
 

 

Repeat Until…        Ilke Lea Alexander   

Text by Eliha Kai Orah 

Repeat Until… is a work inspired by the theme “Ritual”, and the everyday routines, 

patterns and obsessions we make part of our daily lives. The music and text were 

conceptualised collaboratively, however, much of the music was already composed 

before the first words were written. This created a process whereby part of the text 

was moulded around the music, rather than the other way around, which often 

resulted in fragmentation and repetition, two ideas I associate strongly with the 

theme of “Ritual”. A ritual seen from the perspective of an outsider, with no 

knowledge of the ritual being performed, can seem to be merely a series of 

disjointed actions, words devoid of meaning and routines with no direction, but to the 

insider it is anything but that. Through the music and text, Eliha Kai and I tried to 

convey these feelings and ideas. 

 

To be human is to find fault 

In the rituals of the sane.  

For being ourselves, insane . 

 

We know there's no other way.  

So a tap here 

 And a tap there  

To cheer up the throat.  

The same tap here  

And a tap there  

We know there's no other way.  

 

For in sacrifice we learn  

We want more than we need  

And discover a world to please  

With our quivering knees. 

   

The collar, my thought, my mind, my power.  

My factory to manufacture experience within the hour.  



To make some smile and cheer.  

To devour the sour.  

Those rituals we see  

That may never be ours. 

   

There was another world waiting for the eyes, and it was in literature.  

Another world waiting for the ears and it was in song. 

 

Wegwees      Braam du Toit 

 

In 2011 my friend, the poet Donald W. Riekert, from Kuruman passed 

away. Wegwees is a setting of one of his poems and serves as a belated farewell to 

him as I was not able to attend his funeral.   

 

 

Sou ook eendag die wegwees verbyskuif soos wolke bo kameeldorings en lappe 

lappe soetgras 'n paar druppels uit 'n losbui aflaai en dan vort op die wind die 

grysblou lug in sonder hoop net maar 'n spatsel koel skaduwee wat wegraak 

 

(from the volume Heuning uit die Swarthaak; NB Publishers) 

 

Dans van die Reën    Amy Crankshaw 
 

This song is a poem by Eugene Marais set to music for Soprano and Marimba.  It 

tells a story of the arrival of the rain over a dry, barren land.  Using cross-rhythms 

and driven by varied rhythmic patterns, the Marimba evokes indigenous African 

styles of music, while the Soprano‟s vocal lines portray more directly the array of 

characters throughout the story. 

 

Eers oor die bergtop loer sy skelm,  

en haar oge is skaam; 

en sy lag saggies. 



En van ver af wink sy met die een hand; 

haar armband blink en haar krale skitter; 

saggies roep sy. 

Sy vertel die winde van die dans 

en sy nooi hulle uit, want die werf is wyd en die bruilof groot. 

Die grootwild jaag uit die vlakte, 

hulle dam op die bulttop, 

wyd rek hulle die neusgate 

en hulle sluk die wind;  

en hulle buk, om haar fyn spore op die sand te sien. 

Die kleinvolk diep onder die grond hoor die sleep van haar voete, 

en hulle kruip nader en sing saggies: 

“Ons Suster! Ons Suster! Jy het gekom! Jy het gekom!” 

En haar krale skud,  

en haar koperringe blink in die wegraak van die son. 

Op haar voorkop is die vuurpluim van die berggier; 

sy trap af van die hoogte; 

sy sprei die vaalkaros met altwee arms uit; 

die asem van die wind raak weg. 

 

(English translation) 

First, over the hilltop she peeps stealthily 

and her eyes are shy 

and she laughs softly 

From afar she begs with her one hand 

her wrist-bands shimmering and her bead-work sparkling 

softly she calls 



She tells the wind about the dance 

and she invites it, because the yard is spacious and the wedding large 

The big game rush about the plains 

they gather on the hilltop 

their nostrils flared-up 

and they swallow the wind 

and they crouch to see her tracks in the sand 

The small game, deep down under the floor, hear the rhythm of her feet 

and they creep, come closer and sing softly 

“Our Sister! Our Sister! You‟ve come! You‟ve come!” 

and her bead-work shake, 

and her copper wrist-bands shine in the disappearance of the sun 

On her forehead, rests the eagle‟s plume 

She decends down from the hilltop 

She spreads her ashened cloak with both arms 

the breath of the wind disappears. 

 

Human cries     Andile Khumalo 

 

Ritual has always been a term that I personally associate with a functioning society, 

a society that is prepared to sacrifice their individualism for the good of the society. It 

is in many respects the bases of “Ubuntu”. In 2011 four children died in North West, 

after walking for miles in search of their mother and grandmother who had gone 

looking for something to eat. This tragic story touched me, but it was also horrifying 

for me, as it represented the society that we live in. A society that is radically evil to 

its weakest members. This piece functions in the same way as the spirit of ritual, it 

seeks for a unified quest of opening our eyes to a better future for all, so that our 

society can have a chance in surviving the drought. How can we as individuals make 

a contribution to our society, so as to avoid another tragic story of Sebengu Mmupele 

(9 years), Mmapule Mmupele (7 years), Olebogeng Mmupele (6 years), and 

Oarabetswe Mmupele (2 years)? 



Poems 

  

“The children are gone” by Mxolisi Nyezwa 

  

No longer strange 

No longer. 

Like the earth 

Like the human spirit 

It‟s not strange, 

Not unfamiliar – 

We have left those feelings 

Many rains ago. 

  

They are dead within us, 

Transformed 

Into the human void 

That re-chains our empty clarity, 

That sculpts each man‟s fate, 

And breast – feeds our poverty – 

We have left them, 

Abandoned. 

  

It is not new 

We tell them – that is 

Should they ask 

Have the strength to inquire 

“Where‟s  …. And where‟s …..? 



and we look at them 

with only cold tears in our eyes. 

  

  

  

  

“The Bandage from eyes” by Harold Begbie 

  

One star, one string, and all the rest 

Darkness and everlasting space, 

Save that she shelters in her breast 

The travail of the race. 

  

Borne thro‟ cold and soundless deep 

With ruin riding down the air, 

She bows, to heavenly to weep, 

Too human to despair. 

  

And ever on her lonely string 

Expects the music from above, 

Some faint confirming whispering 

Of fatherhood and love. 

  

One star, one string, and thro‟ the draft 

Of aeons sad with human cries 

She waits the hand of God to lift 

The bandage from eyes 



Inyanga      Peter Klatzow 

The inyanga is often translated as "witch doctor" (though many Southern Africans 

resent this implication, as it perpetuates the mistaken belief that a "witch doctor" is in 

some sense a practitioner of malicious magic). The inyanga's job is to heal illness 

and injury and provide customers with magical items for everyday use 

Inyanga by Peter Klatzow is a four mallet solo scored for 5 octave marimba. This 

piece was commissioned by SAMRO for its Overseas Scholarships (1996) for 

instrumentalists, and was premiered by Magdalena de Vries. She was also winner of 

this scholarship 

 

Pula      Adrian More 

The text used for this piece is primarily gobbledegook.  The sounds for the “words” 

are however derived from a combination of the African languages Xhosa and 

Sesotho.   The second half of the piece evolves out of the opening word “mam”, this 

word eventually becomes mamela, which means “listen” in Sesotho.  The words 

thereafter are also randomly put together but create a sense of a person pleading for 

rain. The word listen implies “drawing attention to whichever spirits of gods will listen” 

as the performer is obviously desperate for rain.  The title Pula is translated as “rain”.  

Other words in the text include: 

Modimo: God 

Khahla: Please 

Thusa: Help 

 

Cycle for Declamation  Priaulx Ranier 

 

Written for and dedicated to the late, great Peter Pears, Cycle for Declamation is one 

of the outstanding unaccompanied solo vocal works of the 20th Century. Rainier met 

Peter Pears and Benjamin Britten at the1952 Aldeburgh Festival when William 

Primrose (viola) and Noel Mewton-Wood (piano) performed her Sonata for viola and 

piano there.  The magnificent texts are from Devotions, by the great metaphysical 

poet John Donne. Rainier's musical settings are inspired and uncluttered. Her use of 

space and silence is as important as the pitches and rhythms. This is music and 

poetry of the highest calibre.  The Cycle for Declamation is a study in verbal rhythm 

for solo voice and has a certain primitive quality. 

 



Wee cannot bid the fruits 

Wee cannot bid the fruits come in May, 

nor the leaves to sticke on in December. 

There are of them that will give, 

that will do justice, that will pardon, 

but they have their owne seasons for all these, 

and he that knows not them shall starve 

before that gift come. 

Reward is the season of one man, 

and importunitie of another; 

Feare is the season of one man, 

and favour of another; 

Friendship the season of one man, 

and naturall affection of another; 

And hee that knowes not their seasons, 

nor cannot stay them, must lose the fruits. 

 

In the wombe of the earth 

In the wombe of the earth, wee diminish 

and when shee is delivered of us, 

our grave opened for another, 

wee are not transplanted, but transported, 

our dust blowne away with profane dust, 

with every wind. 

 

Nunc, lento sonitu 

Nunc, lento sonitu dicunt, Morieris. 

The Bell doth toll for him that thinkes it doth; 

Morieris. 

Who casts not up his Eye to the Sunne when it rises? 

but who takes off his Eye from a Comet when that breakes out? 

Who bends not his eare to any bell, which upon any occasion rings? 

Morieris. 

But who can remove it from that bell which is passing a peece of himself out of this 

world? Nunc, lento sonitu dicunt, Morieris. 

No man is an island intire of itself; 

every man is a peece of the Continent apart of the maine; 

if a Clod bee washed away by the Sea, 

Europe is the lesse, as well as if a Promontorie were, 

as well as if a Mannor of thy friends or of thine owne were, 

Morieris. 

Any man's death diminishes me 

because I am involved in Mankinde, 

Morieris. 



And therefore never send to know 

for whom the Bell tolls; 

It tolls for thee. 

Nunc, lento sonitu dicunt, Morieris. 

 

Qhukezwa, for Soprano and Marimba    Neo Muyanga 

 

Qhukezwa, daughter of Zim and noEngland, is a feisty young woman who rides 

bareback on a horse called Gxagxa, she straddles a life of modernity on the one 

hand while also remaining staunchly true to the rituals of her ancestors – the original 

people of the Eastern Cape.  

 

Based on the character in Zakes Mda‟s „Heart of redness‟, this piece of music 

imagines an intimate moment as Qhukezwa take a solitary,  meditative stroll along 

the Gxarha river.  

She thinks feels responsible for keeping the ways of the family of old alive. She 

wants to find a way to bring peace to the departed souls of her fore-bearers. 

~ neo muyanga, cape town 2014  

 

A Certain Lady    Laura Stevens 

 

Soliloquy for Soprano and Marimba (text: Dorothy Parker) 

I chose to approach the subject of “Rituals” from a deliberately unspectacular angle, 

and to deal with the more mundane, repeated observances that crop up in our lives 

and relationships.  

Dorothy Parker writes with a dry yet charming (if not slightly acerbic) wit about the 

lives of urban women in the „20s. At once frivolous and melancholic, her poem „A 

Certain Lady‟ follows the great pains taken by a particular woman to conceal her 

rather more-than-platonic feelings toward a male friend. She is well-practiced in a 

series of ruses, carefully contrived to assume a cavalier attitude toward his tales of 

many and varied romantic conquests.  

We, the audience, are made privy to her true sentiments, as she laments her 

apparent inability to be honest about her longing for him: “…nor can you see, the 



thousand little deaths my heart has died”. She soliloquises at length about how, with 

each casual interaction, she yearns to be the object of his affection. Her ritual of 

feigned indifference and her offhand physical gestures offer a glimpse into the way in 

which women in particular aspire to please those around them (and above all-

men)  by becoming that which they think they ought to be (for that man?) 

I strove to highlight, musically, a seemingly spontaneous interplay (a meandering 

“train of thought” if you will) between the blitheness of her ritual interactions, and the 

weighty longing she harbours. Rhythmically, we hear bursts of a free (if not a little 

broken) internal monologue, with Soprano and Marimba feeding off each other. They 

take turns in the foreground to illustrate both superficial narrative, and veiled emotive 

context. The Marimba in particular utilises almost its full range (and variation in 

mallets) providing some quite contrasting colours- to match her rather more 

contrasted feelings and actions. 

 

Seven Bowls of Tea     Dawid Boverhoff 

This translation of a Chinese poem has an architectural quality that at first 

reading started composing itself. 

Each line starts similarly (musical motif), and concludes freely (compact 

development). 

Bowls 3 and 4, the emotional heart of the piece, contrast texturally to the 
others. Bowl 6 avoids monotony; bowl 7 ends it all abruptly. 

~ Dawid Boverhoff, July 2014 

 

Variazioni sopra una ninnananna Africana  Hendrik Hofmeyr 

Hofmeyr initially made a set of variations on Thula Thula for marimba and cello. He 

subsequently amended this and created this strikingly effective work, perfectly 

merging the qualities of the voice and the marimba. 

 

Transform     Kesivan Naidoo 
 
 
This work was commissioned for this performance of Ritual. It focuses on Indian 
rhythms, tones and harmonies. 
 
 



 


