. Every year on June
25, the Slovenians of Mendoza celebrate their
Independence Day on this square. Outside the
official programme in Mendoza, Carminas also
sang in the open-air amphitheatre Pulgarcito,
desolate in spring time and coming alive each
year in March, at the time of the grape harvest,
with the harvest festival.

The Slovenians of Mendoza took

the girls into their homes. Fami-

lies with six children on average

turned out to be extremely warm,

educated, sophisticated. Their en-

viable attitude to nurturing faith-

based Slovene spirit was conta-

gious, while a visit to the Slovenian

Sunday school offered a solution

to the problem of preserving one’s

mother tongue despite several

decades of separation. After com-

pleting their regular schoolwork in

Spanish schools, Argentine Slove-

nians’ Saturdays are reserved for

Slovenian school. Only sacrifice

will get you this far, they explain.

They speak exclusively Slovenian until they
reach school age. It takes just several months
for Spanish to sink in. The mother tongue,
on the other hand, has been deeply instilled
by then. Bozidar Bajuk, an architect, a mem-
ber of one of the most respected Slovenian
families in Mendoza, and a relative of Andrej
Bajuk, told us the story of how his father had
organised the first multipart singing choir in
Mendoza. This means that Slovenians in fact
pioneered choral singing in Mendoza and laid
the groundwork for the now 15t Cantapueblo
festival.

Whether they were aware of these roots or not,
Carmina Slovenica was revered at each and
every of the twenty-five concerts we gave. The
concert at Cine Teatro Plaza in the Godoy Cruz
district was also a tremendous experience for
the local Slovenians. They were so moved and
proud when they listened to the Argentinean
presenter’s welcome in Slovenian, who kept
repeating, “Cestitamo, dobrodosli” /congrat-






ulations, welcome/. Standing ovations and
statements like “such beauty of voices makes
my heart, my stomach ache” made it almost
impossible for us to push our way through to
the singers and their conductor. The perfor-
mances started late in the evenings. Siesta still
shifts all social life to late night hours. But the
girls were brilliant. Despite the late hour and
the long wait before the performance.

The mood during the day was reminiscent of
a Latino Oktoberfest. The winery which host-
ed all choirs performing at Cantapueblo for
lunch was a spacious, pretty, yet noisy pub,
part open-air, where participants were able to
socialise under the tent and sing freely. There
were more than enough harmonious and
even more discordant voices. Even Scarpetta,
the festival director, sang in one of the vocal
bands. The next day he was struggling to hold
it together behind the turntable in the Ander
Talleres stadium, built to accommodate up to
10,000 spectators. At the closing ceremony
held in the stadium and with the song of 3,000
voices, our girls were the only ones honoured
by other choirs. While they were returning to
their place on the stands, dressed in white,
every other choir stood up, faced in the direc-
tion of our singers and applauded mightily.
There is no denying that our singing and the
entire performance were by far the most re-
fined. Slovenian song resounded in front of the
10.000 strong crowd at the stadium.

Our extraordinary choral triumph came to
an end in Mendoza, with Misa Criolla by Ari-
el Ramirez, who gave us a short interview for
Slovenian media despite his celebrity status,
with a little help from the organizers. | was
baffled by how they were able to control the
masses of people in the seemingly chaot-

ic circumstances. There were no delays, no
scandals; everything ran surprisingly smoothly
and rhythmically. Saturated with the genuine
Latin-American pathos radiated by the Misa
Criolla, pronounced /kre'ndzs/ by the people
of Mendoza. Earlier that summer, Mercedes
Sosa sang this glorious mass, a symbol of Lat-
in America, at Maribor’s Lent festival. At the
time we couldn’t even dream about our choir
performing this poem at an Argentinean stadi-
um just a few months later. Walking along the
picturesque Valparaiso on the Chilean Pacific
coast, another song she performed that night,
the cult Chilean “Gracias a la vida”, reverberat-
ed in our memories.

The Andes |, The Andes i

After that we had to part with the incredibly
kind Slovenians of Mendoza, unforgettable,
calm, open and charming people we kissed
Argentinean style - right cheeks together. We
took a bus across the Andes to catch a glimpse
of the 6,958-metre high Aconcagua, meaning
“stone guard” in one if the Native American
languages and the highest mountain peak in
the Southern hemisphere. Our first try failed.
Customs officers at the border convinced us
it was not worth the wait, since the mountain
pass between Argentina and Chile was cov-
ered with snow, despite the warm weather of
30°C in lower areas. Driving over freshly fallen
snow along the numerous hairpin bends would
present too great a danger. The customs of-
ficers in the Punta de Vacas region (which
translates as “Cow Peak”) were far from mul-
tilingual. They spoke practically no foreign



languages and the one who declared he could
speak French lost all command of his voice
when asked about snow conditions and our
chances to make it to our scheduled Vifha del
Mar concert that evening. He just kept shaking
his head. And then an astounding happened:
once the bus turned back, the girls applaud-
ed loudly. They were incredibly delighted to
see their hosts in Mendoza once more. They
spent the remainder of the day at a poolside
picnic thrown at one of the Slovenians’ home.
Descending the Andes we passed trucks stuck
on the hard shoulder, loaded with - as we were
later told - cocaine, and long queues of truck
drivers, like the ones you see at Dolga vas,
only with mountains all around. People waited
with expressionless surrender on their faces.
In the middle of the “descent” we stopped at
a picturesque location with heavenly views,
the girls lined along the talus and sang the
The Spell by Lojze Lebi¢. Dear composer, you
should have been there to see it.

The next day we made it. The weather was
sunny, the skies clear, Aconcagua bathed in
sun. The Los Penitentes ski centre (who knows
where its name - Penitents - came from) large-
ly resembles European ski resorts, like Polish
or Czech, Strbské Pleso perhaps. There is also
a Slovenian mountain cabin dedicated to Joze
Kastelic in this part. It was built by Slovenians
in 1978. And a picturesque Andinists’ ceme-
tery, the final resting place or tribute to moun-
tain climbers from different countries and of
different nationalities who lost their lives on
Andes’ slopes. Among them was Joze Kastelic,
the first pastor in Argentina, whose ethnically
rooted stubbornness, according to Slovenians
from Mendoza, kept him from returning from
the mountain. They should know, as many of



them come from Kastelic’s parts.
The Inca Bridge offered one of
the most beautiful experiences.
The natural bridge over the Va-
cas River is yellow due to miner-
alisation by sulphur rich waters.
There are six hydrothermal vents
at the foot of the bridge, and in
one of them a courageous Scan-
dinavian man was taking a dip. In
1940 an elegant hotel, now in ru-
ins, was built on the site, which is
now in ruins. It was destroyed in
a flood. The singers gathered on
the terrace and sang the famous
Peruvian song “Hanacpachap
Cussicuinin”. We posed for a pic-
ture against a backdrop of a mule
camp and waited for our first condor sighting,
which didn’t arrive until Chile, moments after
we crossed the border at Los Libertadores. A
snowball fight with sulphurous reddish snow in
front of a locked church (a shame, otherwise
we would surely have sung in it), a tunnel and
customs office. The drive down hairpin turns
of the ski resort, among drag and chair lifts,
was nothing short of spectacular. We took
a picture of us with Aconcagua in the back-
ground, of course. It seems less frighteningly
tall then we imagined. It used to be mistaken
for a volcano, as sometimes a volcano smoke-
like cloud forms over its peak. There are as
many as five glaciers on its slopes.
Our descent from the Andes was spectacu-
lar because of fast shifts in altitude. Even the
customs procedures were a blast, as Karmina
was asked to explain the entire contents of our
medicine case to the customs official. The offi-
cial was also quite knowledgeable in generics.

Of course, the customs official’'s “effort” was
rewarded with a song. The border between
Chile and Argentina is quite a closed one. Old
animosities die hard and the inscription on the
8-metre-tall statue of Jesus Christ at the bor-
der has a cynical ring to it: “Sooner shall these
mountains crumble into dust than Chileans and
Argentineans break the peace which at the
feet of Christ, the Redeemer, they have sworn
to maintain”, while Pinochet single-handedly
dismantled 120 kilometres of railroad tracks on
the Chilean side. It was by far one of the more
miserable sights in Argentina - to look at the
many deserted tracks all over the country.
Snowy conditions in the Andes made us miss
the first concerts of the 6™ Nifios Cantores bi-
ennial in Chile. The organisers worked quickly
to adjust the schedule. Staying at a hotel in
close proximity to Teatro Municipal in Vifa del
Mar was practical, although the only Slovenian
performance nearby was a concert with a Chil-
ean chamber choir at the theatre, performed
on the final day of the festival’s peak. It started
in the National Congress building in Valparai-
so, just next to Vifia del Mar. The Pinochetian
megalomania reflected in the enormous build-
ing was breath taking, while the centre of Chil-
ean politics was moved from the capital San-
tiago, closer to the sea and Pablo Neruda, a
Nobel Prize winner and owner of three houses,
donated to the people to serve as museums.
The concert in the Congress building was quite
strenuous, as we had to wait an incredibly long
time and listen to some really lousy singing.
For that place, the Carminas were a true les-
son in choral singing, which was abundantly
clear from the reactions of other conductors.
A work trip to Santiago de Chile brought the
first rehearsal with an orchestra. It was very



successful and the full-length concert in the
Mormon temple of the university quarter was
really interesting. The programme offered
everything - from Scivias to Sounds of the
Balkans, Musica Inaudita ... The president of
the Latin-American Choral Music Association,
Waldo Ardnguiz, paid careful and respectful
attention to our ambassadors throughout,
photographing their concert, studying their
programme and publicly singing them such
praises that especially those of us familiar with
the appalling conditions Carminas have to
work in back home were again left wondering
whether we deserved them at all. San Antonio,
a small coastal town with sunbathing sea lions
on the beaches next to the local market, pro-
vided an unforgettable experience with one
of the poorest schools in the area - Cristo del
Maipo Llo-Lleo with 500 students. They inces-
santly moved to the rhythm of the choir and
cooperated with the conductor’s playful an-
nouncements. The reception they gave us was
utterly moving: girls in traditional frilly dresses
were placed in rows of two on the concrete
staircase, polished by wear.

A visit to one of Pablo Neruda’s houses at Isla
Negra, on the picturesque sandy beach with
waves breaking white against the rocks, coin-
cided with a joint concert of all participating
choirs at Neruda’s grave. A gaze into the Pacif-
ic distances, accompanied by Neruda’s verses
nearing the centennial of Chile’s number one
export was not the last in the series of sounds
and colours co-created by Carmina Sloveni-
ca’s singers.

One last splash in the cold ocean under the
hot sun of late spring in Chile and ... the end.

| was meant to love and to sing, as Neruda
said.



More of a Challenge, Less a Matter of Artistic Belief

The decision to take on Audiemus wasn’t made to please someone in particular. | doubt it was made to please anybody at all.
It was an experience of a different music language, and probably a good one at that - how else could one explain its enduring
popularity through so many years and albums (we are up to album number 7). We probably should not automatically react to
popularity with fear. For me, it was first and foremost an interesting excursion.

In fact, performing Jenkins was a lot more difficult than expected. Seemingly simpler materials include many other details
which need to be perfected in order to avoid the performance sounding plain. Audiemus accents different vocal techniques
and ethnic sounds, which can be quite straining physically. After just an hour, the performer is left completely exhausted,
oftentimes more so than with seemingly more difficult pieces.

The genre is not characteristic of our choir. Besides, the piece is hard to label. Try, for instance, “world”, “new age”,
“pbrogressive”, or something else - it’s a mix of everything, which has grown into an interesting phenomenon, selling millions
of albums and attracting fans ... It started a sort of contemporary musical spiritual movement, it is becoming a cult “piece”.

It has endured at the top of music charts for years, first in the pop music category, then switched over to classical - notably
ever since important music labels took it on and it was performed in notable concert halls. | bought the record on one of my
trips abroad ages ago and had been long deliberating whether | should take the composition on or not. | would probably not
have done it acoustically, but | did want to learn more about its social context. | wanted to discover the secret to its immense
popularity and commercial success, as well as experience performing such a piece.
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5,000 km of Pre-Christmas
Europe Without Borders

Monaco (Principality of Monaco),
Avignon (France),
Avilés, Oviedo, Burgos, Barcelona (Spain), 2005.

There was something intrinsically nostalgic in
joining the choir on a bus tour across south-
west Europe, to historically charged places,
caught between the East and the West. Not
many people travel like this nowadays, yet it
so exciting compared to the sterile alienation
of airports and transfers. We took to watching
the same old Yugoslav movie chronicling a day
of life on a bus, over and over again, much to
the delight of our driver.




The concept of time takes on almost pilgrim
dimensions and perceiving passing landscapes
becomes more authentic, through day and
night. It was an exciting pilgrimage through
the history of Europe. Into ourselves. Covering
5.000 kilometres with a nearly 50-girl-strong
expedition through the pre-Christmas trinket-
ry of European cities and towns proved to be
a special odyssey. And the hominess and fa-
miliarity of all those places felt even stronger
because our passports never once left our lug-
gage. Instead of border crossings, our journey
was delineated by tollhouses and road signs to
tell us which country we were currently trav-
elling through. We almost missed the mous-
tached customs officers of old, as well as fun-
ny and dull ceremonials in their border offices.
But of course it was just wonderful not to have
to unpack our suitcases and instruments over
and over, and keep explaining the contents of
our extensive luggage.

The destinations the conductor chose for this
choral journey - partly for educational reasons,
but mostly for fun and as a reward, a beautiful
ending to a year of big concerts and “tours-de
force” like the Swedish one - could not have

been more enticing and mysterious. It was less
of a tour and more of a “camino”, as the Span-
ish would call a pilgrimage through unknown
places to reach the final, clear goal. Revela-
tions? We didn’t have goals, nor did we search
for revelations in the vast expanses, while we
approached ourselves more intensively than
we ever could back home, our hearts warm
with dreamy vistas of Biscay towns with vast
sandy beaches and the wild beauty of infinite-
ly empty interiors in shades of terracotta, dot-






ted by centres of pilgrimage and solitary mon-
asteries on unusual hilltops, draped in reddish,
Lorca-like moonlight.
Following this experience, tourist worn Cos-
ta Brava and Costa Maresca on the east part
of the lberian Peninsula seemed the shabbi-
er. Spain welcomed us with “x” filled Basque
names and captured us in the labyrinth of its
intricate history, elusive and secretive with its
Jewish, Arab and Christian heritage. It clings to
Europe with everything it’s got, yet Europe it
is not. We, too, made it to a pilgrimage centre
and a monastery. Las Huelgas and Monserrat.
To be able to touch La Morenita, the
Black Madonna, to listen to the boys’
choir of La Escolania de Montserrat
sing Virolai, a tune resounding daily in
the Montserrat Basilica, one hour past
noon. But this came at the peak and
almost at the end of the week-long,
intensive journey.
The journey started in Monaco, on the
pristine morning of the first day, fol-
lowing the night ride along the Strada
del Sole across Northern Italy. Between
San Remo and Monaco alone there are
so many tunnels named after their construc-
tors, that one feels sorry to have the view of
the steep and winter-green Mediterranean
coastline obscured. Monaco received us as if
the F1 Grand Prix had just ended. Everything
was still there, everything for the race, except
asphalt was as smooth as a new tarmac. The
girls enjoyed the exotic fish of the Oceano-
graphic Museum of Monaco, which proved
to be much more interesting than the church
where all the funerals of past and cursed
Grimaldi pirates were held, with Grace Kelly in
tow. According to Lonely Planet, the changing

of the guard at the prince’s palace is a tour-
ist high point, yet we found parking our bus
in one of the underground garages with views
over the sea just as interesting. An occasional
Japanese, empty streets, locals walking their
dogs and the crisp Mediterranean air greeted
us and soon bid us farewell. We continued our
“voyage” through Nice, Antibes and Cannes
with its oddly pale yellow-grey facades. The
road is picturesque and built high above the
sea, and the beaches quite dull. And not just
because it was winter. Tasting the coffee at
highway rest stops we distinguished excellent
Italian from slightly less agreeable French and
later on boring Spanish. But to be fair, these
judgments apply only to coffee.

Les Demoiselles d’Avignon

We arrived in the town of “wild winds”, which
is the etymology of the old Celtic name of
Aouenion, which has survived since the 6%
century BC, in the evening twilight. Bone-chill-
ing wind led the conductor to “prescribe” for
her troop mandatory hats and scarves for the
evening walk around town. There were voices
at stake, after all. Back in the day, c