Glory be to Chingwe’s Hole

Chingwe’s Hole, you devoured the Chief’s prisoners
Once, easy villagers decked in leopard colours
Pounding down their energies and their sight.

You choked minstrel lovers with wild granadilla
Once, rolling under burning flamboyant trees.

Do you remember Frog the carver carving Ebony Beauty?
Do you remember Frog’s pin on Ebony Beauty’s head
That brought Ebony to Life? And when the Chief

Heard of a beauty betrothed to Frog, whose dogs

Beat up the bushes to claim Ebony for the chief?

Even when Fly alarmed Frog of the impending hounds
Who cracked Fly’s bones? Chingwe’s Hole, woodpeckers
Once poised for vermillion strawberries merely

Watched fellow squirrels bundled up in sacks

Alive as your jaws gnawed at their brittle bones.

Alive as your jaws gnawed at their brittle bones.
Chingwe’s Hole, how dare | praise you knowing whose
Marrow still flows in murky Namitembo River below you?
You strangled our details boating your plush dishes,
Dare I glorify your rope and depth epitomizing horror?
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