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Rebellion. Or How a Good Boy Became a Master
A small boy wrote music for home theatre productions with his mother, a fine pianist. His father, 

an army officer, played cello to accompany the scenes. Later this boy studied Latin and Greek at a 
classical gymnasium, and eventually entered the Munich Academy of Music. His name was Carl Orff.

At the Academy he found himself in something resembling a waxworks museum: a world of late 
Romantic cult and strict counterpoint simultaneously. He brought his compositions to his professor, 
who found them “barbaric” — nothing but ostinatos, hard rhythms, and repetition, repetition. A 
break with academicism was inevitable. Orff went into internal exile, making an aesthetic retreat 
into Baroque music, and immersed himself completely. When he surfaced again, he emerged 
enriched: he had mastered the technique of basso ostinato, understood the magical power of 
repetition, and deeply absorbed the music of the early masters.

There in the thickets of the Baroque, in the operas of Claudio Monteverdi, he discovered 
something extraordinary — the miracle of speech-music, where melody is born from words, from 
their accents and durations. Without hesitation, Orff took with him the priceless idea of speech-
based music-making, which would later become one of the pillars of his pedagogical concept. In 
his compositional work, the word became not merely a pillar but a fundamental atom. One could 
confidently open an essay on Orff’s music with words from the Bible: “In the beginning was the 
Word.” With one addition: in the beginning were the Word and Rhythm. From this inseparable duo, 
all of Orff’s creative work grew — and the Schulwerk in particular.

Having settled accounts with the Baroque, Orff surveyed the contemporary musical landscape 
with a keen eye. He admired the sonic layers and planes of Debussy, took a sip of the dodecaphonic 
heresy in Schoenberg’s Pierrot Lunaire — and understood. He was ready. Ready to create a new 
version of himself.

At the foundation of his transformation lay a brilliant education: antiquity from the gymnasium, 
Baroque from independent study, the avant-garde from the atmosphere of early twentieth-century 
Munich. All three layers fused into a single alloy in his work — creating what would become, twenty 
years later, Carmina Burana.

Later still, as a mature master, Orff committed his most radical act of rebellion — against his 
own “academic” self. He destroyed or prohibited performance of almost everything he had written 
during his student years. He destroyed his former self.

But already in the early 1920s he had begun to create his true self. This was his search for the 
Holy Grail — elemental music.

And having found it, Orff became a Master.

PART ONE. ROOTS
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Orff Did Not Reinvent the Wheel
Carl Orff did not reinvent the wheel. He was at work creating his own brainchild — the 

Güntherschule, a school for raising a new kind of human being. The ideas at the Güntherschule 
were breathtaking: cultivating a person of deep spiritual development, for whom music is a mode 
of thinking and aesthetics a way of seeing the world. In the chaos and ruin of 1920s Germany, this 
was a flight to another galaxy.

The revival of ancient Greek ideas as an educational path led him to the mousike arts: a human 
being who sings, moves and speaks engages all levels of consciousness simultaneously. Here 
was the prototype of ideal thinking — found, and put to work in education.

Open this basket of ancient Greek ideas and you will spend a long time marvelling at the 
ambition of Orff’s vision: the unity of the beautiful, the good and the rational; aesthetics as an 
ethical backbone; through rhythm and chorus the human being draws close to the Logos; silence 
as premonition; we go back in order to find the way forward. Even a reader a hundred years later 
can feel the exhilaration of it.

Carl Orff did not reinvent the wheel — he excavated the ancient foundation on which all 
European civilisation stood, and built upon it the modern structure of the Güntherschule. Nor 
was he a “kindly teacher.” He was cold, distant, and extraordinarily demanding — an aesthete of 
the highest order. In everything he said, one could already hear what would later ring out at Orff 
workshops:

Elemental does not mean primitive.

Carelessness kills beauty.

Orff invented nothing from scratch. He simply reassembled the human being as a whole — 
body, movement, culture, psyche and development — and from that, elemental music-making 
was born.

Only a genius could do such a thing.

And he was one.

Hearth of the Cultural Avant-Garde, or Where Music 
Came Down to Earth

In 1924 Carl Orff and Dorothea Günther founded a school for dancers — the Güntherschule. It 
became a laboratory for a new musical style: music born from movement and the inner impulse 
of the human being.

The school had one simple internal rule: “Music is not something you listen to — it is something 
you do.” This became the motto of the Schulwerk. Schule — school. Werk — work. Learning by 
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doing. Her Majesty Improvisation reigned here, sounding through instruments brought from many 
countries: xylophones, metallophones, drums and exotic percussion. Many of the instruments 
were carefully and professionally reconstructed by the master craftsman Karl Maendler. This 
orchestra from around the world became one of the school’s defining features — and the school 
itself instantly became a magnet for creative Munich.

Gunild Keetman arrived as a dancer and within two years was teaching and composing music. 
The Schulwerk style took shape here: body, rhythm, movement, speech, instruments. Ostinato 
framed on the wall of every classroom — the central principle of the elemental style. Kurt Sachs 
rubbed his hands with satisfaction: “There is nothing new — only the well-forgotten old.” Orff didn’t 
argue. He knew exactly what he was doing.

The Güntherschule’s first major performance in 1930 was called the Barbarian Suite. It 
was a triumph. The school instantly became a cult destination for Munich’s bohemian world. 
Contemporaries called it “Munich’s cultural brand.”

In 1936 the Güntherschule was invited to perform at the opening of the Berlin Olympics. The 
show involved the school’s dancers and six thousand schoolchildren. Orff conducted a grand 
experiment in elemental music-making — and it succeeded. The history of the Schulwerk as 
music for children had begun.

The Güntherschule building was destroyed in 1944. All of its unique instruments were lost.

But the ideas proved stronger than the walls.

At the G ntherschule, They Did Not Teach. 
They Demanded

Sound at the Güntherschule could not simply be extracted: it had to be pre-heard, heard, and 
seen off with reverence. The hand holding the xylophone mallet had to dance beautifully before, 
during and after the strike — completing the movement of sound through space. Every stroke of 
the mallet on the xylophone, every clap of the hands, was an act of creating the world.

Exercises in extracting a single sound were genuine research sessions: glassy rain, sparks from 
a bonfire, a cotton-wool cloud, an echo in the mountains. The technique of producing a single 
sound became an artistic revelation.

At the Güntherschule there were no “practice” instruments — no poorly sounding substitutes. 
From their very first day, the students touched first-class wood and metal. This cultivated a “costly,” 
noble ear. The instruments sounded divine — a credit to Karl Maendler.

The working principle of “one group dances while the other plays, then they swap” created an 
extraordinary ensemble sensitivity. The young women were a single, beautiful artistic organism. 
The synchrony of their playing was the effect of rigour in everything: quality, quality, and quality 
again. This was Carl Orff — implacable, an aesthetic despot.
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The Güntherschule trained teachers above all else. Orff wanted the young women not simply 
to dance beautifully, but to carry the virus of “creative freedom” forward — into schools and 
kindergartens. The idea found its full expression only when the Schulwerk became “music for 
children” in the 1950s. Teachers from Orff workshops set off to children everywhere and carried 
it across the globe. A pedagogical era of children’s musical creativity had begun.

How Sachs Saved Orff from Scriabin
The Music Academy looked down on the bourdon and the bass fifth. Orff did not look down on 

the bass fifth. He loved it. Tenderly and for life. He had long been searching for a way to simplify 
music — to find a way out of the thickets into which his colleagues had led it: Richard Strauss and 
Richard Wagner together, Schoenberg and Webern. And of course the Russians had a hand in it too.

Scriabin’s Prometheus chord burned European harmony to the ground once and for all. Do-
re-mi, F-sharp, A, B-flat. The beginning is fine — classical enough. But the crown sits too high and 
pinches everyone’s head.

Orff found his answer in Kurt Sachs — not only for children’s music but for his own creative work. 
Sachs showed him the essential thing: at every point on earth, from Africa to Indonesia, music is 
built from simple elements. Bourdon. Ostinato. Pentatonic scale. Rhythm. This is a foundation that 
pinches nobody. Orff began building a new musical architecture — the architecture of elemental 
music.

And so Carl Orff found his Holy Grail.

The Overthrow of the King, or Elemental Music 
Theatre

Kurt Sachs brought back rich ethnomusicological material from Africa, and Orff came to look 
at it out of curiosity. There were good photographs too: people dancing, playing and singing 
simultaneously. Orff looked — and was struck. The idea of syncretism came to him of its own accord.

The Overthrow of the King. A drama in three acts with prologue and epilogue.

Prologue. A hut is the king’s palace. A bundle of grass is his crown. A tree stump is his throne.

Act One. The subjects are in the fields, sowing and ploughing, singing. At the end of the day 
they set off to overthrow the King — because the King is evil. Each takes a cob of corn, picks out 
the kernels, and makes a catapult. Ready.

Act Two. They march to overthrow the king. As they march they sing; the corn rustles in special 
pouches — primitive ammunition. Everyone is cheerful. Nobody can quite remember where they 
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were going. Whoever they overthrow will likely be whoever happens to be in reach. Everyone is 
cheerful.

Act Three. They arrive. Chebuzo, Oching and Gwandoya present their arguments in the form 
of catapults. The king is overthrown — he falls from his throne. Having fired corn at the hut, they 
ritually toss the crown into a ditch. That’s it. No longer king.

Finale. Together with the former king, everyone dances and sings on the clearing in front of 
the hut. Apotheosis. Bonfire. Songs and dancing again.

This is elemental theatre — the elemental force of syncretism and improvisation that struck 
Orff to the core. Its principle rings the same in every language on earth: “Elemental music is not 
music in itself — it is inseparably bound to speech and movement. And to improvisation.”

Dalcroze in the Bushes — Requiem
Jaques-Dalcroze sat in the bushes. He had been watching from there for a long time — 

watching what his pupils were doing with his beautiful Galatea, the eurhythmics he had nurtured 
for so many years.

He had put his soul and heart into it: sitting at the piano himself, improvising, watching how a 
group of students moved and breathed. They too were improvising — because the Teacher was 
improvising. In that union and impulse a miracle was born that no one could describe or repeat. 
The pupils tried. It didn’t work.

Jaques-Dalcroze sighed heavily and whispered: “Because you can’t print Dalcrozes on a printer.   
  Imitators sit down at the piano — and the group can no longer fly.” He kicked a pebble in 

frustration.

“Balls up, balls down, now stand, now crouch — that is not my eurhythmics. That’s pure 
epigonism. There was an institute in my name at Hellerau, there are followers across the world — 
but there is no one left who can replicate the method so that improvisation takes flight in the 
ballet studio. And yet Orff was right: don’t elevate — go down to earth. Go to the people. Go to 
the children.”

Dalcroze stepped out of the bushes to go and say all this to the epigones. But there were 
barely any of them left either.

Gloria Dalcroze
What did remain? World fame remained — and golden letters on the crystal tablet of history: 

E. Dalcroze. No one has been able to wipe them away. The Eurythmics Institute in Hellerau is a 
temple in the memory of generations.
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Everyone added Dalcroze’s name to their bibliographies — articles, curricula, dissertations. But 
what exactly did they add? He left no scholarly or methodological works. They added recollections 
of contemporaries, students’ notes, interpretations, opinions, debates — and Dalcroze dissolved 
into them. All the world’s eurhythmics is now Dalcroze. But he categorically disagrees.

Once upon a time musicians trained only their fingers and ears — solfège with a guillotine, in 
every conservatory. Jaques-Dalcroze said: “The body is the primary organ of musical perception 
— not the ear. It is the body that must be trained.” The ear hears, the body understands, the brain 
registers. And so the body became the motor link in musical perception — and that is foundational.

“And you know,” the reformer continued, “nobody is interested in how their neighbour feels 
the music. Everyone is interested in what is happening to themselves.” He sat down at the piano 
and began to improvise — shifting tempos, displacing accents, thickening harmonies, making 
unexpected pauses. And the students? They improvised too: each one responding to the music 
in their own way. This was a polyphony of individuals — not “balls up, balls down.”

He did use balls, hoops and ribbons — but not for the sake of pretty numbers. Exploring 
metre, the strong beat, developing the agility to execute complex rhythms with both feet and 
objects — such exercises became his famous rhythmic solfège. Later a book called Rhythm was 
published. It circulated widely. But it contains nothing resembling the Dalcroze method. The living 
improvisation between teacher and students could not be captured in it — you cannot write down 
a living thing. Eurhythmics teachers lost improvisation as the essence of the method. Because a 
butterfly pinned to a board is dead.  

Only one person saw what was essential in this genius and took it: improvised movement to 
improvised music. That person was Carl Orff. He too was a genius — and he knew what was worth 
taking.

A teacher improvising at the piano is, in our time, a living mammoth on the streets of Moscow. 
But an improvising preschool child exists in every kindergarten, in every country in the world. And so 
syncretism of the arts in Orff’s work received its finest pearl — the improvisation of movement, and 
movement as the beginning of music. It is precisely within Orff’s concept that Dalcroze remained 
most fully himself — an unsurpassed genius.

Dalcroze the great and radiant. Gloria Dalcroze.

For the Love of the Work. Gunild Keetman
Gunild Keetman was the woman without whom the Schulwerk would not exist in its present 

form — that delicate, responsive instrument for tuning children’s souls. She gave sixty-four years to 
its creation and dissemination. Everything she had, without remainder, with a loyalty and devotion 
that few people are capable of. Her life held Carl Orff and the Schulwerk, of which she became 
co-author. The title page did eventually read C. Orff — G. Keetman — but in the public mind, 
Keetman’s essential role was inevitably made secondary.
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That is untrue. It is a historical injustice.

Gunild Keetman was the creator of the Schulwerk as we know it today. She was a fine composer 
who transposed Orff’s monumental, large-scale style into the miniature world of childhood — its 
delicacy, its charm. The result was four volumes of jewelled pieces, each one a perfect little work, 
flawlessly crafted. In pencil, note by note, with patience, with precision, with a child’s sensibility. 
Over several years.

Gunild Keetman also created the pedagogical style that captivates every adult at an Orff 
workshop — and every musician who simply opens the score to take a look.

A finger whispering across a palm — the rain has come. More fingers — more raindrops. 
Fingers joined by boys and girls begin to walk, building a sound-picture of rain. When fingers 
aren’t enough, the children find the triangles lying on the table — and what begins is what Orff 
teachers call the particular Orff process.

Within five or ten minutes it has become a story: a single drop that grew into rain, then wind, 
then thunder, then puddles, then wet little birds, then joyful sunshine. The children invented all 
of it themselves — they play the instruments, sing little songs, and dance a sun-circle at the end.

What is the Schulwerk? You have just read its description — as a lesson for children. But it is 
also scores for music-making with children, a collection of models and exemplars; an ontology 
of elemental music as a conservatory textbook; a world music pedagogy with its own brand, 
Orff-Schulwerk. And most importantly — the possibility for children to have a childhood, and for 
teachers to find their happiness in their profession. That cultural discovery belongs to Carl Orff.

But Gunild Keetman created the Schulwerk.

And we pass this treasure reverently from hand to hand at Orff workshops — as one passes 
something genuinely precious.

From master to hands. From hands to hands.

Berlin Radio. Or How the Children Decided 
Everything

1948. Post-war Germany. Berlin in ruins. Everything destroyed. Everything to be rebuilt.

Berlin Radio decided to rebuild too. Someone found a reference to an old 1933 broadcast in 
which Orff and Keetman had been “trying their hand” with elemental music — and invited them 
to make a children’s programme. Orff agreed. He decided to try again. “Perhaps the children will 
like it,” he thought, cautiously.

Gunild Keetman translated Orff’s compositional ideas into the simplicity of childhood — crafting 
her jewelled pieces so that every instrument would sound beautiful from the studio, and the 
rhythmic compositions would have children joining in at home during the broadcast.
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The children were enchanted. They pressed themselves to their radio sets and demanded 
more. More of the Little Horse — clippety-clop. More of the Ladybird — pat-pat. More of the Baker 
with his bread rolls. All of it, and more of it, into the studio please. The success was complete. Orff 
had not expected this. His modest “perhaps they’ll like it” had turned into a triumph.

He thought of Haeckel. “The law works after all. Children love this kind of music-making — just 
like in Africa.” Haeckel, with his tarnished reputation, was rehabilitated. Children exist everywhere 
— and their musical instincts are the same everywhere.

For now, it was only the folk music of European peoples that formed the foundation of the 
future Schulwerk. Gunild Keetman picked up a sharpened pencil and wrote a name on a sheet 
of paper: Schulwerk. Schule — school. Werk — work. Learning by doing. Learn music by creating 
it — only a creator can understand a creator.

And the beautiful little pieces began to pour from Keetman’s pencil…

But that is already another story.

The Waiting Room. Or: Everyone Wants Credit
Carl Orff had many quiet co-authors. Each of them remained, as a rule, in the bushes.

But one night Orff had a dream. They all came. Every single one — to claim their official 
recognition in the Schulwerk. Or at the very least, a named seat on the bench in those famous 
bushes nearby.

In the dream, the setting was Orff’s office. Margaret, his secretary, opened the reception hatch 
at precisely 10 a.m., surveyed the waiting room, and sighed.

“The last ones in the queue won’t be seen before two. I’d stop adding to it if I were you.”

A low murmur of protest rippled through the room.

The first to step forward was Émile Jaques-Dalcroze — distinguished professor of eurhythmics — 
claiming co-authorship of creative movement in Orff’s concept.

Behind him stood Kurt Sachs, ethnomusicologist, a suitcase of African artefacts in hand. Orff’s 
friend had once hoped for a Nobel Prize for musical phylogenesis. Received nothing. Now he just 
wanted a named seat somewhere in the vicinity.

Third in line, visibly anxious, was Ernst Haeckel — the man who actually discovered 
phylogenesis, though there had been an unfortunate incident involving some retouched embryos. 
Nobody had believed him at the time. Orff had simply taken the idea and demonstrated it was 
correct. The childhood of children and the childhood of humanity do look remarkably alike. Haeckel 
was still hopeful.
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A scuffle broke out when Rudolf von Laban attempted to push in front of Dalcroze — on the 
grounds that he hadn’t been in the bushes at all, but right there at the Güntherschule, teaching 
the dancers. Under his influence, space itself had become an active dimension of movement.

Laban also insisted on bringing Mary Wigman — a formidable woman who preferred to dance 
elemental force and impulse barefoot, drums always to hand, improvisation always ready.

Dalcroze was having none of it. He had given movement its structure. He was a celebrity.

Hermann Hesse stood to one side, holding his novel The Glass Bead Game, periodically 
opening the Schulwerk and comparing the two. He muttered continuously: “There it is — a children’s 
game in glass beads, the same perfect structure plus free imagination. This is clearly me. The 
Nobel influence is unmistakable.”

He turned to Wigman and said loftily: “You weren’t here before me.”

“Was. Was,” replied the formidable Mary, in the manner of a steady drumbeat ostinato.

Margaret rapped on the hatch. “If you don’t quieten down I’m closing early.”

Silence fell. In any case, all official requests had already been denied.

“Unofficial? Live in whatever bushes you like — but there’s no registration. The owner of the 
bushes gave strict instructions. Next.”  

Carl Gustav Jung approached the hatch.

“And you? Grounds for your visit?”

— Orff’s music is not something we compose. It is something we draw from the collective 
memory of humanity, synchronising our pulse with the pulse of the Universe.

— …I beg your pardon?

— The bourdon is an archetype of the earth. Ostinato — archetype of repetition. Mantra. Trance. 
Glockenspiels — archetype of light. The Anima. Green devils — archetype of the Shadow.

— The psychiatric clinic is two blocks to the left. Next.     

Johan Huizinga stepped up, carrying Homo Ludens.

— Purpose of visit?

— I proved that play is the foundation of culture.

— And?

— Orff pedagogy is me.

— Next.

Charles Darwin approached with dignity and passed a document through the hatch: On the 
Origin of Species.

— I wish to publish a paper on Orff teachers as evidence for the theory of evolution.



20

— You’re perfectly free to do so. But why are you here?

— Observing.

— Observe outside. Next.  

The waiting room emptied. Margaret closed the hatch for lunch.

Only Sherlock Holmes remained — having entered without permission to carry out a 
commission from his client: to determine whether any of the suspects had left behind something 
of value, inadequately guarded.

His client was an aesthete and a connoisseur of intellectual treasures.

His name was Carl Orff. A man who had connected everything with everything: the bead 
game with the elemental, the elemental with archetypes, phylogenesis with ontogenesis, music 
with speech and movement, the ancient with the modern, aesthetics with marketing — and then 
quietly disappeared.

Which raises the question: who is the real owner of the bushes?

P.S. Gunild Keetman was not in the waiting room.

She was working. 

Kurt Huber
Germans usually go to the beer hall to relax. These two went to work. A table covered in scores 

and manuscripts, the sharp edge of argument; the old dialects of Bavaria and the melodies of 
ancient German songs interested them both. Their names were Kurt Huber and Carl Orff.

This dialogue between a philosopher and a musician was not about methods — it was about 
understanding the human being, culture, and education. Their shared foundation: “Music is a way 
of understanding the world.”

Long acquainted, the reformer-composer and the intellectual professor found each other in a 
shared search for new ground beneath music — ground rooted in the native language and ancient 
song. For Orff, this creative alliance was defining. A friendship that was more than friendship.

When the pantheon around the Schulwerk is complete, one figure rises to full height 
unexpectedly: Kurt Huber. A philosopher who thought of culture as life itself. An outstanding 
musicologist who had studied the deep strata of German folk tradition — a man of extraordinary 
erudition. But no less significant was his human stature: a rare inner honesty, depth of thought, 
and fidelity to his moral convictions. His place in history is tragic. Kurt Huber died as a member of 
the anti-fascist resistance movement The White Rose.

It was Huber who gave Orff the philosophical and scholarly foundation for returning to the 
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origins of music and speech. He was a researcher of folk dialects — of living vernacular speech — 
and from that, a thread was drawn into the Schulwerk, where it became speech music with its own 
rhythms and accents. Just as the rhythm of movement at the Güntherschule became elemental 
music, the rhythm of words became, in the Schulwerk, primary music.

And in classrooms, children’s names began to ring out as music:

An-na — Bar-ba-ra — Ka-tha-ri-na — Wal-ter — Carl — Kurt.

Each child spoke as they wished, rhythms and accents mixing, colliding, breaking apart — 
and spontaneous music emerged. From nowhere, from thin air. To any listener it produced the 
impression of a miracle — and it became a cornerstone of the entire concept. It was Orff who 
brought the idea of speech music-making into music education.

Huber revealed to Orff the extraordinary beauty of Bavarian folk music. They gathered it 
together, publishing several collections of folk songs. This work profoundly shaped what the 
Schulwerk became. Though Huber was never officially named as a co-author, his invisible role 
was undoubtedly an outstanding contribution. For Huber, music was inseparable from movement 
and ritual — and in Orff’s Schulwerk it became the unity of word, sound and movement in the 
forming of a human being.

Their intense joint work on the first volumes of the Schulwerk was an attempt to find a universal 
language — equally comprehensible to children and adults. Records survive of heated arguments 
between Huber and Orff on many questions. What for the first was science and philosophy, for 
the second became practice — music, movement and creativity in the human being. Gradually, 
the triumph of humanism, of culture and art, the role of folk tradition in education — all of this 
fused in Orff into a coherent concept. The Schulwerk was born in conversation with Kurt Huber.

All members of the White Rose were killed.    Orff lived with this tragedy for the rest of his life.

In 1947, a posthumous letter — addressed to a friend — was published in a memorial collection 
for Kurt Huber. According to researchers, Orff wrote that the path to his friend had never been 
broken. That the Schulwerk was their shared work, found together in folk culture.

By the time the sixth and final leaflet — written by Huber himself — was printed in London 
and scattered in thousands over Germany, Kurt Huber was already gone.
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Carl Orff Did Not Sit in the Bushes
Carl Orff never sat in the bushes. He watched his triumph unfold in classrooms. Children 

ran everywhere, beating drums, jumping, shaking tambourines, spinning, laughing — and when 
they laughed, little bells scattered their ringing. He wasn’t thinking about a system. Not about 
methodology. Not about what it would all be called later. He was thinking about children.

He watched a small Chinese boy cheerfully jingling bells, an African child beating a drum, and 
all the others dancing however they pleased. It wasn’t even dance as such — it was the elemental 
joy of childhood bursting free. Loud, rhythmic, joyful — you simply have to dance and laugh. Full 
stop.

“There,” thought Orff. “That’s it.”

All children love simple music and play — Japanese and Arab, Russian and French — every 
culture has children’s folklore, and two sticks can always be found somewhere. So he established 
his Orff Institut, so that Orff teachers could come to learn — and then give children what they love: 
the joy of simple music-making, where everyone can be a creator, a musician and a dancer at the 
same time. Because even a single sound becomes a mirror of a child’s soul when it says: “This is Me.”

And so Carl Orff created what he himself described as the finest system for nurturing a whole 
and good human being.

And that human being is a Creator.

Carl Orff did not sit in the bushes. Good for him.  

Green Devils on the shores of the Dead Sea
Teachers enter the Orff workshop timidly. They sit down quietly and properly, notebooks out, 

pens ready. In their heads — the heavy academic legacy of conservatories and music colleges.

Parallel fifths — horror, sit down, F!  

Can you resolve a diminished leading-tone seventh chord in 8 keys? No? Sit down, F!

Can you at least resolve a tritone in 4 keys??

The teachers sit there, turning over their fears. Those fears have settled in like green devils, 
lurking in every corner, rustling, spreading dread. On the floor stand Orff instruments, mallets 
resting on them. But where are the chairs? Surely not…

PART TWO. HARVEST
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not only phylogenesis but also syncretism. This is the primordial ocean of the arts, where they all 
swam peacefully together — until the snip-snap came along.

Uncle Bourdon, or the Majordomo
Orff didn’t merely feel it — as a brilliantly gifted musician, he HEARD it: all children love playing 

the xylophone. Ding-clunk, ding-clank. And what comes out is beautiful in a completely childlike 
way. Ding — a third. Clunk — a bourdon. The third is the melody; the bourdon is its companion.

Uncle Bourdon stepped out of the bushes of obscurity and found his way into children’s 
textbooks. In time he took his rightful place as majordomo in Orff’s scores.

And so preschoolers received the bourdon as a gift. To think — he might have remained forever 
filed under “primitive forms of accompaniment”    in conservatory textbooks.

Orff’s Sandwich
Look at one of Orff’s most complex scores — and you’ll see a sandwich with three layers.

Layer one — the salt of the earth. Uncle Bourdon takes his place in the bass. Orff loved him. 
Tenderly and for life. The moment Bourdon sounds — everyone is already in a trance. Because 
Bourdon is humanity’s most ancient ostinato. The shaman knew. Orff knew. Uncle Bourdon knew 
before anyone and always has.

Layer two — salami, cheese, pepper, pickle, and even the string around the salami. The 
respectable xylophones — altos and tenors — spin out four to six ostinatos simultaneously. 
Endlessly. Without pause. Multiple repetitions work at a psychophysiological level — constant 
repetition switches off the analytical and switches on the archaic. The trance deepens. Everyone 
is inside it. But so the audience doesn’t fall asleep — unruly accents and syncopations leap across 
the score. Here, there, everywhere. Just like grasshoppers. Mission accomplished: everyone in a 
trance — but nobody sleeping.  

Layer three — the cherry on top. The glockenspiels ring like little bells. Light. Air. Radiance 
above, foundation below. The score’s architecture is complete. Now the hypnosis is total: sparks 
flash before your eyes. Even sight switches off. Everything dissolves in a trance of beauty.

Three layers of score — three states of consciousness: Bourdon — the body sinks. Ostinato — 
the mind switches off. Glockenspiels — the soul opens.

Orff wasn’t building a score. He was building a path into the human interior.
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Orff’s Pyramid
A grey, cold morning, long ago. People shuffle reluctantly out of their cave. Cold, hungry, a 

mammoth to hunt — and frankly terrifying. But then the chief claps his hands, shouts something 
resonant — and suddenly everyone is clapping, stamping, beating their chests and clicking their 
tongues with joy in a shared circle. A unified ostinato rhythm draws them all into a magical trance: 
shyness and cold forgotten, everyone awake, warmed, emboldened — and off they go to the hunt. 
Bodily instruments did their work.

And children in a classroom clap and stamp with the same joy — because these instruments 
belong to everyone, and playing them is the simplest thing in the world. Stamp-clap — a polka. 
Clap-boom-boom — a waltz. Some play, others dance. Elemental music-making is possible in 
any classroom that has nothing else: no instruments, no sound system, not even two sticks. Body 
orchestra, Klanggesten — “sounding gestures” as Gunild Keetman called them — body percussion: 
it’s all the same thing. The Africans proved it long ago.

You can write this body music down — the rhythmic lines of a classical score are waiting. But 
why? Bodily instruments hate it when Sheet Music arrives and forces them to rehearse a concert. 
They love improvisation, flight, spontaneity. They love it when children play whatever they like on 
their own bodies — there are no rules here. And so the wise Music Stand visits only rarely, just to 
remind everyone it exists. A concert — yes, that happens too, and it sounds and looks beautiful. 
But improvisation dies the moment it arrives.

One day a wild gourd grew near an ancient cave, ripened, dried out. Someone kicked it — then 
picked it up, because it made a sound. He happened to be on his way to the magic circle, so he 
brought it along. Another person brought a dried-out log and a stick. A third brought a bundle 
of dry grass. All three already understood what their finds were for, and agreed: stamp-stamp 
would be the log, clap-clap the gourd, and whatever-that-is the bundle of grass. All three became 
musicians. In Orff pedagogy these are called natural instruments. There are as many of them as 
you want, anywhere. Even on a desert island.

A mother gave her toddler a bunch of keys, a plastic bottle, and a cardboard box to play with. 
She imagined a house, keys, a little owner coming home. Thirty minutes later she found a small 
orchestra: a cardboard drum, a maraca, and a shaker. A story was already underway. Once upon 
a time there was a bear — stamp-stamp — he went to pick raspberries, but there were bees — 
zzzzz. He ran into the thicket as fast as his paws could carry him. A noise-tale. In Orff pedagogy 
these are called homemade instruments. I made it, I play it, I know what I’m playing. I invented 
the whole thing myself. Children’s creativity in its natural state.

Some teachers look down on this — convinced that making instruments from junk is something 
you do out of poverty. Not at all. This is one floor of the instrument pyramid in Orff pedagogy. 
The foundation: bodily instruments. Second floor: natural instruments. Third floor: homemade 
instruments. And at the top — the gleaming ensemble of Orff instruments.

Everyone sees the top. But only Orff teachers see the whole pyramid — those who work 
patiently inside it, not just at the summit.
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Come in — you won’t regret it!
Let’s step into this classroom early in the morning — an Orff classroom. Is it really a classroom? Yes, but 

here children learn to create music, using these beautiful instruments. Orff instruments. Sometimes they 
stand in pyramids along the walls, arranged by voice like a catalogue: bass, alto, soprano, glockenspiels. 
Sometimes they’re left deliberately on the floor — an open invitation: sit down, play!

The seasoned rosewood of the xylophones sounds aristocratic — exactly as the Master-
aesthete Carl Orff required. The metallophone’s tone is softer, more sustained — this is Uncle 
Bourdon’s domain, his kitchen, where he reigns in the bass. The alto and tenor metallophones often 
receive visits from lovely thirds, octaves and fifths, dropping by to support the Bourdon. But when 
he manages on his own, curious moonlight wanders over to the altos, a bright little star visits the 
sopranos, and a cheerful brook finds its way to the glockenspiels. Sometimes a Question arrives, 
taps a mallet on the resonant metallophone — and falls into thought…??

But what Orff instruments love most is when children come and sing. That’s when they feel 
their true purpose: to accompany the angelic singing of children. The Fairy of Harmony knows this 
crystalline duet — the beauty of Orff instrument sound plus angelic voices. Orff pedagogy, colleagues!

What Orff instruments truly cannot stand — and will actively hide their mallets and misbehave 
to avoid — is when Sheet Music arrives. Suddenly there’s no G-sharp, the B-flat has gone missing 
somewhere. The tritone was expelled long ago and still hasn’t come back. Oginski’s Polonaise 
waited in vain for its G-sharp, because harmonic A minor simply doesn’t live here. What use are 
notes when pentatonic is the rule — just sit down and play, everything is clear! Here music is 
created, not performed from a page.

The pentatonic scale — that children’s mode — is assembled by the children themselves in 
the Orff classroom. First, you must remove the tritone: the notes F and B, which nobody needs 
here. For now. They are removed correctly, according to strict protocol: both hands, lifted vertically 
upward. The Orff-master stands nearby,    quietly issuing fines for instrument disrespect — F 
will definitely hide, G will make a run for it — and then such chaos breaks out that nobody can tell 
who is where or what is happening.

But once everything is done correctly, a little path of five bricks appears: 3+2, 3+2. All ready. 
Take a breath, pick up the mallets — and sail out onto the Dead Sea of pentatonic, where drowning 
is impossible, where any note can be the tonic, where creativity is available to every child, and 
what emerges will be their music.

And if the classroom doesn’t yet have these expensive aristocratic instruments? No Orff 
instruments on resonator boxes, no overtone-rich, deep, full sound? No matter! Then percussion 
instruments come to make music, gathering from all over the world: bells and chimes, large 
cymbals and finger cymbals, tambourines and hand drums, wooden blocks and ratchets, claves 
and tone blocks, guiros and maracas, frame drums and djembes, congas, bongos…

And then leaves come alive, wind stirs, rain falls, the sun rises, clocks tick, a squirrel holds a 
conversation with a hedgehog, and an orange debates an pineapple.

Come in — you won’t regret it.
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Her Majesty Improvisation, or “Hello — this is Me!”
Improvisation stood at the cradle of every culture. It is the oldest, most genetically primary 

form of creativity. So the textbooks say. Improvisation still stands at the cradle of every child 
today — though almost no one notices. And yet it teaches a child everything: speech, movement, 
communication, play, music…

“Clappy-clap, let’s make a snap” — and the toddler improvises with their palms! “Roly-poly, 
jiggety-jig” — and the child happily babbles along with their mother, laughing and… improvising. 
Nonsense syllables delight and liberate from rules. Then a dance drifts in from somewhere — and 
the child improvises again, dancing with their whole being, completely and unselfconsciously.

Later they improvise building their first towers, rolling a toy car back and forth, playing at 
doctors: “Now I’m going to treat you. Open your mouth. Actually — I’ll take your temperature first!”

Then a tambourine finds its way into their hands. Ring it, bang it, investigate it, run around, 
laugh, shout. All at once — the syncretism of the arts is not dead on the pages of learned books 
after all. Improvisation, it turns out, is alive too. It has become play with sound: loud-soft, fast-slow. 
Silence. This is already the first music. The child says: “My music!”

Improvisation in the Schulwerk is not freedom from form — it is memory of music’s origins. 
A child with a tambourine retraces humanity’s journey from the first strike on a stretched hide to 
the symphony. Only very quickly. Sometimes in a single lesson.

Even the very youngest children can improvise their own music. Born of their imagination, it is 
simple and wonderful — like childhood itself. Here, from a small bell, a firefly’s flickering light is 
born. A sheet of paper will tell a whole fairy tale about Rustle and Whisper. What are a pencil and 
a maraca saying to each other? That’s the rain and fallen leaves remembering golden autumn…

“Music is born from the inside, not the outside” — this is written in the Orff pedagogy code. 
Thump-thump (heartbeat), step-step (movement), boom-boom — music! Born from within, as 
an impulse of body and soul. Boom-boom-ding-a-ling — variations. Boom-boom-ding-a-ling-
CLUNK! Who’s this now? Contrast. “Clunk-boom! Clunk-boom!” — development in sonata form. 
“Boom, boom, boom, boom-boom” — coda. Musical thinking has begun to develop on its own.

The unity of movement and music is as natural as a breath, a step, a pulse. In reverse, the 
connection works just as well — through rhythm. “Boom-boom-step-step, jump-jump” — already 
a dance, born from the simplest music.

This is why, in Orff’s conception, music is not performed — it is created, here and now, 
improvised. Very simple music. But this is the place where a child’s sense of self is born, where 
they are heard as a person, where sound will say more about them than words ever could.

Her Majesty Improvisation — as primary children’s creativity — is the essence of Orff pedagogy, 
the essence of elemental music-making, and of the Orff Schulwerk. The test for any Orff teacher: 
“Is there play? Is there improvisation?”
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The gift Orff brought to children is called this: “Every child is a musician and a composer.” 
He generously invited children and teachers into his Schulwerk to play: “Come with me — it’s all 
simple and beautiful here. This is children’s music. You will make it yourselves.”

Pat-a-cake, pat-a-cake, baker’s man…

Play — the Housekeeper
Children have no such thing as work. None at all. Work, perseverance, discipline — these are 

adult inventions. Children have play. It is their work. Their language. Their way of understanding 
the world.

And in play there is no contradiction between spontaneity and rule. They coexist — like two 
voices in a duet. One leads, the other answers. Both are necessary.

Orff knew this. Which is why his system works everywhere — in Iran and Russia, in Africa and 
Japan. Children exist everywhere. Play exists everywhere.

Play doesn’t sit in the bushes like Dalcroze. Play doesn’t stay silent — it acts. It is the housekeeper. 
First to arrive, last to leave. Holds everything together.

Play is the best test for any teacher. A school inspector walks into a lesson, watches for two 
minutes — and the whole picture is clear. Children playing and being played with — that’s Orff 
pedagogy. Children sitting and waiting for instructions — goodbye, that is not Orff pedagogy.

No conservatory will help you if you don’t know how to play with children. Play is the finest 
instrument a children’s teacher can have. The conservatory is merely an accessory. First — learn to 
play with children, sincerely and naturally. Otherwise they will sense the counterfeit immediately. 
Children unfailingly distinguish the living from the dead.

Don’t perform play — actually play, together with the children. Believe in it. Love the process. 
Then everything takes flight on its own. You’re just there to make sure nobody flies off the edge 
from sheer speed and laughter. This is where the miracle is born — the thing people call collective 
creativity, improvisation, spontaneous theatre. Impossible to stop.

These energies are healing. They free the soul for something deep and fine. And if an Orff 
teacher neither thinks about nor knows this — that creativity is play, and play is creativity, the core 
purpose of elemental music-making — then they are something else entirely.

Orff pedagogy has its own perpetual motion machine. Physicists have been searching for one 
outside themselves. For centuries. Without success. Orff found it from the inside. In the nature of 
the child. Play.
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his place in heaven, and so spent the entire opera suffering from his own imperfection. Devils 
tormented him. Nothing helped. He just kept suffering.

Sergei began fidgeting. “What is this rubbish.” Rubbish became the leitmotif, accompanying 
the opera throughout. His formal suit began pinching in every conceivable place. The seat became 
too small. The shoes too. Sergei took his shoes off, etiquette notwithstanding. Eventually Francis 
died, ascended to heaven as saints are supposed to, and that was that.

Ovations. Applause. The composer was called to the stage. A slight young man in jeans. Sergei 
studied him carefully. “You’d have to be seriously out of it to write something like that. He looks 
perfectly normal.”  

Outside we waited for the performers. Sergei called: “Sanya, come out, Mum and I are waiting 
for you in the square by the Bolshoi. And bring me a pastry from the buffet — I’ve gone quite 
hungry during that opera. And bring a shovel. What do you need a shovel for? I’m going to bury 
you right here.”

Three months later came Prometheus.

I bought two tickets for a concert performance of Orff’s Prometheus at the Tchaikovsky Concert 
Hall. Sergei agreed, though reluctantly — clearly the trauma of the first opera was still fresh. He 
dressed again as for Eugene Onegin at the Bolshoi: suit, tie, shoes, cologne. We arrived. The 
stage held an enormous orchestra. A great deal of everything. Four pianos. Six to eight tubas and 
trombones gleaming. Drums, timpani and xylophones taking up half the stage.

In the prologue the timpani begin an ominous rumble: Hephaestus approaches, chains clanking, 
to bind Prometheus to his rock. Power and Force scurry behind him. All four appear on the lower 
side balcony — and immediately Prometheus begins to suffer. Dramatic recitation. One word — 
BOOM! Another word — BAM!

Very emotional, Prometheus’s suffering. But nothing is comprehensible — it’s all in Aeschylus’s 
Greek. Suffering / Boom! Boom! Crash-bang-wallop on the timpani! Suffering / Boom! Boom on 
the drum! Suffering / Clank-clank on the cymbals! Suffering…

After the first ten minutes Sergei said quietly and ominously: “I’ve seen this kind of sufferer 
somewhere before. Genuine déjà vu.”

Then Hephaestus appeared.

“Another one?! This is too much.”

The orchestra entered — without strings. Everything began pinching Sergei again: the trousers, 
the shoes. He fidgeted and asked: “When do they start singing?”

I said: they already are.

“That’s singing? That’s assault with a deadly instrument.”

The Furies appeared.

“And who are these ones in the robes? Furies? Have they come to help or just dropped in?”
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The wedding of Orpheus and Eurydice:

“Thank goodness. At least someone here isn’t suffering.”

End of Act One.

And then Sergei delivered his complete verdict with total precision: “I’ve had quite enough of 
these sufferers. Boom! Bam! Crash-bang-wallop!” — and left before Act Two.

“What is this rubbish.” The people’s review is closed.  

Orff understood the essential thing: children don’t need sufferers. They need blum-kryak. And 
so he wrote the Schulwerk.

That’s how it was.
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How to Find the Fern Flower
In the world of Orff pedagogy, its remarkable appeal and apparent ease of application have 

created, for many teachers, an aura of universal accessibility — as though a wave of a coloured 
scarf and a ball rolled across the floor with the children will produce the miracle on cue.

From the height of my own experience I can say: anyone who thinks this is very much mistaken. 
Because it is a very long road from the town of Just a Lesson to the town of An Orff Lesson. It is a 
journey from ordinary teaching to what I consider a meta-pedagogy — the finest music education 
on earth. Orff pedagogy is a path from the past to the future, bypassing the present. You shed 
your old skin — and you fly. But to fly, you first have to climb a long hill.

Along this long road you pass through many small towns and villages flying Orff pennants. You 
stop for a while, and then understand you must move on. Because fellow travellers tell you of a 
magnificent city where only magicians live — well-known Orff teachers who can work wonders, 
where everyone lives as in a fairy tale. And you happen to want to become a magician.

If you kept walking despite everyone telling you the city was an impossible dream and there 
would certainly be no place for you there — then one fine day you discover, unexpectedly, that 
you are already a resident. And now people come to you as they would to a magician. Only those 
who believe reach it — those who know that Orff pedagogy is the art of high flight.

At first everything seems like a distant unknown planet somewhere out in the universe. Getting 
a little closer, you think: there it is, the beautiful flower — quite nearby, and there’s even a ladder. 
But the ladder turns out to be rather taller than it appeared — and goes straight up into the sky.

Climbing higher, you realise everything is upside down here. But by then you are firmly attached 
the wrong way up — and cannot think any other way. On closer inspection it turns out to be quite 
simple: petals, stamens, pistils — like any other flower. But there is nothing harder than this exquisite 
simplicity. And just try to work out what this music is that is “not music in itself.” It also comes with 
a strict accompanist — Monsieur Bourdon.

For a long time you learn to walk where no one has walked and no one intends to. Otherwise 
you will remain a copycat — and will never become an Orff teacher in the true sense. Eventually 
you can cook a thousand dishes from a plain axe, and three different shoes in a picture become 
the starting point for music-making. You are gradually becoming a Master.

But now every passerby wants to add their opinion. The “bronze busts” and the newly arrived 
“neophytes” cry loudly: you are not Orff! Excellent — that they are shouting means you really are 
a Master. And thank goodness you are not Carl Orff.

You keep walking your own Bridge of Happiness. Orff pedagogy always opens what is 
unknown — its lights in the distance never go out. Every new door opens a fragment of the 
boundless world of Music.

PART THREE. NEW SEEDS
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“Choose the most difficult road — on it you will meet no competitors.”

Charles de Gaulle. 

A Skyscraper on Its Side, or The Bird Is Gone
Whenever I visit New York, I remember my trip up the Empire State Building to the observation 

deck on the 102nd floor. You get there in stages, changing lifts, navigating an interior labyrinth. The 
view from the top is breathtaking and dazzling — and at the same time inspires something close 
to awe. Doug Goodkin once compared Orff pedagogy to a skyscraper lying on its side.

You enter first through the gift shop on the ground floor. The enthusiasm of beginners, intriguing 
accounts from those who have heard but not yet seen, stacks of books from teachers who have 
something to say. And of course — Orff instruments. You leaf through several catalogues from 
different countries, barely breathing, dreaming of owning even one. But you pick up the German 
Studio-49 catalogue with particular reverence. This is not merely sacred — it is aristocratic. Almost 
like a Stradivarius. Rosewood, noble metals, the purest sound. All of that.

You leave, overwhelmed, through some door — and find yourself in a small room called 
Children’s Folk Music of the World. Your brain freezes immediately: there are a hundred treasure 
chests here. Grasshoppers, fish, cats and frogs, gluttons and funny old ladies on the forest edge. 
You play here with the children for several years, sorting, collecting, arranging everything on 
shelves. Finally you escape, and walk on through the skyscraper.

Africa. It finds everyone, right after the frogs and mosquitoes. Because here is where all of Orff 
pedagogy begins: rhythms, drums, xylophones. Songs that are danced, and drum stories told by 
an entire continent. You get stuck for — I don’t know how many years. Fascinating is too weak a 
word. Impossible to stop. Congo, Chad, Kenya, Ghana. Chebuzo, Gwandoya, Oching.

Then suddenly you notice a small, unassuming door in the wall. You step through — and there 
are Dances of the World’s Peoples. You are a musician, not a dancer. But Orff teachers all dance 
— you know this — so you throw yourself with enthusiasm into South Slavic kolo, Czech-German 
polkas, the ancient bransle, Armenian kochari.

You have barely addressed your dancing deficiencies when you realise that not playing the 
recorder is simply not done. You take up the recorder, then the ukulele, then the gusli or the zither. 
In Lithuania someone gives you a skudučiai. In Kazakhstan, a dombra — well, how can you not 
try to be a singer of the steppes? You try it. You get stuck. You go to a djembe workshop, buy a 
djembe, then buy instruments for the whole group of children. You drum with everything you’ve 
got — but then you remember you need to keep going, the road is always open and waiting.

You look back: twenty years you’ve been walking through this skyscraper on its side, and 
you’ve only been inside a few of the rooms. Nobody ever has enough of a lifetime to see it all.

Sergei says: “It’s a cult you’ve got there — a musical-dance cult called Orff pedagogy. Once 
the little claw is caught, the whole bird is lost.”
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A Small Piece of Life with Music
One morning a woman came into my classroom and asked if she could sit in on a lesson with 

preschoolers aged five and six. She was the director of a children’s psychological and pedagogical 
center — for children whose parents had, in practice, forgotten them. Mother and father were at 
home, technically. But really, they weren’t. Children like these were sent to the center to be warmed 
up a little and given some joy.

I began my usual lesson: we sang, played instruments, tapped rhythms with sticks, then 
danced. When it was over, the woman came up to me and said: “That wasn’t a lesson at all. It was 
as though I lived a small piece of life with music alongside the children. We sat here and made 
something, then moved to that corner, then tapped sticks over there, then sang by the piano, then 
danced in the middle.”

She had noticed one of the central qualities of an Orff lesson — its naturalness and simplicity. 
It really is a piece of life, only with music.

The director immediately invited me to run an Orff workshop at her centre in Vyazma. I asked 
how many musicians were on staff. It turned out there was one. But she assured me everyone 
would be learning.

When I arrived for the first workshop, the entire staff was sitting in the hall. Not just the teaching 
staff — everyone. Only the caretaker had stayed outside. A notice in the corridor read: “Attendance 
strictly required for all who work inside the building and see children. The only acceptable reason 
for absence: a meeting with God in heaven.”

I ran the first workshop, then the second, then the remaining four. Six workshops in total — for 
teachers, cooks, the night nurse and the cleaners. The director was a serious woman, and she 
invited me back a seventh time — for an assessment. Each person had to submit a five-minute 
video showing how they were applying Orff pedagogy in their own workplace.

On that final visit, I was completely overwhelmed. I learned that the dining room now had quiet 
music playing softly in the background. The night nurse told bedtime stories using instruments. 
The cook had started giving dishes unusual names — a meatball called “The Little Secret,” a fruit 
drink called “A Gnome’s Dream.” The cleaner had sewn herself bright, beautiful aprons to bring 
joy to the children. Every teacher had found a creative application of Orff pedagogy in their own 
classroom.

I saw, suddenly, how an ordinary staff had risen to an extraordinary pedagogical height — as 
though a high-speed lift had carried them all there at once. This was now a different community — 
one where the child was always at the centre, and where creativity was possible for everyone.

Her Majesty Orff Pedagogy smiles mysteriously from around the corner.
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Voices of Orff Teachers
“Orff pedagogy is the most effective way to make contact and build trust with children. It’s 

as though you’ve been given a bunch of magic keys that can unlock even the most closed and 
difficult child.”

“I still remember that first workshop. Life is possible on a carpet too. We’d been taught that 
children must always sit on chairs. And then everyone sat down on the floor. A puzzle that had 
never quite come together — finally clicked.”

“In Orff pedagogy we don’t lead the child by the hand into music — we bring the music to the 
child. Children learn more from each other than from the teacher. If I’m genuinely interested — so 
are the children. That’s the law.”

“I am creative as long as a child lives inside me — naive, open to the world, hungry to discover. 
And I deeply want that inner child never to fall asleep in the children who come to my lessons.”

“An Orff lesson is play on both sides. Making the learning completely invisible — that’s the 
challenge and the thrill for the teacher. If it feels easy for the teacher, it feels easy for the students. 
And the reverse is also true.”

“At the start of an Orff lesson the teacher sets the inner music in motion. And then the 
participants ask: ‘Did you really go to that festival in Africa?’ That’s it — that’s the magic of an Orff 
teacher.”

“An Orff teacher must love the process more than the result. Creating that process is the Orff 
lesson. Everything else is detail.”

“At an Orff workshop I suddenly understood: if ‘man is the measure of all things,’ then the child 
must always be at the centre. Not the curriculum, not the methodology, not the wishes of adults — 
only the children’s interest and the happiness in their eyes will define my work from now on.”

Coda
On my refrigerator live several dozen magnets. They are the history of half my life. Each 

magnet — a workshop. Each workshop — children with shining eyes. Each city — new Orff teachers 
who then went home to their own children.

In little Riga I ran twenty-two Orff workshops. Young teachers specifically learned Russian 
in order to come. Warm, thoughtful, grateful people. A piece of my heart stayed there for good.

In Alba — a small Italian town that smells of white truffle in October — children aged four to 
six took to the stage of the city theatre and held the audience captive with a children’s philosophy 
piece: “What existed before me?” We helped create that performance with a colleague from 
Yaroslavl. Orff instruments. Elemental music. Italian children.
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In Angarsk in 1999 I ran my first away workshop. Twenty-five years ago. And then fifteen more 
in Irkutsk.

“Enthusiast,” Sergei would say, clutching his head at my schedule. Every weekend throughout 
the year. For many years running.

Between Seattle and Alba — and across the refrigerator — my homeland is wide.

Vladivostok, Khabarovsk, Chita, Ulan-Ude. Irkutsk — twelve workshops, I grew as close to Lake 
Baikal as to Red Square. Krasnoyarsk, Omsk, Tomsk, Novosibirsk, Tyumen, Kemerovo, Yekaterinburg. 
Kazan, Nizhny Novgorod, Izhevsk, Votkinsk — Tchaikovsky’s city. Bryansk, Kaluga, Samara, Togliatti, 
Krasnodar, Rostov-on-Don. Tver, Suzdal, Vladimir, Tula with its samovars and gingerbread.

In every city, creativity was on fire. In every city, happy children ran to their music lessons. 
Everywhere the same: blyum-kryak, bourdon, a children’s song, improvisation.

Thirty-odd workshops with Orff masters from Austria, Germany, Finland, the USA and Italy 
made me a professional. But the first workshop in Angarsk in 1999 made me myself.

Mastery cannot be drunk away. Experience cannot be slept through. Skill cannot be left at 
home.

Orff Pedagogy Extends Life
They say musicians’ brains are different: years of training fingers and prefrontal cortex, thousands 

of melodies stored, recognition from two or three notes, reading complex musical textures. Tatiana 
Chernigovskaya believes this is the best protection against dementia — and science agrees with her.

I won’t argue with clever professors. But I will add, on my own behalf, that the best protection 
against dementia is Orff pedagogy. Every lesson: laughter, movement, creativity and live human 
contact. Science has a beautiful name for this: cognitive reserve. In our language: blyum-kryak 
for the brain.

Dementia comes for those who are bored. It looked in on the Orff teacher — and ran away, 
because in there everyone is playing on everything in sight. Boom-tum, crash-bang, clunk-kryak, 
ding-ding-a-ling! Every day the brain rejoices in variety and improvisation.

And the green devils have already taken every seat in the auditorium.

No vacancies.
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Rudolf von Laban — aristocrat and theorist of movement. Wanted to be first in the queue. 
Dragged Wigman along with him. Space came alive in his presence.

Sergey — the only honest critic of two operas in a row. Author of the people’s review: “What 
is this rubbish.”

Hermann Hesse — Nobel laureate, carrying his novel The Glass Bead Game. Convinced that 
the Schulwerk is essentially him. Did not secure a place in the queue.

The Holy Grail — what Orff sought his whole life. Found it. Called it “elemental music.” Became 
the Master.

Chebuzо, Oching and Gwandoya — the only ones who overthrew a king and remained satisfied. 
Principal characters of elemental theatre. Address: Africa.

Sherlock Holmes — the famous detective, who entered the housing office without permission. 
Was executing a commission for a client named Carl Orff. Found everything.

Schulwerk — Schule + Werk. School + work. Learning by doing. Children’s music that children 
make themselves.

Émile Jaques-Dalcroze — great reformer. Sat in the bushes watching what others did with 
his method. “Dalcroze cannot be printed on a printer.”

Ernst Haeckel — discovered phylogenesis, but drew rather too much onto his embryos. Orff 
rehabilitated him — but residency in the bushes was denied.

Johan Huizinga — proved that play is the foundation of culture. Heard “Next!” — and left 
unregistered.

About the Author
Tatiana Tyutyunnikova is a Doctor of Musicology and one of Russia’s leading specialists in 

Orff pedagogy. She is the author of more than 30 books on music education and the founder of 
RusFOSA, the Russian Orff Schulwerk Association.

For over 30 years she has led Orff workshops across Russia — from Vladivostok to Mos-
cow — and internationally, including Italy, Latvia, Estonia, and the United States.

Her work bridges musicology, developmental psychology, and pedagogy, bringing the Orff 
Schulwerk tradition to teachers, musicians, and children across the Russian-speaking world.
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