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			“Benard Mujuni Makuba blends his creative and imaginative spark to take readers of his anthology, with discerning intelligence, through aweinspiring rhymes, ranging from African folktales to attractions from the wider world. He relays his exquisite compositions with a flavour of language that leaves the reader on cloud nine!”

			– Mubarak  Mabuya

			A seasoned diplomat in East and Horn of Africa, currently managing regional and international partnerships at the Intergovernmental Authority on Development (IGAD).

			Twitter: @MabuyaMubarak 

			

			
THE PARENTING LEGACY 
Life lessons from my father

		

		
			“This is very rich prosaic poetry on the African culture; a colonial and decolonial poetry masterpiece. I really like it. Overall, a great book to read. It raises critical issues on Pan-Africanism, the urgency of the decolonial process, the incense and global space for African indigenous ways of knowing, knowledge and shared spaces in the world of knowing”.

			– Sam Madesi

			Teaching & Research Associate, 
Werklund School of Education, 

			MERCY K. KAINOBWISHO

			University of Calgary, Alberta, Canada.

		

		
			Innovative and well written proseoetry. Gives interesting reading with its excellent short but packed proseoetry done stories. Great talent.

			– Chistopher Mbazira

			Associate Professor of Law Makerere Univesity, Kampala
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			FOREWORD

			Rabbit on the Pulpit is a literary buffet surfeit of two essential poetic ingredients: pace and rhythm. 

			It brings together the two poetic vitals with forward looking poetry seen through the lens of a backward glance as it tackles traditional and modern themes in one resounding body of work.

			The poems are put together in order to relate to each other as a chronology and testimony of Bernard Mujuni’s life and thought processes. 

			From the tale of Kafiti to the author’s tales of America, the poems stride forth as they gather into singular forces which collectively act as components of a unified whole.

			In this vein, they serve one another as movers and breathers to achieve a measured tempo.

			It is true, much of the verse in this anthology is sustained by varying twists to the viewpoint and experiences of its author. Thereby making the book both confessional and autobiographical, as well as philosophical, as the central thrusts around which this selection of poems resides in tune with Mujuni’s worldview. 

			As he documents his thoughts, feelings and life, the idea of poetry’s therapeutic power is at the heart of his work. Each syllable never misses a beat, touring the country of his inner self with near-geographic abandon. 

			He says he hopes to speak to the future by representing the past in order that our collective heritage, as human beings, fuses with his personal appeals to our humanity. 

			

			By this token, Mujuni hopes that history and his story achieve therapeutic power to serve as elixirs to any ailments of the human spirit. 

			This anthology is thus themed around the aspirations and inspirations that draw people to poetry at life’s turning points: family, love, breakup, loss, tradition and certain rites of passage which separate now from then as they bring past and present into a single narrative. 

			His work is indeed historic and contemporary, the latter being well articulated by some of his experiences during the Covid-19 lockdown. These experiences will shape the foundations of his next anthology but can also be felt in the rhythm and rhymes of this magnum opus. 

			Three years ago, when Mujuni embarked on this anthology, it was at a very different place in the recesses of his mind. 

			Then, when his words sprang onto paper, he condensed this secondary version of his anthology (that first existed in his fertile mind) with the contours of emotions and ideas which took shape in different stanzas. 

			In so doing, he has written a fine book; a fine book indeed. 

			I enjoyed reading it and was often taken in many different directions as the author sought to set my imagination on the differing paths that lead to the same destination: his personal truth and personalized truths. 

			In this way, the anthology hits home to give the reader something to think about, something to laugh about and something to cry about. Thus, it reminds us of the ups and downs which make us feel human and alive. 

			

			For that reason alone, this anthology is worthy of your time and my approbation. 

			Philip Matogo, 
published author

			

			RABBIT 
ON THE PULPIT
Anthology of Past and Contemporary African Life

			

			INTRODUCTION

			“Ideas if not written will wither and disappear through the wind. They will join so many others in the cemetery of uncodified, intangible time and space.”
I have tearfully seen several come and go while attempting to arrest others through this Rabbit on the Pulpit anthology.
I was lucky to be born in a village setting where I was parented by the community, unlike the reclusive norms today. Having lost both parents at the tender age of seven, I had no option but to grow up early. I wrestled with older boys in the kraals and lit fires for the cows to regurgitate.

I was also lucky that I spent a few holidays in Kampala; the classic rural-urban excitement engulfing my soul.

The Rabbit on the Pulpit is prose-oetry of a relentless childto-adulthood codification of a bicameral soul wandering this universe. The audience is not static; it keeps changing, just like the universe. The witty rabbit is full of humour and crispy comedy but is cleverer than most animals, deserving of their attention.
It is this character that resonates in every rendition. The persona keeps inventing new stories to keep a hold of the audience.

We all love stories because we are human. But even animals like dogs and birds love stories. Even trees have stories. It is my hope that this book evokes some emotion, for everyone, given a chance has a story to tell and write

“The story has just begun…” 

			BenMak Savior.

			

			KAFITI, THE VILLAGE WAG

			

			OF DEMI god LIGHTS IN KYANGYENYI  

			At 10 leaps of age, 
I tried with courage 
To become a man of God 
I mean, at least a priest. 
Not an atheist.

			My elder brother gave me a ride 
On a tough bicycle-fiasco 
That took us a day 
To scale and stretch 
Through the way. 
 Eh! My butt hurt! 

			It was a tough and rough ride.

			We pitched camp 
In Mushanga 
Where my uncle, Ishanga 
Had planned for his son 
Mushanga to enroll. 
My headmaster Bishanga 
Had lots of swag 
As though he wasn’t on a payroll.

			We stayed, and were swayed 
By the Bachwezi lights 
On Kyangyenyi 
That hovered and covered

			The mountain heights. 
Yes! Yes indeed at night

			I saw the Chwezi lights.

			The demi-gods 
Blew lights in the night 
Believed to be underneath earth 
Where Bukuku their gate keeper 
Is believed to hold the strongest spear. 
I swear I wanted to disappear!

			
















[image: ]

			I SAW A FROG IN THE FOG  

			I woke up and took to the road.
It was 6 am, a time for fog.
I got a few insults from the neighbours’ dogs,
As I smiled and yearned to jog.
I saw a frog in the fog...

			My legs propelled me to run
Past the semi-naked man,
With bones dangling in his neck.
I saw a frog in the fog...

			And took off fast to avoid a weirdo
But little did I know it would real be trouble.
Eh! I struggled to race!
Like a truck full of cargo.
I saw a frog in the fog...

			I moved and moved and heaved,
As the rain dropped all-over the road.
The frog sprung up its legs,
And took a  monkey-like jump. 
I thought the semi-naked man
 had thrown his charm at me.
I cursed and jumped and ran with no harm or trouble.
I saw a frog in the fog...
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			THE KING WITH GOAT’S EARS 

			Once upon a time, 
When insects and birds were plenty, 
There lived a king 
Believed to have goat’s ears.

			A young boy once heard 
That once you saw the king’s ears 
Nobody would ever hear again.

			That day, early morning,

			The boy spotted the wonder-ears 
As he passed by going to the river.

			And he spread the word to everyone. 
This later made him lose his neck. 

			The king’s final word was like a sword.
[image: ]






			DID BEMBE DIE? 

			He stole all the soles,

			From all the holes and shades.

			He kissed all the dirty frogs. 
Yes, from all the roads.

			He smoked all the seeds. 
Yes, from all the weeds.

			Why did Bembe die?

			He drank all the liquor. 
He thought he would conquer 
His uncertain future

			Why did Bembe die?
He slept in bars He drank into a mighty river, 
And the rapids turned him over. Why did Bembe die?
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			WHAT HAPPENED AT THE GRAVEYARD 

			Leon lived and died 
Like a lion.

			His giant figure 
Would make you shiver.

			His roaring voice, 
Giving no choice.

			His cajoling character 
Creating another chapter in life.

			His demeanour 
Equalled a dinosaur’s.

			His dreams 
Would make you scream.

			His strength, 
Quite at length

			His touch with the dead 
Surely never ended 
Until that terrible day, 
So engulfed in prayer.

			Whatever happened at the graveyard!

			That death struck with a terrible spike

			Like a kite 
And snatched him from Kate.

			Like thunder, 
Death struck with wonder.

			That day, skies turned grey

			Cows never fed. 
The grass had turned red

			Families never ate.

			Tears were flowing. 
People wrapped up in fear and despair

			The lion roared no more. 
Silence took over the mob.

			A chilling feeling 
Wheeling everything
Dogs stopped barking 
Birds stopped singing
People struggled with breathing
What happened at the graveyard?
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			RWEBI-SHAKA BURNED HIS BUTT 

			1980 was a time 
When there was no dime. 
Most folks didn’t even own forks. 
And each moon shone for goons 
To raid homes that had owned no spoons.

			I confess. 

			That my mouth had more gum than teeth. 
 Poor kids gnarled their teeth, 
And pans had no food to cook 
The kids’ stomachs grumbled, 
Others fell sick to their death.

			I confess.

			The little boy with torn shorts, 
A small-bellied boy, holding his butt open, 
Tried to do some tricks 
To earn some lunch After our church. 
He chuckled, 
We mumbled.

			He lit a tongue of fire 
And dared a high jump, 
He fell flat into flames 
And burned his butt! 
We laughed and coughed...and shed tears.

			I confess.

			Rwebi-Shaka wailed like a goat

			Tied to get its throat cut Before meeting its creator.

			I confess.

			Terrified at this double-trouble, 
I blew my flute 
As my nutty aunt came running 
Like an angry ant, 
And yelled like hell.

			I confess.

			The little boy with no wounds but a red butt ran As though salt had been put on his red butt.

			I confess.
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			KAFITI AND THE THORNY TREE 

			Every Thursday was market day. 
Kafiti, the village wag

			Lived in Bwizi, where dogs were known

			For overly wagging their tails.

			Bwizi, the land of whizzing trees

			With several tales.
Must I say more?
The boys in the farms stood so firm 
Waiting for the birds to confirm 
The arrival from the fairly market tales. 
Chuckling chicky-chicky like chimes, 
Making waiting boys almost explode 
At a mere exposure of breasts. 
Must I say more?
As they laid their net in the bush, 
Three birds sweetly arrived 
And pounced their chests in the road. 
Kafiti the village wag took the lead.

			My heart pumped faster.
I held my dog close to me.
The birds were scared. 

			Dread reached the brim, 
As they blinked their eyes with grief.

			I saw them yearn for relief, 
From these attacking shrieks.

			Kafiti approached them 
They spread as though for a fight, 
And pushed the wag so rough 
That he fell into the thorniest tree 
And harmed his privates He wailed.

			They ran. 
We fled

			I SAW THE TYPHOON 

			Early in the morning, 
I heard someone groaning 
Amidst the heavy downpour 
Of the heavenly strong winds that roared, 
Followed by an ear-splitting raging thunder 

			I saw the typhoon.

			I threw my pillow by the windy window 
And saw in the middle 
Of the road a man with a brown fiddle. 
His little dog whimpered and whimpered 
And ran across the road. 
In the middle of the road,

			I saw the typhoon.

			I reached for the umbrella by my side 
And braved the weather 
Like a bird without feathers. 
Amidst the gusty weather,

			I saw the typhoon.

			I moved my feet with a stagger, 
As though I had swagger. 
My breath was a struggle; 
Eyes littered with water, 
Blown far by the weather, 
A man across wailed 
like he was on the cross.

			I saw the typhoon. 
A woman and a child gasped 
For mother air. 
The wind was blowing the umbrella.

			The boy with a kite on the bike tried to take a hike 

			But was swept aside by the mighty tide.

			I saw the typhoon.
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			KONKONO AND THE TERRIBLE COUGH 

			Wheee wheeee wheeee! 
She whizzed and breathed 
A deep breath. 
Her eyes turning red 
As they sank underneath 
Her hollow bony face.

			She looked up in the sky, gathered some strength, 
And suddenly blew 
Her breath in a sharp sneeze 
That made the chicken 
Roosting near the kitchen 
Fly over into air.

			Kwakwa..kwakwaakaa!

			Konkono and the terrible cough.

			She battled and entered the smoky kitchen 
And, like a little innocent monkey 
Blew into the deep dirty fire, 
Sparking a tongue of fire.

			Her eyes teary and red 
The more she bent to gas the fire, the more 
Sweat ran down her face.

			Exhaustion, exhaustion. 

			Why am I a woman?

			She coughed and coughed and whizzed.

			Konkono and the terrible cough.

			One Saturday, she sat on the stool to cool off 
Under the moonlight.

			Ayeeee... she sobbed, and later sobered. 
As though robbed of her clean robes. 
Never to enjoy nature’s slopes.

			In a flush, she rushed, hushed and gushed 
Some dark dirty ash-like sooty salty saliva

			Puuuu! Onto the wall 
Painting it in style

			Konkono and the terrible cough. 
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			THE FUNDUKURU DANCE 

			There was once a village 
In Mbarara where people danced 
With lots of rage and at a pace 
Holding their waists 
So tight as waistlines 
Shook like people from the West.

			While about seven, 
I met a tall weird man 
Who looked like Museveni. 
It was around seven in the evening 
With a hat placed on his head, his beard clean shaven.

			My cousin had wooed me to a village dance, 
To which I followed like a misled sheep, 
Jumping at this irresistible chance 
To dance with the mischievous village queen 
I quickly gave up my forthcoming sleep.

			We popped and toed like Tonku while in love, 
But reached across the valley with ease, 
As though the girls were waiting for us 

			The music, so soothing, was running 
On the two speaker-radio cassettes. 
My friend felt excited watching 
His village queen musically gyrate.

			I chuckled and giggled like a bird. 
He mumbled, silencing my words.

			I looked across and saw a man tightly holding the bride. 
back. 
She shockingly, smoothly caressed his It was really becoming dark. 
My mind wondered blank. 
The two tightly danced, 
And looked smitten in the lantern aided dark. 
Both were shaking with love

			A mosquito bite, I didn’t care. 
My cousin reached for the girl. 
I shook like a pig in the wind.

			As I hid my face in my hands, 
To escape the wrath of love 
That fell on this inquisitive chap.

			My mouth ran so dry 
And then I took off so fast 
To relay the event to my friends 
Who had never seen this tight Fundukuru dance.
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