          WISDOM OF MY ANCESTORS 

   Once upon a time, in a small village nestled in the heart of a vast forest, lies a small village, there were children who loved playing in the river, climbing trees, and chasing each other through the fields. They were carefree and happy as they went about their daily lives, never giving much thought to the traditions passed down through generations. They were dazzled by the latest gadgets, apps, and social media platforms that allowed them to communicate with people from all over the world with the touch of a button. The village was ruled by an elderly chief, and he would tell stories to the children organize festival and cultural events recounting the wise teachings and beliefs of their ancestors.  
           Kingwe E Bolime was a respected elder in his village, known for his wisdom and knowledge of the old traditions and customs of his people, he was named after his great grandfather, Moninge Kingwe E Bolime  As a child, he had been taught the stories and myths passed down from generation to generation, and he had always taken great care to preserve. Kingwe E Bolime lived according to this traditions, abiding to its laws because he was aware of the calamity that would befall anyone who failed to live by these traditions.
               Bolime was a very tall man, dark skin, huge, with thick grey hair, a mustache also grey and hard a brown bamboo stick he always walked with. He was about sixty years of age yet still every flexible, strong and active, he used to be one of the most handsome hunters in the clan. He was never married, for the whole land knew Bolime was afraid of women and because he was not married, he had no children. 
                However, as time passed, he noticed that the younger generation was becoming increasingly disconnected from their cultural heritage. They were more interested in modern technology and Western ways of thinking, and they paid little attention to the teachings of their ancestors. They forgot the ways of their ancestors and began focusing more on the whites way.
                  One day, Bolime decided to share a story with a group of young children who had gathered around him, they were not too much. Probably about five of them for he knew that children could easily pass down this story while there are with their friends, rather than the aged people. He told them about the importance of respecting the land and the spirits, and how their ancestors had always lived in harmony with nature. He then warned them that ignoring these traditions would have dire consequences, as they had been passed down for a reason. 
            Some of the young people listened attentively to every word that came out of his lips, but others laughed and dismissed his words as old-fashioned and irrelevant. Some of the children were curious and asked the old man to tell them more. So, he began to tell them a story that had been passed down through his family for generations and generations. 
               In the days of old, the village was plagued by a vicious beast that terrorized the people, he started. The beast was so fierce that even the strongest  warriors of the land could not defeat it. The people were afraid and didn't know what to do. Then, one day, an old woman came forward and told the people of a tradition passed down through her family. The tradition required a young person to go into the forest and bring back a rare flower that only bloomed one time in a year. The flower was said to have upheld mystical  magical properties that could defeat the beast and hence saving the land.
                  The people were skeptical, but they were desperate and had nothing to lose. So, they chose a brave young boy to go into the forest and find the flower and bring it back to the land. The boy was determined to succeed and set out into the forest. Without minding the dangers he would meet, probably ghost, evil spirits, deathly animals, he was determined to do it. Days passed, and the boy did not return. The people had lost hope, but just when they were about to give up, the boy emerged from the forest, holding the rare flower in his hands. He was able to succeed not just because he was brave but because he was determined and knew he was not just doing it for himself but for the whole village.
                In addition, the people were filled  with so much joy and used the flower to defeat the beast. The village was safe again, and the people were grateful to the old woman who had told them all about her tradition and her tradition lived amongst them and the young boy was made the chief warrior of the clan.
             From that day onward, the king, prince, the entire village and elders sat down to discuss and they saw the tradition as a good tradition. It the end, the tradition was implemented and was passed down from generation to generation, and the people of the village never forgot the power of their ancestors' traditions, for it had saved them when they were almost wiped out.
               After Bolime had finished narrating his story, the children went on to live their lives, but they always remembered the stories and traditions that had guided their ancestors. They realized that those traditions were not just old tales, but they carried with them the experiences and wisdom of those who had come before them.
          After so many years had passed, (the years after the new tradition was implemented) the new generations that came right after lost the right and reference  for their  traditions. They continued to go about their lives as usual, without any regard for the traditions that had been passed down to them, they even forgot the fact that traditions did exist in that land. Even after parents had explained this story, some of the villagers didn’t respect and keep the tradition. They did things their own way.    
           On this faithful day still, the elders of the village called a meeting with these teenagers to express their concern about the way in which the younger generation was behaving. The elders were worried that the teenagers were neglecting the traditions that had been handed down to them by their ancestors. They spoke at length about how these traditions had been passed down from generation to generation, and how they had helped to shape their community and their way of life.
         The teenagers, however, were unresponsive to the elders' insistence on staying true to tradition. They believed that the world was changing, and they needed to keep up with the times. They felt that the elders were holding them back, and that their traditions were outdated, irrelevant and old fashioned. 
      One day, a group of young children were playing outside the village, chasing one another through the tall grass, and climbing over large rocks in the loose dirt. As they played, they came across an ancient wooden statue, surrounded by bright red flowers that bloomed all around it. The children were so amazed by the statue, its beauty and its intricate details that they decided to bring it back to the village with them.
              In addition, when they arrived at the village, they were eager to show off their discovery to everyone. But when Bolime saw this, he wept! Seeing how the new generation have treated their gods, what they held so much in esteem, their protector and their father, He tore his clothes in anguish and wore a sackcloth. “Children playing with “Kemzie" our god, no respect…. gods of our land, what is happening, have they no respect for you" Bolime cried out. He was struck with worry, for he recognized the statue as the long-forgotten idol of the ancient forest spirits that had been worshiped by their ancestors.
              After a few weeks, however, strange things began to happen in the village. The crops started to fail, and there were reports of strange apparitions and unexplained occurrences. Bolime knew what was happening – the spirits were angry with the villagers for ignoring their traditions, and they were punishing them for their disrespect. The rest of the elders were just shocked by what was happening and knew not what to do.
           So many days had gone by, when a  terrible storm hit the village. The winds were so strong that they knocked down trees and tore off rooftops. The river that flowed through the village rose rapidly and began to flood the houses. The village was in chaos and the teenagers were scared. They couldn't use any of their gadgets because the storm had knocked out the signals.
          The crops were no longer doing well, due to the heavy breeze that had knock their village, all their crops went down and because of this strange and mysterious attack that befell the land, that season they was a severe famine, so many people died of hunger and starvation, cold, and terrible diseases because so many houses were destroyed.
         So many villagers went to the king’s palace crying they were so confused, they didn’t know what to do. The king even was confused so he had to summon the chief priests. When the chief priest appeared at the palace, he told the king to give him three days so that he could appease the gods. He incarnated and on the third day he reported to the palace saying, the gods are still silence on this matter and he is so confused. The king sent some of the elders of the land to the next village to speak to their chief priests for he had heard he was one of the greatest chief priest that ever existed and that maybe he could intercede on their behalf. 
          The chief priest of the neighboring  village asked them to return after two market days because he wanted some time to talk with the gods. After two days and when the elders returned to that village the chief priest asked them to Consult Bolime, they should tell him to speak to the gods on their behalf and he would speak through him, the he, Bolime would tell them what to do. 
         Then the elders returned to the village and told the king all what the chief priest of the neighboring village had said. There was a lot of confusion at that point and it was at this juncture that they remembered the traditions that their ancestors had passed down to them. They knew how to read the signs of nature, and they knew how to prepare for such disasters. Then quickly, Bolime organized the villagers and started to work together to save their homes and their possessions.
             Throughout the storm, the teenagers watched in amazement as the elders worked tirelessly to protect their community. They saw how the traditions that had been passed down through the ages were now proving to be more relevant than ever before. The elders' knowledge and experience had helped them to navigate the storm and come out on the other side unscathed. After all this struggle, Bolime then disappeared into thin air for days.
           Bolime went into his hut and pleaded with the ancestors for seven whole days. When people had stayed for days without hearing from him, they altogether assumed that he was death. It was on the seventh day that the storm was over. He came out of his hut so pale and weak and went straight to the palace. He spoke to the gods and they calmed down a storm that had been destroying the village for about twenty one weeks. He told the king about his experience and so had a message for the people. The king then sent for the town crier to announce to everyone to gather at the palace.
         When everyone had gathered together and sternly, to the younger generation especially he said “this are the words of the gods, "you children of today are beginning not to pay attention to these traditions, but believe me, they would not have reached us if our ancestors had not experienced their accuracy." He told them that it was of utmost importance to respect the traditions passed down from their ancestors, as they were the foundation of their culture, their community, and their spiritual beliefs. The gods are angry that was why they kept silent, the gods are asking us all to ask for their forgiveness apologize to them, else much more calamities would befall us all.
             The children were ashamed of their actions and bowed their heads in remorse. They were very much aware of  the fact that they had abandoned the norms, values, customs and traditions that their ancestors held great wisdom. They had lost their cultural roots which was their identity all because of this so called technology. So they resolved to learn from their mistakes and honor their teachings in the future.
            As the days passed, the children began to look at their traditions in a new light. They began realizing that their ancestors' deep understanding of the world, passed down through stories and customs, was crucial for their survival and for maintaining their sense of identity and community. They came to appreciate the value of these traditions and their connection to the natural world.
            The children began to ask their parents and elders to teach them more about their traditions, and they were eager to listen and learn. They spent time with the village elders, who shared their experiences, stories, and lessons with the children. The children grew in knowledge and wisdom, and they began to understand the importance of instilling these values in future generations.
          Years passed, and the children had grown up into adults. They became the new leaders of the village and carried on the traditions passed down to them by their ancestors. They knew that they were entrusted with a great responsibility, and they took it seriously, preserving and cherishing the culture of their ancestors.
                And so, the village flourished, and its inhabitants lived in peace and harmony, with a deep respect for their traditions and for the wisdom of their ancestors. The children of today realized that the traditions of yesterday still held true, and that they were a crucial part of their cultural inheritance. They continued to honor and respect the traditions passed down from their ancestors, and knew that this was the only way to ensure their survival and success in the future.           
           In the end, it was up to a young generation who had paid attention to Bolime's words to lead the village back to their cultural heritage. They organized a ceremony to cleans their land as well as honor the spirits and appease their anger, and slowly but surely, the village began to prosper again. Then they king applauded Bolime and went down the throne and gave him a very big hug, for Bolime had saved their lives. 



The end.
