JUST HUMMIN’ ALONG 

Who else will be there, I asked?  

“Well on Saturday, all sorts of groups - flyball, wood chopping, dressage horses, dog obedience trainers, pony rides, the men’s choir”, the pet shop owner began.

Canberra Men’s Choir? I interrupted 

“Yes, why?”

“I’m their soprano soloist, I answered, “maybe we could put something together on the day”

“Wow that would be great, you mean with the llamas too?”

“Why not?  You know the sound llamas make is called humming”  I snickered,  “I’ll talk to the conductor.”

I first met my long time friend, choirmaster Dr Gunter Brandstetter when a mutual friend asked me to audition with the Men’s Choir for a song requiring a soprano voice.  The friendship blossomed into regular performances with his choir, especially at Christmas.

What do you think Gunter?  The llamas won’t remember the words, but they can hum along”.  I had often told Gunter that the reason I had llamas was that I needed my own backing choir – as they already knew how to hum, I only had to teach them to hum in tune.)

 “That could be good”, he chuckled in his ever good natured way.  

“What songs are you singing on the day?”

A long list ensured including The Happy Wanderer

“Valderee, valdera”? I asked

“Do you know the descanto to that?”

“.....with a knapsack on my back’     I sang the descanto into the phone “I could put the pack saddles on and sing ‘“with a back pack on his back’  that songs got  llama lyrics if ever I heard them” I bellowed into laughter.  

“You could bring that lovesick donkey” Gunter added as he chuckled.

From his first visit to my farm, years ago, Gunter found my farming activities most entertaining, especially when I brayed loudly across the paddock, my call identically echoed by Hi Jack the donkey stallion, excitedly galloping up the paddock, his tail swishing vigorously from side to side, and like a giant bellows, braying and passing wind simultaneously.  Gunter’s roars of laughter, changed into uncontrolled hysterics as Hi Jack pulled up and his full “Irish Tenor” bray broke down to growling sobs as he devotedly threw his head onto my shoulder awaiting my cuddles.

I was excited - this was the first llama promotion held in Canberra.  Notice boards were set up, and, Ned Kelly and plus a couple of alpaca cria were unloaded, and settled into their pen (the donkey stayed home). My helpers arrived.  Llama Ned Kelly’s packsaddle securely girthed up, and together with Llama Roberto and the as yet unweaned Dalai, we strolled off around the shopping centre. Ned Kelly and Roberto quite enjoyed the atmosphere and   Dalai looked on curiously at the crowd – ah they must be there to admire him (wasn’t everybody???) 

The all male choir assembled and Dalai looked a little concerned as they began to boom out their joyful song, 

I love to go a wandering, 

along the bushland track

And As I go I love to sing 

with my llama and his pack 

Valderee ..........

But that was nothing compared to what was about to happen ...I led the llamas up to the choir as I launched into my best coloratura run............. (ah ah ah ah ah ah ah)
Wide eyed and startled, Dalai swung his head around to inspect my wide open mouth - “This must be the human alarm call!!!!!!!!  What ever was wrong with Llama Marma?”  A stifled snort of laughter from me and a chuckle from the audience, extracting his nose out of my mouth I continued:

Valdera .......(ah ah ah ah ah ah ah) Valdera......(ah ah ah ah ah ah ah)

Valder ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Valdere     (ah ah ah ah ah ah ah)  Valdera with  my llama and his pack.!

As the song progressed, Dalai became more accustomed to this strange happening, and re composed himself only to be devastated by enthusiastic clapping of the audience (they must be about to attack us!!!)
Choirmaster Brandstetter beamed as he bowed, the choir bowed, I bowed, Ned Kelly put of his best haughty look and Dalai willingly obeyed my command to kush.  The crowd was delighted - the llamas were a hit!

“I wonder if you and the llamas and the Men’s Choir would like to come to the RSPCA Pet’s Christmas Party?” a RSPCA official asked  ...but that’s another story.

