
A Kenyan Middle class prayer… 

 
Give us a wise heart, Oh Lord, 
That even as we indulge in chicken delicacies, 
And visit Ngara for gifts at Christmas, 
And as we overcrowd Machakos Bus Station, 
To go to our rural homes, 
We may leave something small, 
For the tough months that come, 
After the old year. 
  
Give us rain, Oh Lord, 
That our crops may grow, 
And hence the price of two kilos of maize, 
May go down from one fifty to seventy five. 
  
Oh give us fees, 
That our children may go back to school, 
And work towards a bright future. 
For they are leaders of tomorrow. 
Or tomorrows‟ tomorrow. 
  
Give us joyful faces, 
Even when the rainy flooding season, 
Gives way to a dry and sunny January 
Full of dust and sweat and stress. 
May we be happy. 
Not to have been swept away. 
  
Give us a patient heart, 
Even when in January, 
the schools open once more, 
And our streets are entangled in  traffic. 
May we, spend more time in our hearts, 
Cherish those we love. 
Than we do, stuck  on the roads. 
 
Give us persevering hearts, 
That though our New Year resolution was to get a new job, 
Yet we painfully have to walk back, 
To our low paying jobs, 
Or no jobs at all, 
We may look at our employers, 
Not as an enemy, 
But as someone who‟s given as a platform from where to get the bearing 
Of out true north. 



  
Give us a heart of courage, 
As we wear the graduation gowns, 
Then spend endless days at cybers, 
Hoping to get our African Careers launched. 
And the youth fund lies untouched, 
Waiting for some entrepreneurial youth…. 
  
Give us a real smile Lord, 
That even in the midst of fake hair and plastic smiles, 
We may pass warmth to the stranger at KENCOM, 
And share rich laughter with our friends. 
  
Make us happy Oh Lord, 
Even as we rush home to watch Tabasamu, 
And the KPLC staff decides otherwise, 
That we may look at it as a chance  to have candle lit dinner, 
With those we love. 
 
Oh give us the patience of a grasshopper, 
And, 
May our parents accept our spouses for who they are 
And not for what tribe they come from, 
May our youth give up the habit of trying to get rich quick 
And stop the job hopping habit of Generation Y. 
May our teenagers give up movie series and clubbing 
And may they grow into patriotic, law abiding, useful citizens, 
And may our politicians become honest, 
if there exists such a thing as  an honest politician. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Mheshimiwa’s Fly Is Open  
Someone should tell Mheshimiwa that his fly is open. This is a delicate 

task. You do not want to tell him in a manner that will embarrass him, but also 
you do not want to be the person that knew and did not tell him. 

Big men like this, powerful men, why can they not remember such a basic 
task? It is easy. You go to the toilet (or any other business that may require the 
act of fly-opening), you do your business, you shake, put the snake back in, and 
then you zip up! 
 Perhaps I should ask Selina to tell him. Selina is the one seated in the 
Youth Wing corner pretending she has not slept with Mheshimiwa. She is one of 
those campus- type of girls , you know them – those girls with unnecessary long 
hair extensions, cheap make-up, even cheaper perfume with shoes so high they 
look like damn Kangaroos while walking in them and high pitched giggles. If you 
see one of those just know they are from campus, it is this one right in the middle 
of Nairobi city. Mentioning names will land me in trouble. 
 Apparently Selina is a youth leader. Hah! When you see the horny males 
she is leading then you will understand what „Hah‟ means. 
 Anyway, someone should tell Mheshimiwa that his fly is open. You can see 
clearly that the underwear he is wearing is not cotton. Nylon is what he is 
wearing. What? A six figure salary, no taxes and he cannot afford cotton 
underwear? You can also see that he is slightly aroused. Perhaps he is aroused by 
the youthful crowd in campus that that is hanging to his every word .That is 
seductive enough, right? 
 He clears his throat and places his hand momentarily on his crotch; Selina 
looks at his crotch, then at me. Has he noticed that his fly is open? It could save 
us both a hell lot of trouble. Turns out he was just trying to tame his arousal.  
 He clears his throat again. Perhaps he needs a glass of water. I take him 
one. He shoos me away. Like the way you chase away an annoying cat or bird. 
Imagine that. I could have whispered to him that his fly is open, but knowing 
Mheshimiwa, he would probably have said into the microphone,  

“What did you say?” 
And I would have been too embarrassed to repeat it. 
The audience seems entirely captivated. He is babbling something about 

some government initiative to distribute mosquito nets and some other things 
about the youth fund from the government. Someone shoots up their hand with a 
question; Mheshimiwa ignores the hand, then turns and winks at me as if we 
have a secret joke. We do not have a secret joke! 

He had been allocated twenty minutes for his speech plus the question and 
answer session. He awards himself with an extra hour. 

It is now time for lunch; we sit at the same table – Him, me, Selina. 
He asks: “Did you see how responsive the crowd was to my speech?” 
I tell him: “They were responding to the spectacle of your crotch.” 
He looks at Selina: “Is this true, Selina?” 
Selina says: “Yes” 
He laughs loudly. His shoulders and belly shake in mirth. 
He says: “You young people and your jokes.” 
He slaps me on my back I almost choke my food. 



 
Afrika wetu moyo 
 
Afrika ewe afrika, ewe bari mahashumu  
Ewe mashiko tukuka, asiliya wanadamu  
Toka enzi kutambika, ukombozi lipotimu  
Afrika wettu moyoo, taipenda kaditama  
 
Afrika yettu baraka, ilo tamu rangi ngumu  
Mepambwa ikapendeka, toka enzile wadhamu  
Duniyani mesifwika, johari ilo adimu  
Afrika wettu moyoo, taipenda kaditama  
 
Afrika ndo bara langu, naienzile kwa dhati  
Ndo masikani watangu, ilojaa uthabiti  
Huishi waja kidungu, kwa amani upendoti  
Afrika wettu moyoo, taipenda kaditama  
 
Afrika bari tajiri, ino malighafi tele  
Madini yenye shayiri, kote barani teule  
Wanyama mejaa pori, wanovuta wazungule  
Afrika wettu moyoo, taipenda kaditama  
Afrika ni yangu damu, kitovu cha tamaduni  
Desturi zake timamu, zinopendwa kwa kifani  
Wanozuru huwa hamu, watembeapo barani  
Afrika wettu moyoo, taipenda kaditama  
 
Afrika bara la sifa, mesifika kiriadha  
Huzaa wenye masafa, walo hamasa na staha  
Bara lenye mataifa, kote imeheshimika  
Afrika wettu moyoo, taipenda kaditama  
 
Afrika kipenzi chettu, tujivunie wafrika  
Wanguni tuanze watu, tujenge upya Afrika  
Umoja ndo nguvu yetu, amani ndiyo baraka   
Afrika wettu moyoo, taipenda kaditama  
 
Wimbo  
Eeeeh Afrika, Eeeeh Afrika, Eeeeh Afrika 
Afrika bara amani, la utamaduni Afrika  
Eeeeh Afrika, Eeeeh Afrika, Eeeeh Afrika 
Afrika bara lo huru, la kifahari Afrika  
 
 
 
 
 



Ngai is great, we shall go home 
 
In the hilly town of Iten, there is a man named Kipkirwok who runs a small 
chemist shop squeezed between a video rental shop and a hardware shop. He is 
known by his nickname Tala and he is very fastidious with his work. He is the 
earliest one to open his shop, and he cleans it thoroughly with a mop, only letting 
in patients at eight, then he cleans it again in the afternoon when the queue has 
thinned, only to repeat the process again at eight in the evening, when he closes 
shop. And he listens. That is why everyone loves him. And sometimes they even 
skip going to the district hospital for check up, when they feel a cold or fever 
sneaking in, rushing to him for prompt prescription and medication. He is good 
with alternatives, naming out the complex foreign sounding names of drugs with 
an effortless ease that dazzles. 
A woman walked into his shop one morning with a beret and long, yellow socks 
with green rings that stretched all the way to her knees. Her dirndl skirt was 
muddy, as well as her coat, which was unusual for there was no rain that time of 
the year and all around was dust and drying grass. Her squelching shoes, left size 
6 mud prints on his floor and a wrinkle of irritation shot up his left eyebrow. He 
had not been successful in accepting that his clients would never hold up to the 
same level of cleanliness he expected of himself. He did not let that bother him 
for long and instead folded up his hands over the counter and leant forward, 
waiting for her to come and explain her medical trouble. 
She did not even look at him, and waddled instead to the right to sit on a long, 
tired wooden bench beside the wall.  She then supported her forehead with her 
arm and shook her head for long, and then she put down her arm and stared 
ahead vacantly. She missed both her upper and lower incisors, and her canines 
were in a severe stage of decay. But what was most shocking to Tala were her 
eyes, seemingly staring beyond, at something terrifying which only she could see. 
He concluded that she was another mad woman, to replace the previous one who 
had not been seen wandering about for days. He opened the small swing door on 
his side to let himself out from his side of the counter to go and chase her away 
but just as he attempted to edge himself out (he was a bit rotund for the small 
door), his friend Kiptum walked in. 
Kiptum walked into the room as if he was meant to be there, bold, large steps and 
an easy swinging of the arms. He slapped down two newspapers at the counter 
and began with a loud, sarcastic laugh. 
“These guys are not serious. Can you imagine they have been given ten acres of 
land in Kajiado and they have turned it down? Saying that the area is not fertile.” 
“Who?” 
Kiptum seemed not to have heard the question. He reached off with his hands 
and took off Tala‟s glasses and put it on. Tala seemed not the least bit surprised. 
It seemed something that he was used it. 
“Let me see...where is it? I read it and I laughed...clearly beggars are turning to be 
choosers...” 
Tala smiled a bit and began tapping his fingers on the counter. 
“Between, where were you yesterday? We really looked for you. I was with 
Charles and Beth. Do you know the two are getting married in April? I wonder 



what kind of family that will be because I have never seen any person drink as 
much as that too. Do you know Beth actually smashed a beer bottle on a waitress 
and drew blood, am telling you I have no idea how we managed to wrap that day 
up...” 
He stopped his conversation a bit, and looked about with a questing gaze. 
“Who is she?” 
Tala shrugged his shoulders. 
“I know,” agreed Kiptum as if he understood it all. “One of those bothersome 
mind-boggled relatives who make an appearance at the most inconvenient time 
and expect you to be all there for them. Trust me if anyone turns to my door 
without my information, I simply point them at the gate and close the door. I 
once did that to my mother. I am telling you it brought chaos.” 
“She is not my relative Kiptum. I do not know who she is. She just walked in 
before you and sat down. I was intending to chase her away just before you came 
in.” 
Kiptum narrowed his brows and took on a quizzical look, staring determinedly at 
the woman. The woman seemed unaware of his attention, or simply ignored him, 
staring at what only she could tell, her eyes clear and liquid and giving indication 
of something cold, like icicles forming high up a mountain. She suddenly clapped 
her hands sharply, then slammed them between her hips and squeezed, and then 
gave some sort of a groan, then stood up. 
“You better get rid of her quick,” Kiptum whispered. “This one is clearly a 
lunatic.” 
Kipkirwok wanted to agree but then the woman stared at him, a stare that 
projected invisible wires that held him where he stood. Then she sang. 
“Twathiaga tukenete, tugacoka tukenete  
iii rugendo rwitu rware rwega tugithie  
na tugicoka. Tukenete...” 
Something cold slithered down Kipkirwok‟s spine. He could not believe he knew 
the words, and it stirred something primeval in him, a lone beast deep in his soul 
awakening. 
“We left happy, 
We will return happy, 
Our journey was easy, 
Getting there and back, 
We were able to bear a lot of punishment, 
And a lot of suffering, 
We resolved not to be afraid, 
Strength leaves the body eventually, 
Death will come to us all” 
He saw it even though he had done best not to ever see it again. The image closed 
around him like a box and he was amongst them, men who were swirling forms of 
long ropy hair, without faces but alive because of the chants, a forest floor so dark 
and thick, a little light dripping in from time to time, light so heavy it dripped like 
molasses, almost producing a dripping sound... 



Her voice was shrill and haunting, the voice of a wisdom keeper high up a 
mountain. Kipkirwok felt his belly muscles tightening and something edging up 
his blood, turning it into iron... 
“Tell her to stop singing,” he shouted. 
It was all clear just as sudden. The packets of medicine neatly arranged as ever on 
the counter and the woman looking as mad as ever. The only thing that had 
changed was Kiptum‟s silence, he was staring at Kipkirwok, his mouth agape, the 
big void between the lips a concave shape. 
“man what is wrong with you?” 
Kipkirwok turned and saw himself in a mirror; he was sweating profusely, sweat 
forming long coils and staining the impeccable whiteness of his shirt. His face 
seemed to be blurring, as if giving birth to another face. 
“Kip stop being wierd. You are behaving as if you have beetles buzzing in your 
brain. At this rate, there is no difference between this woman and you. Get her 
out of your chemist, shit, she smells, seriously with a face like that and that smell, 
she could as well be a donkey, there is no way I can...is she and IDP, what the hell 
is she doing here?” 
Kiptum‟s words fluttered lightly into the air and died. There was something 
deeper and stronger in the room, an undercurrent that flowed between the 
woman and Kipkirwok. He felt trapped and something in him was beginning to 
love it. 
The woman stepped forward towards the counter, her eyes turning larger, 
swirling like deep, dark wells, Kipkirwok felt himself sinking, something in him 
that was firm solid before turning into water... 
“You are his descendant too,” she spoke, her voice was like a bellow, like 
something ancient being unearthed from the ground. “What happened to you? 
Do you still speak our language? He spoke about his second wife who ran away, 
stolen from the village camp by a homeguard, he cursed her when he returned. 
He...” 
She froze, her arm outstretched, her fingers lax and curled like leaves whittling in 
a branch. Her skin ashen and pale, as if she had not drank water in a long time. 
“It is you, your ears...” 
He knew his ears, the way the lobe split into two like a W. Something settled on 
the woman‟s shoulder, an invisible weight that made her lean her head to the left, 
her forehead raking back, pulling her skin tight. She was staring at her own 
horror just as soon, and she began singing, 
“We left happy, 
We will return happy, 
Our journey was easy, 
Getting there and back, 
We were able to bear a lot of punishment, 
And a lot of suffering, 
We resolved not to be afraid, 
Strength leaves the body eventually, 
Death will come to us all” 
“ Kiptum watch this shop for me, I need to take this mad woman away.” 



He unfurled the flap that sealed the entrance to the counter and grabbed her arm. 
He expected something strong, something that defied authority, a strong arm 
that could not be pulled, but the arm he held was weak and compliant, soft and 
bony, and he noticed that where he touched the skin it easily peeled off. A hidden 
creature, with very cold feet, crawled up his stomach, slowly, intently, heading 
towards his throat. It was a different Tala who shouted at Kiptum to give the 
woman water, but as the latter reached forth with a bottle of mineral water, the 
woman fled. Tala pattered with his feet for a while, then took off too. 
The woman was fast, she ran up a winding path, clumsily drawn as if by a child, 
that tunnelled through a clotted meshwork of shrubs, disturbingly profuse and 
green despite the lack of rain, and through it to a gravel path that was as wide as a 
field, and hardly ever used for it led nowhere but to the edge of the Rift Valley 
escarpment. He was a chubby man and he felt as if his chest was being stabbed by 
a thousand knives, he persisted however, one plodding step after another. There 
was no way she was disappearing just like that. The sun was brutal that 
afternoon, the rays jabbing the earth like stakes, steaming it and making things 
blur at a distance, so that she was nothing more but a wavering ghost, a trembling 
wire running ahead of him. It is frightened him that she was too fast, that she was 
getting lost, and his feet already felt like lead, so he knelt down and called out to 
her with gasping breath, using kikuyu words his grandmother had taught her, 
spoken with an atrocious accent but with sincere intentions. She only grew 
smaller and in a few seconds vanished like a candle flame snubbed with wet 
fingers. 
He collapsed onto the path and held his hands over his eyes. Thoughts struggled 
up his mind, half-finished, so that their forms were brutal and terrifying. He 
decided to sink back his mind, looking for something placid, something level and 
he found instead the hollowness of his inside, a blank, dark universe that carried 
nothing but echoes. And he knew right then and there, he was searching for death 
and it was within his grasp, he did not have to do anything but to yearn to the 
echoes and his heart would stop. 
OPERATION RUDI NYUMBANI 
30 billion shillings earmarked ( for transport and food, and construction of 
70,000 houses and 34 police stations in the most volatile areas). Kshs 10,000 as 
the initial compensation (the government only had a billion out of the thirty 
billion required. It lacked funds to erect homes) 
Go home and we shall come to you when we have the money. 
MAY BE 
He had thought then as he read: Crap! This is Bullshit! 
He said then after he read: The warring communities should be involved in a 
dialogue so that they can settle their differences and find a mutual ground for co-
existence. 
He said so for they loved to come to his chemist to listen to him talk about politics 
and any other major „going-ons‟; the boy with shifty eyes, not more than 17 years 
old who whispered in a brittle voice: 
“I think I am losing my mind” 
And held up his bunched fists up, then dropped one down and held three fingers 
up, on the one left, indicating the men he had killed. 



“They told us they were taking our land and had to be driven away, now they are 
taking up my life, their ghosts sucking away my soul.” 
He had given him an anti-depressant and told him to drink lots of water and go to 
church, something about Jesus that drove ghosts away. 
“Enyewe si kwa ubaya lakini hao watu wanatumalizia nchi. Ukiingia kila ofisi 
Nairobi ni hao wamejaa na wanaongea tu lugha yao hata kama uko hapo. Halafu 
wanakuja huku wanataka kututawala. Wanataka kufanya Kenya ikuwe yao. Ndio 
maana hata wakoloni walichoka na hao wakasema the only good Kikuyu is a dead 
one,” so said the farmer, speaking so firmly and strongly that Tala questioned 
whether he truly had malaria, and dismissed the fever on his forehead as nothing 
more than a simple headache, and gave him nothing more than two panadol 
tablets. 
“I feel so much pity for them. They have no blankets and no toilets. You should go 
there and see, it is worse than Baghdad.” The woman complaining of a headache 
said, eyes enlarged and hands held onto her cheeks as a statement of pity. “If I 
could I would go there and donate something, but you know I am a single mother 
and if the villagers beat me up for helping those people, who will take care of my 
children.” 
He had thought then, as he thought now, lying on the ground, of telling them all 
about his grandfather Arap Lelmoo, homeguard at the Limuru prison in the 
fifties and how he saw a beautiful woman being screened by a hooded gakunia, a 
woman with earlobes shaped like Ws and unblemished skin the caramel 
complexion of a freshly-scrubbed calabash and the eyes of a dove, already stained 
with the ugliness of fear; how his grandfather watched as she was classified as a 
Class A, a category of Mau Mau who could not be healed from that savage disease 
that turned humble house-servants and gardeners into beasts that strangled their 
kind masters and ate their hearts raw. Class B and C Mau Mau could be saved, by 
a bishop and baptismal water, and re-trained to fit back to society, to become 
carpenters and ciondo-weavers. Class A Mau Mau were devil incarnates, 
stubborn and unwilling to confess, even when their testicles were squashed with 
pliers and boiled eggs shoves up their anuses, the best solution for their disease 
was to line them up against a fence and drive out their disease with a hail of 
bullets. He wondered how his grandfather had looked at that woman that day, 
and what it was about him staring at her that hardened his blood, turning it into 
iron, enabling him to save her, to cut the iron fencing at night and run away with 
her, avoiding major roads and walking only at night, 500 kilometres to Iten, 
where she changed her name to Cheyech and became his wife. He had always 
thought of himself as a honourable man, and something about the woman 
walking into his shop had almost awakened the hero in him, if only he had 
resolved not to be afraid, not to hesitate in showing her kindness.  
He thinks as he lies on the ground: I had chance to be as bold and strong like you 
grandfather. I am not worthy of singing the song you and grandma taught me. 
He tried severally to drive the song from his mind, but it kept on playing with 
persistence, with the shrill voice of the stranger woman, and that was why he kept 
lying on the gravel for an hour and a half, before he finally rose up and dusted 
himself and walked back to the chemist, trying to find a semblance of his usual 
decorum along the way. 



 
 
 
 


