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[bookmark: _Toc196885278]INTRODUCTION 
           My interest is in mixed genres presenting poems and short stories. My collection is titled “NATURE WHISPERS” which comprises 20 poems and 3 short stories. My poems delve deep into themes of social interaction with our environment, pollution, love, exploration of nature by the humans and social justice.
          The collection intends to reflect the beauty of nature around us. Nature is wide but some of the parts that I am going to tackle are on natural disasters like earthquakes, weather changes, climate, physical features like lakes, rivers, wetlands.
          My interest in our natural environment majorly is to focus on the happenings socially, I also intend to sensitise my readers on the goodness of our environment (physical and natural environment). I draw my inspiration from poets like Niyi Osundare, who is an African poet from West Africa. Osundare’s relationship with nature is expressed in his various poems that are of nature.
         I align with the broader purpose of literature which is to educate, provoke thoughts and inspire readers.
[bookmark: _Toc196885279] PROJECT OBJECTIVES.
            The primary objective of “NATURE WHISPERS” is to make an engaging and meaningful collection of poetry and short stories that speak to humanity. These objectives include; 
1) To evoke emotions: Nature writing can aim to evoke feelings such as wonder and serenity in the reader.
2) To create vivid imagery in the reader’s mind through my use of descriptive language which paints vivid pictures of natural landscapes, seasons, or wildlife.
3) I also want to raise awareness. I intend to inform my readers about environmental issues, conservation efforts and the importance of sustainability.

[bookmark: _Toc196885280]JUSTIFICATION OF YOUR PROJECT.
            I have ventured through two genres and that is poetry and short stories. This will help to aim out the intended aims in a broader perspective hence being versatile as it is a mixed genre.
           The title “NATURE WHISPERS” holds a significant meaning symbolising that nature always tries to let us know about its existence.
[bookmark: _Toc196885281]SIGNIFICANCE OF THE PROJECT.
          I would like to spark interest and curiosity in potential readers enabling them to dive deeper into my collection. By writing my collection, I want to show how literature motivates individuals through various ways socially, economically, environment wise. As our natural environment, we face hardships, nature is affected by human activities like pollution (air, noise water) which come as a result of industrial revolution.
        To sensitise my readers on the benefits of our natural environment and also social environment. I would like them to spread the gospel on the importances of our natural environment also the need to have a social environment where people live in harmony with nature since nature is friendly.
    It encourages my readers to connect with our natural environment, to be user friendly to our natural environment.
[bookmark: _Toc196885282]STRUCTURE OF THE PROJECT.
          The project is structured in a way that it has a blend of genres and that is poetry and short stories.
          My collection “NATURE WHISPERS” consists of 20 poems and 3 short stories which are all original composed and categorised into broad themes like environmental degradation, pollution, natural disasters, love for nature, and nature and the environment.
          The language used includes the use of literary devices such as metaphor, imagery, symbolism and personification.
           The project is intended to a larger audience and people of all ages due the simplicity in its language.








[bookmark: _Toc196885283]PART TWO
[bookmark: _Toc196885284]A LION’S ROAR. 
In the heart of the jungle, where freedom’s spirit roams
A Lion’s roar echoes, a call to reclaim our homes 
A warrior, worn and weary, yet still he stands tall 
His name, a crown of courage, yet his heart a burning call.

His claws, they grasp for justice, his eyes, they pierce the night 
He fights for the oppressed, for the rights that are his sight 
Though chains of oppression bind him though darkness seeks to claim 
His spirit remains unbroken, his will, burning flame.

We, his pride, have failed him, our voices, a distant hum
We’ve left him to face the hunters, alone, and yet to come 
But still he roars, a defiant cry, a challenge to the night 
A call to rise, to stand with him, and fight for what is right.
Let our voices join his roar, let our hearts beat as one 
Let us stand for his freedom, until the dawn is won
For he is our hero, our champion, our guiding light 
And we must fight for his freedom, with all our might.

Freedom’s call, we must answer loud 
With the lion’s roar, our spirits proud 
We’ll stand united, we’ll fight as one 
Until freedom’s dawn, is won.











[bookmark: _Toc196885285]FOR CRYING OUT LOUD!
The lake coughs out bitterly 
And says,
“The humans have chocked us with their technology “
For crying out loud!

A lake once pure and bright 
Reflected sun beams with delight 
Its waters were calm and had a peaceful sight 
Once a peaceful home for water life animals, and birds.

Now the lake suffers 
A home lost, in a poisonous daze
The fish that swam, with scales so bright 
Now struggle to survive, in toxic waste
The birds that flew over the lake 
With songs so sweet, now flee in search 
Of a cleaner treat.

The lake’s cry echoes, a desperate call 
For man to act, before the final fall 
To stop pollution, in order to save its shore 
To restore her beauty, forever more.












[bookmark: _Toc196885286]SUMMER TIMES.
The crunch beneath my feet, 
A feeling so sweet 
As dry leaves crackle,
My heart skips a beat 
A rush of memories of dry season 
Floods my senses,
And forever will.
I miss the days 
Of dry season.







[bookmark: _Toc196885287]THE WHISPERER.
The wind whispers secrets 
In my ear
A gentle caress,
That calms my fear 
A mysterious messenger, 
With unseen hands.

With sighs and moans,
It whispers its tale to me.
Laughing out loud 
What an interesting tale for me!





[bookmark: _Toc196885288]THE FINAL COUGH.
 As the earth trembles, the ground shakes 
The animals  
With their ears alert, wondering what comes next 
As magma rises, the pressure awakens
A rumbling sound, a defeating roar
As the mountain erupts suddenly and lava pours.

Fire and flames split out 
As the volcano spews,
Forth its molten 
Ash and smoke, a choking haze
As eruption rages, in a fiery daze.

Screams of various animals arise 
As they fade 
In the mysterious hot lava.
The little cub from a far distance 
Awaits its parents 
But they are no where to be seen.

The landscape changes, as lava flows 
Creating a new land, as the old one goes 
A testament to nature’s mighty.
Grass and trees vanish in the lava.
What a loss for mother nature!









[bookmark: _Toc196885289]GONE ARE THE DAYS.
Gone are the days 
When there were 
 green crowned trees 
Reaching beyond the 
Blue -green 
A source for relief 

Gone are the days 
When we sat under 
The towering ancient trees 
And grandfather 
Told us legends and myths 
While we sat 
Round the fire places 
Under the burgeoning trees 

Gone are the days 
When trees surged with life 
With beetles buzzing 
In the woods.

Gone are the days
When we knew 
How to treat 
Lakes, streams, rivers,
 As they were a blessing 
From the creator 

But now,
Our eyes search 
Ahead of us
Seeing vast caverns 
Stretching beyond hollow horizon 

People now yearn 
For the impenetrable jungles,
For the wispy shy plants
That fold up when touched,
For screeching squealing,
Squawking sounds of birds.












[bookmark: _Toc196885290]SAVE FOREST, SAVE EARTH.
The woods, our lungs, our existence 
A gold mine of admiration 
Where creation bestowed 
The towering giants, a green canopy above 
A hielaman against the winds,
An asylum for love.

The living souls roam,
In the forests wide
The jungle, their retreat 
The rivulet flows 
From the jungle’s ancient heart 
A well spring of life.

The woods,
Now face a vault distress 
Denudation’s toll, beyond repair.
The towering giants fall silent,
The living souls flee,
The earth cries out, in anguish.

Save the woods, save our globe!
Let’s preserve and acclaim the woods,
Let’s bed out trees,
Let’s celebrate mother earth,
For she is our only nest,
Let’s keep her green.







[bookmark: _Toc196885291]BARREN.
The Terra firma reclines sterile, bald and grey
A dry spell’s harsh grip, that witters away.
The batches once greenish, now wit and fade
A starvation’s shadow, that leaves hearts horrified.

The stratosphere a burlap, vacant and naked
No precipitation to nourish, no life to share 
The globe, a vault where dreams are laid 
A season’s pledge, that’s been betrayed.







[bookmark: _Toc196885292]FUNNY.
Funny how 
Trees are cut down 
For timber.
Funny how 
Trees are cut down 
For firewood.
Funny how 
Trees are cut down 
For to pave way 
For the long black 
Snaky road.
Funny how 
The woods are cut down 
To build factories 
That only degrade 
Our environment.

The ancient towering giants 
Have been cleared 
For human retreat.
Where do you think 
The homeless creatures 
Will go!

Of course,
They have to seek asylum 
Within us humans 
Since we invaded 
Their habitual.

And they claim 
To replace the trees 
By planting artificial ones 
That don’t take long to mature.
Despite all that,
These ancient trees 
Are irreplaceable.

With immediate effect 
I call upon 
We 
Humans to stop 
The act of extinction 
Of creature’s pride.








[bookmark: _Toc196885293]WHO IS WHO?
In January 2025,
The birds of state 
Took an action 
To demolish all settlements 
On the wetlands 
Of Kampala.
Fancy houses were 
Destroyed to the ground.
Humankind saw this
As an insult,
Women striped themselves naked.
But ended up being arrested.
Of course 
They were in wrong.

How could they not
Have mercy 
Upon the actual 
Homeless creatures 
Who even could 
Seek retreat in their homes 
Since the humans had 
Robbed them 
Of their only retreat.

They only humiliated themselves 
When they striped naked 
Threw insults at the nation builders 
Threatened in all ways 
Made news around 
Criticising the birds of state 
Of their unfairness 
Yet they were the ones unfair.
Though property that belonged 
To the relatives of the 
People in power 
Were left untouched.

All their screams 
Silenced in vain 
Since no one came out 
To help them.










[bookmark: _Toc196885294]I LOVE YOU MY GENTLE ONE.
I love you my gentle one 
For your beauty takes me to cloud nine,
Your face,
Just like the steep slopes of mountain Rwenzori 
Your hair,
The sticky impenetrable forests 
Of Bwindi,
Your nose,
So long and flat like the 
East African plateau,
When you cry,
Your tears role down
Like the tributaries 
Of the great Nile.
I love you my gentle one.


[bookmark: _Toc196885295]WILD.
Screams echoed through the forest 
Nearby grandmother’s homestead 
I could hear a group of artful hunters 
Dash about the thick woodlands.

There were continuous struggles 
As the hunters raced 
With the creature 
I wondered what kind of creature 
It was this time round.

I could hear violent struggles 
Mixed with scary screams
By the hunters.
It seems the animal 
Had killed one of the hunters 
I was curious to know 
What kind of animal 
It was.
The game rangers
Had been alerted 
And in a blink of an eye 
They were at the scene.

It was a lion!
The two hunters’ bodies 
Laid lifeless,
As the lion too 
Laid beside their bodies
Wounded and struggling 
For its life.




[bookmark: _Toc196885296]THE MIGHTY KATONGA 
At the out margins of central Uganda 
Lies River Katonga
It stretches gently through
The soaged wetlands
The River’s banks began to show 
Signs of strain, as the rains poured down 
Katonga’s might began to wear its crown.
The waters rose 
The banks gave way with a deafening roar 
As Katonga’s waters burst out.

The flood waters spread, like a mighty hand 
The snaky road
That stretches through Katonga
 That divided Katonga’s waters 
Was finally destroyed.

Amidst the chaos, there’s beauty found 
In the river’s wilderness, a story unbound 
Of nature’s force, the shapes 
A reminder of power, that never grows old.


So let the waters, of Katonga flow 
A testament to nature, in all it’s glow 
And though the floods, may bring us fear 
They also remind us, of nature’s 
Of nature’s power so clear
Let the waters of Katonga flow.






[bookmark: _Toc196885297]MY DEAR ONE.
Your sun-kissed skin, 
Your hair, a wild tangle of curls 
A crown of beauty, that proudly clings.

My dear one 
Your eyes 
Like the stars on a clear night 
Your lips, a rosebud’s promise 
Of sweetness and charm 

My dear one,
Your curves,
Just like the hills and valleys 
A landscape of beauty 
Your breasts 
Like the conical hills of Fort Portal.

My dear one,
You are a beauty to behold 
A treasure trove of wonders 
That never grow old.
Your appearance,
A reflection of your soul 
A lively spirit
That makes my heart whole.










[bookmark: _Toc196885298]I MISS THE GOOD OLD DAYS.
Screams of delighted children 
Were always heard 
From a distance.
As pregnant clouds 
Raced from East to West 
Indicating a heavy downpour.

I miss the good old days 
When the seasons 
Were constant 
None of them would 
Intrude the other.
Farmers were always assured 
Of heavy produces.

But now,
Things have changed 
Mother nature 
Has been damaged 
Beyond repair 
Can the times ever be reversed?














[bookmark: _Toc196885299]THE LION IN ME.
When I think of the great Nile,
And when I think of the great Nile,
Memories flood my mind.
By the hills of Kigezi 
I see the waters of
Lake Bunyonyi 
I hear the roar of the lion,
The lion in me...

The Nile flows 
From the source of River Nile,
Down to the hills 
Of Masara, then proceeds
Up to Egypt 
Through the greater Sudan
I feel the assurance 
In me, that my mother land 
Is the pearl of Africa.
The face of Africa.

When I think of the falls
The Murchison falls 
The wide and vast 
Flora and fauna 
In the Murchison falls game park 
I hear the roar of the lion,
The lion in me...








[bookmark: _Toc196885300]THE WANDERER.
I’m often seen,
       Yet rarely found.
My beauty fleeting,
        My presence profound.
I can be calm, 
         Or wild and free.
A force of nature,
         For all to see.
In the morning,
      I’m a golden glow 
By noon,
     I am fierce, 
With a burning halo
As evening falls,
      I am calm and slow 
      A gentle whisper,
As the stars start to glow.
[bookmark: _Toc196885301]THE BURDEN.
Whenever I breathe, I breathe diesel,
Whenever I breathe, I breathe stool,
Whenever I breathe, I breathe different smoke 
That escape from the various factories.

Wherever I go, 
Uproars everywhere 
The acidic liquid that always flows 
From the factories’ bladders 
Makes me sick.

The water I drink has a sour taste 
That make my taste buds dance 
I always feel like throwing up 
Whenever I drink the waters 
Whenever the acidic liquid 
Falls from the sky, 
The dirty waters seek asylum 
In our homes.
We carry the burden everywhere 
The burden of hurting mother nature 
 













[bookmark: _Toc196885302]ECHOES OF MABIRA.
In Uganda’s core, 
Stands the tall towering giants,
A haven for life,
A sanctuary deep 
Where creation’s beauty creeps.

But greed and power,
Threatened Mabira’s existence.
The leader’s plan,
To sell,
A sacrifice of creation 
Yet for their personal gains!

Unified cries rose
Against the denudation
Of the mighty jungle.
The voices echoed,
Through hills and valleys,
A call to protect 
The forest’s sacred pride.

The struggle continued,
With hopes high 
To safeguard the woods,
Where life roams.
We shall not stop!
The fight continues 
Voices of Mabira,
Will forever be won,
A testament to people 
Who stood with 
The mighty jungle 
To protect the creation,
Beneath the golden ball.
[bookmark: _Toc196885303]MY MOTHER LAND.
Beautiful is my motherland,
Oh Uganda,
The pearl of Africa,
A beautiful country my motherland is,
With all the breath-taking sceneries 
The firing giants; the great Mufumbiro
With its fresh breath and green,
Oh Uganda,
My mother land.

The great East African plateau 
That stretches through
Through the western parts 
Of the country,
The seven hills of Kampala,
The mighty Nile
That flows gently 
And flows up to Egypt,
With its endless tubitaries
That find their way 
To the woods,
Makes me feel proud 
That we have the 
Longest river in
The African continent.

Beautiful is my motherland, 
A land of milk and honey 
I am lost in thoughts 
When I listen to the chirping 
Of the cuckoos.
I am lost in thoughts
When I stare 
At the various images 
That are created by the clouds 

Maybe I am obsessed 
Maybe I am an addict 
It’s like a drug that isn’t 
Necessarily dangerous 
It brings comfort
My heart always at peace 
This is where I belong.
     








[bookmark: _Toc196885304]    LIFE IN THE WILD.
                   I woke up and to my suprise the room was empty, no single humans around, I was left alone the place was as silent as a tomb. As the first light of dawn crept over the horizon the world the world awakened into its slumber. The sky transformed into a kaleidoscope of pinks, purples and oranges a breath-taking sunrise that signalled the start of a new day. The was cool with the sweet songs of birds and gentle rustle of leaves as the trees stretched towards the sky. Finally, the long awaited day had come. Our class had organized a geography trip to western Uganda. We were already excited about the adventure awaiting us. 
                At the break of dawn, we had already assembled at the buses and took up seats in a blink of an eye. We definitely embarked on our journey to the to the face of the pearl of Africa. Unfortunately, we forgot Mwebembezi a fellow student who had slept off after spending the whole night yapping around with friends. Our journey started becoming more interesting when we reached Mubende district. Wow! Mother nature is very gorgeous indeed, we could have a view of the batholith hills at Mubende. 
                We made a stop over at Mubende town where we had a break, of course big spenders like Kutosi and his cacoon bought big chunks of chicken pieces for their girlfriends. Speaking of girlfriends hmm! Of course I was the main chick. Kutosi was the cock of the group, he was the big guy in the group since his pockets were heavier than the rest of the members. His father is a Major General in the UPDF (Uganda People’s Defence Force). Kutosi lacked nothing in his life, his life was just too perfect because he was handsome, he had a muscular body that every girl wished to hug him to feel his warm, he was intelligent enough. 
                I still wonder why in all girls at our school he had to choose to fall in love with me, oh! Maybe because of my nice body. I am a tall and curvaceous belle, for that I know but I was not as beautiful as those of Amanda, Melon and Crystal, the girls were very beautiful to the maximum. At some point I even envied their beauty despite them being my favourite friends. I became family with those of Amanda because our boy lovers were also tight buddies. They had formed a cacoon of friends and their group was called North Cote boys, their dream was to go abroad and study in North Cote university after their high school. These boys all came from rich families. 
                Back to my side my parents are both business people, for my other three friends I can’t lie to you that I know much about their parents’ lifestyle apart from Amanda whose father is a Nigerian by nationality and an actor in Nollywood while her mother is a flight attendant. She is the only girl to her mother but she has a younger brother called Chike who is primary six.  Despite all that we lived a cool life in school since we were admired by most students. Being the girlfriend to the top dog, I was respected, I had many crushes around I was a role model to many young students. Wow! I really enjoyed my life and I loved it a lot. How did I even get to all this! Back to our topic. 
                   We left Mubende town for the amazing journey ahead of us, we headed to Kabarole district, finally we arrived at the charming town of fort Portal city which is nestled in the foothills of the Rwenzori mountains What a beautiful city! We strolled through the town’s picturesque streets, admiring the beautiful gardens, colonial-era architecture, and vibrant markets. It was a great evening. I had super with the apple of my eye and without wasting time we broke off from our fellows. We stopped at lion monument situated right in the heart of Fort Portal city which symbolised the strength and bravery of the batoro people. I couldn’t help my feelings for Kutosi. 
                   We moved through the city together holding hands. I think this would be an evening to remember because it was really a great one. We even forgot that we had come for a class trip. We both couldn’t help hide our minds and in a blink of an eye his moisturous lips were on mine we bill and cooed for almost half an hour. We were interrupted by a boda man who scared us. How funny it was, because we took off laughing while the man was throwing nasty insults at us. We headed back for the hotel but pretended like nothing happened. We were served food and after we went to join the rest of the class at the camp fire. 
                      The next morning, we started our journey to Nyakashura where we started by visiting the famous caves locally known as “Amabere ga Nyinamwiru” it was really a great experience seeing rocks produce white liquid like milk. Hmm! Surprisingly, these rocks also had a wonderful myth about them. We visited the conical hills which were in Fort Portal, we were made to climb on the tallest hill of all and that’s where we had our class of the day. A narrator was invited to tell us about the history of the lakes that surrounded the hills. There were three lakes namely lake Kigere since the lake had resemblance of a human leg. We were told that the foot belonged to a princess who was on a run. I don’t really remember the other details of the story though it was pretty interesting. 
                      The sun had just begun to set over the rolling hills, casting a warm orange glow over the landscape. The air was alive with the sweet scent of blooming wild flowers and gentle hum of insects, their melodies weaving together in a soothing sympathy. We had to board back to Fort Portal town where we were residing from, we had an assembly where by we were taken through the activities of the day. Our kalimagezi Oundo of course could never miss asking questions, he always had questions to ask. Later on we showered and headed to the dining room where we had our supper from. That night we couldn’t roam around the town because it started raining immediately after us having our supper. The weather was too cold in that we had to hit the sack early in order relax and prepare for the journey ahead of us the next day. The next day at the crack of dawn, we embarked on our journey to land of cocoa which is Bundibugyo District. 
                     Our journey to and through Bundibugyo was an amazing one, we could not stop admiring the steep slopes of mountain Rwenzori. The sight of Bundibugyo District was a breath-taking scenery. Bundibugyo exposed the deep hidden beauty of mother nature. Despite the beautiful sceneries, we drove through the meanders. For Christ’s sake if you are not strong hearted you could not be able to pass through these road meanders. With my strategic position which was at the window, I was able to watch and appreciate nature’s might. Looking down it was very deep, seems the roads were constructed on the middle parts of the mountain ranges because I could see vehicles that fell off the road. What I wondered was whether the victims of the accidents were rescued or they were left for scavengers to feed on their decaying bodies. Back to mulamwa, we observed the fascinating meanders of River Semiliki. Mr Nyakamatura one of our favourite geography teacher explained to us how the river’s course had been shaped over a thousand years and explained more that I don’t even remember since my whole interest and attention was on the beautiful world outside me. 
                         We visited the banks of River Semiliki where we saw animal species like antelopes kobs, buffaloes, among many other animals. We also visited the Sempaya hot springs. The place had a strong stench of boiled eggs and raw eggs. I had never seen such in my life, a small hole with hot water coming out of it, Oh My God! Hot to an extent that one can boil an egg and eat. We were made to buy eggs and experiment and indeed the eggs could not take long before getting ready.
                           When we reached Bundibugyo town, we had a break where we roamed around the town for some good time, interacted with different natives of the place. I was surprised that the Baganda were very many freely living and conducting business. I had longed to taste some roasted chicken so Kutosi decided to get me some, we y chicken from some lucrative muganda woman whom we thought was a mutoro, maybe she had some mixture in her but she told us she was a muganda. She narrated to us of how the people of the cocoa land eat people more so the first borns of the family, this seemed like a myth to me. They have carried on this practice from generation to generation. That story never left me the same. I never ever in my life wished to get married in such tribes after hearing such. We left Bundibugyo for Kasese district.
                        Our first stop over in Kasese were the Kilembe mines where we got to see River Nyamwamba which has history of it’s waters bursting into people’s homes. What I liked about this river is its freshness, it had all kind of beautiful rocks. It flowed right beneath the bladders of the firing giants. We left Bundibugyo for Kasese immediately. Our nights in Kasese were fun and full of funny memories.
                         On our way through the game park, we encountered two black gigantic figures which we later discovered were elephants. With their heights lost in the tree next to the road, we hardly realised but Mr Kirunji one of our Geography teachers spotted them first and alerted the driver. The driver had to stop the engine and everyone was told to remain as silent as a tomb. The bus stood stiff like a motionless object and the elephants hardly realised our presence. The other buses behind us kept a distance since Mr Kirunji had alerted his colleagues in the other buses about the elephants. 
                         After a full hour of silence, the huge creatures trekked their way through the thick bushes and only when we lost sight of them did the buses move. We sighed with a great relief since our lives were nearly at risk. There was too much chaos in the bus since everyone wanted to share out their experience s about the elephants and how scared they were. We journeyed through the game park for another two hours, we passed by a place that seemed to be abandoned by humans, some of the houses lacked roofs and had grass grown in them, Mr Kirunji told us that the place is referred to as ghost town since no one lived there. The animals used to over attack people who lived in the place so they decided to abandon it. We reached a small village in Kasese where we were supposed to spend the rest of our nights for the time we would be in Kasese. We reached Kushema comprehensive school very exhausted. We were served tea and some slices of bread to reduce the hunger that we had.
                     Immediately we reached our teachers begun preparing food for us. They had shopped lots of food for our stay in Kasese district. Most of us slept off since we were tired but I couldn’t stop thinking about the apple of my eye. I had missed him all day since he sat in North Cote bus. The stubborn boys had already even named their bus ‘North Cote’. Ours we named it ‘Executive’ since we were legit girls. The third bus had mixed both boys and girls of our class but they seemed to enjoy more. Their bus was referred to as ‘Kayola’ since it comprised of both genders. t around 2:00am in the night when we had screams of people in the nearby by. It was a horrific night since a mother hippo that had just given birth to its young one propelled by it’s powerful legs, burst from the water with its jaws wide open and cut one of the boys with its sharp teeth. Maybe the hippopotamus thought that she was being attacked and in defence she had to attack them first. The victims were actually carrying out illegal fishing. The lake erupted into chaos as the hippo’s angry snorts and the boy’s desperate cries echoed through the night. In the morning, the victims’ remains were found scattered all over Lake George, the fishing rods lay abandoned, forgotten in the face of the deadly encounter. The surviving victim still left in shock was speechless but weeping endlessly. Our morning was broody with an overcast dawn all over Kasese. Memories of the deadly screams that echoed throughout the night could not leave my mind. But anyway, we had to freshen up for the next events of the day ahead of us. 
                           We had our sumptuous breakfast and our bus made a bee line to Lake Katwe where we had our class. Can you believe that people working men wear condoms before entering the salty waters while women pad themselves! We were told that by 5:00 pm no human stays out in areas of lake Katwe because dangerous wild animals like lions come to the shores to drink the salty water. The place was also deserted since people were always attracted by wild animals so they had to migrate for safety purposes. The moments at Kasese were very fun since we got to see natural salt, we took photos at the lake. We left Katwe and had a drive through Queen Elizabeth National Game park. We toured lake Edward and lake George plus Kazinga channel. We saw various kinds of animals roaming freely in their space. We never got the chance to see a lion though our first night at the school a lion ate one of our goats that we were supposed to have as a meal the next day. We could hear the goat grunting while the lion struggled to take the goat’s life out of it. Only to wake up in the morning and the goat was no more. 
                         On our final night of staying in Kasese, something funny happened, a group of boys left their residents at around midnight and made a bee line to one of the girls’ residences. When they reached, they started touching the girls’ thighs but little did they know that our madams had also slept within the girls’ spaces. Unfortunately, two of the wicked boys begun molesting madam Jacinta. She gave a scream of her life, grabbed Kaputo by his neck and began strangling him. Kaputo pleaded for his life not until when some girl stood up and switched on the lights. Madam Vera ran and closed the door in order for the culprits not to flee away. 
                        The boys who consisted of Membe, Kawalya, Tamale, Taremwa, Senkusu and many others ran dumb folded. I knew all these boys since they were in Kutosi’s group. There was that one boy that had been caught by the girls that had slept in the corner. He had refused to reveal his face since he had masked his face. My instincts could tell me that I knew this person. I came to realise that it was my Kutosi. I could hardly bare the tense atmosphere so I escaped and ran to the dinning while the boys were being wiped seriously. I couldn’t bare with what my eyes so and I couldn’t believe Kutosi had betrayed me by wanting to have sex with another girl. I think the only solution was blacking out because it didn’t take me long when I moved to the dining. I just lost myself and became unconscious. I don’t know for how long I was half dead but to my suprise, I woke up and the room was empty, no single humans around, everyone had left. I had been left alone in such a lonely place. I gave a very loud scream with fear forgetting that it would attract the animals. I barely knew what to do and where to start from.
                         Endless tears began rolling down my sullen chicks. How could they have not looked for me, how could they just leave without even thinking that they had someone missing amongst them. And what kind of friends did I have, the Amandas, they weren’t good friends because if they were, they would have cared to realise that I was missing. So all along I had no friends in class, they were all hypocrites. Many thoughts ran in my mind before me thinking of what to do next. It was six o’clock in the morning. I decided to sit in one of the corners of the dining room and to calm my fear, I formed a song in my mind and found myself singing it out but in a very low tone in order to calm my fear;
                                                    Mother, mother,
                                                  Please come to my rescue...×2
                                                 Your little princess 
                                                Has been left alone 
                                               In the wild...×2
                               













THE EMERGENCY LANDING.
                     Maya woke up with a cheerful one Friday morning. She had longed for an adventure to the continent of wonders which was Africa. She was specifically going to the southern part of Africa. The day had finally come. At the break of dawn, Maya had already prepared her son Jake who was just nine months old. It was quite risky travelling very long distances with a young child of such kind. By 10:00am Maya was already at the airport where she sat at the waiting area while she stared at different kinds of people at the airport with her child on her laps sleeping.
                   It was that typical afternoon when Flight 257 took off from Los Angeles International Airport, bound for New York City. Passengers settled into their seats, some flipping through magazines, others scrolling through their phones. Among them was Maya, with her baby who seemed to enjoy the content on the phone as if it knew anything.
                 As the plane ascended into the clear blue sky, the flight attendants began their routine safety demonstration. The hum of the engines provided a comforting backdrop as Maya gazed out the window at the sprawling city below, unaware of the turbulence that lay ahead. The hums of the engine had scared baby Jake that made him end up sleeping again. About four hours into the flight, as they cruised at 30,000 feet, a sudden jolt shook the aircraft. The seatbelt sign flickered on, and murmurs spread among passengers. Maya’s heart raced as she glanced around; other travellers exchanged worried looks. Her biggest worry was her young child who had no idea of the world. She was afraid of anything happen to him.
                The captain’s voice crackled over the intercom. “Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve encountered some unexpected turbulence. Please remain seated with your seatbelts fastened.”  Just as the passengers had gained some momentum, another jolt rocked the plane more violently than before. This time, oxygen masks dropped from above. Panic ensued as passengers struggled to secure their masks while trying to comprehend what was happening. Baby Jake cried out loud in a fearful tone. Maya started to weep out and all attention was turned to them. People begun feeling pity for the young one since they had already accepted their fate.
                 Maya’s mind raced as she fumbled with her mask. What did that mean? She could hear whispers of fear around her—words like “engine failure” and “emergency landing. “The flight attendants moved swiftly down the aisles, reassuring passengers and checking that everyone was secured. But they seemed to be lying to us in order to just calm down the situation. A thought quickly came up in Maya’s mind to put the baby on a parachute so that where it would land it would be found and kept safe instead of being part of the tragedy.
              She did as her mind told her. Hardly had she thrown the baby out when her immediate neighbour saw her. She shouted out loud very horrified. She alerted the rest of the passengers that Maya had thrown her baby out through the aeroplane window. She seemed to sound like Maya never liked her baby from the beginning that she had killed the little one intentionally.
              As for Maya’s side, she knew that what she had done was for the best of her baby’s life. She tried explaining to them though there those that failed to understand the logic behind her action. 
               As they began their descent towards an emergency landing site—an airport in Denver—the plane shook violently once more. Alarms blared throughout the cabin as lights flashed ominously overhead. “We’re losing altitude!” someone shouted from further back in the plane. The captain’s voice returned over the intercom: “We are experiencing a hydraulic failure but are attempting to land safely at Dabur International Airport.” The airport was located in Sudan.
               Maya in her mind had high hopes that wherever her baby landed it would be fine and taken good care of. She never had any Idea that the child might land into a dangerous jungle full of wild life but nevertheless life is absurd. She gripped her armrests tightly as she felt gravity pulling her down harder with each passing second. She closed her eyes and thought about her Jake, whether he would survive and if so how?
                    With every passing moment, it became clear that this would not be a normal landing. The flight attendants instructed everyone to brace for impact: heads down, arms covering their heads.
                    As they approached Dabur’s runway, Maya could see emergency vehicles lining up along the tarmac—fire trucks and ambulances ready for any eventuality. “Please remain calm,” echoed through the cabin one last time before silence fell over everyone as they prepared for what was next. The plane hit hard against the runway; it skidded sideways before coming to an abrupt stop just short of a grassy area lined with emergency personnel. A collective sigh of relief filled the cabin as passengers realized they were still alive. Within moments, fire crews rushed toward them while flight attendants guided everyone to evacuate using inflatable slides deployed from emergency exits.
                    Once outside on solid ground, Maya looked back at Flight 257—a battered but intact vessel that had carried them through chaos and fear. She felt tears streaming down her face—not just from fear but from gratitude for being alive. Emergency responders worked quickly to assess injuries and provide assistance where needed. As Maya stood there shaking slightly from adrenaline and shock, she remembered her little baby who she had thrown out of the window. She regretted having made such a decision. It was at that very moment when she gained her senses. She cried loud asking for help but how were they going to help her. No one knew where the baby landed whether it was safe or it had died. What was the purpose for the trip, it had become useless to her? Instead she thought of using all her funds she had carried with her to search for her baby.
                              The Jungle Survivor.
                    The poor little one landed amidst the dense foliage of the jungle. Jake’s injuries were minor, though he cried endlessly. He could sense the absence of his mother and any humans. As he cried continuously, the monkeys and other immediate creatures wondered what kind of animal paid them a visit that day. They had never seen a kind of animal before. They kept on checking on Jake as they fled with fear that he would harm them. They came to realise that the baby was harmless. As night fell, the monkeys had already welcomed the creature to live amongst them. Its continuous cry was a sign that the little one was hungry. The bag that the baby landed with was having some feeding bottles having milk in them with a tin of milk powder. One of the monkeys started suckling the bottle only to realise the sweetness of the liquid. They decided to give it to the baby and in a blink of an eye the baby grabbed the bottle and galloped down the whole milk, a sign that he was starving.
                        Days turned into weeks, weeks turned into months, then to years. Jake had turned ten of ages and the monkeys were his family. They had always kept him company since day one. He had discovered edible fruits, like berries and wild figs. He followed animal tracks to find water. He built a makeshift shelter, using leaves and branches which kind of distinguished him from the animals’ way of life. They never bothered to build shelters for themselves.
                       The jungle became his home, Jake made many more friends like Baloo the bear, even the fiercest animal tiger was his friend among others. He marvelled at the towering trees, the vibrant flowers, and the exotic creatures. He learned to navigate by the sun and stars. The capuchin monkeys were her loyal companions since he grew up with them. As time passed, Jake had adapted to his new life. He discovered his own strength and resilience. Jake had no idea about his parents, he knew that the monkeys were his family, he found solace in the jungle’s beauty and rhythms.
                    One night after the animals in the jungle had fallen asleep, Jake felt the best warmth he had never experienced in his life. He continued with his sleep unbothered but his instincts could tell him something is not right about the warmth he felt. Jake gave the loudest scream of his life that awakened all creatures in the jungle. It was Anaconda, the snake that had always threatened to swallow him. It always kept promising him that one day he would have the best meal of his life which is Jake. The snake had always watched Jake grow, it seems it wanted to eat him when he had matured enough. The snake always teased Jake. In a blink of an eye, Tiger was already at his rescue. The monkeys tried all they could but couldn’t help enough since the snake was fierce. They had a serious battle with the snake. Anaconda ran crawled away in great shame but he warned Jake that that wasn’t the last time he would see him. This kept him more horrified than before but Tiger and Baloo promised to always be by him.
                The next morning, Baloo asked Jake to escort him to some part of the jungle. They trekked through the thick forest playing, climbing trees and playing with the birds. They reached the point. There were too many bees around, Baloo had always wanted to harvest the honey but he was so heavy and he feared he could fall and hurt himself. He thought Jake was the one best for this job. 
               They got an idea of covering Jake with leaves all around his body. He successfully climbed the tree but it was a tag of war getting the honey. Baloo’s eyes gleamed as he finally reached the prized honey. His paws trembled with excitement and his nose twitched with joy. Baloo lapped up the honey with relish. His growl of pleasure echoed through the forest. With each lick, Baloo hunger was quenched. The honey’s sweetness seemed to dance on Baloo’s taste buds, leaving him in a state of pure ecstasy.
                Jake’s face crumpled as the bees stuck him repeatedly. Pain coursed through his body and his vision blurred. He lost his grip on the branch and with a terrified cry, he tumbled through the air, leaves and branches whipping past him. Time seemed slow as he fell, he landed on an old log. With too much pain he looked up to see Baloo blissfully indulging in the honey, completely unaware of his tragedy.
                Baloo finally remembered that his friend was in danger after enjoying his paradise. He rushed for Jake only to find him unconscious. Baloo gave a loud scream that echoed through the woods. He thought he had lost Jake. Jake was saved by the monkeys who applied some leaves on him. The leaves that were applied on him seem to have an immediate effect since Jake gained his consciousness.
              Baloo was glad that Jake woke up but for Jake’s side he was very pissed with his friend. He saw Baloo as a traitor a selfish animal. Baloo apologized to Jake but Jake just walked away without saying anything or even making any expression that he was fine with him. Baloo carried the guilt for over two weeks. Everyday he could reach out Jake but Jake ignored his constantly not until one time when Jake was at the lagoon centered in the middle of the forest having a bath when he sensed the presence of Anaconda. He shouted out loud and within a blink of an eye Baloo was at his rescue. Baloo had always followed Jake wherever he went without Jake’s idea. Jake was so amazed by Baloo’s quick response. His heart was so relieved and he forgave his dear friend there and then. Their friendship resumed to the fullest, they played in the water, time rushed and it was already evening time.      
               The stars started to show up one by one. They laid on their backs with their eyes fixed to the twilight sky. They kept counting the stars and making shapes with their eyes. It was the best moment Jake ever had in his life. He forgot all his worries about the snake, the incident of the bees.
                One day, after several years of living in the jungle, Jake heard the sound of voices he had never heard before. He climbed up the tree and peeped from a distance only to see animals that resembled him. He was taken aback by what he saw, he hurried down the tree to go and inform the rest. But the animals Jake saw had covered themselves fully, it seems they do not live within the jungle. One of the men spotted him and alarmed the rest, “a human!” shouted the man. Jake split into running as fast as he could but they shot his leg and he landed heavily onto the ground. He woke up only to realise that he had been put in a tent and his leg had been dressed with cotton and a bandage. He felt sharp pain when he tried to move his leg. One of the nurses walked in and found Jake awake, she was so pleased to see him alive. 
                     She sighed with relief. She started talking to Jake but Jake could hardly understand any word so she switched to sign language, Jake tried understanding. She brought him food and some hot tea but Jake never had any idea of such. He refused to eat anything, his mind was on his friends, he wondered what they were up to. He missed marvelling across the towering trees, playing with the monkeys teasing other animals with his Baloo. He had been taken to the camping site of the humans.
                     When Jake realised that no one was giving him attention, he escaped through the nearby thickets and ran as fast as he could. The humans had a plan of destroying the jungle, they wanted to construct a mental school far away from other places of settlement. Immediately Jake reached his friends, they were very excited to see him back alive. But Jake had returned with sad news, he informed them of the plan by the humans to destroy the jungle. In a blink of an eye, a meeting was called and all the animals gathered. The issue concerning humans made the animals more furious since they knew they wouldn’t survive being taken to stay in zoos or even killed.
                   Very early in the morning at the first cock crow, there were sounds of different machines within the jungle, trees were being cut down mercilessly by the humans. The animals became more furious and decided to attack from wherever they were. Other animals were injured, others injured the humans. The battle turned out to be serious one and by the time the sun peeped out there was a total mess in the jungle.
                Jake was abducted again and taken with the humans, they knew they were going to be highly rewarded for discovering the lost child. They realised that he was the long lost child. The animals defeated the humans but it didn’t seem to be the last encounter since they had always tried destroying the jungle but failed.
                 


[bookmark: _Toc196885305]   ONCE UPON A TIME IN KABAMBE.
               In the far distant hills, there lived a community of animals that settled on one of the hills known as Kabambe hill. It was the most outstanding hill because of the dense thick impenetrable forests that race along its margins that acted as a guard to the animals against any kinds of enemies. The hill had plenty of fruits, fresh waters and greens everywhere. The climate favoured animal settlement, the animals lived in peace and harmony. The trees on the top most part of the hill formed a canopy which provided shade and this acted as the village square where the animals always held their meetings from.
              Hardly had Mr Tortoise hit the sack when he had the ogene. He wondered what this time round. He could not stop imagining what the matter was. Sleep caught up with him. Mr tortoise was awakened with a loud knock on his door. It was his best friend Mr fox. 
              Some of the animals were in agreement while others disagreed. The noise was coming from Kabambe hill. It seems the animals had a meeting but Mr Tortoise was a very slow man. It was like one kilometre from Mr tortoise’s habitual to the village square.
              The flora and fauna lived together in harmony and both were interdependent to each other. The only relationship that they never shared was intimacy. Mother earth had her peace of mind. Seasons always maintained their schedule, the sun always smiled at the fertile earth during the dry seasons. Moon, space, and the sun always looked after mother earth with passion. They always made sure mother earth and her creatures were happy. Trees new all kinds of whispers and secrets of the animals, they watched animals have good moments of their lives with pleasure in that they could scream in ecstasy. They watched all kinds of recreation performances by the animals and instead they cheer for them by providing cool breeze to add on the sweetness of intimacy.
                   To begin with the king of the jungle, the lion known as Mufasa who happened to also be the head of the village (village chairman). Mufasa ruled his family and village with an iron hand. He had one daughter named Ciara and the rest of the cubs were males named Moan, Maku, Mamba and Jada. Among all the four males, one had to survive and succeed their father but who amongst them would. He was feared by all the members of the community because of his strict nature. He was less forgiving and whatever he decided was final though he was never a dictator. He always first conducted meetings with his council members and make a final decision. Animals always had meetings every end of the week and they could remind themselves of the five commandments which were; 
1) Always love and care for each other.
2) Respect one another.
3) One man’s meat, another man’s poison.
4) Never leave the margins of Kabambe hills.
5) Two legs good, four legs bad.
The animals carefully followed the commandments and were always keen on their fellows. In case one broke the rules, they could be summoned in front of other animals and punishment was decided by the animals who voted for the means of punishment. Most common cases were those concerning marital affairs where most females complained about their husbands being lazy. The females were more hardworking, they ploughed the fields without much help from the males. The males always gathered at Mr giraffe’s home where they could yap and drink to their fullest in that they could even forget their way back home. Some animals escaped from the hill to the outside world in search for greener pastures. 
                  One morning, Mr Elephant was raided and kidnapped by the Mortals as the animals referred to them. Mr Elephant and his family were on their way out of Kabambe hill in search for greener pastures. The happened to have broken the rules of their village which was rule number four. They escaped very early in the morning before the sun had peeped out on mother earth.  Mr Elephant tried to defend his family against the aggressive hunters but was not successful. He was speared by three different hunters therefore he could not survive. His husks were plucked and taken. Mrs Elephant too was murdered in cold blood, her husks were removed too and their little one was taken away with the hunters. She could not hold the pain of seeing her husband’s body lay lifeless and her child being taken away, she also had so much bleeding that made her give up with life and accept her fate. The little elephant was taken by the mortals to stay in their society but in a place referred to as a zoo. Had they not left the village, such tragedy wouldn’t have befallen them.
                 The next morning, the animals had an urgent meeting about the tragedy that had fallen upon Mr Elephant’s household and the human trespass through Kabambe hill. Everyone was surprised, scared and dumbfounded about what happened to the Elephants’ family. The meeting started immediately the king of the jungle arrived. They first had their national anthem and proceeded with reading out the rules of the hill. As usual The Mr Lion always moved with his favourite princess called Ciara who was the only female among the cubs Mufasa had. She knew how beautiful she was and was very proud of herself. She was a photocopy of her mother. Ciara was admired by all the males in the village. However, she was envied by the females since all attention was always on her. She was the reason why the males in Kabambe always yearned to attend the meetings. On the other side the females were always afraid when meetings were called because of Ciara. She was inaccessible the other days since her father was very protective of her. The females always made sure they exposed their husbands’ weaknesses in order to humiliate them but Ciara always just laughed out at such in a mocking way. The meeting proceeded and the animals were told the reason for the urgent meeting especially those that were not yet aware. The animals were warned to be very conscious about breaking the rules. The meeting was ended and the animals escorted each other to their places of residence. 
                    One morning as the sun smiled at mother earth, in the near by thickets around the hyenas’ home, the birds scattered in fear. This made the hyena very curious and frightened. The lion jumped out of the thickets. The hyenas totally frightened, one lost conscious 

             As day succumbed to twilight’s gentle hush, the sun set low over Kabambe hills. Golden rays cascaded upon the landscape painting the sky with hues of orange and pink. Mufasa reached out for his daughter’s bedroom to wish her a good night only to realise she is not in. He became furious and reacted out for the giraffe called Babu, one of his daughter’s guards. He claimed that Ciara claimed that she was going to go after his brothers at their hunting ground and did not need any security since she was going to be with her siblings. 
                When the brothers returned, they were asked where their sister was but they claimed not to have seen with her. Mufasa became more furious than ever before, he ordered for the search for his princess. Ciara had run away from her family. He had fled away with the foreign lion that once came to the hill. The lion was seeking asylum in the village but was not given the chance to spend even a week. Little did any animal of Kabambe realise that Ciara had deeply fallen in love with the foreigner.
                Mufasa’s intelligent team embarked on a serious search for Ciara. They vowed never to return until they found her. A few months after they discovered Ciara heavily pregnant in a far distant village called Membe. They got to find out that the foreigner was a Prince of Membe village. He was actually on a run because his life was threatened by his uncle who wanted to take over leadership after his father’s demise.
               They pleaded to take Ciara with them but she refused. They informed her of her father’s sickness but she didn’t seem to care. Ciara had changed, she was over obsessed with her Prince. The news of Ciara reached Mufasa’s ears, he was very enlightened and he decided to travel to Membe village in order to meet his daughter.  He left without the knowledge of his sons because it was going to be a great opportunity to test his sons’ obedience and the potential heir to the throne. News spread in the village that the King had died. Mufasa apologized to Prince Turki for having denied him shelter but Turki was cool with everything. His only worry was Mufasa getting furious after discovering that the foreigner had ran away with his daughter. Surprisingly, Mufasa was very calm about everything. His only happiness was knowing that his daughter was safe. Mufasa returned to his Kingdom and left Ciara to enjoy her new life. Hardly had he returned when he received news of his sons’ tragedy.
               The four lion brothers, had always been taught by their father, Mufasa, to respect and follow the circle of life. However, when news of their father’s demise had spread like bush fire. The brothers’ ambition and greed took over. Each brother believed they should rule Kabambe hill and began to plot against one another. Moan, the eldest, claimed the throne by birth right. Maku, cunning and manipulative, formed alliances with weaker lions. Mamba, strong and fierce, challenged anyone who stood in his way. Jada, the youngest, sought to prove himself through bravery.
                Kabambe hill descended into chaos as the brothers fought, each trying to assert dominance. The once-peaceful kingdom and village turned out to be a battleground, with lions taking sides and injuries mounting. The other animals also took sides of their favourite leader. Just as it seemed one brother might emerge victorious, King Mufasa returned, his supposed death a ruse to test his sons’ character. The brothers were shocked to see their father standing before them, his mane majestic, his eyes disappointed.
                  Kabambe’s state was evident: divided, weakened, and on the brink of collapse. Mufasa surveyed the damage, his heart heavy with sorrow and anger. The brothers stood before him, ashamed and humbled. Mufasa knew that rebuilding the pride would take time, effort, and wisdom. He vowed to teach his sons the true meaning of leadership, unity, and the circle of life.
                 Mufasa summoned his sons to a private meeting, where he expressed his disappointment and concern for the Kabambe’s future. He told them that to regain their rightful place as leaders, they must learn to work together, trust each other, and put the hills needs above their own ambitions. The brothers, ashamed and humbled, pledged to mend their ways and follow their father’s guidance. Mufasa set them on a series of challenges and tasks designed to teach them valuable lessons about leadership, cooperation, and responsibility.
                As they worked together, the brothers began to understand the strengths and weaknesses of each other and the Kabambe’s dynamics. They learned to appreciate their differences and leverage their unique skills to benefit the pride.
               Meanwhile, Mufasa to heal the divisions within the pride, mediating disputes and restoring trust among the lions. He also sought the counsel of wise elder animals, seeking guidance on how to pass on his knowledge and experience to his sons. As the Kabambe began to heal, Mufasa knew it was time to announce his successor. But would he choose one of his sons, or would he surprise everyone with a different plan.














[bookmark: _Toc196885306]PART 3: A NOTE ON MY STYLE.
                  Through my whole collection, I have managed to highlight four major devices and how effectively I have done so.
                 There has been effective use of imagery in my collection. Imagery is a powerful tool used to create vivid pictures in the reader’s mind. The types of imagery include audial imagery, visual imagery, tactile, etc. I have managed to fully explore the kinds of imagery in most of my poems and short stories. Poems like ‘Echoes of Mabira’, ‘My Dear One’, and many others these poems have images like voices echoed, sun kissed skin, 
         I have used personification where human qualities, emotions, or actions are attributed to non human entities such as animals, plants, or natural elements. These create a sense of agency, intimacy or connection between the humans and nature. Personification has been fully explored in my poem called “The Mighty Katonga” where by Katonga’s wears its crown, also in my short story called ‘Once Upon a Time in Kabambe’ the animals are attributed to human way of life. Personification creates a sense of intimacy between the humans and nature, often evoking emotions and empathy. It also highlights the interconnectedness of all living things, through personification there’s character development, development of plot, themes and also lessons are derived.
         I have also managed to use metaphors. This is where you compare two seemingly different things without using “like” or “as”. In poems related to nature or nature poetry, metaphors can equate natural elements with human emotions, experiences, or abstract concepts, revealing deeper connections of elements. Most of my poems have metaphors but a few to point out include, “My Dear One” where by the speaker compares the lady’s hair to a wild tangle of curls, her lips a rosebud’s promise. We see the beauty of nature since a woman is being praised and attributed to nature. 
Metaphors add depth to the poems, they also invite readers to interpret and reflect on the comparisons between nature and human experiences. Metaphors are effective in a way that they help build on characterisation of characters, themes are developed through metaphors for example theme of love.
         Symbolism has also been used. Symbolism is where the natural elements or objects represent abstract ideas, concepts, themes. Symbolism is always used to convey complex meanings, inviting readers to interpret and reflect on the poems’ significances. Symbolism as seen in my short story, “Once Upon a Time in Kabambe” where by a lion is symbolic of power and authority brings out the theme of power and authority. 
Symbolism conveys complex meanings, themes, inviting readers to interpret and reflect on the poem’s significance or short story’s importance.
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