
 



 

Abstract 

The village of Muciongai -the’ Home of God ‘emerges as an 

extraordinary village where a perfect balance of humanity, the 

animals, the land and the forest lived in harmony for many 

uncountable years, for the common benefit of all. The village 

was unique in many ways and nature seemed to offer almost 

everything perfectly to the contentment of everyone in the 

ecosystem. This is a true story of a real village in Meru, Kenya 

where the writer uses fictional characters to deliver a true 

story of the transformation of a village that exists even today. 

Everything seemed to be working well in the long history of 

the village, until human greed and influence from the outside 

world penetrated the village and caused a catastrophe of 

climate devastation.  

The story highlights the competing interests between 

generations and the wide diversity of values that see the 

conquering of traditional values by notions of modernity and 

new ways of economic liberation from profits gained from 

resources that the village has ignored for years. Everything 

changed in a short time and the balance that existed there 

was tilted, with conflicts, sufferings and pain emerging in the 

aftermath.  

A semi-educated young man called Musa who was talented 

differently, with support from elders namely Baabu and 

Maama proves to be the voice of transformation of the village 

from a near extinction to a long journey of healing and 

recovery. Through their leadership and with support from a 

few other elders, women and young people, Musa particularly 

endeavours to reverse the adverse effects of climate change in 



 

a relentless commitment that spanned for decades. The 

resilience of the villagers sees the return of animals and other 

near extinct trees after years of reafforestation, rehabilitation 

of the people and creation of new partnerships in 

conservation. The transformation is not just in the land but its 

people too with former poachers and loggers now embracing 

the work of conservation. The old glory of Muciongai is 

coming back at a paced rate and the village has got back to its 

old self. The lessons learnt remains a key factor in ensuring the 

survival of Muciongai and its ecosystem in the days to come. 
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Chapter 1: The Enchanted Land of Muciongai-’ 

Home of God’  
Nestled in the depth of Meru County, there lies a village 

known only to a few outsiders—Muciongai, the ‘Home of 

God.’  The name itself speaks of divinity, but few truly 

understand its significance. This village for a long time was not 

a village like any other. Muciongai is tacked beside the lower 

Imenti forest and signals the change of the forest from the 

steep Mt. Kenya slopes to a plateau cover as it ascends again 

towards Nyambene hills. 

Muciongai thrived in a delicate balance of nature, a place 

where human existence harmonized with the wild, a divine 

bond that seemed unbreakable. Its rains, unlike any others, 

fell in abundance even when the surrounding land lay parched 

under the hot sun. People believed these rains were gifts from 

the gods, blessings that nurtured the village and its 

surrounding land. Yes, it was unusual rain because it could 

even rain when the sun was still bright in the sky and the 

heavily pregnant clouds found it very hard to bypass the 

village without showers of blessings. The mystical occurrence 

led to the villagers believing that God had chosen a quick 

‘shower’ over the village every time there was this unique 

rain.  

The signs of this special rains rolled back at the Nyambene 

hills where our pleased god ‘Kini kiiru’ or simply the smiling 

black gum of god would show in mid-morning and christen 

into a thick dark cloud over the skies of Muciongai. The 
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flowing of river Muciongai from the forest into the village with 

fresh rain water would signal to the village that their god has 

had ‘shower’ and the neighbouring villages would also receive 

the river waters with awe of how this unique village was 

blessed. Legend had it that as it rained in broad day-light the 

wife of the hyena who was so stingy, found it wise to gride her 

porridge so that no one will travel to her house in the rain and 

ask for some of it.  

 In an always rhythmic manner for every day, the boys would 

regroup in the morning and take their cows to the forest edge 

for the early morning fresh grass and later join together to 

take them for watering at the nearest watering point called 

Kithima. In the afternoons most cows having filled their bellies 

would take a rest and this gave the boys a chance to play their 

favourite games and watch out for the elders who normally 

strolled around to check if they had neglected watching over 

the cattle. In the evening, once the boys had returned the 

animals to their respective homes, an unannounced assembly 

would gather at Kioni’s or Baabu’s expansive compounds for a 

rigorous play time. Among the boys of the village were Musa, 

Joshua Jomo and a number of friends. 

For women, evenings were moments for firewood fetching in 

the forest and it also gave an opportunity to catch up about 

the village happenings and for young women to find suitors 

from young men who hovered around the forests edge 

pretending to accompany the fellow young women for 

protection in the forest.  
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The people of Muciongai lived in peace, with a simple but rich 

existence. The bond between humans and animals was one of 

deep respect, almost spiritual. The villagers saw the forest as 

both their home and a temple, offering them sustenance and 

life and in return, they offered reverence. The forest, teeming 

with life, was not something to be feared or conquered—it 

was to be celebrated and its creatures cherished it. The 

villagers of Muciongai believed that the forest, much like the 

rains, was a blessing from the gods. It was said that the spirits 

of their ancestors dwelled among the trees, in the thick 

foliage and in the winding paths that led to hidden groves. 

The elders spoke of times when the forest itself seemed to 

respond to the needs of the village, providing fruits, herbs and 

even medicines when required. It was as if the land itself 

could hear their prayers.  

Musa, a tall dark boy with a charming smile and with good 

attention to details, was always keen to listen to the tales of 

the elders and would glue himself at the village gathering 

every night in order to take home some wisdom. Musa had 

embraced everything that the elders had said about the forest 

and had vowed to take care of it at all costs. He was very 

passionate about animals and had a very tight relationship 

with an elephant called Mauru-a big, wise and mysterious 

elephant that was revered by everyone for his wisdom and 

friendliness. 

In the centre of Muciongai forest, stood an ancient tree, 

known as Muuti—the ‘Elder Tree.’  It was said that this tree 
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was the source of the village's prosperity. Its bark was etched 

with markings that no one could quite decipher, though the 

elders spoke of a time when the symbols had been clear, 

passed down from the gods themselves. It was witnessed that 

every so often, the tree would bloom in golden flowers, 

signalling a blessing for the village. The villagers would pay 

homage to the tree often to get a glimpse of the mystery in its 

appearance. 

However, some young men had started to question the old 

ways and their curiosity led them to seek answers beyond the 

borders of the sacred forest. Among them was Jomo, a bright 

slender, brown young man, whose eyes burned with 

questions. He had always been curious, always searching for 

something greater, something beyond what he had been 

taught. He had listened to the elders’ stories of the forest’s 

sacredness, but his mind was restless. His friends, too, were 

beginning to grow discontent with the old ways. One by one, 

they began to question the wisdom of their elders. They 

began to wonder why they could not cut the trees for 

charcoal or timber yet the demand from the urban centres 

that they had known was beckoning for supplies.  

Jomo stood at the edge of the village, looking out at the great 

expanse of the forest. The sun had begun to set, casting a 

golden glow over the trees. He could see the faint outlines of 

the Nyambene Hills in the distance, where the god Kini kiiru 

was said to smile each morning. But today, his mind was far 

from the hills, far from the village and far from the peaceful 
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life that had always been. He longed to see the world beyond 

Muciongai, to find the answers to the questions that had 

haunted him for as long as he could remember. He began to 

think of modern ways such as getting money at all costs 

rather than the simple things in life that the villagers dwelled 

on. Jomo and his friends had explored many times how the 

forest could better be used to empower the young people in 

the village through the things they required and not just 

honey, firewood and the tales of unseen benefits that they 

had heard from elders. 

One evening, Jomo approached the village elder, Kioni, who 

had spent his entire life studying the ways of the gods and the 

forest. The old man had seen countless seasons come and go 

and had witnessed the changes in the village. He was revered 

for his wisdom and his words were considered law. 

‘Kioni,’ Jomo began, his voice filled with uncertainty. ‘Do you 

ever wonder if there is more to this life than the way we live 

here in Muciongai? The forest, the rains, the elders' tales… Do 

you think there might be other places, other ways, that could 

be better?’  

Kioni looked at Jomo with a mixture of affection and concern. 

His weathered face softened and he motioned for the young 

man to sit beside him on the large stone that marked the 

village’s gathering place. 
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‘Young one,’ Kioni began, his voice deep and measured. ‘The 

questions you ask are not new. Every generation has 

wondered if there is something beyond what we know. But 

there is a truth in what we have here—something that is not 

easily seen by those who have not lived through it.’  

Jomo’s eyes widened with curiosity. ‘What do you mean?’  

Kioni glanced toward the forest; his gaze distant. ‘The bond 

between the people of Muciongai and the land is sacred. It is 

not something that can be explained easily, but it is felt. It is 

the spirit of the land that gives us life, that feeds us and 

protects us. You speak of other places, of new gods, but the 

world you seek has a price.’  

Jomo frowned. ‘What price?’  

‘The price of forgetting where you come from. The price of 

abandoning the very things that make you who you are. In 

that world you seek, there is much to gain, yes, but there is 

also much to lose. The city lights may blind you to the quiet 

beauty of the stars above your head but it can’t help you 

understand what our gods have done to us over the years’.  

Jomo turned his gaze toward the village, his heart heavy with 

doubt. He had always believed there was something greater 

beyond the horizon. But now, sitting beside Kioni, he began to 

feel the weight of the elder’s words. 
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That night, as the moon rose high over the hills, Jomo thought 

of the Muuti, the Elder Tree. He thought about how it stood 

tall and proud, its gnarled roots twisted deep into the earth, 

the rough bark and the episodes of blossoming flowers when 

the season was about to change. For the first time, he 

understood what Kioni had meant. The village, the forest, the 

gods—they were all connected in ways that could not be 

explained by mere logic or reason. 

The following day, Jomo met with his friends. They stood at 

the edge of the village, overlooking the forest that had 

provided them with everything they needed for so long. 

‘I’ve thought about what Kioni said,’ Jomo began, his voice 

steady. ‘We may not understand everything about the forest, 

about the gods, or about the ways of our ancestors. But I 

believe that there is something greater here than we realize. 

We don’t have to leave to find what we seek. It is right here, 

in this village, in the land and in each of us.’  

His friends looked at him, their expressions uncertain but 

intrigued. Jomo felt a sense of peace settle over him. He had 

come to realize that his search for answers did not need to 

take him away from the place that had shaped him. The 

questions would always remain, but perhaps some answers 

were meant to be lived, not found. Jomo and his friends 

continued to graze the cows at the forest’s edge, the women 

gathered firewood and the elders continued to guide the 

people with their wisdom during their usual baraza at the 
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village grounds. Every morning the noises of the hornbill birds 

as they munched the red ripe figs, the barking of the jackals 

and the cries of the hyenas would remind the villagers that 

indeed a new dawn has risen. The rhythm would continue and 

its absence when one was out of the village would make them 

pack back for return to Muciongai village. 

 

 

 

Chapter 2: Harmony in Coexistence 

For many generations, the villagers of Muciongai had lived in 

harmony with nature, understanding the delicate balance that 

must exist between humans and the wild. Their way of life 

was built upon respect and reciprocity, a relationship rooted 

in deep reverence for the land that gave them sustenance. 

The villagers knew that the forest was not merely a resource 

but a partner in their existence. They revered the rhythms of 

the land—understanding when to plant, when to harvest, 

when to gather and when to give. 

 Every evening, the villagers would gather at the edge of the 

forest, where the tall trees met the fields. The women, 

returning from gathering firewood, carried bundles of 

firewood and preferably the Mutero tree that would light for 

hours like a candle and provide light to the villagers at night. 
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The men, too, knew the importance of balance. After a day 

spent hunting, they would return to the village with only what 

the land could afford. They took care not to overhunt, leaving 

enough animals to sustain future generations. The hunting 

traditions were passed down from father to son, each new 

generation learning the sacred art of taking only what was 

necessary and giving thanks for the life taken. The balance 

between the land and its people was not one of domination 

but of partnership. There was no exploitation in the village’s 

practices, only a shared understanding that the land was alive 

and needed to be cared for, much like a person. 

As the seasons passed, the entire community would prepare 

for the great harvest festivals. These were times of 

celebration and renewal, where the villagers came together 

to rejoice in the abundance they had been blessed with. 

These festivals were steeped in tradition, with songs, dances 

and rituals passed down from generation to generation. The 

night dances were the centrepiece of Muciongai’s 

celebrations. On nights of the full moon, the entire village 

would come together to celebrate the bond between the 

humans and the creatures of the forest. The villagers, their 

faces painted in vibrant colours, would dance under the stars, 

their movements flowing in harmony with the music of the 

forest. The sound of drums, made from the hide of animals 

and the wood of ancient trees, echoed through the valley. The 

rhythm was steady, powerful and alive, as though the earth 

itself was beating in time with their feet. The hyenas, with 

their playful nature, would often venture closer to understand 
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what was going on. The animals were not separate from the 

village but were an integral part of it, always present, always 

watching, always sharing in the life of the land. 

In these dances, Musa the cheerful village boy, felt most at 

home. The rhythm of the earth, the pulse of the forest, 

seemed to speak directly to him. His feet moved in time with 

the music, his heart beating in sync with the drums. One 

night, Musa posed at a moment and wondered to himself ’All 

these stars in the sky and this calmness is god’s given? I 

swear, I shall protect this village. It’s such a sweet place than 

any other place I have known’ 

Jomo did not find any fun in the dances and most of the times 

him and his friends seemed bored with the endless rhythm of 

life and wished there was a better way of life that the usual 

dances and tales from elders. Jomo posed to Musa in one of 

the dances’ Do you really find anything meaningful in all these 

we are doing? The celebrations are all about harvests, honey 

and thanks to our gods’ Musa looked at him with much 

surprise in his face’ Do you think our elders are not supposed 

to glorify our gods for the harvests and the great abundance 

of our animals, water and trees that we cherish here?’ Jomo 

retreated and mumbled away in silent disagreement. 

Yet, even in the harmony of these moments, there was a 

sense of change in the air. The forest was restless, its energy 

shifting. The trees, though tall and proud, seemed to be 

whispering among themselves, their branches shaking with a 
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quiet unease. The animals, too, seemed unsettled. The birds’ 

songs were quieter and the winds, though strong, carried with 

them a sense of urgency. Musa could feel it in his bones—a 

disruption, something that threatened the balance of the 

land. However, what remained to be cherished by each and 

every one was the harmony that Muciongai enjoyed with their 

ecosystem and the comfort that nature had provided. 

Chapter 3: The Village of Plenty and the 

Unimaginable Threat 
Muciongai was a village bathed in the glow of prosperity. 

Nestled at the foot of towering trees, the homes of the 

villagers were simple yet welcoming. Thatched roofs swayed 

gently in the breeze and the scent of earth and blossoms of 

the trees filled the air every moment. At dawn, the rooster's 

crow echoed through the valley, waking the villagers to 

another day of pleasure and joy. 

The heart of the village lay in its fields, where crops grew in 

abundance. The soil was rich and the farmers spoke of the 

earth as if it were a living entity, giving to them as they gave to 

it. The most prized of all harvests was the honey which was 

done by elders in the forests. The sacred trees of Muciongai, 

towering and ancient, produced the finest honey in the land. 

The bees, too, seemed enchanted, their swarms gentle and 

efficient, produced golden sweet honey that the villagers used 

for food and medicine. The farms produced bananas, millet, 

maize beans and other foodstuffs that were never seen 

anywhere. At the harvest season, women would sing praise 
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songs to the gods as they fill their baskets with millet, finger 

millet, cow peas, black beans and many other kinds of crops in 

plenty. Farming was easy and harvest were assured every 

season. The presence of bees and butterflies in the fields 

while cultivating or weeding for the crops assured farmers 

that the year will give a bumper harvest and it was time to 

prepare the traditional storage facilities. 

The village had a rhythm to it, an unspoken understanding of 

balance. After the harvesting period, the elders gathered with 

grand children in the evening to recount the stories of their 

ancestors, tales of gods and spirits, of men and animals who 

once walked hand in hand. The younger villagers, especially 

the children, would sit on the cool earth, wide-eyed, soaking 

in the ancient wisdom. Laughter echoed through the village 

during the nights of the full moon, when the entire families 

sat for round up of their day at the fire place. The Mutero 

firewood ensured that the fire never died off and the 

compound was well lit. The elders chewed khat, a local herb 

as they narrated the sweet tales and the night would run till 

late at times. 

During the carnival months such as end of the year or political 

period, ceremonies such as night dances would be live with 

music and bonfires at community grounds. Villagers danced 

beneath the starry sky, their feet pounding the earth, their 

spirits lifted by the sounds of music and nature. The leaders 

and politicians would come and talk of many things about 

roads, water and power but the villagers were not intrigued as 

their needs were all met by their way of life. The government 
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had introduced schooling and some children like Musa and 

Jomo had studied up to primary level. The adults had been 

enrolled to adult education and the government encouraged 

every villager to get registered and have an Identity card 

instead of being identified by the community given status. The 

government had structured the village and appointed a village 

elder as an administrator as opposed to the elders identified 

by the renowned Njuuri Ncheeke council of elders. Despite all 

these developments, the villagers were not bothered by the 

government actions and lived in harmony with the new 

establishments. 

It was during the night events, under the light of a thousand 

stars, that Musa truly felt his connection to the land. Musa was 

a young man with a deep love for the village, but also an 

insatiable curiosity about the world of hills beyond Muciongai. 

His ability to communicate with animals, a gift passed down 

through the generations, made him something of a local 

legend. His friends often teased him, calling him ‘the 

whisperer,’ for it seemed as if he could speak directly to the 

creatures of the forest such as leopards whenever they 

encountered one on their way both in the day or night. One 

night as Musa and his friends were coming home from a night 

dance, a leopard and a hyena appeared before them and they 

seemed to have a ferocious fight. Musa told everyone to be 

calm and jumped in front to face the animals. He mumbled a 

few unknown words and to the amazement of his friends the 

animals stopped fighting and calmly walked away in harmony. 
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Musa's favorite pastime was to walk the paths that wound 

through the trees, listening to the calls of birds, the rustle of 

leaves and roughing up of tree branches from a distance. He 

would often sit quietly for hours, lost in conversation with the 

forest creatures. His closest admiration was Mauru- the wise 

old elephant, who had been part of the village’s legends for as 

long as anyone could remember. Mauru’s gentle nature and 

keen intelligence made him a source of comfort every time 

Musa saw him. The villagers shared a bond with Mauru 

deeper than words. Musa and Mauru had a special 

connection that transcended the usual understanding 

between humans and animals. It was a bond built on trust, 

respect and a shared sense of purpose. Mauru had been born 

deep in the forest of Muciongai and had wandered in and out 

of the village for years and often his paths guided those who 

ventured into the forest to gather herbs or hunt. His immense 

size and strength were respected by all, but it was his wisdom 

that made him a beloved figure in the community. He always 

would disappear deep in the forest near river Kuuru in search 

for minerals like all other elephants but never lose the sense 

of acknowledging villagers once they encounter each other. 

River Kuuru was nicknamed the elephant ‘brothel and 

maternity ‘. Villagers who had ventured deep in the forests 

narrated how young female elephants were caught unawares 

by big male elephants as they knelt down to lick the salt at the 

river and eventually accepted the male elephant advances for 

mating. This was mostly common in the cold months of July 

and August as most animals from the upper part of the forest 

as far as Mt Kenya, frequented the river for their share of the 
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salty minerals. As the pregnant female elephants continued to 

nurture their unborn babies in the wilderness, the urge to get 

frequent minerals would see them hibernate near the river 

and eventually they would get into labour at the riverside and 

deliver their young ones. 

Every morning, Musa and Joshua- a friend to Musa, would set-

off from their homes at the break of dawn, making their way 

to the edge of the forest with their cattle. The mist would still 

cling to the trees and the air would be crisp and fresh, filled 

with the scent of earth and damp leaves. They would call out 

softly and Mauru would recognise their voice and with his 

deep, rumbling voice, would answer them back. 

One evening, as the sun dipped behind the hills, casting long 

shadows over the village, Mauru shared a troubling vision 

through his unusual behaviour. Musa had been sitting at the 

foot of the great tree, the Muuti, listening to the wind rustle 

through the leaves. Suddenly, the elephant appeared from 

the shadows, his eyes wide with concern. He seemed 

disturbed and worried. 

On close examination at Mauru, he looked injured near his 

left ear and blood was streaming out heavily. Musa looked 

confused and wondered what had happened to his friend. He 

quickly remembered the tree called Mutuntu that Kioni had 

told him had medicinal properties and its sap could clot the 

blood and prevent bleeding. After calming down Mauru, he 

quickly took his machete and cut the bark of the tree and 
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used the peeled bark to collect the sap and started applying at 

the injured part to the relieve of Mauru who lay down in 

agony. 

The villagers had always known the forest to be their 

protector and never anticipated anyone to be harmed in the 

forest even its creatures. The whispers of outsiders had been 

growing louder in recent years—rumours of a new city being 

built just beyond the mountains, of roads being paved to 

connect with distant places and of merchants coming to trade 

goods that were foreign to the village but Musa could not 

imagine that such evil imaginations had probably entered the 

forest and harmed its friend. 

Musa felt a chill run down his spine. The village of Muciongai 

had always been sheltered, its peace undisturbed by the 

outside world. But now, it seemed that peace was on the 

verge of being shattered. He asked many questions on what 

had happened to Mauru. The wound had a smell of a strange 

powder and it was visibly big. As Musa was trying to manage 

Mauru’s agony, a strange thunderous sound of an animal 

never heard in the forest was heard deep far-away towards 

the direction of river Kuuru. Musa started getting worried and 

contemplated running away to the village and tell his friends 

and elders what he had seen and heard but felt sympathy of 

leaving Mauru alone. Musa managed to calm Mauru to sleep 

and the bleeding had by now slowed a bit. It was starting to 

get dark and he feared staying in the forest for the first time 

in his life. He silently returned home saddened by what he 
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had seen and heard but did not talk to anyone till it was dawn. 

He never caught sleep as fell deep into thoughts of what he 

had seen, as he deeply thought about Mauru’s fate. 

The next day, Musa could not shake the weight of Mauru’s 

predicament from his mind. He woke up early in the morning 

with a heavy heart, feeling a tension in the air that he had 

never noticed before. He quickly went and met the elders and 

explained to them that he had seen and the fear he felt in the 

forest. The elders, too, seemed to sense it. They could not 

wait for the evening and gathered that morning to discuss the 

matter. They spoke in hushed tones, their voices low and 

filled with concern. Musa too noticed that the elders had 

detailed information about some people that he was not sure 

about. 

‘They are coming,’ Kioni, the village elder, said, his voice filled 

with sorrow. ‘The strangers from beyond the hills. They want 

the land, the forest, the honey. They want everything that 

makes Muciongai what it is.’ My friend from the nearby 

Kamutune village told me that these people have what they 

call guns and they touch somewhere and fire and thunderous 

sound comes out from its mouth. They point at something 

and it falls with blood oozing from a deep opening. It’s here 

that some thought that maybe Mauru had been pointed by 

that thing and that’s why blood was coming from near his left 

ear as Musa had narrated to them. Musa wondered if Mauru 

is still alive and was eager to go back to the forest and check 

on him. But out of fear for what the elders had said that no 
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one should enter the forest as they do investigation and see 

who these people that had been seen by some other 

informers to the elders were, Musa retreated his desire to go 

check on Mauru. 

Musa could not believe it. The villagers had always lived in 

harmony with the land, nurturing it as it nurtured them. How 

could anyone want to destroy that bond? He understood the 

importance of their way of life, but he also knew that change 

was inevitable. The outside world would not remain at bay 

forever. 

That night, after the elders had retired to their homes, Musa 

could not fight back his desire to see Mauru. The next day he 

woke up very early in the morning and walked into the forest 

making his usual call for Mauru. The elephant was not where 

he had left him and Musa started getting worried about his 

fate. He continued to go deeper into the forest and made his 

calls even louder. Suddenly he heard Mauru respond but his 

voice was a bit frail and he could sense sadness in it. The 

elephant was standing near the river, his large body 

silhouetted against the rays of the morning sun. Near him 

were carcases of seven other elephants and the other 

elephants in the company of Mauru were all shedding tears 

mourning their friends in disbelieve. The dead elephants had 

their tusks removed and it showed that a sharp object had 

been used to cut of the tusks. Musa could not get words to 

explain what he had seen and immediately he decided to run 
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back to the village. However, he waited a bit to get more 

deeper message of what had occurred, from Mauru. 

Mauru’s large ears twitched and he nodded slowly. Mauru 

showed no interest in him as usual and he started getting 

worried. Musa concluded that whatever creatures had done 

this to the elephants do not understand the land as they do. 

They only see what they can take from it. They think the 

forest and its animals are there to be used, not cherished. If 

they come again, they will bring with them machines that will 

tear through the earth, destroying the delicate balance that 

has existed for generations. It is not their fault. They do not 

know what they will destroy.’  

Musa felt a surge of determination rise within him. ‘Then we 

must show them,’ he said, his voice strong. ‘We must teach 

them what Muciongai stands for. We cannot let them ruin the 

village, the land, the animals and the bond we share with the 

forest.’  

Joshua who met Musa at the edge of the forest asserted ‘It is 

not enough to show them. They must feel the land in their 

hearts. They must understand the deep, ancient wisdom that 

flows through every tree, every river, every animal. Only then 

will they understand the price of their greed.’  

Musa nodded. The answer was clear. They would need to 

unite the village, to protect their home and to show the 

outsiders the power and beauty of the land they sought to 
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exploit. The sacred bond between the villagers and the earth 

would have to be their shield. Musa knew it would not be 

easy, but he was ready. He had the gift of communication and 

with Joshua by his side, he believed they could turn the tide. 

The next day, Musa called together the young men and 

women of Muciongai. They gathered near the village 

playground, where they had once danced and celebrated 

under the full moon. Now, the atmosphere was serious, their 

faces set with determination. 

‘We cannot let the outsiders take what is ours,’ Musa said, his 

voice carrying across the gathered crowd. ‘We must stand 

united and show them the strength of our bond with the land. 

This is not just about protecting our home. It is about 

protecting the very essence of life itself—the rain, the forest, 

the animals and the spirits of our ancestors.’  

The villagers, young and old, nodded in agreement. Musa 

could feel the power of their unity, the collective strength 

that had always sustained Muciongai. Together, they would 

face whatever came from beyond the hills. 

In the days that followed, the village came alive with 

preparations. The women wove intricate symbols into their 

baskets, symbols that represented the sacredness of the land. 

The men carved totems from wood, imbuing each one with 

prayers for protection. As they did this, the men chanted old 

songs of war and courage and visibly they were ready for 
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everything. The elders went ahead and sacrificed a lamb near 

the Muuti- the elder tree and chanted prayers that the young 

generation had never heard off. 

The day of the strangers' arrival came sooner than expected. 

A group of merchants and builders, dressed in strange clothes 

and carrying heavy equipment, arrived at the village's edge. 

The villagers gathered in silence, standing tall and resolute. 

Musa stepped forward, his heart beating in his chest and 

Joshua stood beside him, with an imposing figure of wisdom 

and strength. 

The outsiders looked at the gathered crowd with surprise, 

sensing the intensity in the air. They had come in disguise 

seeking to trade and to claim the land, but they had not 

expected to be met with such resistance. Musa stepped 

forward, his voice calm but firm. 

‘This land is sacred,’ Musa said. ‘It has been protected by our 

ancestors and it is protected by us. If you seek to take it, you 

will have to answer to the forces that govern it—the forest, 

the rain, the animals and the spirits.’  

The outsiders hesitated, their eyes flicking from Musa to 

Joshua and the silent villagers who stood like a living wall of 

protection. 

And so, the battle for Muciongai’s future began—not with 

weapons, but with the strength of the land itself and the unity 
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of the people who had long understood the true meaning of 

home. The outsiders, though initially taken aback by Musa’s 

declaration, were not easily swayed. The group of merchants 

and builders, led by a man named Nicholas, looked at one 

another, sizing up the villagers who stood before them. The 

air was thick with tension, the weight of the moment pressing 

heavily on everyone present.  

Nicholas, a man of middle years with a weathered face, 

cleared his throat. ‘I understand you hold this land dear, but 

we are not here to destroy it. We’ve heard stories of 

Muciongai, of its prosperity and peace. We simply wish to 

invest in it, build a road that connects you to the wider world 

and perhaps introduce more trade.’  

Musa’s gaze did not waver. ‘This land does not need the 

world’s trade. It has all it needs. The forest gives us 

everything. The rain nourishes us. The animals teach us. What 

more is there to gain?’  

Nicholas looked uncomfortable, sensing that his words were 

falling flat. The villagers of Muciongai were no strangers to 

trade; they sold their honey, herbs, cattle and handmade 

crafts to the neighbouring villages. But they had always done 

so on their own terms, maintaining the balance between the 

natural world and their livelihoods. They were not interested 

in opening themselves up to the dangers of modernization—

machines that tore at the earth, factories that polluted the air 

and cities that swallowed everything in their path. 
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‘We understand that you cherish the land,’ Nicholas 

continued, his tone softening. ‘But the world is changing. 

Progress is inevitable. You cannot live forever in isolation, not 

when there is so much potential for growth.’  

One of the older women from the village, Maama, stepped 

forward, her weathered face etched with years of wisdom. 

She had lived in Muciongai her entire life and had witnessed 

the passing of many seasons. Her hair, once dark, was now 

silvery grey, but her eyes still burned with the fierce light of 

someone who had seen the land at its best and worst. 

‘You speak of growth, but what kind of growth?’  Maama 

asked, her voice carrying the weight of centuries of 

knowledge. ‘We have lived here in harmony with the land for 

generations. What you call ‘progress’ will destroy the very 

soul of this place. The earth will no longer give freely; the 

animals will retreat; the rains may stop. We know you are the 

ones who have killed our elephants deep in the forest and 

now you are here calling it progress. This is not the growth we 

seek.’  

Nicholas’s face tightened. It was clear that the villagers were 

not going to back down. He shifted uncomfortably on his feet, 

casting a glance at his companions. There was unease in the 

air; they had expected a warm reception, but instead, they 

had found themselves standing before a wall of resistance. He 

had heard rumours that Muciongai was a place of great 

mystical significance, but he hadn’t expected it to be so... real. 
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There was something about the land, something about the 

villagers, that made him hesitate. 

‘We are not your enemies,’ he said, his voice tinged with 

frustration. ‘We only wish to help, to bring Muciongai into the 

future.’  

‘You don’t understand,’ Musa replied, his voice steady. ‘The 

future we want is one that honours the past. We will not 

trade the soul of our land for the promise of riches.’  

The silence that followed was thick with emotion. Musa, 

though young, spoke with the authority of someone much 

older and the villagers recognized that he had become the 

leader they needed. They trusted him, as they had always 

trusted the land and now, they would stand by him. It was 

clear that the outsiders would not be able to buy their way in. 

No amount of money, promises, or machinery could change 

the hearts of those who had known the true meaning of living 

in balance with nature. 

Kioni’s low rumble broke the silence. The elder, who had 

remained calm throughout the exchange, let out a deep 

sound that resonated in the stillness of the valley. It was as if 

the forest itself was speaking through him, a reminder of the 

power that lay in the earth beneath their feet. ‘We have 

heard you have killed our elephants and rattled the spirits of 

our forests with your machines’. ‘We will not allow that’ We 

will fight for our forest, its animals and its gods’  



26 
 

Nicholas took a step back, instinctively sensing that there was 

more to this situation than he had initially understood. He had 

travelled to many places, dealt with many people, but he had 

never encountered such resistance—a resistance not born 

out of hostility, but out of deep love for the land. He had 

underestimated the power of Muciongai. 

‘We can offer you something,’ Nicholas said, trying to salvage 

the situation. ‘We are willing to build roads, yes, but we will 

also bring in experts who can help you maintain the forests, 

protect the animals and preserve the rain. We can work 

together.’  

But Maama was firm. ‘You cannot offer what we already have. 

You cannot buy the spirits of the land, nor can you control the 

forces that govern nature. You do not understand this place 

and you do not understand its power.’  

Musa could feel the pulse of the earth beneath his feet, a 

subtle hum that seemed to echo from the deepest roots of 

the trees. It was the heartbeat of Muciongai, the pulse of the 

ancient land that had given life to his people for generations. 

He could not, in good conscience, allow that to be destroyed 

by the greed of those who did not understand. 

‘This is not about what you can offer us,’ Musa said softly. ‘It 

is about what we can offer the world in a different way. We 

don’t need your roads or your factories. We need to keep our 



27 
 

connection to the earth alive, to protect it for those who will 

come after us.’  

A heavy silence fell over the group. The villagers stood 

together; their faces set with quiet determination. Musa’s 

words had struck a chord and it seemed that even the 

outsiders could not help but feel the weight of what was at 

stake. Nicholas took a deep breath, his earlier arrogance now 

replaced by something akin to respect. 

‘You’re right,’ Nicholas said, his voice quieter now. ‘Perhaps 

I’ve misunderstood. I did not come here to cause harm, but it 

seems I have underestimated the strength of this place.’  

Musa nodded. ‘No one can take Muciongai unless we let 

them. This village will stand, not because of machines or 

roads, but because of the bond we share with the land.’  

As the sun began to set behind the hills, casting long shadows 

over the village, the outsiders made their decision. They 

would not build the roads, nor would they attempt to take the 

land or poach its animals in disguise. It was clear that 

Muciongai was not a place to be exploited. It was a place that 

demanded respect and for the first time, Nicholas and his 

companions understood that. 

They left the village that evening, without fanfare, without 

protest, but with a deeper understanding of the strength that 

resided in the land they had sought to conquer. 
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As the villagers gathered around the fire that night, Musa 

stood beside Joshua, looking out over the vast forest that 

stretched before them. The stars above were brighter than 

ever and the soft rustle of the leaves in the wind sounded like 

a lullaby to his ears. For the first time in a long while, he felt at 

peace. 

‘We have won,’ Maama said softly, her voice full of pride. 

Musa nodded. ‘We have not just won for ourselves, but for 

the future. The forest is ours to protect and we will never let it 

fall into the hands of those who do not understand its value.’  

The full moon rose high in the sky, bathing the village in its 

silvery light. The music of drums and flutes filled the air as the 

villagers danced to celebrate their victory—not of battle, but 

of spirit. The connection between the people of Muciongai 

and the land had proven stronger than any outside force. 

Together, they had protected their home, their way of life and 

the sacred balance that had kept them thriving for 

generations. 

In the days that followed, Muciongai remained a place of 

peace, where the ancient bond between the people and the 

earth was unbroken. The forest continued to thrive, the rains 

continued to fall and the village continued to prosper in its 

own quiet way. Musa, now recognized as a leader of his 

people, walked the paths of the forest with Joshua by his side, 

knowing that the future of Muciongai was in safe hands. The 
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wisdom of the elders, the strength of the land and the unity of 

the people would always stand as a testament to the enduring 

power of harmony between humankind and nature. 

And so, Muciongai endured—a village of plenty, a village of 

peace and a village of sacred connection to the earth that 

nourished it. 

 

 

Chapter 4: Characters of the Forest and the 

Hidden Message 
Muciongai was not just a human village; it was a world shared 

with a vast array of creatures. The forest was alive, each tree, 

rock and stream holding its own story. The animals of the land 

were not wild, untamed beasts but members of a greater 

community, partners in the shared life of the land. 

Among these creatures were the mighty elephants, with their 

graceful movements and wise eyes. They had been guardians 

of the forest for centuries, their large, gentle feet treading 

paths carved long ago. Mauru, Musa’s closest friend, was the 

elder of the herd, a towering figure who carried the 

knowledge of generations in his heavy frame. He moved 

slowly, each step deliberate and seemed to have an unspoken 

understanding of the balance between humans and nature. 
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Then there were the playful gazelles, whose speed and grace 

were matched only by their mischievous nature. They would 

often leap joyfully in the meadows, darting in and out of the 

underbrush, their laughter-like calls echoing through the 

trees. The gazelles were quick to sense danger, their 

movements light and swift, but they also brought joy to the 

village, their carefree existence a symbol of the harmony that 

Muciongai once enjoyed. 

The hyenas, often misunderstood by outsiders, brought a 

different kind of energy to the land. With their sharp minds 

and a sense of humour, they played an integral role in the 

balance of the forest. The hyenas could often be found in the 

late hours of the night, their laughter ringing out like the 

sound of distant bells, as they gathered in groups, working 

together to solve their problems and maintain the delicate 

balance between species. 

The birds, too, were storytellers. Their songs wove through 

the trees like threads of magic, bringing news from distant 

lands and offering counsel in the rustling of their feathers. The 

owl, wise and knowing, perched high in the trees, watching 

over the village like a silent guardian. Each creature, from the 

tiniest ant to the majestic elephant, played a role in the 

delicate dance of life that defined Muciongai. 

Musa’s bond with these creatures was something unique. He 

had always been able to hear their voices, not just in the 

sound of their calls, but in the vibrations of the earth beneath 

his feet. He could feel their presence, their moods, their 
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stories. He often wondered if this gift was a blessing or a 

curse, for it not only gave him knowledge of the forest’s 

secrets but also an overwhelming responsibility to protect it.  

One day a crow and a hornbill had a rare ferocious fight that 

left the villagers dismayed. The crow’s family witnessed the 

fight and quickly joined in and when they were almost 

overcoming the hornbill, a flock of hornbills left their 

sumptuous fig tree fruit meal and quickly hurried to save the 

distressed hornbill. The two types of birds were for long 

known to have mutual respect for each other and hardly did 

they engage in fights. The villagers saw this as a change of 

mood and maybe a sign of incoming conflicts in the land. 

One day, while sitting beneath an ancient fig tree, Musa found 

himself lost in thought when a young gazelle approached. Her 

coat was a soft mix of brown and white and her eyes gleamed 

with curiosity. Off course, she didn’t speak in words, but Musa 

could sense her excitement. 

‘Something has changed,’ Musa thought, closing his eyes as 

he listened to her in his unique way. She turned and bounded 

off, her feet barely touching the ground. He followed her, a 

sense of unease creeping up his spine. He was feeling the 

balance, he knew, was fragile and soon, he would learn just 

how fragile it truly was. Musa curiously followed the young 

gazelle through the dense thicket, her movements swift and 

fluid, barely leaving a trace behind. He followed her through a 

series of winding paths, the trees thickening around him as 

they ventured deeper into the heart of the forest. Musa could 
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feel the earth beneath his feet growing warmer, the air 

heavier, as though the very forest itself was holding its breath. 

The usual melody of birdsong seemed muted, replaced by an 

unsettling stillness. 

As they reached a clearing, Musa’s heart skipped a beat. In 

the centre of the glade stood a massive stone, worn smooth 

by centuries of rain and wind, its surface etched with ancient 

symbols that Musa knew well. It was an altar, a sacred place 

that had been abandoned by the villagers for generations. But 

now, something had disturbed it. A large, jagged rock lay 

cracked at the base, its pieces scattered around the clearing. 

The once-vibrant vines that had climbed the stone had 

withered, their leaves yellowing as if the life had been drained 

from them. 

Musa approached cautiously, his eyes scanning the area for 

signs of disturbance. The gazelle stood at the edge of the 

clearing, her ears flicking nervously. Musa could sense the 

shift in the forest's energy. He was frazzled by the change of 

the rock that couldn’t be explained. 

He knelt beside the altar, running his fingers along the etched 

symbols. They were still warm to the touch and for a brief 

moment, he thought he could hear the whispers of the 

forest’s spirits, faint but insistent. The voices seemed to be 

calling to him, urging him to listen. And then, just as quickly as 

it had come, the feeling passed. The stillness returned, but it 
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was now a deeper kind of silence, one that carried with it the 

weight of something unknown and ominous. 

Musa stood up; his brow furrowed in thought. Suddenly, he 

heard Mauru’s voice rumbling from the direction of the 

sacred river Kuuru. Mauru’s presence was suddenly a comfort 

and Musa turned, hoping the wise elephant might offer some 

insight into what had occurred here. He didn’t have to wait 

long. From behind the trees, Mauru emerged, his large frame 

moving with the slow, deliberate grace that was characteristic 

of his age and wisdom. 

The elephant’s trunk stretched toward Musa and the young 

man placed his hand on it, feeling the warmth of the 

elephant’s spirit. There was a quiet understanding between 

them, a bond forged over years of companionship and mutual 

respect. Mauru had healed his earlier wounds and had always 

been a protector, not just of the village, but of the very soul of 

the land itself. Musa could sense that the elephant knew what 

had happened here—and that it was not something to be 

taken lightly. 

Mauru let out a low, rumbling sound again, his deep voice 

vibrating through Musa’s chest. The elder elephant turned 

and began to move away, his heavy steps creating a gentle 

thud against the earth but seeming like signalling Musa to 

follow him. Musa followed him, his mind racing with 

questions. As they walked, Mauru’s trunk moved to gently 
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push aside the branches of a dense thicket, revealing a hidden 

path that Musa had never noticed before. 

The path was narrow, winding and overgrown with thick 

vines, but Musa felt an overwhelming urge to follow it. There 

was a sense of urgency in Mauru’s movements, a quiet 

determination that pushed Musa forward. As they walked 

deeper into the forest, the air grew cooler and the sounds 

from the village seemed to fade away, replaced by the soft 

rustle of leaves and the distant calls of unseen creatures. 

After what felt like hours, they reached a secluded part of the 

forest that Musa had never seen before. The trees here were 

ancient, their trunks thick with age, their roots twisted and 

gnarled like the fingers of long-forgotten gods. The ground 

was soft beneath their feet, covered in a carpet of moss that 

seemed to glow faintly in the dim light. At the centre of the 

clearing stood a massive tree, its branches stretching high into 

the sky, its leaves shimmering with an iridescent glow. 

This was the heart of the forest, the place where the spirit of 

the land was said to reside. Musa had heard the elders speak 

of it, but he had never ventured this far. He could feel the 

energy pulsing around him, a hum that resonated deep within 

his bones. Mauru stopped in front of the tree, his eyes turning 

toward Musa with an intensity that made his heart race. 

The air was thick with the weight of something ancient, 

something powerful. Musa stepped forward; his gaze fixed on 
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the tree. He could see the faint outline of symbols carved into 

its bark, symbols that seemed to shift and change as he 

looked at them, as though they were alive. As he reached out 

to touch the tree, a wave of warmth surged through him and 

for a moment, he felt as if the very soul of the forest had 

wrapped itself around him. 

Suddenly, a voice, deep and resonant, echoed through the 

clearing. 

‘You have come,’ it said, the words vibrating in Musa’s chest. 

‘This whole heritage of your ancestors is being eaten away. 

The spirit of the land is calling to you.’  

Musa froze, his heart pounding in his chest. The voice was not 

one he had heard before, but it was familiar in a way he 

couldn’t explain. It felt as if the earth itself were speaking, as 

though the trees, the animals and the very soil had all come 

together to communicate with him. 

‘What do you mean?’  Musa asked, his voice trembling slightly 

as he spoke. ‘What is happening?’  

The voice was patient, almost sorrowful. ‘The land is dying. 

The balance of its creatures including us is no longer what it 

once was. The disruption you felt—the desecration of the 

sacred place—it has opened a rift. The force that was once 

kept at bay is now free to move.’  
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Musa’s mind raced. A rift? A force? He could barely 

comprehend the weight of the words, yet something deep 

within him told him that this was no simple matter. He 

concluded that the harmony between the creatures of the 

forest, the humans and the whole ecosystem of Muciongai 

was being tested in ways that he could never have imagined. 

‘What can I do?’  Musa asked, his voice quiet but resolute. 

The tree seemed to shimmer in response, its branches 

swaying gently despite the still air. ‘You are the bridge, Musa. 

You must restore the balance we have known all along, before 

it is too late. The creatures of the forest, the spirits of the 

land—they are all waiting for you. But you will not be alone. 

Trust in your connection to the world around you and you will 

find the path forward.’  

As the voice faded, Musa took a deep breath, trying to absorb 

everything that had just been said. The forest had spoken to 

him and now it was his responsibility to answer. He turned to 

Mauru, who stood silently beside him, the weight of their 

shared understanding hanging between them. 

It was then that Musa realized that this was more than just a 

duty—it was a calling. The forest had chosen him, just as it 

had chosen the elders before him. And now, it was time to 

step into the role that had been waiting for him all along. 
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With a deep breath, Musa nodded to Mauru, signalling that it 

was time to return to the village. The journey ahead would 

not be easy, but he would face it with the wisdom of the 

forest, the strength of his ancestors and the bond he shared 

with the creatures who had always been his family. 

As he made his way back to the village, the sun began to set, 

casting a warm, golden light over the land. Musa felt the 

weight of his responsibility settling in, but also the stirring of 

something greater. The balance of everything in the forest 

and the future of Muciongai, rested in his hands. 

 

Chapter 5: The Emergence of Greed 

As the years passed, the winds of change began to blow 

across Muciongai. The once steady flow of abundance, which 

had characterized the village for generations, seemed to 

falter. The sacred harmony between humanity and the land, 

once unbroken, began to show cracks. Whispers of a new way 

of life crept into the hearts of the villagers, especially among 

the younger generation. The peaceful coexistence with the 

forest, which had been the foundation of the village’s 

prosperity, was now being viewed through a different lens. It 

was no longer about reverence for the land and its gifts but 

about how to exploit them for personal gain. 
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What had once been seen as a paradise—a place of balance 

and mutual respect—was slowly turning into a battleground. 

The villagers, once united in their reverence for the forest and 

its creatures, now found themselves divided. A small but 

growing faction of ambitious men, hungry for wealth, began 

to see Muciongai's natural wealth as something to be 

exploited. The sacred honey, the fertile land, the forest 

itself—all of it was no longer viewed as a gift to be cherished, 

but as a resource to be harvested, sold and profited from. 

It began subtly, almost imperceptibly. A few men, 

emboldened by the prospect of wealth, started cutting down 

trees on the outskirts of the forest to the amazement of the 

elders. ‘The forest will grow back,’ they assured the elders, 

‘and the money we earn will ensure that the village thrives.’  

These men were optimistic, believing that a small amount of 

deforestation would not cause harm. They argued that the 

money raised from selling the timber and charcoal could fund 

improvements for the village, buying new tools, building 

better homes and offering more to the younger generation. 

Jomo was among the group of young men who had just 

finished his secondary education and he was visibly relentless 

on his ambitions. It was alleged that Jomo and other fellow 

young people had met the traders who had earlier visited the 

village led by Nicholas and a strategy to exploit the village 

resources with promises of cash gain had been crafted and 

the young people were now determined on this more than 

ever before.  
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The elders, though wary, hesitated to speak out. They had 

lived long enough to know the value of patience and caution, 

but they were also hesitant to challenge the ambitions of the 

youth. After all, they had grown up in a time of prosperity and 

perhaps there was some merit in the idea that the village 

could evolve. Musa, however did not agree with the silence of 

the elders, he vehemently voiced his concerns and what the 

spirits of the forest had whispered to him but everyone 

except Maama turned a deaf ear on his words. 

The young men started it off without further delay. The 

traders led by the young men came with a road grader and 

excavated the soil making roads leading to the forest. The 

young men were given Machetes and were taught how to use 

power saws by Duncan who was a confidant of Nicholas. The 

mission started immediately and the silent village was no 

longer calm as falling trees and cries of machines rattled the 

air. As more and more trees fell and larger swathes of forest 

were cleared for timber and charcoal and make way for new 

crops and cattle, the balance that had sustained Muciongai 

for centuries began to shift. 

Deep down in the forest, Nicholas had recruited some other 

three young men as poachers and shown them how to use 

guns to kill elephants for ivory. Every day a villager who had 

ventured deep into the forest would report of seeing a 

carcass of a dead elephant and villagers would dismiss it as 

due to old age, decease or something else. Musa’s spirit grew 

weak but he was determined. Out fear of losing Mauru, he 
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made sure he looked for him every day. The poachers had 

been guided by Nicholas not to kill Mauru, so as not to raise 

alarm to the villagers when they don’t see him as he was very 

frequent at the forest edge. Musa had noticed Mauru always 

looked scared and knew that something was deeply disturbing 

both of them. 

The change didn’t happen overnight. At first, it was subtle—

small decisions that seemed harmless. The young men filled 

with the kind of enthusiasm that only the young can possess, 

continued to convince the elders that their actions were 

harmless. ‘The forest will grow back,’ they said, ‘and the 

timber we sell will help the village thrive.’  The idea of turning 

a profit was a new concept to many and the elders, while 

sceptical, allowed it to happen. They reasoned that the 

resources would regenerate, that the balance of nature would 

endure, that it was, perhaps, a new era for Muciongai. After 

all, the forest had always provided and surely, it would 

continue to do so. Musa and Maama continued to voice their 

dissent on the destruction and poaching but the elders were 

kept busy by the small gifts they received from the young men 

and could not make sense of any of their utterances. 

But as the trees began to fall and more elephants and other 

animals continued to be poached, the villagers didn’t notice 

the subtle shift in the forest’s mood. The animals, too, began 

to act differently. Musa, who had always shared a deep bond 

with the animals, noticed these changes first. His gift—his 

ability to communicate with the creatures of the forest—had 
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always been a source of pride and connection. He could hear 

the animals’ voices, feel their moods and sense their needs.  

 The land was growing tired. The animals that had once 

thrived in abundance started to disappear, retreating deeper 

into the forest where humans no longer ventured. The 

elephants, once frequent visitors to the village, now moved 

further into the heart of the forest, their paths growing 

distant from the homes they once passed with ease. The 

gazelles, once a common sight bounding across the meadows, 

began to be seen less and less. Even the birds, once so loud 

with their songs, seemed quieter now. 

Musa watched in horror as the harmony that had defined his 

entire life began to crumble. His gift of understanding the 

animals—the deep, intuitive bond he shared with them—was 

becoming a burden. He could feel the creatures' confusion, 

their fear, their growing restlessness. Their once vibrant 

spirits were dulled by the disruption of their environment. The 

familiar rhythms of nature were being disrupted and Musa 

was left helpless as he witnessed the changes unfold. 

The elders, too, began to notice the signs, but they were 

divided. Some who had been given some monies by the young 

men, insisted that the land would heal, that the forest was 

strong enough to withstand the changes. Others, like Musa’s 

grandfather, Baabu, knew better. He had lived long enough to 

see the cycles of the land and understood that the delicate 

balance between man and nature was not something to be 
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taken lightly. He would often remind Musa of a lesson he had 

learned long ago: ‘Greed is like fire, my boy. At first, it warms 

you, but before long, it consumes everything you love.’  

Musa had heard these words countless times throughout his 

life, but they had never held the weight they did now. As he 

watched the land slowly change, he began to see the truth in 

his grandfather’s warning. The village, once a paradise of 

peace and plenty, was beginning to suffer the consequences 

of human desire. The forest, the animals and even the people 

were feeling the effects of greed. 

It was not just the land that was changing—the people of 

Muciongai were changing as well. The once tight-knit 

community, bound by a shared understanding of their 

relationship with the forest, was now divided. The elders, 

though they tried to hold onto the old ways, found 

themselves losing influence as the younger generations, eager 

to embrace progress, began to rise in power. The old songs 

and dances that once celebrated the sacred bond between 

the village and the land were now seen as outdated, old-

fashioned. In their place, new songs were sung—songs about 

money, wealth and progress. The spirit of cooperation, once 

so central to the village’s way of life, was being replaced by 

competition. People began to fight for resources and the once 

bountiful honey, which had been collected with gratitude and 

respect, was now being replaced by timber and charcoal to be 

sold far beyond the village’s borders. 
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The honey trees, which had once thrived in the heart of the 

forest, began to fall under the cut of the axes and power 

saws. The bees, too, seemed to be leaving, their hives 

abandoned, their swarms now fewer and fewer. The sacred 

trees were felled in the pursuit of greater harvests and as the 

trees fell, so did the untouched benefits of the forests. Jomo 

and his friends had severally and secretly met with Nicholas 

and his group of traders and they had made a pact on timber 

and charcoal from the forests and ivory. It was now clear that 

the desire to fell more trees and kill more elephants for 

money could not be calmed by mere talk with elders. 

The once rich soil began to yield fewer crops as the land was 

overworked and over-farmed. The forest, though vast, began 

to shrink as more trees were felled for timber, charcoal and 

firewood. The balance that had sustained Muciongai for 

centuries was beginning to unravel and the villagers were 

blind to the consequences of their actions. The old way of 

life—the delicate dance between humans, animals and the 

land—was now a distant memory, something spoken of, in 

hushed tones by the elders, but no longer truly understood by 

the younger generation. 

Musa felt it more keenly than most. He had always known 

that the forest was alive, that it spoke to him in ways that 

others could not hear. He had always understood that the 

animals, the trees, the land itself, were not just resources to 

be exploited, but sacred partners in the dance of life. But 

now, as he wandered through the quieting forest, he felt the 
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land slipping away from him, as though the very heartbeat of 

Muciongai was growing faint.  

Musa’s mind raced with questions—what had gone wrong? 

How could they have come so far from the old ways? He knew 

that the village was on the brink of destruction and yet, he did 

not know how to stop it. The elders had spoken of change, of 

progress, but they had never anticipated the kind of greed 

that had now taken root in the hearts of their people. They 

had never imagined that the villagers would seek to bend the 

land to their will, to take and take without thought for the 

future. 

The ultimate tragedy of Muciongai, Musa feared, was no 

longer a distant threat. It was already upon them. The battle 

for resources had begun and with it, the death of the village’s 

way of life. Musa’s heart broke as he realized that the balance 

between man and nature, which had sustained Muciongai for 

so long, was now being torn apart. The greedy desires of the 

few were poisoning the land and the spirits of the forest—

once so full of life and wisdom—were now retreating into the 

shadows, leaving Muciongai to face the consequences of their 

actions alone. 

Musa and Maama occasionally met to mourn in silence, they 

also continued to undertake their advocacy roles and 

although some elders had ignored them at the beginning, 

Kioni and Baabu started to support them openly and echoed 

their concerns to the elders. 
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The sun had long set on the golden days of Muciongai. What 

was once a place of peace, where humans and nature lived in 

harmony, had begun to feel the pull of an unrelenting change. 

As the years passed, what was whispers of a new way of life 

began to seep through the village and with it, an undercurrent 

of ambition that was hard to ignore, had come true. The soil 

of Muciongai, once revered as a living entity that gave freely, 

started to decline its generosity as the years passed on. The 

trees, which had provided shelter, honey and sustenance for 

generations, were now just timber to be sold. The once-

bountiful forest was no longer the sacred space it had once 

been. It was a resource to be mined, to be exploited, to make 

life ‘better,’ or so the younger generations believed. 

Mauru had always been a calming presence, when he 

interacted with villagers but now seemed troubled. The great 

elephant, who had once wandered freely between the village 

and the forest, now moved with a quiet caution. He would 

spend hours standing at the edge of the forest, watching the 

men cut the trees down, his great tusks brushing against the 

bark of the ancient trees as if trying to impart some final, 

desperate message. One day, Mauru encountered with 

Nicholas and his friends when they had come to carry logs 

with his truck via the new road they had excavated through 

the forest. The logs were gathered by the young men on the 

road side and they were busy loading them into the truck. 

Mauru seemed visibly annoyed by the sight of Nicholas and 

the young men and acted in way that scared everyone. He 

roared loudly as he walked steadily towards them and as they 
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scampered for safety, he used his strength and pushed the 

heavy truck to roll down the valley. Nicholas and his friends 

were so scared that they retired back to the village and 

aborted the mission for the day.  

The men who had started the cutting the trees were not 

content with a small harvest. As their profits grew, so did their 

ambitions. No longer content with timber alone, they began 

clearing larger tracts of land for crops. ‘More land, more 

crops, more wealth for Muciongai!’  they would say, 

convincing others to join in the enterprise. The once lush 

forests, home to countless species, were now being reduced 

to barren fields. What had once been a lush ecosystem, 

where each tree, animal and river played a crucial role, was 

now being replaced by rows of crops. Donkey carts would 

traffic the forest day and night to carry its resources of 

timber, charcoal and the new discovered resources of foot-big 

potatoes, maize and beans. The harvests were bumper but 

soon the villagers were to realize something different. 

As the sacred trees were being felled to make room for fields 

and with them, the bees left as the loggers approached. Some 

few conservative elders including Baabu and Kioni continued 

to speak of the old ways, of the sacred relationship between 

the forest and the villagers, but their warnings were ignored 

in the face of the growing profits.  

The soil, too, began to show signs of strain as the run off 

erosion from the area cleared with trees approached the 
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village with floods. Over-farming had begun to take its toll. 

The once rich and fertile land, which had sustained the 

villagers for generations, now yielded fewer crops. The 

villagers worked harder, but the land gave less. The sacred 

bond between the people and the earth was starting to 

wither, just like the crops that grew less abundant each 

season. The government noticed that the villagers had cleared 

the land way too late. To the surprise of the villagers, the area 

forest warden-Mr. Tamaa, who was sent by government to 

assess the situation, started asking villagers for money so that 

they can be allocated fertile land in the forest rather than 

farm the tired land of the village. The villagers rushed to give 

Kshs 3,000 each, to get this new land that was once the 

source of their peace and content as a community but now an 

individual treasure.  

Musa felt the weight of this change deeply. The forest, the 

animals, the land—they were all part of him. He had been 

raised to understand the balance between humanity and 

nature, to honour it and protect it. But now, that balance was 

being threatened, not by forces beyond their control, but by 

the very people who had once lived in harmony with it. He 

could feel the growing tension in the air, the sense that 

something terrible was brewing just beneath the surface. 

‘Greed is like fire,’ his grandfather, Baabu, would repeat this 

again as he continued to lament again. ‘At first, it warms you, 

but before long, it consumes everything you love.’  Musa who 

had heard those words countless times from Baabu could not 
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help but feel the anger of how the village elders had failed his 

ambitions. The village, once a place of harmony and 

abundance, was being consumed by greed. The ambitions of a 

few were now poisoning the land that had given so much to 

them. The harmony that had once defined Muciongai was 

now a distant memory. 

The elders, although troubled, did not know how to stop the 

tide of change. They had lived through many seasons, seen 

many cycles of growth and loss, but this was different. This 

wasn’t the natural ebb and flow of the land; it was something 

darker, something born of human desire. The village was no 

longer united in its reverence for the forest. The younger 

generations saw the land as something to be conquered, to 

be bent to their will. The old ways, the ways that had 

sustained Muciongai for generations, were now dismissed as 

outdated and inefficient. 

One day, as Maama was heading to Muciongai river to fetch 

water, she met with Jomo and his friends walking into the 

forests with axes, machetes and power saws for their daily 

deforestation work. Maama screamed loudly and started 

throwing curses at Jomo and friends ’You enemies of our land, 

I curse you barren empty-headed evil children. You have killed 

our heritage, destroyed our land and its resources in the 

name of the new clothes and shoes you are now wearing. 

Don’t you feel ashamed that everyone is crying because of 

your greed’ Jomo and friends lowered their heads and walked 
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faster into the forest without uttering a word but deeply 

wounded by Maama’s words. 

Musa knew that the forest would not remain silent much 

longer. He could hear it in the rustling leaves, in the cry of the 

wind through the trees. The animals were retreating further 

into the forest and soon, they would have nowhere else to go. 

The land was growing tired and if the villagers did not change 

their ways, it would not be long before Muciongai itself would 

cease to exist in the way it always had. 

One night, after another day of cutting and clearing, Musa 

stood at the edge of the village, watching the stars twinkle 

above. The sound of a distant hyena’s laugh echoed through 

the trees, a reminder that, even now, the creatures of the 

forest were still present, still trying to hold on. Musa could 

hear the faint murmur of the animals in the distance, their 

voices growing softer, as if retreating into the shadows. 

As Musa stood there, under the vast sky, he felt the weight of 

responsibility settle heavily on his shoulders. He could no 

longer stand by and watch the village he loved destroy itself. 

The land had always given freely, but now, it was time for the 

villagers to give back. The only question that remained was 

whether they would listen before it was too late. Would they 

remember the old ways, the balance that had once sustained 

them, or would they allow their greed to consume everything 

they had ever known? Musa knew that the future of 

Muciongai depended on the choices they made in the days to 
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come. The harmony of the land, once so strong, was now 

greatly threatened. And time was running out. As the night 

fell darker, Musa walked and looked for Jomo and friends who 

had returned from the forest and once again tried to convince 

them that what they were doing was destructive to the 

ecosystem. As he had suspected, the young men could hear 

none of his words but were busy with their new culture of 

listening to radio music and chewing of a local herb-khat as 

they discussed how much money they had made for the day. 

Musa retired to his bed feeling excruciating pain of loss in the 

depth of his heart. 

 

Chapter 6: The Real Fall of Muciongai 

The village of Muciongai, once a place of peace and 

abundance, now seemed to exist in a state of mourning. The 

laughter that had echoed through its meadows, the joy that 

had filled its nightly dances and the harmonious relationship 

between its people and the land all seemed like distant 

memories. Now, the village appeared shrouded in a sense of 

impending doom. It was as if the very earth was holding its 

breath, waiting for something terrible to happen. Donkey 

carts loaded with charcoal and timber trouped from the forest 

to the village road into the awaiting tracks day and night to 

deliver their loads to trucks awaiting by the forest edge. 
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The cool fresh air-filled mornings were replaced by clouds of 

smoke bellowing from the endless charcoal graves. The forest 

from a distance looked like a furnace and hell of smoke. The 

air would choke villagers every morning as carbon dioxide-rich 

air thronged the village. The elders resigned in their efforts to 

deter further deforestation approached the government 

officials but it was cries to deaf ears. The administrators 

remained ignorant and non-committal to the calls by elders 

for action. The forest officer continued to assure the villagers 

that the land would be demarcated for individual ownership 

and thereafter villagers will plant their own trees at will. The 

villagers in turn paid more money to the forest officer for 

more forest land once the demarcation starts. 

The first signs of the land’s decline were subtle. The rains, 

which had once come regularly and generously, began to 

dwindle. The seasons no longer felt as predictable and the 

skies remained stubbornly clear, offering no reprieve from the 

blistering heat. The crops, once vibrant and lush, withered 

beneath the intense sun. The fields, which had always yielded 

an abundance of food, now stood barren and dry, the soil 

cracked and brittle. The Muciongai stream and other streams 

that once bubbled with fresh, life-giving water ran low and 

slow, with their beds turning to dust. The lifeblood of 

Muciongai was running dry and no one seemed to know how 

to stop it. 

As the land grew more parched, the animals began to retreat 

to far areas. The once-plentiful herds of gazelles, the flocks of 
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birds that filled the sky and the majestic elephants that had 

roamed freely between the village and the forest all began to 

move deeper into the wilderness and would only re-appear to 

the village at night to steal and destroy any crops surviving in 

the village farms. Everyone could sense the decline of the 

land—the subtle changes in the air, the absence of the 

nourishing rains, the scarcity of food. The once harmonious 

relationship between the villagers and the animals began to 

fray. 

Musa had spent his entire life listening to the stories of the 

forest, feeling the pulse of the earth beneath his feet, 

communicating with the creatures that shared his world. But 

now, he could feel a deeper sorrow in the air, an unspoken 

tension between the animals and the humans. The animals 

were now getting hostile and their restlessness was palpable. 

It was as if they were preparing for something. Musa could 

hear their voices in the wind, but their calls were different 

now—full of fear, confusion and loss. 

The worst blow came when some sacred trees, the towering 

giants that had given the village so much over the years, were 

felled. These trees were more than just a source of timber; 

they were the very heart of the forest. For generations, they 

had been revered, their bliss a symbol of the land’s bounty, 

their presence an anchor that held the village’s delicate 

balance with nature. But greed, insatiable and blind, had crept 

into the hearts of the villagers. The young men, eager for 

profit, decided to cut down the trees. ‘The forest will 
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regenerate,’ they argued. ‘The money we make will help us 

survive this drought.’  The young men lived large with monies 

gotten from the sale of timber and charcoal. They rode brand 

new bicycles and roamed the village with latest walk radios 

and fashionable clothing bought from the new merchants 

who had opened shops near the village. They defined trends 

and could occasionally meet over the weekend for a decent 

drinking moment in the local bars after a week of tedious 

logging. 

The villagers, desperate to hold on to the wealth they had 

known, began to fight over what little remained. There were 

whispers of selling more timber, of cutting deeper into the 

forest, but the land was already beginning to show signs of 

wear. The village was now on the verge of extinction and 

everyone could now sense it. 

As the animals retreated further into the forest, the village 

faced a new enemy: hunger. Crops failed and the food stores 

began to dwindle. The villagers turned on one another, 

desperate for what little remained. Families fought for water, 

for land, for food. The balance that had existed for so long 

was now shattered and the village that had once thrived on 

cooperation and respect for nature now teetered on the end 

of itself. 

The human-wildlife conflicts escalated. The animals, driven by 

hunger and desperation, wandered closer to the village. They 

were looking for farms where crops and cattle had been left 
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unprotected and this time they were coming not as friends 

but hunters and gatherers for their survival. The gazelles 

trampled the fields, the hyenas attacked the cattle and even 

the elephants, once peaceful and majestic, wandered too 

close to the village, searching for food and shelter in the 

village trees and crops. The villagers, their patience worn thin, 

began to resort to violence. The once peaceful coexistence 

between humans and animals had turned into open conflict. 

The elders, led by Baabu and Maama, called for a return to 

the old ways. They urged the villagers to remember the 

balance, to respect the land and the creatures that shared it 

with them. But by now, the damage had been done. The 

greed that had taken root in the hearts of the younger 

generation was too strong. The elders’ calls for unity, for a 

return to the sacred bond with nature, fell on deaf ears. A big 

percentage of the villagers now had already made their 

choice. They had chosen to exploit the land, to harvest its 

wealth without understanding the consequences. 

One fateful night, as if the land itself had reached its breaking 

point, a fire broke out in the forest. No one knew exactly how 

it started—some said it was a spark from the villagers’ burning 

fields or from the graves made by young men preparing 

charcoal, while others believed it was caused by a lightning 

strike due to the wrath of the gods. But whatever the cause, 

the fire spread quickly. The flames roared through the forest, 

consuming everything in its path. The remaining sacred trees, 

which had stood for centuries, were reduced to ashes. The 
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once lush and vibrant forest, home to countless creatures, 

was now a charred wasteland. 

The fire destroyed acres of the remaining sacred forest and 

many of the animals perished in the flames. The weak 

elephants, the gazelles, the hyenas—none of them could 

escape the inferno. The forest, which had been the heart of 

Muciongai, was now a memory. The land, once rich and full of 

life, was now a barren, desolate expanse. The villagers, who 

had once lived in harmony with the land, were now witnesses 

to the destruction they had caused. 

The loss was immeasurable. It was not just the destruction of 

the forest—it was the unravelling of everything that 

Muciongai had been. The small and slow animals that could 

not out-run the spread of the fire all perished. The village, 

once known for its prosperity, was now struggling to survive. 

The rains, which had once been a regular gift from the 

heavens, had ceased entirely. The crops were gone, the bees 

were gone and the land was exhausted. The once vibrant 

village was now a shell of its former self, haunted by the 

ghosts of what had been. 

The villagers were devastated, not just by the fire, but by the 

realization that they had destroyed the very thing that had 

sustained them for generations. They had taken too much and 

now the land was asking for something in return. But it was 

too late. The balance had been lost and with it, the soul of 

Muciongai. Kioni the revered wise elder could not eat 
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anything for a week that he was seen outside his hut.  After 

days of thoughtful moments on the destruction meted on the 

only land he knew as his home, he finally committed suicide 

and the village fell into unimaginable grief. The villagers 

buried him with a lot of pain and some young men started 

feeling the consequences of their greed but others shrugged-

off that Kioni might have died because of natural reasons. 

Maama continued to curse Jomo and his friends once they 

encounter each other and some of the villagers now started 

demonizing them and tagging them as villains of the village. 

Musa spent a week mourning in his hut too and could not 

speak to anyone for a month. When he came out and visited 

the charred forest, he could not hide his grief when he sighted 

at the burnt bones of animals, he dearly cherished. 

Joshua who had remained silent during the destruction of the 

forest by fellow young men and somehow seemed to support 

their course but afraid to show Musa, could not get courage 

to face the village anymore. He quietly walked out of the 

village to an unknown place and was never seen again. 

The fall of Muciongai was not just the destruction of the 

land—it was the unravelling of a way of life. The villagers had 

been given everything they needed, but their greed had led 

them to take more than they could ever repay. And now, the 

land was silent, its cries unheard. The once abundant forests, 

the sacred trees, the thriving crops, the joyful animals—were 
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all gone. And in their place, there was nothing but ash, dust 

and the weight of regret. 

The fall of Muciongai was a tragedy—a reminder of the 

fragility of the world and of the cost of greed. It was a story of 

a village that had once flourished, but in its desire to take too 

much, it had destroyed the very thing that had given it life. 

And as the village stood in the ashes of its past, it was left to 

wonder if it could ever rise again. 

The aftermath of the fire was felt by every villager, each 

person left to grapple with their own sense of guilt and loss. 

The once-vibrant fields, the heartbeat of Muciongai, were 

now reduced to barren patches of earth. The sacred trees, 

whose honey had been a staple for generations, were gone, 

leaving behind only blackened stumps and memories. There 

was no more sweet nectar from the bees, no more medicinal 

trees, no more shade from gigantic trees and no more 

everything that made Muciongai be. Without all these, the 

village had lost not only its livelihood but also its identity. 

The elders, who had long warned the villagers of the dangers 

of greed, now found themselves at a loss. Baabu, the oldest 

among them, walked through the ruins of the village, his frail 

legs resting gently on the scorched earth. His heart was heavy 

with sorrow, his face drawn with the burden of witnessing the 

collapse of everything he had known. He had spent his life 

protecting the balance of the land, but it seemed that the 

damage had already been done. 
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‘What do we do now?’  one of the elders, a woman named 

Ama, asked softly as she stood beside Baabu. Her voice was 

filled with uncertainty. The usual wisdom she carried in her 

words had been replaced by the bitter reality of the present. 

‘We’ve lost the forest; we’ve lost the animals and now the 

rains don’t come. How can we restore what’s been 

destroyed?’  

Baabu shook his head slowly, his voice barely above a 

whisper. ‘I do not know. But what I do know is that we must 

remember. We must remember the bond we had with the 

earth and the creatures who shared it with us. We must 

honour that bond again, or we will lose everything.’  

Maama could not hide her frustration she lamented ‘I feel like 

we need to sacrifice to the spirits of the destroyed forest 

before anything else. This is unacceptable we need to sacrifice 

and cleanse our children; they have brought disaster to the 

village’ 

The villagers, too, began to feel the weight of their decisions. 

Those who had once pushed for the exploitation of the land 

now wandered in the ashes, stunned by the devastation they 

had helped bring about. They could see now, too late, that 

their ambition had led them astray. The prosperity they had 

once dreamed of had been an illusion, built on the 

destruction of the very forces that had sustained them. They 

had destroyed the forest and in doing so, they had destroyed 

themselves. The young men roamed in the village wearing 
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hats that covered their faces as shame followed them with 

every step. The government officials including the forest 

officer could not step in the village to collect more cash as 

they knew the wrath of the villagers would turn on them. 

They kept-off the village for good. 

Nicholas and his men immediately after the fire sensed 

danger in the village and left the village never to return back 

again even to pick the already felled logs. They had no time to 

bid farewell to the young men and therefore the young men 

felt cheated and guilt of their association with these 

outsiders. Some of the young men felt bitter that Nicholas 

and his team had left without paying them labour for months 

of cutting logs and several tonnes of delivered ivory.  

 Musa also wandered in a daze; his heart shattered. He had 

always been the one who could feel the pulse of the earth, 

who had listened to the voices of the animals and understood 

their needs. But now, there was silence. The animals, his 

friends, had disappeared, fleeing the devastation. The once-

lush forest was now a blackened wasteland and with it, the 

connection Musa had felt with the natural world seemed to 

slip away. 

Mauru, the wise elephant who had been Musa’s closest 

companion for so many years, was gone and gone to nowhere 

traceable. Musa could still hear his low rumbling voice in his 

mind, a voice filled with wisdom and comfort. But now, 

Mauru’s presence was a memory, like the rest of the forest. 
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Musa had not only lost a friend; he had lost the very spirit of 

the land. 

One day, while walking through the charred remains of the 

forest, Musa came across a small group of gazelles. They 

stood together in a clearing, their once-bright eyes now dull 

and filled with sadness. They had no food, no shelter and their 

world had been torn apart. Musa approached them 

cautiously, his heart aching with sorrow. He knelt in the dirt, 

pressing his palms to the earth, trying to sense their thoughts. 

‘I’m sorry,’ Musa whispered, though he knew the gazelles 

could not hear him. The words were meant for himself, for 

the guilt he felt in his heart. ‘I’ve failed you. We’ve all failed.’  

The gazelles looked up at him, their heads tilted, as though 

they, too, were questioning the fate of their world. The world 

that had once been full of harmony and laughter was now 

silent and broken and no one knew how to fix it. 

Days turned into weeks, weeks into months, months into 

years and the village continued to struggle. The crops that had 

once flourished in the rich soil were now sparse and withered. 

The villagers, once united in their respect for the land, were 

now divided, each person looking out for themselves. The 

community that had once thrived on mutual respect and 

shared labour now found itself isolated, as each family fought 

for survival. 
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The elders, in their wisdom, had tried to offer solutions. They 

suggested that the village return to its roots, to rebuild its 

connection with the earth. But the villagers were too 

consumed by their desperation and could not understand 

anything that the elders said. They were caught in a cycle of 

greed and survival and they could not see beyond their 

immediate needs. 

 

Chapter 7: Shadows of Conflict 
The fire was the breaking point for Muciongai. The once 

united community splintered into factions. Some blamed the 

elders for not acting sooner, while others blamed the youth 

for their greed and reckless ambitions. The division was 

palpable and trust among the villagers, once the foundation of 

their community, began to crumble. 

Fear and desperation took root. The villagers, facing food 

shortages, started to fight over what little remained of the 

land’s resources. Cases of robbery, jealousy and open fights 

escalated. Fields that had once been shared were now fought 

over with ferocity and the sense of communal living vanished. 

What was once a harmonious village was now divided, with 

each person out for their own survival. 

The animals, too, became fearful. The elephants, once the 

guardians of the forest, had retreated deep into the 

wilderness, unwilling to risk the violence that had erupted in 

their once-peaceful home. The gazelles moved in small, 
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frightened groups, avoiding both humans and predators alike. 

Even the hyenas, who had once danced joyfully under the 

stars, now kept to the shadows, their laughter replaced by an 

eerie silence. 

Musa, witnessing the destruction of his beloved home, felt 

both helpless and angry. He had tried to warn the villagers, to 

remind them of the ways of the past, but his words had fallen 

on deaf ears. Now, with the village at the edge of its perishing, 

he wondered if it was too late for Muciongai. Could it ever 

return to its former glory? 

But even in the darkest of times, there remained a flicker of 

hope. Baabu, though aged and frail, continued to speak of the 

past, of the times when Muciongai had been a place of joy 

and prosperity. His stories, though often met with scepticism, 

kept alive the memory of the land’s former beauty. There was 

still a chance, he believed, that the village could heal, if only 

the people could remember what they had lost. 

However, as the animals faced challenges in the remaining 

portion of the forest, at night they roamed with anger and 

vengeance. The years that followed, the once peaceful 

elephants would take a life of a person going out of the house 

at night for a natural call or just coming from a neighbour’s 

place for a visit. Children would not go to school early in the 

morning and had to wait for mid-morning to be sure that 

animals had retreated deep into the forest, otherwise they 

would risk being attacked and killed. The village counted many 

dead villagers and it was now widely known that elephants 
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were the worst enemies of villagers of Muciongai. The 

villagers mourned the fallen mates and started looking for 

strategies to fight back elephants once they sight on them.  

In desperate measures to scare away the animals, villagers 

started experimenting many ideas. One night a herd of 

elephants came out of the forest and tried to break into the 

elderly woman-Maama’s granary which was her only left stock 

of dried maize and millets for her survival, Maama out of 

desperation bit the ear of her goat and the loud bleat of the 

goat scared the elephants to scamper away back into the 

forest. The next day, the villagers discussed how they could 

make the chicken cluck loudly and the elephants and hyenas 

would be scared too. Others resulted into burning pepper 

with rubbish to choke the air with irritating smoke that would 

drive away the elephants. The smell of air-filled with pepper 

would however, make both humans and animals whoop an 

irritating loud cough and the suffering of both humans and 

animals continued without a solution.   

One night, a frustrated middle-aged man-Johana, met ten 

elephants in his farm devouring his only remaining 5 stems of 

bananas. He could not endure the loss of his only hope for 

food for his three wives and children who were now looking 

upon him to provide for them, after other crops had failed. 

Johana remembered his days as a boy when they used to 

make fire balls at night as source of light when they were 

traveling somewhere and when animals saw the light they 

would run away in the bush. He quickly gathered some clothe 

rugs, collected ashes and wrapped it with them and bind the 
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ball tight on a long stick. He applied Kerosene, lit it and started 

running in the direction of the farm towards the elephants. On 

seeing the fire ball, the elephants started running for their 

lives towards the direction of the scarred forest. Johana kept 

the pace and he was determined to drive them away as far as 

he could. One elderly elephant could not run as fast and was 

caught up by Johana who was baying for its blood with a 

machete in his hand. On seeing Johana nearing with the fire 

ball high on his other hand, the elephant got scared and 

defecated a heap of dung that smeared on Johana’s face and 

blinded him. Johana could no longer see ahead and 

surrendered the fight although the elephants had now 

crossed into the forest. The villagers were amazed by Johana’s 

courage and determination to save his banana crops but 

understood his frustration to secure food to feed his family. 

A number of elephants fell under the attack with poisoned 

arrows from the ordinary villagers themselves and not the 

poachers recruited by Nicholas. The hunt for animals was now 

not being done in a sacred way for food as it was in the past, 

but harshly for survival as the animals had turned into 

enemies. The hyenas and leopards preyed on goats and sheep 

every night. The village was in cry and turmoil. Life had 

become unbearable in all directions. In the small village 

bushes, the snakes that had run from the forest after the fire 

run havoc turned hostile and bit many children while playing 

or taking care of the animals in the fields. The cry for help was 

loud in all directions. 
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Chapter 8: The Rise from the Ashes 

People isolated themselves into their farms and started 

individual efforts to raise their crops in desperation for food. 

It was then that Musa realized that the healing of Muciongai 

would not come through force or coercion. The village could 

not be restored through individual hard labour alone. The 

land, once broken by greed and exploitation, could not simply 

be fixed by more human effort. What Muciongai needed was 

humility—a return to the humility that had once guided the 

village’s relationship with the earth. 

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Musa 

gathered the remaining villagers, at the edge of the scorched 

forest as most villagers had fled for greener pastures 

elsewhere. It was a sombre gathering, with many of the 

villagers looking at the ashes of their past lives in silence. 

Musa stood before them, his heart heavy with grief, but also 

with a deep resolve. He spoke to them not as a leader, but as 

a son of the earth, a voice from the land itself. 

‘We’ve taken so much,’ Musa said quietly, his voice carrying 

through the still air. ‘We’ve taken from the earth, from the 

animals and from one another. And now, we’ve lost it all. The 

land has nothing left to give. But we can still restore it. We 

can still heal this place, if we are willing to listen, if we are 

willing to give back.’  
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His words hung in the air and for a moment, there was no 

response. The villagers, many of whom had grown 

accustomed to the ways of greed and exploitation, did not 

know how to respond. But Musa was undeterred. He had 

spent his life listening to the earth and now it was time for the 

village to listen too. 

‘The forest is not gone,’ Musa continued. ‘It is not beyond 

saving. But it cannot heal unless we do. We must offer our 

respect, our gratitude and our humility. We must learn to live 

with the land again, not as its masters, but as its caretakers.’  

It was not an easy thing for the villagers to hear, but slowly, 

something began to stir in their hearts. They had been 

consumed by their desire for wealth, for progress, but in 

doing so, they had forgotten the most basic truth: that true 

prosperity comes not from taking, but from giving.  Musa got 

support from the two elderly women Ama and Maama who 

echoed his words and said though the young people had 

failed to listen to elders, there was no option but to listen to 

each other and save everyone this time. Maama cleared her 

throat and said’ I have all along cursed the young people led 

by Jomo, but if today they can change their mind and think 

along with others in saving this village back to its glory, I will 

forgive them’ 

After the meeting the villagers agreed to do whatever, Musa, 

Maama, Baabu and Ama would demand of them to bring back 

their ‘lost village’ The journey of restoration was long and 
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difficult. The villagers began to plant new trees, though it 

would take many years before they could stand tall again. The 

trees were sourced from nearby villages and also Musa and a 

team of young men had raised several tree nurseries a few 

months before the scanty rains had started. They began to 

repair the damaged land, working together to replenish the 

soil that had been drained by over-farming.  

The villagers now believed that the fall of Muciongai had been 

a tragedy, but it was not the end. It was a lesson—one that 

the villagers would carry with them for generations to come. 

The earth, though wounded, was still alive, still waiting for its 

children to return. And in time, Muciongai would rise again, 

not as it had been, but as something stronger, something 

wiser. It would rise as a village that had learned the true 

meaning of prosperity—through balance, humility and 

respect. 

And so, the story of Muciongai was not just one of 

destruction, but of rebirth. A village once lost in its greed, now 

found in its willingness to heal. The land, though scarred, was 

never beyond saving and neither were the people who had 

once forgotten the most sacred truth: that true prosperity lies 

not in taking, but in giving. The true journey of restoring the 

land had just begun and everyone was rearing to travel this 

journey and ready for it. The young men continued to discuss 

strategies to clear the stumps and plant new trees. The old 

and young women led by Maama and Ama supported them 

by taking care of the tree nurseries and also cooking for them 
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as they went out to the depleted forest to prepare the land 

for reafforestation. Everyone seemed united in this purpose. 

There was a new rainbow of hope in the village. 

 

Chapter 9:  Echoes of the Past 

As Musa led the group deeper into the scorched forest land, 

the sounds of life were faint. The usual hum of insects, the 

rustle of leaves in the breeze and the calls of birds had been 

replaced by an unsettling silence. It was as if the forest itself 

mourned the loss of its former vitality. The few trees, though 

still standing tall, appeared less vibrant, their bark scarred 

from years of exploitation. The once-pristine Muciongai 

stream now trickled weakly, their water tainted by the 

damage done to the land. Yet despite all this, there was a 

quiet strength within the forest, a resilience that spoke to 

Musa in a way he could not fully understand. 

As they walked, Musa could feel the eyes of the animals upon 

them. It was as if the creatures were watching, waiting to see 

if these humans, these villagers, would be worthy of the 

forgiveness the land so desperately needed. The animals had 

once lived alongside the people of Muciongai in peaceful 

coexistence, but now they were wary, hesitant to trust those 

who had caused so much harm. Musa could feel their unease, 

but he also felt something else—a spark of hope, as though 

the forest was not yet lost. 
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‘We must approach this with humility,’ Musa told the group, 

his voice steady. ‘The animals have their own wisdom and the 

forest has its own language. If we are to heal, we must listen.’ 

‘Let us not harm any animal or confront them once they tend 

to attack us. In healing one must sacrifice, it is now our time 

to sacrifice’ 

The group nodded, understanding the gravity of Musa’s 

words. They had come to the forest not to take, but to give—

to show the land that they had learned from their mistakes. It 

was time to prove that they could be true stewards of the 

earth once more. 

Their journey took them deeper into the remaining forest 

than most of the villagers had ever ventured. They passed 

through areas that had once been teeming with life, but now 

seemed almost barren. Musa as usual could feel the pain in 

the earth beneath his feet. Each step seemed to echo the 

suffering of the land. Yet he did not falter. He had to believe 

that there was still hope—that the forest could heal, that the 

village could heal, if they were willing to do the hard work of 

restoration. 

It was late afternoon when they reached a clearing. The trees 

here were ancient, their trunks wide and gnarled, their 

branches stretching high into the sky. Musa recognized this 

place—it was where he and Mauru, the great elephant, had 

often met. It had been a place of peace, a sanctuary for both 

human and animal. Now, the area was quiet, though a few 
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birds flitted among the remaining trees, their songs muted. 

Musa could feel the presence of the forest here, still strong, 

still alive beneath the scars. He took a deep breath and closed 

his eyes, reaching out with his senses, trying to feel the pulse 

of the land. 

The others waited silently, respecting the sacredness of the 

moment. They, too, could sense the stillness, the sadness of 

the land. But they also felt something more: a flicker of hope, 

like a faint light in the distance. 

‘We will begin here,’ Musa said softly. ‘This place was once a 

meeting point, a place of connection. We will make it so 

again.’  

The villagers began to work, carefully planting new trees, 

gathering seeds from the surviving plants, transplanting the 

naturally germinated seedlings to a new location and 

repairing the damage to the soil. It was hard, backbreaking 

work and there were no immediate rewards. But with each 

seed and seedling they planted, with each small act of 

restoration, Musa could feel the balance slowly returning. The 

forest was not dead, it was not gone. It was wounded, yes, 

but it still held the potential for renewal. He could at times sit 

down and think deep and liken the forest with the wound that 

Mauru had and now it was completely healed. Therefore, he 

believed that one day the forest will heal back. 
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As the days passed, the villagers began to see changes. The 

Muciongai and other streams, though still weak, began to 

flow more steadily. The air seemed fresher and the birds that 

had been silent for so long began to sing once more. The 

animals, too, starting with smaller animals, began to return 

closer to the village calmly, though they remained cautious. 

The forest was no longer the lush paradise it once had been, 

but there was a glimmer of hope. A few gazelles appeared on 

the outskirts of the clearing; their eyes cautious but curious. A 

family of monkeys swung from the trees; their calls filled with 

laughter. Slowly but surely, life was returning to the forest 

and with it, the spirit of Muciongai. Progressively, the bond 

between humanity and nature had begun to show once again. 

The rains, which had long eluded them, began to return, 

though it took time for the earth to recover. The villagers, 

once divided by greed and desperation, started to remember 

the old ways of balance and respect. 

But the work was far from over. The villagers had learned that 

healing was not a quick process—it took time, patience and 

dedication. The true restoration of Muciongai would require 

not just planting trees and restoring the land, but also 

changing the mindset of the people. They had to learn to give 

as much as they took, to live in harmony with the earth rather 

than seeking to dominate it. 

It was not just the forest that needed healing—it was the 

hearts of the people as well. In the years that followed, Musa 

worked tirelessly to teach the village the old ways. He spoke 
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to them of balance, of respect and of the sacred trust 

between humans and the land. He encouraged them to live 

with humility, to understand that the earth was not a 

resource to be exploited, but a living partner to be cared for. 

The glimmer of hope that had been realised through the few 

trees that had been planted was temporarily dimmed one 

day, when a group pastoralist from two neighbouring 

communities forcibly entered their animals into the disturbed 

forest. There was a severe drought in the northern part of the 

country and many animals had died therefore the pastoralists 

decided to migrate southwards to look for greener areas 

whereby they landed at Muciongai village.  

When Musa and elders saw the pastoralists, they tried to 

persuade them not top enter the forests and aggravate the 

already grave situation, but the pastoralists could hear none 

of their pleas. They brandished their guns and threatened to 

kill anyone who stood their way. The villagers surrendered but 

Musa believed that this was not going in vain as the gods had 

already been angered by the past ordeal.  

The pastoralists had brought with them thousands of goats, 

camels and sheep which mauled every tree they found in the 

forest. Among the trees was an evergreen leafy Mulentune 

tree, that was revered by villagers as extremely poisonous and 

even the local cattle could not dare near it, not alone taste it. 

The pastoralist’s animals gobbled the leaves of the tree 

gluttonously and within hours about three thousand goats 
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and sheep and one hundred camels lay dead from the poison 

in the tree.  

The villagers believed that the gods of the forest had taken 

revenge and also knew that the poison could not affect them, 

rushed to offer themselves free meat out of the ignorance of 

the invaders. The pastoralists were deeply devastated and 

two of them could not face the next day and committed 

suicide. The rest left in a hurry with remaining animals and 

never returned back. The news of the events circulated in the 

village for months and villagers now believed that it was time 

to appease the gods of the forest by restoring back the forest. 

After the pastoralists had left, slowly, the village began to 

change. The younger generations, who had once been driven 

by greed and ambition, began to listen. They saw the results 

of the restoration efforts and they understood the 

importance of living in balance with nature. The crops, though 

not as abundant as they had once been, began to flourish 

again, as the soil was allowed to heal. 

The village, once torn apart by greed and destruction, began 

to come together again. There was still work to be done, still 

much to rebuild, but there was a sense of hope in the air. The 

villagers had learned, through their suffering, that true 

prosperity did not come from taking and exploiting, but from 

living in harmony with the land and its creatures. 
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Baabu, though old and frail, had lived to see the beginning of 

this transformation. One evening, as he sat with Musa by the 

edge of the renewed forest, watching the sun set over the 

village, he smiled—a rare smile that spoke of both pride and 

relief. 

‘We have come full circle, my son,’ Baabu said quietly. ‘The 

earth has not forgotten us and we have not forgotten it. The 

balance is returning.’  

Musa nodded; his heart full. ‘It’s only the beginning, 

grandfather. We have learned our lesson, but we must never 

forget it. We must continue to live as stewards of the earth, 

not masters.’  

Baabu looked at him with pride. ‘You are right. And may the 

future generations remember what we have learned. May 

they never forget the bond between us and the land.’  

As the sun dipped below the horizon, Musa felt the quiet hum 

of the earth beneath him, a deep, resonant pulse that spoke 

of life and renewal. The village of Muciongai had suffered, but 

it had also learned and in that learning, it had found its way 

back to the land. 

And so, the echoes of the past—of the ancient wisdom that 

had once guided Muciongai—resounded once more in the 

hearts of the villagers. The future, though uncertain, was now 

filled with hope. They had rediscovered their bond with the 
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earth and in doing so, they had ensured that Muciongai would 

endure, not as it had been, but as a village reborn—a village 

that understood the true meaning of prosperity: harmony 

with nature. 

As Musa and the villagers worked in the heart of the forest to 

replant more trees, the days passed slowly, each one marked 

by hard labour and quiet reflection. The once-thriving 

community of Muciongai had been reduced to a shadow of its 

former self and while there was a glimmer of hope, the scars 

of greed and destruction were not easily erased. The forest, 

like the villagers, had suffered deeply, but Musa knew that it 

was not too late to begin the healing process. 

With each passing day, more trees were planted, the soil was 

enriched and more steps were taken toward restoring the 

balance that had been lost. The land responded slowly, almost 

imperceptibly. Musa could feel it in the earth beneath his 

feet—a subtle shift, as if the forest was slowly awakening 

from a long slumber. But the process was not without its 

challenges. Some animals, once a vital part of the ecosystem, 

had not fully returned. Some had been driven away by the 

destruction, while others had adapted to new habitats deep in 

the heart of the remaining forest. For the first time, Musa felt 

the weight of the responsibility he had inherited—a 

responsibility not only to the village but to the creatures of 

the land. 
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As the group continued their efforts, the villagers began to 

notice more subtle changes. The air felt cleaner, fresher and 

the distant sound of birds began to return. The village, too, 

began to show signs of life. The crops, though still not as 

bountiful as they had once been, started to thrive. The honey 

production, though diminished, was steadying as the 

indigenous trees famed for attracting bees began to 

regenerate. It was a slow process, but it was progress. It was a 

reminder that recovery, like healing, could not be rushed. It 

required time, patience and a deep understanding of the 

rhythms of the earth. 

One day, as Musa walked through the village, he was 

approached by a group of young villagers led by Jomo. Their 

faces were marked by exhaustion, but there was a new spark 

in their eyes—a spark that had been absent for many years. 

Jomo and friends had long run away from the village after the 

fire incident and had wandered in nearby villages without 

doing anything meaningful. They looked physically emaciated 

but ready to heal with the forest. 

 They had come to understand the importance of restoring 

the balance and they were eager to help. Their past pride as 

educated men of the village and the deep feeling that the 

likes of Musa were backward people had faded in them and 

now, they were reborn with new thinking. 
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‘We’ve seen the changes, Musa,’ one of them said. ‘The land 

is starting to heal. The trees are growing again and the soil 

feels richer. We want to help. We want to learn the old ways.’  

Musa smiled, feeling a deep sense of relief. For the first time 

in years, the younger generation seemed to be truly 

listening—to the elders, to the land and to the animals. It was 

a hopeful sign, a reminder that the future of Muciongai was 

not lost, but was in the hands of those who were willing to 

learn from the past and embrace a new way forward. 

‘We will need all the help we can get,’ Musa replied, his voice 

filled with determination. ‘The work is far from over, but 

together, we can restore Muciongai to its former glory. We 

must work with the land, not against it.’  

Maama was so excited to see Jomo and the young men back 

not as lumberjacks but now conservers of the same forest 

they destroyed. She exclaimed’ I knew that the spirits of this 

forest will persuade you to come back and support us in this. I 

am so happy that finally you have seen the light’ Maama 

walked closer to Jomo and his friends and made like ten spits 

of saliva into their heads and pronounced healing from her 

curses. Jomo and friends felt relived and pledged to work with 

Musa and redeem their past mistakes. 

Over the next few years, the villagers, young and old, worked 

together to rebuild their village. They cleared the debris left 

by the fire in the remaining portions, replanted trees and 
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worked tirelessly to restore the balance between the human 

community and the forest. Musa continued to teach them the 

old ways—the ways of respect, of stewardship and of living in 

harmony with the earth. He reminded them that they were 

not separate from the land, but a part of it—a part of 

something much greater than themselves. 

But even as the village began to heal, the challenges they 

faced were not over. The land had been scarred deeply and 

the ecosystem was still fragile. There were still areas of the 

forest that had been destroyed and the animals had not yet 

fully returned to their former numbers. The villagers had to 

learn how to live with less—to be content with what the land 

could offer and to find ways to nurture it back to health. It 

was not an easy task, but Musa could see that the villagers 

were willing to try. They were learning the importance of 

patience and the value of what they had almost lost. 

One afternoon, as Musa walked through the restored forest, 

he saw Mauru, the great elephant! The mighty creature had 

returned to the outskirts of the village, drawn by the quiet 

promise of renewal that Musa had worked so hard to bring 

about. Mauru moved slowly, his massive feet pressing gently 

into the earth. His wise eyes met Musa’s and for a moment, it 

felt as if they were communicating without words—both of 

them understanding the long road ahead and the work that 

still needed to be done. 
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‘The forest remembers you, Musa,’ Mauru’s presence seemed 

to say, though his voice was a quiet hum beneath the surface 

of Musa’s mind. ‘It remembers the old ways, the rhythms of 

life that once sustained it. It remembers the bond between 

humans and animals, between land and people. But it is not 

enough to remember. You must continue the work.’  

Musa was quite amazed by the memorable encounter with 

Mauru and could not hide his gratitude to God. 

As the seasons changed, the villagers continued with 

reafforestation. They planted more trees, restored the 

streams by avoiding cultivation on the riparian areas and 

nurtured the land with care. The animals, slowly began to 

return in increased numbers now. The gazelles ventured back 

into the meadows, the birds sang their songs and even the 

elephants returned to the edges of the village, watching over 

the people with their wise, steady eyes. The villagers would 

walk out of the edge of the forest and admire the giant 

elephants just resting on the forest edge in the plenty of the 

emerging vegetation. It was a long, slow process, but there 

were signs of hope in every view. 

One day as the villagers returned home from the day-long 

planting of trees, one villager who had travelled to the nearby 

village of Kamutune came with very devastating news. 

Nicholas and the government forester- Mr. Tamaa who had 

run away with villagers’ money in the disguise of allocation of 

forest land, had been involved in a road accident while driving 
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in a truck to the nearby forest and succumbed to their 

injuries. The villagers were shocked by the news and indeed 

believed that the spirits of the forest were ruthless and that 

Karma had taken revenge on the two. Jomo and his friends 

were very frightened by the news and could not sleep for 

days. It took the efforts of Baabu and Maama to assure them 

that the spirits of the land had forgiven them. They calmed 

them by explaining that through the interventions and 

sacrifices made by the elders, them as children of the land 

would not be affected, since they had shown remorse and 

started giving back to the land 

 

Chapter 10: Battle for Survival 

The battle for survival had just begun. Muciongai’s recovery 

was a slow and delicate process, its future still uncertain, yet 

the village now had a renewed sense of purpose. Musa stood 

at the edge of the forest, watching the horizon as the last rays 

of the sun dipped below the young trees. The landscape had 

been forever altered, but there was a quiet promise in the air, 

a sense of resilience that seemed to pulse beneath the 

surface. The land, despite the destruction it had endured, was 

still alive—and so were the people of Muciongai. 

Though the flames had scarred the village and the forest, 

there was hope in the air. The villagers, once fractured by 

greed and fear, were beginning to work together, bound by 
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the shared understanding that their survival depended on 

healing the land and each other. Still, there was much to do 

and each day presented new challenges. The wounds of the 

past could not be healed overnight and the battle for survival 

was far from won. 

Musa’s heart felt heavy as he reflected on the journey ahead. 

The return of a few elephants had been a victory, but it was 

just one small piece of the larger puzzle. The forest was vast 

and its healing was complicated. While the trees were starting 

to grow again, there were still many areas that had been 

destroyed beyond recognition. The bees, once a crucial part 

of the village’s prosperity, had only returned in small numbers 

and their presence was not enough to restore the sacred 

honey production in the traditional bee hives they had set in 

the remaining big trees. 

There was also the matter of the villagers. Though they were 

beginning to trust one another again, old resentments 

lingered in the shadows. The younger generation, hungry for 

progress, still wrestled with the traditions of the elders, while 

the older villagers struggled to accept the changes that had 

come with the greed-fuelled destruction. There were 

moments of tension, where the old ways clashed with the 

new desires. Like it was in the past, young men would be 

allowed into the forest to just cut tree branches to build their 

huts (Simba) when they nearing circumcision or marriage age, 

but now such requests were met with suspicion of whether 

they wanted to go back to the recent destructive activities 
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that ravaged the old forest. The you people would feel 

mistrusted by the old generation and sometimes feel that 

their restoration efforts were not being recognized. 

Yet despite these struggles, Musa felt something shifting 

within the village—a quiet realization that they could not 

return to the ways of the past, but they could forge a new 

path forward, one that blended tradition with progress. The 

rhythms of the earth, though damaged, had not been 

completely lost. They were still there, buried deep beneath 

the scars. Musa knew that as long as the people of Muciongai 

remembered the importance of respect and patience, they 

would find their way back to harmony. Back in the village, the 

news of Mauru’s return spread like wildfire. The young 

villagers who had been working alongside Musa began to rally 

the others to embrace the animals as their friends like it was 

in the past. They felt that the tension that had been there 

during the time of disaster should be forgotten and now it 

was their turn to forgive each other and treat animals as 

friends again. There was need to heal the people who had lost 

their relatives due animal attacks in the wake of fall of 

Muciongai and see the animals as old friends in the old 

balance of Muciongai. It was a sign of hope, a sign that the 

land was not beyond saving. The animals had not abandoned 

them entirely—they were simply waiting for the villagers to 

prove that they could be trusted again after what seemed like 

an apocalypse of their world. The spirit of reunification was 

now back its course and survival was in progress. 



83 
 

Years passed and the villagers continued their efforts to 

restore the land. They planted more trees, removed debris 

from the forest floor and worked tirelessly to rebuild the 

community. The sacred trees, the ones that had been the 

source of the village’s honey and the centre of its prosperity, 

were regrowing in small patches, but the growth was slow. 

The forest, like the villagers, needed time to heal. 

One day, as Musa and his group worked in the forest, they 

heard the distant sound of drums. The rhythmic beat echoed 

through the trees and Musa’s heart quickened. It was a 

familiar sound—one that had been absent for so long. The 

dances had returned. They wondered what were the villagers 

celebrating after a long time of this silence? 

Excited murmurs ran through the group as they made their 

way back toward the village. When they arrived, they saw that 

the villagers had gathered in a clearing. The dancers, adorned 

in vibrant paint and traditional garments, moved in time with 

the music, their feet striking the earth in unison. Maama was 

the one leading the dance and the younger women in her 

company followed the beats and chorused her lead in a 

traditional song of revival and redemption. 

Musa joined the dancers, his feet moving to the beat of the 

drums. For the first time in years, he felt a deep sense of 

connection back to the land, the animals and his people. The 

rhythm of the dance was more than just a celebration—it was 
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a reminder of the sacred bond between humanity and nature, 

a bond that had been tested but not broken. 

Years turned into decades and the village of Muciongai slowly 

rebuilt itself. The land, though scarred, began to show signs of 

full renewal. The trees grew taller, the crops flourished and 

the animals returned in greater numbers. But the lessons 

learned during the dark days of destruction remained etched 

in the hearts of the villagers. 

Musa, now older and wiser, continued his work as a bridge 

between the humans and the animals. He had become a 

respected figure in the village, a symbol of the unity that had 

been forged between the two worlds. His gift of 

understanding the creatures of the forest had become more 

than just a talent—it was a responsibility, a duty to maintain 

the delicate balance that had been so nearly lost. 

One evening, as Musa sat by the edge of the forest, reflecting 

on all that had transpired, he was joined by Baabu his old 

grandfather who was now at the brink of his sunset days.  

For a long while, they sat in silence, watching the sun set 

behind the trees. The sounds of the forest—the calls of the 

birds, the rustling of the leaves—filled the air, a reminder that 

life, in all its forms, continued to thrive. This time Baabu did 

not say a word and is like he was coming to sign off and bid 

farewell to the forest he had known for over 10 decades. 
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After this day, Baabu’s legs began to get weaker and with time 

he could hardly walk a few meters from his hut. 

As the years passed, the village continued to thrive, its people 

and the creatures of the forest living side by side in mutual 

respect. The balance, though fragile, had somehow been 

restored. The village had learned that true prosperity did not 

come from taking from the land, but from living in harmony 

with it. The battle for survival was not over, but Muciongai 

had learned that it was not a battle that could be won by 

force. It could only be won by understanding, by respect and 

by living as one with the earth. As the village was resuming 

back to its old past, Baabu who had taken on a lot of beating 

and survived many episodes of destruction of Muciongai with 

an admirable survival, passed on in his sleep. This time round, 

Baabu did not win the battle of survival. The whole village 

mourned his demise and reminisced the many instances he 

had volunteered his wisdom to save the village. They were 

however glad that Musa will continue the legacy. 

The village of Muciongai was now enduring, its heart beating 

in time with the rhythms of nature, a testament to the power 

of healing, of growth and of the bond between humanity and 

the wild and the survival continued. 
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Chapter 11: Guardians of the Forest 

The years following the fire were some of the most 

transformative for the village of Muciongai. The village had 

weathered the storm of destruction and loss, but now, there 

was something different in the air—a sense of rebirth and 

renewal. The village had suffered, yes, but from that suffering 

had emerged a deeper understanding of the relationship 

between humanity and nature. The villagers had once lived as 

though nature’s bounty was an endless well to be drawn 

from, but the fire had shown them the cost of that 

misconception. It had shown them what happened when the 

delicate balance between man and nature was tipped into 

greed and destruction. 

Muciongai was slowly rebuilding itself and it was no longer 

the hopeless village it had once turned to be. The villagers had 

become stewards of the land, guardians of the forest, 

understanding that their survival was not guaranteed if they 

continued to take from the earth without giving anything 

back. The bond between them and the land had been broken, 

but it was beginning to heal, step by step. 

Musa had grown into a quiet yet firm leader of the village. The 

once quiet boy who had roamed the forest listening to the 

creatures and learning their ways had now become the voice 

of reason, the bridge between the elders and the young 

generation. He had witnessed firsthand the destruction of the 

land, but he had also seen the land's capacity for renewal. It 
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was not a battle that could be won with brute force; it was a 

battle that would require patience, trust and a deep respect 

for the earth. 

The villagers had learned the hard way that they could not 

take the land’s gifts without responsibility. They had learnt 

that; no longer could they take from the forest without caring 

for it. The villagers had begun to understand that they were 

part of a larger system, a system of interdependence where 

every action had consequences and every living creature had 

a role to play. 

The villagers could not forget the first sign of harmony 

between the humans and the creatures of the forest came 

when the elephants returned. This was a long-yearned 

moment by everyone. These majestic beings, who had long 

been revered by the villagers, had retreated deeper into the 

forest following the destruction caused by the fire. Their 

habitats were destroyed and their once-quiet existence in the 

village became disrupted by the encroachment of human 

greed. But the elephants had not abandoned the land 

entirely. They had moved deeper into the untouched parts of 

the forest, waiting for the land to recover, waiting for the 

moment when it was safe to return. The return of all 

elephants though longed for was anticipated with fear of 

revenge and mistrust. 

When they did return, it was a powerful moment—a moment 

of reconciliation between man and beast. Led by Mauru, the 
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wise patriarch, the herd emerged from the shadows of the 

forest one day. The villagers, who had feared the elephants’ 

retreat would be permanent, now saw them as a symbol of 

hope but still were cautious to see if they will be friendly 

again. The elephants, like the villagers, had experienced their 

own loss, but they were also an embodiment of the strength 

and resilience of the natural world. They missed to stand at 

the forest edge and view the village with admiration of 

Nyambene hills beyond the horizon. 

Mauru, the elderly elephant probably in his 70s now, mostly 

guided the younger elephants in various sections of the 

forest, showing them the paths they once trod. The villagers 

always watched in awe as the great creatures moved through 

the trees, their massive forms barely disturbing the foliage. It 

was as if they had never left. And in many ways, they hadn’t. 

The new forest had been waiting for them, just as the villagers 

had been waiting for a chance to make amends. 

Musa, deeply moved by their return, organized a group of 

young villagers to follow the elephants occasionally, to learn 

from them and see of their welfare in case there was any 

threat. 

The relationship between the villagers and the elephants grew 

stronger. The elephants, in their silent way, taught the 

villagers lessons that words could not. They taught them how 

to walk lightly on the earth without making destruction of the 

vegetation, as a sign of how to live in balance with it. The 
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villagers, in turn, offered their help in rebuilding the forests 

and replanting the trees. The elephants, though powerful and 

mighty, were not above needing the help of others and this 

mutual reliance became a cornerstone of the village’s 

recovery. The elephants would gather at the edge of the now 

fenced-off forest and villagers led by Musa and Jomo would 

bring, mangoes and feed them mostly at sunset. This would 

cement back the relationship that was always the lifestyle of 

Muciongai. 

But the return of the elephants was just the beginning. The 

hyenas, once feared and misunderstood, also began to play a 

crucial role in the restoration of the old ways of the land. 

Hyenas, who had always been viewed with suspicion by the 

villagers, had retreated deeper into the wild during the years 

of deforestation. But as the forest began to recover, so did 

the hyenas.  

At first, many of the villagers were unsure of how to accept 

the hyenas back. They had always been associated with 

scavenging their goats, with chaos. The laughter of the 

hyenas, which had once been a sound of mischief, now 

became a sound of renewal—a joyful celebration of life 

returning to the land. 

As the years passed, the humans learned that they were not 

the only ones who could guard the forest. They were part of a 

larger system, an intricate web of life that required 

cooperation and mutual respect. The animals—the elephants, 
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the hyenas, the bees, the birds—had all played their parts in 

the village’s recovery and now, it was time for the villagers to 

play their part in return. 

The villagers began working with conservationists from 

nearby towns to develop a sustainable plan for Muciongai. 

They understood that the lessons they had learned during the 

fire and its aftermath could not be forgotten. The recovery of 

the land was not something that could be achieved by simply 

planting trees or protecting animals. It was a long-term 

commitment, a partnership that would require constant 

vigilance and care. 

Together with the conservationists, the villagers created an 

animal sanctuary, planted new trees and worked to ensure 

that the delicate balance of the ecosystem was maintained. 

They protected the sacred honey trees, ensuring that they 

would continue to thrive and produce the honey that had 

once been the village’s livelihood. The entire forest was now 

fenced-off and rules set on how to interact with the forest so 

as to maintain a new balance founded on renewed mutual 

respect with its resettled creatures. 

The villagers had learned that they could no longer take from 

the earth without giving back to it. They had learned that they 

were not the masters of nature but its stewards. And it was 

this newfound respect for the land that allowed Muciongai to 

thrive once more. 
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The village had transformed from a place of exploitation into a 

place of guardianship. The villagers had become guardians of 

the forest, not only by protecting the land but by ensuring 

that the animals and plants that lived within it were respected 

and cared for. They had learned that they were all part of a 

greater whole and that their actions had consequences 

beyond their own lives. As the efforts of Musa and his friends 

reached the media and government, Musa was recognised as 

a community hero and awarded Moran of the Golden Heart 

award. The conservationist too appointed Musa as their 

conservation champion and an award for champions like him 

was launched in honour of Baabu and Kioni. The first awardee 

of this prestigious award was voted for Maama and she 

received it with delight of youthfulness back into her face. 

As Musa and Maama stood at the edge of the clearing holding 

their awards and watching the elephants move silently 

through the trees, they knew that the battle for the land was 

not over, but for the first time in a long while, they felt 

hopeful. The forest had been broken, but it was healing. And 

with it, so too was Muciongai. 

The road ahead would not be easy, but Musa and Maama 

knew that the village was on the right path. The villagers had 

become the guardians of the forest and in doing so, they had 

reclaimed their place in the world. The balance between 

humanity and nature had been restored and with it, the 

future of Muciongai was secure. 
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The hum of the bees filled the air and the distant trumpeting 

of the elephants echoed through the trees. The land had 

healed and so had the people. Together, they had woven a 

future that would last for generations to come. 

 

 

 

Chapter 12: A New Dawn 

The village of Muciongai had endured many hardships in 

recent decades, but as the seasons passed, the 

transformation became undeniable. The change was slow, 

yes, but it was rooted in every corner of the land and heart of 

the village. The rains, which had been absent for so long, 

began to fall frequently once more. For months, the sky 

would look heavily covered with dark grey clouds and 

occasionally the heavens would open and the rain drops 

would fall. The rain pattern was now predictable and the old 

signs of Kini Kiiru would sometimes be seen in the horizon of 

Nyambene hills. The land seemed to breathe a sigh of relief as 

the earth drank deeply from the sky with some kind of 

glittering appreciation. The once-barren Muciongai stream 

that had flowed with only dust and despair now glittered in 

the sunlight as fresh water poured down from the mountains, 

trickling joyfully through the valley. 
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The crops, which had been withered and weak in most 

seasons of the dark past, now stood tall and strong, their 

green stalks swaying in the gentle breeze. The ground, once 

cracked and brittle, now held the promise of abundance and 

Muciongai’s fields were green once again. For the first time in 

many seasons, the land began to offer up its bounty. The 

beehives, which had long been silent, buzzed with life once 

more. The honey flowed freely again, sweeter and more 

abundant than it had been in years. It was as if the very soil 

had healed itself, as if nature, once pushed to the brink, had 

forgiven the villagers for their past mistakes. 

But it wasn’t just the land that had changed. The people, too, 

were different. Muciongai had once been divided, torn apart 

by greed and fear, but now a new sense of unity was taking 

root in the hearts of the villagers. The young people, who had 

once been blinded by ambition, now worked hand in hand 

with the elders. They understood that the future of the village 

depended on their collective efforts. They had seen the 

destruction caused by their desire to take from the earth 

without thought or respect and now they were working to 

repair the damage done. Jomo was also employed by the 

government as a conservation ambassador in the entire 

region of Meru County and helped empower many youths on 

forest conservation strategies. His villain-turned-angel story 

would inspire many fellow youths to embrace conservation 

work at heart. 
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Musa was fond of standing on the edge of the village every 

morning, watching the sunrise. The early light bathed the land 

in a soft golden glow, illuminating the green fields and the 

distant hills. He could feel the change in the air, a subtle but 

powerful shift. It was as if the village itself had awakened from 

a long, painful slumber and was now ready to rise, renewed 

and full of potential. The animals had returned to the edges of 

the village, their presence a welcome sign of the healing that 

had taken place. 

The elders, once disheartened by the greed that had swept 

through the younger generation, now looked on with pride. 

The work in the communal fields was shared by all, no longer 

burdening one generation or another but done as a 

community. There were no longer heated arguments over 

land or resources; instead, the villagers worked together, side 

by side, with a shared understanding of their responsibility to 

one another and to the earth. The young and old, the men 

and women, all played their part in caring for the crops, 

tending to the animals and protecting the forest. They had 

learned that no one was above the earth, no one could claim 

ownership of it; it was a shared gift, one to be cared for and 

respected. 

The once-divided village now moved in unison, a living 

testament to the power of collective effort and the healing 

that came with humility. Musa knew that much of this change 

had come because of the deep understanding they had 

gained of their place in the natural world. They were not 
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separate from nature; they were a part of it, bound together 

by the land, the animals and the sky above them. He could 

feel the connection every time he walked through the fields, 

every time he saw the animals graze and every time he looked 

up at the stars. Muciongai was not just a village; it was a 

living, breathing community and the earth had embraced it 

once more. 

In the evenings, the sound of laughter filled the air. The 

villagers, once silent and sombre in their mourning, now 

gathered in the clearing to celebrate the return of the rains 

and the renewal of the land. The music of the drums echoed 

through the village, the rhythm of the beat calling everyone 

together. The younger villagers had learned the old dances, 

the ones that had once been performed in times of joy and 

plenty and they moved with energy and spirit. The women 

formed groups called chamas (women groups) the elders 

formed barazas (Men gatherings) and the youth formed 

groups for economic empowerment. There was visible unity 

in every corner of the village. 

A new partnership emerged between the villagers and 

conservationists from nearby towns, people who had seen the 

devastation Muciongai had gone through and wanted to help. 

They brought new ideas and sustainable practices, working 

hand in hand with the villagers to ensure that the land would 

thrive for generations to come. Musa and Jomo worked 

together as though they had no differences in the past. 

Together, they created a village animal sanctuary, planted 
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new trees and educated the villagers on how to protect the 

forest without exploiting it. This partnership was the key to 

Muciongai’s future—one where humans lived in harmony 

with the natural world and protected it for future generations. 

The journey of redemption was far from over, but for the first 

time in many years, everyone felt hopeful. The village had 

come through its darkest days and emerged stronger, wiser 

and more connected to the earth than ever before. The land 

had given them a second chance and they had learned to 

cherish it. The road ahead would be challenging and there 

would be times of difficulty and doubt, but the village now 

knew what it needed to do. They had learned the lessons of 

the past and they were committed to living in balance with 

nature, not above it. 

As the moon rose high in the sky, casting its silver light over 

the village, Musa and Jomo stood by the edge of the forest 

once more. The stars twinkled above them, a reminder of the 

vastness of the universe and the small but important role 

Muciongai played in it. The village had come full circle, from 

destruction to renewal, from greed to stewardship. The bond 

between the people and the earth had been reforged and the 

future was full of promise. Jomo would deeply remember the 

first time they stood there with Kioni but with divergent views 

on the forest and the village. Now they stood with Musa with 

similar views and hope for Muciongai. 
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Muciongai was now not just a village—it was a symbol of 

hope. A living testament to the resilience of nature, the power 

of community and the enduring bond between humanity and 

the earth. It was a new dawn, one full of hope, possibility and 

the promise of a future built on respect, unity and 

stewardship. And as Musa and Jomo looked out at the village, 

they knew that this was just the beginning. The future was 

theirs to shape and with the lessons of the past as their guide, 

they would continue to grow, together. 

Chapter 13: The Path to Redemption 

It was now evidence to everyone that Muciongai had risen 

from the ashes of its former mistakes. Once a village on the 

brink of collapse, consumed by greed and waste, it now stood 

on the precipice of renewal. The villagers had learned painful 

lessons about their destructive relationship with the land. 

Their understanding of nature had evolved from exploitation 

to reverence. The forests, once scorched by their folly, had 

now thrived again and so too was the spirit of the people. 

Musa, the young leader who had stood at the forefront of the 

village’s transformation. The journey had not been easy, but it 

had been worth it. The land had responded to the villagers' 

efforts and the fruits of their labour were visible. Muciongai 

was not just a place to live—it had become a symbol of 

resilience. The village had not only survived but thrived and its 

people had learned that true wealth did not lie in the 
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abundance of resources but in the health of the ecosystem 

and the strength of their relationships. 

The villagers knew that they could not afford to become 

complacent again. The outside world was changing and the 

temptation to exploit the land for quick gains was ever-

present. But now, the villagers understood that they were not 

alone in their fight for survival. They had the earth, the 

animals and each other to rely on. 

The new role of the village as stewards of the land was 

reinforced through ongoing collaboration. The villagers no 

longer worked alone; the new conservationists led by Jomo 

and experts from nearby towns, supported their journey to 

sustainability. Together, they developed sustainable farming 

practices, reforested areas that had been over-exploited and 

ensured that the balance between human needs and 

environmental preservation was maintained in their farming 

practices. 

In time, the village’s relationship with the land became a 

partnership. The villagers understood that they could take 

what they needed from the earth, but only if they gave 

something in return. They had learned the importance of 

working with the natural world, rather than against it. 

The younger generation, which had once been swept up in 

the desire for progress and wealth, now worked side by side 

with the elders to care for the land. They no longer viewed 
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nature as something to be conquered but as something to be 

honoured. The younger villagers had witnessed the 

destruction of the past and they were now determined not to 

make the same mistakes.  

Musa, who had once struggled with his own doubts, now 

stands as a leader of a united community. He has come to 

realize that leadership is not about control, but about guiding 

others toward a common goal. The path to redemption has 

been long, but it has brought the village closer to one 

another. The fractures that had once divided them—between 

the young and old, the men and women, the farmers and the 

hunters—has healed fully. They are now a community bound 

together by a shared sense of purpose. 

Despite the successes, the villagers know that their work is 

not finished. The world outside Mucionga is changing rapidly. 

There are new pressures on the environment, new 

technologies and new industries that could threaten the 

delicate balance they have worked so hard to achieve. The 

temptation to exploit the land for profit is always lurking and 

the villagers have always remained vigilant. 

But now, they no longer working in isolation, their efforts 

have opened the eyes of the entire world. Muciongai village is 

a beacon of hope, a symbol of what could be achieved when 

people work in harmony with the land.  
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Musa, now older and wiser, knows of the journey that has 

brought them here—the mistakes, the losses and the 

triumphs. He knows of the land, which had given so much but 

had been wounded so deeply. But now, as the sun set and the 

stars began to twinkle in the sky, Musa knows that the future 

of Muciongai is in safe hands. Jomo too, came to know with 

regret and admiration that as the Swahili saying goes’ Mui hua 

Mwema’-the evil can turn into good; the land is not only 

about taking from it but about giving back to it. 

Maama also appreciated that her efforts of counsel to the 

young men were not in vain and indeed even after her 

generation fonds itself out of this earth the hope of 

Muciongai is in good hands. 

The path to redemption had been long and difficult, but it had 

been worth it. Muciongai was and will no longer be just a 

village—it is a living testament to the resilience of both the 

earth and its people. It is a place where humans and animals 

lived in harmony, where the land was respected and cared for 

and where hope for the future has been restored. The village 

has learned the true meaning of wealth: it was not in what 

they take from the earth, but in what they give back. It was 

evident everywhere that finally good had triumphed back 

over evil! 

And so, the story of Muciongai continues—a story of hope, of 

transformation and of a new beginning. 
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Mauru and family resting on the forest edge. 


