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Growing up, I was captivated by the hidden depths of quotes and adages. The Book of Proverbs was my go-to spring of wisdom, a source I revisited countless times. In 1998, I was so love-struck by these pithy sayings that I embarked on a journey to compile my own collection. Armed with nothing but a pen and a stack of foolscap paper, for two years I diligently transcribed quotes, proverbs, and adages that resonated with me. Unfortunately, as computers were not yet common, my ambitious project eventually fell by the wayside, along with my manuscript of 25 pages of handwritten wisdom.

“Any powerful idea is absolutely fascinating and absolutely useless until we choose to use it.”—-Richard Bach

Fast forward, 22 years after my initial inspiration, I revisited the idea while watching the TV series; Criminal Minds. This American crime drama in which members of the FBI (Federal Bureau of Investigation)-Behavioral Analysis Unit (BAU) solve complex crimes through behavioral analysis and profiling. “The enduring truth that anticipation however intense cannot hasten the inevitable.”

The series is 15 seasons with 324 episodes, each episode starts and ends with a quote in relation to things/events that happen in that episode. This jump-started my mind and I re-embarked on my 1998 dream of authoring a book of collection of quotes, sayings, adages, proverbs that I have got entangled with in my life journey when reading books, watching movies, chatting with friends, attending conferences or in my day to day routines.

It's hard to imagine a book or movie devoid of quotes, sayings, or adages. This observation sparked my idea to create a collection of not just quotes, but also theories, laws, and heuristics. As I delved deeper, I realized that my own random memories and lived experiences could add a unique and personal touch. This led to the creation of the first chapter of my book, a blend of timeless wisdom and personal anecdotes.

I frequently enjoy documenting the lessons learned, practices honed, and experiences gained from every book I read, every interaction I have, and every documentary or movie I watch.

Quips and heuristics are often words that have been weaved to wisdom and wit.

I embarked on the old dream, in the process of collecting quotes & theories I felt the book needed to have some pictures of the individuals quoted going along with some of the quotes. When I shared this with my younger brother Aiko’bua.  I asked him to pick out 50 quotes and draft pictures to go along with the quotes.

This is what he said “My approach to the project: Left out Proverbs and quotes without credits. Out of the many with human faces, I listed 50 quotes but left out the other quotes from repeated persons though some were too good. Only picked one for each person I will draw.” That then got the pictures of people attributed to the quote into the book.

The book is in three parts: -


	Random memories and some lived experiences, 

	A compendium of quotes, adages, and idioms that have woven their way into the fabric of my life.

	A digest of theories, heuristics, and mental models that have shaped my understanding of the world.



These are collections of people’s thoughts, words, and theories that have shaped me, propelled me to do something, learn something, or brought a smile on my face.

“Employ your time in improving yourself by other men’s writings, so that you shall gain easily what others have labored hard for.”—-Socrates

Some written down quotes don’t have names of the person(s) attributed to the words.

These are picked from different sources: - conversations with different people, books read, documentaries, news items, and movies, lyrics from songs, poems, and journals.

Quotes are an everyday thing; everybody quotes somebody or drops an adage at any time, scientists, politicians, athletes, priests, and people from all the different walks of life. The experiences of life, lessons, failures and successes can be intelligently summarized in quotes/adages/idioms.

Rationale for having quotes, saying, adages .... Laws, theories, rules, heuristics, mental models, and lived life experiences, because knowledge and discernment of these things can inspire, motivate, help innovate and solve day to day challenges.

The best way these are passed to our children and grand-children is through books. “A word written stays forever than a thousand spoken words.”- African proverb. The book has a combination of short stories and a go-to reference for nuggets of wise words from across the universe based on my life day to day interactions over the years.

Delve in and “devour” the book. I am hopeful this book in one way or another brings a change (smile, laughter, wisdom, motivation, reactiveness on that project you envisioned)

To give clarity to the words used in the title; 

Quills, Heuristics and Quips: Weaving a path to wisdom

Quills

Quills, once the scribe’s sharpest tool, now marks the chapters of our literary journey. In these pages, we'll delve into the inked tales of 'Random Memories and Lived Experiences,' a testament to the enduring power of stories, right from Stone-Age when our ancestors dwelled in caves, humans have used stories for entertainment, to capture attention, ignite imagination and pass on knowledge.

Heuristics

Life’s a puzzle, and we’re all puzzle solvers. When time’s ticking and the pieces seem scattered, we turn to our mental toolkits, filled with shortcuts that help us piece together the bigger picture. These shortcuts, while not always perfect, are the glue that keeps our decisions, actions from falling apart

Heuristics refers to problem-solving strategies or mental shortcuts that people use to make decisions when faced with complex situations or limited time. These shortcuts can be helpful in reaching decisions quickly.

––––––––
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Quips

A short, witty remark meant to be clever or amusing or a linguistic tickle. It's like a quick burst of wordplay or humor intended to make people chuckle or think. 

Wisdom


	The quality or state of being wise; knowledge of what is true or right coupled with just judgment as to action; sagacity, discernment, or insight.

	Scholarly knowledge or learning.

	Wise sayings or teachings; precepts

	A wise act or saying
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Chapter 1
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Breaking through the Genre Box! writing without classification.

The Muse​[1] whispered, "Write!" and I, eager to obey, found myself numb by the boundaries of genre. Which box should I check? Sci-Fi? Romance? Thriller? Memoir masquerading as fantasy? The very notion felt suffocating, a gilded cage for the wild bird of my imagination.

"Can't I simply write?" I rebelled. "Must I be confined to these pre-ordained lanes?" “Can I write out of genre?” And so, I cast off the shackles of genre, embracing the chaos of the uncategorized.

Why, I contemplated, should I limit myself to a single voice, a single perspective? My human experience, like life itself, vibrant and flamboyant as a male peacock. Why not weave a quilt into my narrative? Let the thriller pulse with the beauty of a poem, let fantasy bloom amidst the gritty realism of life. This, I believe, is the true essence of liberation: to write without the fear of misclassification, to let the story dictate its own form, to tell my truth in the most authentic, unfiltered way possible and my way! perhaps, in this act of defiance, I might inspire others to break free from the confines of genre and unleash the full spectrum of their creative potential.

Some statements/quotes about writing; 

Kurt Vonnegut: "I think we should all be free to write what we want, regardless of genre. The story should dictate its form."

Chuck Palahniuk: "Every book is a chance to break the rules and redefine what storytelling can be."

Virginia Woolf: "Books are the mirrors of the soul; they reflect the complexities of our existence beyond the confines of any genre."

David Foster Wallace: "The challenge of writing outside of genre is to create something that is both true to the experience and engaging to the reader."

Margaret Atwood: "Writing outside of genre allows for a freedom of expression that can lead to unexpected and profound insights."

Zadie Smith: "When you write without the constraints of genre, you’re allowed to explore the human condition in its entirety, without labels."

Chimamanda Adichie says her writing consists largely of transplanting the carcasses of sentences from a variety of writers and re-arranging them into an aesthetically pleasing graft.

Margaret Atwood says a word after a word after a word is power.

“Sooner or later every writer evolves his own definition of a story. Mine is: A reflection of life plus beginning and end (life seems not to have either) and a meaning.” ― Mary O’Hara 

Go forth and write, my friends. Write without apology, without constraint. Let your stories be as boundless as your imagination; ignore book genre labels and the fickle opinions of others who may trash your work!

Ojapi; child hood memories and a taste of life as a refugee

I’m a Ugandan through and through, with a good exploration of the nation. From the cool serenity of Entebbe, were I was born, the subtle stone city- Jinja were I spent years of my childhood life to the bustling streets of Kampala, the “grasshopper” district- Masaka, and Arua city that breathes rhumba, the places where I spent many years of my teenage and adult life.

I've tasted the food flavors of almost every district. My brain has a map of Uganda, inked with memories and the shared stories of its people.” I fluently speak three different Ugandan local languages with basic knowledge to be able to ask for water to drink, food to eat and get directions using two other additional local Ugandan languages.

I was about four years then, we lived on Third lane in Jinja, a residential place near the railway tracks. Just across the railway tracks and the road is the Police and Gadhafi Military barracks. 

One of my Maternal Aunties was a Police Constable then and she lived in the Police Barracks with her Hubby, they were a young couple yet to have children, they enjoyed my presence so much. So I spent a lot of my time in the Police barracks with them since it was not far from home. I remember running around and playing around both the Police and Military barracks, the grasp of the Kiswahili I know is attributed to that era. It was really fun, so many children to play with. The barracks had very naughty children then but God kept some of us seemly balanced with ordinary childhood joys and frustrations.

My childhood was like any other. One unique thing I recall is the pet name 'Biggii Biggii,' bestowed upon me by my aunt's husband, Uncle Felix.

The police motorbike, unwittingly became the inspiration for this moniker. The roar of the motorbike echoing through the neighborhood, captivated my young imagination. I would often mimic the sound, much to his amusement, and the name 'Biggii Biggii' was born.

This playful endearment, a testament to our shared laughter, remained a cherished part of our relationship throughout my life. Rest in eternal peace, Uncle Felix. Your memory, like the lingering echo of your motorbike, will forever hold a special place in my heart."

Another memory of Jinja was during 1979 war, we were bundled into a Nile Breweries lorry that was completely covered and I remember I would hardly breath. We used the Jinja- Mbale route to Arua/Maracha. Recollections from my Dad​[2]- We left Jinja on 10th April 1979 and travelled with minimum language leaving the house locked with all our property. We had the baby and two small children and one dependant. We took clothing and few utensils and beddings. As we were in Lira region after travelling through Mbale. Someone, a police man hailing from Lango, led us through an unused route. We intended to pass through Agwata but the route was going further into a village. It looked like the Man was leading us into a trap. You may recall the war was between West Nile and the rest of Uganda. When people realized the problem we went back and took the route we left. Some people wanted to lynch the Man but many of us with our families refused. We managed to travel throughout the night and the following day reaching around 7pm in the evening of 11th April 1979 when it was announced that the government was toppled. We left Arua town in the morning of 12th April 1979 and reached the village late afternoon after dropping off most people.

Dad returned to Jinja towards end of June 1979 and Left Mum, me and my siblings in the Village. My mum then started teaching in the Village School- Ojapi Primary School. Me and my elder Sister also enrolled in that School. I recall by the time of leaving Jinja I was in Nursery\Kindergarten at the Jinja YMCA but here I had to enroll in P.1 given that village schools had no nursery schools in that era. 

To this day Ojapi Primary school still exists. Sometime in September 1991, the area witnessed air raids by two Antonov planes from the Khartoum government during the then SPLA/Khartoum government conflict. Several bombs were released from the air, some landed in the school, church, and in some homes killing and injuring a number of people, including some of my relatives.

I am an Ojapian, from the rocky village of Ojapi, Ajira Sub-county, Tara, Maracha District. My home village is on a hilltop, overlooking the endless sea of rocks, Kome Ndaku (literally translated ‘chair not to be looked for’), the neighboring village perfectly captures the landscape – an abundance of seating options, courtesy of Mother nature. It is a place of beauty, hardship, laughter and tears. Maracha is not known for people keeping cattle but My Dad and Uncle did have about 15 or so cows and a number of goats and so did other community neighbors. I have cumulatively spent a few months in this village in my life time, but those memories are etched in my head. I remember herding cattle as a four-year-old, running barefoot through the fields. I remember the smell of the bushes, the taste of the fresh milk, and the hunting of birds and edible rats, roasting and roaming around the village, timeless art of making toy cars using sorghum stalks (Onduparaka). Ojapi is a part of me, no matter how far I travel. It is my home village.

In October 1980 the invasion of West Nile was in full effect, it cast a long shadow on the sub-region, most West Nilers fled to neighboring countries fearing the backlash of the rest of Ugandans, historical accounts suggest these fears were linked to the region's proximity to the former president's homeland and the potential for political backlash. 

The war sent shockwaves through the region, forcing families, including ours, to flee to Congo. My father did go back to Jinja a few days after we went to Congo, while the family was in a foreign land, clung to memories of a life left behind. At four years old, the trauma was raw, yet the memory of those turbulent times still re-echo within me. 

The journey across the border was 12 plus hours, I recall that my legs swell from the walking, they had to be soothed with warm water after the long journey. Immediately the older people put up makeshift shelters in the night. I do not have a lot of recollections of the Camp life. As a child life is many times about play, a child is always living their lives in the present. The vivid recollection I have is how the Congolese Army a.k.a ‘Soldat’ were a constant headache to us the refugees. 

The Soldat!  In February 2023, I would find myself with yet another encounter with the Soldat. During the Mountain Slays Uganda ​[3] hike in Zombo, were some us got briefly arrested at a market across the Uganda /DRC border. We had hiked to Got Zeu hills and descended back to our way to our camp site. As part of the adventure, most of us vied into the market to see if there were things we would buy. The presence of two dozen people with backpacks and in boots raised a lot of suspicion in that Community thus the arrest of some us by the Congolese Army, after a lot of explanation and engagement of the security teams, we were eventually released.

After enduring six months in the refugee camp, a glimmer of hope emerged with the new government establishing some semblance of control. My maternal grandfather, a beacon of support, rescued us from Congo and brought us to Liria in Terego, his workplace.

By the end of January 1981, thanks to the Breweries, my father was provided with another vehicle, finally enabling him to pick us from Terego, Arua. We returned to Jinja in February, a sense of relief washing over us.

Arua and homeboy’s shenanigans

In the turbulent eighties, Arua's nightlife was a venturesome dance with uncertainty. Grenades, like uninvited guests, would crash the party, turning dance floors and cinemas into battlegrounds. One fateful night at the iconic Grid rooftop cinema, a particularly audacious maverick, having finished eating his Maize, decided to launch the Maize cob into the open roof cinema crowd above. Mistakenly perceived as a grenade, the innocent maize husk ignited a stampede that would go down in local folklore. As panic ensued, patrons jumped from the balcony and others clambered over each other through the narrow stairs to escape the perceived threat, creating a scene that was chaotic and absurd.

Cassava​[4]

Kafu, named after River Kafu found in Masindi District, Uganda. This place has arguably the best cassava in Uganda. I have transversed Uganda from South West to North East, East to West Nile but no cassava boiled or roasted tastes as good as the “Kafu” Cassava. This Cassava whether eaten raw, boiled, roasted or fried will still taste as good. Can be got along Kafu enroute to Masindi or to the West Nile and some of Northern Uganda districts.

The Lugbara traditionally prepare cassava floor by peeling the cassava and leave it to ferment for some days, this then molds, the molds are then removed, the Cassava is dried and grounded. The reason for this is because some of the Cassava species have some poisonous elements if not prepared well. It is for this reason that the fermentation takes place. Local names for some of the poisonous species Mabulu, Tongolo and Sanze (Emba Azia)

Raw cassava was irresistible to children. We learned this lesson the hard way, the stories, however are legendary.

Here some experiences from my home boys eating freshly harvested cassava: -

“Your knees give way and a jet of hot diarrhoea flows as you vomit! If not strong enough, you can visit your ancestors.”

“An uncle found us kids alone at home in the morning, barely crawling, due to the disastrous effects of cassava poisoning, he offered a cupful of sorghum which was hurriedly ground and dilute porridge was prepared.  My elder almost kicked the bucket, as his jaw had to be supported to swallow the porridge.”

Bleeding Enigma!

Ah, yes, the festive season. That glorious stretch from mid-November to early January where the world collectively decides to loosen its belt (both literally and figuratively). While others were busy "celebrating", the period took a different turn for me and my household because we were facing economic realities in the entire half of 2023.

I embraced frugality, shunned the siren call of social gatherings (and their exorbitant cover charges), and treated alcohol as if it were a vial of poison. My days were filled with meditation, the pages of books, the flow of words onto paper (partially this book), and the satisfying burn-out of good workouts.

January 1st, 2024, dawned with a peculiar unease. Rising at 6:30 a.m., I lingered on the edge of consciousness, grappling with a distinct sense of not-felling myself. It was a bodily dissonance, a feeling of being slightly out of sync with my own existence. Dismissing it as post-holiday fatigue, I proceeded with the day's agenda. A sumptuous breakfast was followed by the traditional "big day" family lunch. Later, Jakii​[5] and I sought refuge in our usual compound cove, leaving the cinematic entertainment to the younger generation. All in all, a picture of domestic tranquility in my favorite spot of the compound.

My favorite spot in the compound because it has a symphony of sensory delights: a cool breeze whispers through the soursop and mango trees, mingling with birds chirping and the distant hum of traffic. The view is equally captivating, a picturesque panorama encompassing the new structure of Kabira Country Club, the soaring Skyz Hotel, and the snaking ribbon of the Northern bypass. 

It was here that Jakii and I whiled away the afternoon and evening in pleasant conversation. Then, at approximately 7:10 p.m., nature called. A quick trip to the outdoor loo took an unexpected turn. Having just completed my... ahem... business, a wave of dizziness washed over me, and the world went dark. Gravity, as it so often does, won. I found myself acquainted with the trench bordering the perimeter wall. Regaining consciousness after a few disorienting seconds, I managed to stagger back to my previous location, but my strength had abandoned me. Sitting was beyond my capabilities; I could only collapse onto the grass. One of the children was dispatched for a mat, upon which I gratefully reclined. Warm honey water was administered, and slowly, strength returned. I eventually made it back to the house, only to be revisited by another urgent call of nature around 8:40 a.m. This time, the toilet visit yielded a far more alarming result: a watery stool with occult blood. 

The scene in the toilet was, to put it mildly, alarming. I passed a significant amount of dark red blood – the bowl itself was full to the brim with dark blood (Gastrointestinal bleeding​[6]

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image020.png
Random
Memories and
Lived
Experiences





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





