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“Reflection on the death of my Uncle”
Sanders technique
At this point, I had come to realize that nothing could be as certain as death. It was a great sorrow as I had to come to terms with his death. I had lost someone whom I had considered and regarded as my father for years. Yes, my uncle was gone. It was only just two days before he met his untimely and tragic death. His memories were still vivid in my mind as I could see him laugh heartily as he sipped from his cup of coffee. Indeed life is never guaranteed but death is. I think I was the one who was most affected since I was the only one who had the last moments with him. My uncle while still serving in the force had brought home a present for me, the bike it was, and the bike has helped in ensuring his memories are never lost from my mind.
At first, I did not know how to cycle, he had always taught and shown me how to do it without hurting myself. He could hold the back carrier for me as I pedaled. He did this till I knew how to comfortably do it on my own. My uncle was always there for me when the bully boys came to take the bicycle away from me. As a sign of friendship between myself and him, I had always held the bike so dear to me. It was his show of love to me however I could reciprocate the kindness he had offered me. 
Looking at the bicycle at a deserted corner of the house, I could not believe that Uncle Ben was gone. 
Doyle’s technique 
Saying goodbye to someone we hold so dear to us can be very difficult at times, accepting the loss can always prove to be a difficult task for us. After such deaths, we spend a lot of our free time just trying to imagine and at the same time asking ourselves questions why it had to happen. It took almost two days before I fully accepted the demise of Uncle Ben. While he was still alive, Uncle Ben had formed the habit of taking me out each afternoon for the ride. I didn't know death was creeping behind him. On a few occasions though not common, I could see him struggle as he held the back bicycle carrier for me. He had seemed to be in so much pain, however, each time I had asked him what the problem was, maybe he could not open up to let me know the issues surrounding his health, maybe because he had considered me to be too young or he had never wanted to trouble my little soul because I had always regarded him as my since the death of my parents in a canoe accident in Lake Nasser. 
Sometimes Uncle could pause, bend and subsequently hold to his knees, these events, however, took some time to reoccur, it’s only after some time that I came to realize the problems Uncle Ben had were associated with the experiences he had during his days in the force. I had been made to understand the health impacts the harsh conditions had on his health. It was very painful to learn that Uncle Ben had died of heart failure. 


Zeugma technique 
We were partners but not soul mates, two completely different people who had happened to be sharing a menu and life from a similar point of view.  He was only an Uncle to me but in some way, I had to bear and shoulder the burden of his death. I was only a small kid as compared to the rest of the family members. Over the land, crops grew with joy indicating a promising future but deep within me, my world was clouded in grief, I had missed the happy moments we shared with Uncle Ben, the laughter in his voice had as well died away the moment his frail body was lowered to the grave and subsequently covered with red mound earth. I could not cry enough, Uncle Ben had left a void within me. I missed his care, guidance and most importantly the fun we had shared. 
He left behind three kids born to him by his wife; I do not see the pain in them. They seem to be feeling nothing unlike me. Considering the circumstances in which Uncle Ben died, he was just in the golf course just trying to get ball in, making several attempts most of which he failed. The breeze just swayed through cypress leaves silently as if trying to pass the unknown message to us, once or twice during this time I had picked a straw of elephant grass from the neatly trimmed lawn, and then allover sudden Uncle Ben was down, he had been suffering in silence. The whole idea surrounding life and death can be considered as tragic and funny. 
