
[image: image1.png]The
Scandinavian
Choir

Melbourne





SCANDINAVIAN CHOIR NEWSLETTER, APRIL II 2009 


Memories of our North Island New Zealand trip 27th March – 5th April 2009 – by Margaret O’Mara

Firstly a big thank you to Staffan and Anneli for their hard work in arranging this tour and to Roger and Colin for helping with the itinerary.

Melbourne Scandinavian choir at the Scandinavian Festival at Auckland 27th to 29th March 2009 held at Alexandra Park Raceway

It was so convenient to be lodged in a motel opposite the venue.  The quote of the morning was when one of our “gentleman” said to one of our lovely ladies before she had applied her make up “ I know the voice but I don’t recognise the face” He had better watch his step from now on!   

Ingrid had an elbow fight with the soap holder in her shower and was left with a small cut on her foot, she said it was just a little prick. I assume she was referring to the injury.

Not to be out done Joan decided to practice some ballet in the shower, ran out of room for the splits, and was left with a nasty shin injury. No skin broken but the bruising kept her room mates intrigued for the rest of the trip.

It was at dinner on Friday night that Tim began his assault on the record of eating ice cream closely followed by Colin. This ice cream eating contest lasted the whole trip – neither of them seems to have suffered any ill affects, time will tell.

The Festival begins.

The choir led the singing of the National Anthems to open the Festival on Saturday morning and after the welcoming speeches and morning tea we gathered on the race track to march, led by The Band of the Royal Regiment of N.Z. Artillery.

A few of us who were suffering from travel weariness were pleased when, after a few hundred yards, the band turned around back to where we started.  It was moving to see flags of all Nordic nations being waved with great enthusiasm. 

We then enjoyed watching folk dancing and seeing the wonderful Icelandic Horses supporting the fighting of the Norsemen. I loved the little Norse Village set up on the arena.

The afternoon was devoted to Seminars and workshops

I chose the Faerd Band consisting of Eskil Romme, from Denmark singing and playing soprano Saxophone,  Peter Uhrbrand Fiddler also from Denmark and Jens Ulvsand, singer, guitarist, bouzouki player  from Sweden. They so obviously loved presenting the folk music from their Nordic traditions.

They were fabulous! We were taught some very interesting rhythm clapping and ancient dancing.  Most people at this session also attend them on Sunday morning so I guess that says it all.

Up in the area called The Delightful Lady Room where the Scandinavian market was held, Peter, Lotta and Therese delighted ladies and gentlemen alike with their beautiful singing. It was enjoyed so much that Staffan joined them on Sunday morning.

The Choir held a most enjoyable session/workshop attended by about 40 people who listened and were encouraged to join us in the singing.  Staffan ran it a bit like our Monday practices and was pleased that a few from the audience joined us next day to sing a hymn for the Church service.

Saturday evening we attended the Gala Dinner where good food and Aquavit was enjoyed by all – there seemed to be an unlimited supply of both!  The Band returned and we all had a wonderful time dancing the night away.  I felt very grateful to my new hips as it had been years since I could dance.  Therese took to the floor in quite a unique way due to an over exuberant partner.  Judith and Tim tangoed with flourish and Gunnar retained his balance even with round feet!   Varis, our professional twinkle toes, showed some interesting steps. I think all choir members danced and I know we all had a great time.

10am on Sunday was the Church service led by our own Per Anders, it was so good to see him. Assisting him with the service was Paster Anja Gronne Mathiassen and Margit Brew (the author of “Scandinavian Footprints”).  The choir sang the hymns along with a large congregation.   

There were more workshops and seminars before the closing ceremony where we again led the national anthems, after which we enjoyed a “hot dog”   lunch.

Our North Island tour begin

After the Festival ended we gathered at the motel for a well earned rest which somehow turned into a huge sing-along in one of our rooms. However our drivers, Staffan, Anneli, Colin and Varis had to pick up the two Mini Buses which were to be our transport for the rest of our tour. We said goodbye to Jennifer who was off to visit friends before returning to Australia, and gave a warm welcome to Elsbeth who joined us for our tour. 

When the buses returned off we went to drive through St Heliers from where we could see across the water the volcano Rangitoto.   I loved the feathery papyrus plants that grew around the water.  

Then to the city of Auckland where we had a most delicious dinner at the restaurant “Y Not” on Princes Wharf which offered a lovely view of the harbour and the setting sun.

We bid farewell to Lotta and Peter who flew back to Melbourne, and Therese joined her husband for their own tour.

On Monday we visited Davenport exploring the fortification at North Head. While others “took to the hills” or underground. Sussie and I enjoyed the beautiful scenery and went down into the bunker to sing in a large round room. Later we were to find out that many of our group were moved to do the same. La Donna Mobile, some strange harmonics and Vanskap may still be heard echoing around the underground corridors. 

Lunch for some was at a café called Mecca, others walked around the delightful streets of Devonport. A group of us then took the ferry across to Auckland. Roger, Gunnar, Kitty and Margaret walked to the Skytower, which claims to be the tallest building in the Southern Hemisphere, from where the views are stunning. For the adventurous there is an opportunity to harness up and drop from top to bottom.  We sat sipping coffee watching and wondering why any one would want to do it, though Roger seemed a bit ‘toey”.  The next day proved he was, as he left us to do some extreme hiking over four days sleeping out in the wilderness in a national park near Rotorua, much more sensible than leaping from a tower. 

That evening we gathered together having a little party, Katarina amazed us all with a stunning well sustained high note enough to shatter glass – when we regained our hearing it was found the spider she thought was on her proved to be black cotton. 

Tuesday when others of our group explored the west coast, Kitty, Joan, Elsbeth, Margaret, Varis and Gunnar took off to explore Rangitoto Island.  It is the only volcano of its type in New Zealand having emerged from the sea around 600 years ago in a series of fiery volcanic explosions. Further eruptions sent red-hot lava flows down the sides of the volcano, forming the black basaltic rock that now makes up much of the island. It may be extinct or though the Auckland field is only dormant.   All water and food must be taken with you as the only facility is the toilet at the ferry pier.  Joan and Judith kindly supplied us with sandwiches a fruit.

Kitty, Gunnar and Margaret thought they would take the easy way to the summit catching a “people mover” type transport, the others braving the long walk. HOWEVER to get to the summit they had to climb 340 steps along the well constructed broadwalk  

Once at the summit one expects to look down into a black crater so we were surprised that it was full of small trees and other vegetation.  

Kitty hurt her leg in a fall and Elspeth, who was so happy to have achieved the walk, came good with Bandaids. 

In the 1920’s little houses called Backs were built to accommodate  workmen and fishermen a few are still in use as holiday houses, also at that time 19 km of handpacked roads and tracks were built by prisoners.

 It is said that, in years long past, sailing ships used to pull into the island to allow the crew to sober up after shore leave.

Some of our group took the ferry back to Auckland to investigate other things while a couple of us decided to explore more of the flat part of the island, discovering oyster beds, many different plants including the Kowhoi trees and little Backs houses looking so forlorn standing surrounded by black volcanic rock.    It was a strange feeling walking around and over a volcano.  We sang Vänskap on request from a fellow explorer, and were surprised to learn the others who went to the West coast had also sung that song on their excursion.  

We met Angja, a child of about 7 years, who could only walk with the aide of elbow crutches. With great determination she had completed the climb to the summit what a delightful and inspirational child.

Wednesday off to Rotorua taking the road to Hamilton where we had lunch by the river. Here the visitors centre is shaped like a big sheep dog – it would go well with the Big Sheep seen at Goulburn in Australia. I so enjoyed taking in the beautiful scenery while Staffan with Varis navigating drove our bus. Staffan kept our brains busy by asking us to share memories of music, travel and other experiences. Much more appealing than playing “I spy” and a great way of learning more about our friends.

 Arrived at Rororua late afternoon we were excited to see the steam rising from  geothermal activity and even from the pool at the motel. Tim and Varis took to town and find us a place to dine.  They had found a Chinese Restaurant where most of us partook of a strange smorgesboard/buffet with Asian and Western dishes.

Thursday morning we went to the incredible village Whakarewarewa, the home of the people of Tuhourangi Ngati Wahiao, where we were welcomed by our Moire guide to this unique living thermal village.  It is her home she grew up and lives there and was rightly proud of her heritage. Many of us had never seen anything like this village and I for one was awe struck.  Nothing seen on TV compares.   There was the sulphuric smell, the food cooking in the steaming pools, mud pools, the ground quite hot,  beautiful buildings, children’s voices coming from the pre-school, a couple of women weaving flax for dancing skirts, and at the end a concert including the Haka, Wiatda a Ringa (action song) and the intricate Poi dance.

We ate lunch enjoying corn cook in the traditional steam pools.

Our guide conducted the tour with grace and humour and made this experience one to remember always.

The next stop was Redwood Memorial Grove walking track featuring the century old Californian redwoods, a boardwalk, the old thermal pool and exotic plant life.

Then to the historic richly decorated St. Faith’s church, Ohinemutu, overlooking Lake Rotorua.

Having heard of the Polynesian Spar Baths some partook to these healing waters.

While luxuriating we could look out on Lake Rotorua, wonderful for body and soul.
These baths are located in the perfectly manicure Government Gardens which also house the Museum and Blue Baths.  

Dinner for most was at an Irish Pub - the shepherds pie and beer for $10 being the main attraction. Joan’s Irish blood took over as she devoured her pie with great relish and delight.  There was entertainment provided by a singer/guitarist singing well known Irish and Scottish ballads.  Our Choir members participated in singing, with great gusto, and requesting many songs.

It was so enjoyable we convinced those who had not been with us to do so the next night.  But alas and alack the singer was not there – I hope we didn’t frighten him away.

Friday and Katarina left us to return to Australia.

Thanks to Elsbeth’s suggestion we travelled to Orakei Karako Cave and Thermal Park in the Hidden Valley.  Lonely Planet Guide says “Orakei Korako is possibly the best thermal area left in New Zealand and one of the finest in the world”.   We were ferried across Lake Ohakuri to begin our walking tour, unguided, but with an excellent and informative map.  Kakariki (the Emerald Terrace) is a silica terrace, the largest of its kind in New Zealand it varies from 22mm to 20 metres and continues another 35 metres under the lake. Above this opens out to incredible colours formed by the hot water algae growing in temperatures up to 60 degrees C. There are geysers of all sizes, mud pool etc. all given wonderfully imaginative names. When we reached the Artist Pallet Lookout, named for the view, we met a friendly American chap who finding out we were a choir asked us to sing. We sang, what else, Vänskap.   To describe this place fully is impossible here, suffice to say it is a must see for anyone  visiting the North Island.

The Ruatapu Cave, one of only two geothermally situated caves known in the world, was the next wonder on the walk. As I did not do the climb to this cave I leave it to others to describe, however I do know that those there were again moved to sing.

 After walking on to the Mud pools we returned to catch the ferry back across the lake – recalling the ferryman by pressing a convenient buzzer.

Our American friend had spread the word of our singing. So at the wharf, with other tourist, the ferryman and staff congregated, we gave an “official” rendition of our now famous friendship song.  Our shortest concert ever, it was videoed by our American and we look forward to seeing it one day 

On our way to Lake Taupo we viewed the thunderous powerful Huka Falls. After seeing such a flow of water and all the beautiful lakes on our tour, our thoughts went to Victoria, and the plight we have with the on going drought.

Lake Taupo was a welcome coffee stop as we had had such a full day.

Looking out over the lake to a large volcano a couple of our choristers asked the waiter  how long it would be to see any movement from the volcano, he answered “Oh you would have to be old and grey before that would happen” As they patted their grey hair he looked rather sheepish.

 Back at our Motel to celebrate our last night in Rotorua a few of us had relaxing time in the pool.  Laughter rose along with the steam when Tim began practicing his poses for the next Mr. World competition! Soon the laughter turned to singing when Staffan arrived and conducted yet another rendition of Vänskap . We were 2 basses, 2 altos, 2 sopranos it sounded great! At least no one threw anything at us.

Saturday and we made our way back to Auckland stopping at Matamata for morning tea.  It is around this area that where the remaining Hobbit abodes from the “Lord of  the Rings” movie can still be found. 

Travelling on through green and beautiful scenery passing Patetona, Margatarata it was decided to head down the winding road to the coast of the Firth of Thames.  We travelled along the coast and admired the view of the mountains on the other side of the bay.   To the delight of some we found an oyster shop at Papakura where we immediately devoured these delicious fruits of the sea.

Tired but satisfied, with our uplifting tour, we arrived back in Auckland. Staffan having satisfied his desire to be a bus/truck driver and Anneli proving mind over matter regarding motion sickness and winding roads – congratulations to them both, they did a fabulous job.

We all dined together at the restaurant at the Alexandra Race Track.  Sussie took the opportunity to graciously thank all those who had assisted her, when needed, during the tour.

Sunday home back in Melbourne it seemed I’d been away for a much longer time than just 9 days.
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