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Scholarship FundContents

We all looked forward to 
a night full of fun and 
success. And for sure, it 
was a fruitful, memorable 
night!

Gichugu Member of Parliament, Hon. Martha 
Karua, one of our special guests for the dinner 
was at her element best. So were the other invited 
guests. It would be worth noting that Hon. 
Karua was attending the AMWIK Fundraising 
Dinner, not as a chief guest but as a staunch 
AMWIK supporter and strong crusader of the 
women’s cause. Indeed, the MP never shies off 
opportunities to further the women’s cause. In 
her own words, the event was top priority on her 
schedule of the day.

On her arrival, even comedians Churchill and 
Nyambane could not hide their admiration for 
‘Kenya’s next CEO.’  And also for many of the 
guests comprising government, corporate, civil 

society, private sector, media and diplomats, it 
was total respect and admiration for a woman 
who has built a reputation as a strong-willed pro-
democracy and women’s rights leader.  

It is no secret that the Narc-Kenya leader 
has set her eyes on the highest seat on the land 
and she made it clear during the dinner that she 
understands what it takes and was quite ready for 
the bumpy road ahead. AMWIK wishes her well 
in her bid for the presidency.

On women’s leadership, mark her words: 
“Women are born with a natural resilience 
and society ought to appreciate this fact and 
allow them to effectively participate in decision 
making… We are fitted for whatever job. All we 
(Kenyans) have to do is look into our families, 
neighbourhood and all around us and we will see 
women working hard in various circumstances.” 

She further advised her lot: “To all of you 
women, Rome was not built in one day…

It is not enough to whine and weep for being 
left out of decision making processes, but we 
ought to make an effort at being at the center of 
activities in order to form a formidable force to 
propel ourselves to higher positions of decision 
making.” 

The MP further called on women to advance 
professionally if they hope to compete effectively 
in the job arena, adding:  ‘’I salute all men who 
have supported the empowerment of women 
in Kenya, your struggle is our struggle in 
public, and those who have benefitted from the 
(AMWIK) scholarship fund should utilize their 
education to improve the marginalized groups in 
the society.” 

She also called for concerted efforts towards 
ensuring that issues pertaining to women 
development as enshrined in the constitution are 
effected to the latter.

More support for media 
women

By Lilian Juma, Dorothy Nakaweesi and Jamilah Kilahama
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AMWIK honoured
The Chief Guest Hon Dr Naomi Shabani, 

Minister for Gender and Children Affairs 
said the AMWIK Scholarship Fund was an 
important initiative which will not only improve 
the competency of female journalists but also 
contribute towards ensuring more gender 
balanced coverage of national issues. 

In a speech read on her behalf by Dr. 
Regina Mwatha, Chairperson for the National 
Commission on Gender and Development, the 
Minister added that AMWIK’s goals were in line 
with the efforts towards the realization of the 
Beijing Platform for Action (Beijing +10) goals 
on Women and Media, i.e., Section J, which 
emphasizes increased participation and access 
of women to expression and decision-making in 
and through the media and new technologies of 
communication. 

“This section also emphasizes balanced and 
non-stereotypical portrayal of women in the 
media and I take this opportunity to applaud 
AMWIK for advocating for improved policies 
in media houses to enhance women’s chances of 
upward mobility into decision making positions 
and improved coverage of gender issues.” The 
Minister said. 

Hon. Shabani said the AMWIK scholarship 
fund was an idea which had come of age, 
further stressing on the United Nation’s global 
theme during this year’s International Women’s 
Day centenary celebrations,  

 

 “I appeal to women journalists who benefit 
from the (AMWIK Scholarship fund to take their 
education seriously and aim higher,” she said. 

She further challenged AMWIK to extend 
the scholarship fund to the grassroots and 
communities where it works and work closely 
with journalism clubs in schools at the rural areas. 

The Minister said the government will 
continue to formulate necessary legislations 
that guarantee women’s access to education, 
employment and positions of leadership. 

Noting that the gender ministry has been 
part of the stakeholders seeking to fast track the 
passing of Gender Bills in parliament which 
include the Matrimonial Bill, Family Protection 
Bill and the Prohibition of Female Genital 
Mutilation Bill 2010, the Minister regretted 

that gender stereotyping continues to hinder 
effective debate and passing of gender bills in 
parliament which are more often dismissed as 
‘women issues’ yet they address issues of national 
importance.

She further urged women in general to take 
advantage of the expanded media space to gain 
visibility in leadership. 

The minister said a lot needed to be done to 
increase women’s representation in Parliament. 
“The increase of 1.2 percent from 2002 to 2007 
i.e., of 16 women MPs, is very insignificant, 
considering that there are a total of 194 male MPs 
in parliament accounting for 90 percent of MPs. 

“As the 2012 elections beckon, I urge women 
not to expect favours but to work hard to win 
elective posts. I call upon my colleagues within 
KEWOPA to partner with the media more closely 
in order to improve national governance.”

Safaricom’s Manager in charge of the 
Media, Mr Washington Akumu challenged 
female journalists to pool their efforts in fighting 
stereotypes in the media and also assured of the 
company’s continued support towards AMWIK’s 
activities and programmes. 

A total of KShs2 million was collected 
in cash, pledges and corporate sponsorships 
including Safaricom who gave Ksh 500, 000, 
Coca-Cola Kenya and Mumias Sugar Ltd who 
gave Ksh 250,000 each and the City Council of 

Nairobi who gave Ksh 100,000. (See advert  
 for full list of sponsors).

AMWIK Chairperson, Ms Sylvia Machini 
said AMWIK seeks to ensure more media 
women’s participation at all levels of decision 
making including management and who will help 
create quality and more gender balanced media 
coverage of national issues.  This she says applies 
for media houses as well as other departments 
of communications in government and private 
sector. 

In her opening remarks, Ms. Machini added 
that more women journalists were set to benefit 
from the scholarship fund this year.

 “I’m proud to say that some of those who 
have benefited from this scholarship fund 
are working as key personnel in mainstream 
media houses including Kenya Broadcasting 
Corporation, Royal Media Services and The 
Standard and as communications officers in the 
government and international non-governmental 
organizations,” she added.

Among others distinguished guests who 
graced the event were Nigerian Deputy High 
Commissioner to Kenya, His Excellency, George 
Agim, Safaricom Head of Public Relations and 
Sponsorship, Mr. Washington Akumu, Director of 
Information, Mr. Ezekiel Mutua, Mumias Sugar 
Ltd’s Head of Marketing & Corporate Affairs, 
Ms. Pamella Lutta and Amnesty International’s 
Chief Executive Officer, Mr. Justus Nyang’aya. 

Ms Josephine Karani applied to study communication 
and sociology at the University of Nairobi and was 
among those enrolled.  But her dream was almost 
shuttered because she didn’t have enough funds to pay 
for her tuition. 

“Sadly I had to defer to the following year, Then in 2006 AMWIK 
granted a partial scholarship. I was able to start in the same year and 
successfully completed my BA degree in April 2009.I passed with a second 
class upper division and was one of those who added color to the Graduation 
court at the University of Nairobi on 4th of December, 2009,” She explains 
with satisfaction. 

The degree earned her incremental points at her work place, Kenya 
Broadcasting Corporation- where she is a Chief Producer (T.V). Ms. Karani 
can now competitively apply for other job openings in the market. 

 “There is no looking back, because right now, I have admission to pursue 
Masters in Communication in the same university. I also have a second 
admission to pursue a Masters in Development, specializing in Children and 
Youth Studies in The Hague from September 2012,” she adds.

Ms Karani is not alone among the list of beneficiaries from the 
scholarship fund.  A total of 17 have so far benefitted and the list is set to 
expand with more beneficiaries this year.
 
Lilian Juma: Programmes Officer, AMWIK 

The partial scholarship came at an opportune moment when I was very 
low on funds. I had just walked out of a stressful job and knew it would be 
difficult to get another one as all job advertisements in my career require 
minimum qualification of a Degree.  I was desperate to finish my Degree 
course at the University of Nairobi where I had only done two semesters and 
was worried about being able to pay for the remaining semesters. The fear 
of not being able to finish my studies in good time brought in another bout 
of stress; I knew that earning a Degree would be key to my success yet here 
I was, penniless! Thank God, the AMWIK scholarship landed my way!  I’m 
grateful that AMWIK paid my tuition fees and I completed studies. And 
surely, the Degree opened a door to success as I became more marketable 
and even landed a new job at AMWIK. The job has further enabled me to 
enroll for a Masters Degree course at the University of Nairobi. Now I’m 
almost through with repaying the scholarship. I pray for success of the 
AMWIK Scholarship Fund so that more women can benefit. 

Josephine Sirega - Radio presenter, Ramogi FM
I’m very grateful to AMWIK for giving me an opportunity to further my 

studies in Gender and Development. I’m now more empowered to talk about 
gender issues and I’m among few producers in my Saturday programme 
empowering more women and girls. 

What beneficiaries say
By Dorothy Nakaweesi and Jamilah Kilahama 

Annie Arogo – Catholic University
It had reached a point I could not pay my fees and took a study leave 

for two semesters. Now I’m back to school thanks to the scholarship.The 
fund gives hope to members to achieve their dreams and I’m so grateful to 
AMWIK for the support.

Faith Kimotho – Consultant
The fund helped me propel my career to another level. It also gave me a 

push to further my studies at Masters level. The fund is a worthy cause for 
those who want to pursue and advance their career especially at these times 
where the job market is very competitive. I would encourage more people to 
be involved in the fund so as to sponsor as many women as possible because 
if you empower a woman you empower the whole society.

Venter Nkatha – Kenya Methodist University
For many years, I aspired to pursue a Bachelor’s Degree in Journalism 

but due to the post election violence of 2007/2008, I lost my job in Eldoret 
and since then getting a reliable job has been hectic especially without a 
degree.  Raising school fees became such a nightmare. But when AMWIK 
granted me this opportunity, my heart first skipped a beat for I had lost hope 
of joining a university any time soon. I’m really humbled to have this chance. 
I’m grateful to the AMWIK fraternity to have come up with such a brilliant 
idea of helping members continue with their education. 

 Alice Mwangi: Kenya Broadcasting Corporation (KBC) 
I ’m so grateful to AMWIK and have no words to express because the 

scholarship saved me from dropping out of school. As as mother of three 
children and all in secondary school, it was hard to raise my fees and my 
dream of furthering my education was dying. The scholarship came at that 
desperate moment in my life. I know I will be able to complete my studies at 
the University of Nairobi and be able to achieve my dream.

Other past beneficiaries of the scholarship fund are Kwamboka Oyaro 
(Editor, Standard Newspapers), Virginia Wangari, (Ministry of Education/
Information and Communication); Mildred Barasa, (Communication & 
Gender Consultant), Redemptor Atieno (Health Action International), Maria 
Wambua, (Gina Din Communication), Mercy Ndirangu, (Kenya News 
Agency), Penninah Kihika, (Communications Officer, Ministry of Northern 
Kenya, Arid and Semi Arid Lands),  Jane Nyambune (deceased, formerly 
at  Kenya Broadcasting Corporation), Wathuo Mwangi and Wambui Kihiu 
(Communication and Peace consultant).
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Out 
of  my 
comfort 
zone
By Helen H. T. Ruud, FK exchange participant 
from Norway 

By Lilian Museka

Do you know about the Nairobi 
traffic? People asked me. I 
said, “yeah, I know”.  I had 
seen pictures of it, and I 
remembered the hassle of the 

city the first time I was in Kenya in 2009. 
But I didn’t know. I had no idea. In 2009 I 

was in Nairobi for just one day, and I only stayed 
in the city centre. I had never actually felt the 
traffic jam, the cars hooting, the drivers shouting, 
the holes in the roads and the heat and exhaust 
from the car engines mixed with the heat from 
the sun. And the fact that some of the cars don’t 
have shock absorbers will give you sharp punches 
every time you hit a hole. It doesn’t make the 
driving more comfortable. Last but not least, the 
waiting.I had never been in a real traffic jam. This 
was one. 

The Nairobi traffic is also hostile to 
pedestrians, but this was not a surprise to me. I’ve 
got used to standing beside the dusty road while 
cars, buses, matatus and trucks whiz by and don’t 
pay any attention. At the FK preparatory course 
we learned that the cars will not hit you when you 
are crossing the road, but after crossing the road 
several times here in Nairobi I’m not so sure of 
that anymore.

However, I’m not going to get into how I 

think the Kenyan environmental 
organisations should work on how 
to make people stop buying cars and 
start thinking about the environment. 
That’s another story.

When I came to Kenya in 2009 
one morning in June, the first thing I 
noticed was the smell, then the warm 
breeze and the palm trees. The crispy 
air of Norway was gone; this was 
a totally different part of the world 
and a totally different climate. One 
year later I’m here again, walking in 
the streets of Nairobi, looking at the 
palm trees and the exotic birds, eating 
chapati, drinking Dormans’ coffee 

in an un-Kenyan way (bila maziwa na sukari), 
crossing the dusty roads and very involuntarily, 
but patiently smelling people’s body odours 
while sitting in a 14-seater matatu with 17 
passengers in it.   

I’ve been searching for this opportunity 
everywhere. Not to smell people’s body odours, 
but to get the opportunity to live in a foreign 
country. I remember reading about Fredskorpset 
(FK) on their website and I wished I could 
be a participant. Months later I saw the job 
advertisement and I just had to apply. I asked my 
husband whether he would be willing to join me 
if I moved to Kenya, and he was in for it. 

When I got the phone call from Pamela 
Melhus at Gimlekollen School of Journalism 
and Communication, I was incredibly happy. 
At that time I was working at the university 
college in my home town. After I’d finished 
talking with Pamela, I went back into my office 
and announced to my colleague: “I’m going to 
Kenya!” He stood up from his chair, took my 
hand, gave me a hug and congratulated me. I 
wrote an SMS to my husband: “We are going to 
Kenya!”

A few months later I was leaning my head 
against the aeroplane window, with a feeling 
of both anxiety and solemnity, having seen the 
island of Malta fade away behind us and now 
watching the beginning of the massive African 
continent approach slowly.   

Among my very first impressions of Kenya 
was realising the privilege of being a mzungu. 
AMWIK’s driver took me and my husband to 
the place where we were going to live. I had 
imagined Westlands to have a lot of office 
buildings and roads with asphalt, so I was 
surprised that we were on this very bumpy road, 
which was our street, Sports Road. However, 
when we drove through the gate to our building, 
I was even more surprised. 

Our apartment has stone floors, a big kitchen, 
several rooms and bathrooms and a balcony. I 
almost feel embarrassed to live there. I know that 
most Kenyans don’t live in places like that, and I 
feel humbled. However, instead of “apologizing” 
to Kenyans about living in a posh apartment, I’m 
going to be thankful for what I have and not take 
it for granted.

Nairobi feels smaller than I had imagined. 
Yet I find it a bit difficult to find my way to 
places, though it is partly because of my bad 
sense of direction. But I like it here. The city has 
a rich musical scene. If I want to hear African 

music, I’ll find it. There is a variety of restaurants 
and cafés. There is something for everyone. I 
also enjoy being in a financially and politically 
important city in international affairs. I come 
from a place with 47,000 inhabitants, in a country 
with only 4.8 million people, so I enjoy living in a 
big city for a change. 

I also noticed that Nairobi is much more 
expensive than other Kenyan cities. This was new 
to me. The prices at Uchumi were higher than 
I remembered from last time I was in Kenya. I 
don’t know if I can imagine how hard it must be 
for the poorest people in Nairobi. 

Now to the weather. We came just before 
the rainy season started. At first I didn’t believe 
that a rainy season was going to come, because 
the weather was so warm and sunny when we 
arrived. But eventually I understood that Nairobi 
really has a rainy season. However, I come from 
a place where it rains a lot. Therefore I don’t 
understand why people make such a big fuzz 
about the weather and the traffic. How can rain 
affect the traffic? The only difference is that you 
have to put on the car’s window wiper. 

One of the things that I knew about before I 
came to Kenya, is the view on timekeeping. But 
I had never really experienced “Kenyan time”. 
Some Kenyans know how to show up on time, 
but others have a very relaxed attitude towards 
it. When people tell you to show up at, let’s say, 
8 a.m., they might not show up before 9 or 9.30. 
When people tell you that there will be a meeting 
on a certain day, the meeting might not take place 
at all. When someone is doing some kind of task, 
it usually takes long. Before I left Norway I didn’t 
feel worried about how to handle “Kenyan time”, 
but now, after two months, I find it very difficult 
to understand. I can see that sometimes traffic 
might be one of the problems, but in that case one 
should allow more time to get wherever you are 
going.

When it comes to working for AMWIK, I had 
set my mind on just taking whatever I was given, 
be open-minded and willing to contribute in any 
way. The former Norwegian participant Ellen 
Paalgaard had told me a lot about AMWIK, so I 
knew how AMWIK was organised when I came. 
After two months I feel that I have had a good 
start. The first person I met was Diana Etsabo 
who lightened up the whole place with her smile 
and made me feel welcome. She took good care 
of me during my first weeks. I was impressed 
by the work that AMWIK had done, and I 
wondered who is doing all the work, because as I 
knew, AMWIK has relatively few staff working 
permanently. Later I discovered that AMWIK 
also has District Coordinators in Malindi, Wajir, 
Kwale, Isiolo, Kisumu, Maela and Naivasha.

I hope that AMWIK also sees the benefit of 
having exchange participants. I hope that I can 
give them something useful and make them 
want to continue their collaboration with FK. 
So far I’m mostly enjoying my time here. Of 
course there are exceptions, like when I feel ill or 
anxious, when I miss home or when I feel that I 
don’t know how to handle the challenges.

Although it may sound like a cliché, and 
although I feel homesick sometimes, I’ll continue 
reminding myself that, after all, I’m living out my 
dream.

My stint at Zambia Media 
Women Association 
(ZAMWA) in 2010, 
representing Association 
of Media Women in Kenya 

(AMWIK) could have been a failure if I would 
have allowed culture shocks to take a toll on me.

My first impression 
of Zambia and the 
locals in general was 
that they were not 
hardworking people 
and wished life 
was fast just like in 
Kenya. People were 
never in a hurry, 
supermarkets, 
eating joints and 
other shops would 
open as late as 
9.00 a.m. or 10. 
00 a.m. and 
close as early 
as 6.00 p.m., 
compared to 
Nairobi where 
by 7.00 O’clock in the morning, 
one can get anything they want, even late in the 
night. It was even more devastating to walk in 
a shop after work only for the staff there to tell 
you, “excuse me, we are closing for the day, you 
can do your shopping tomorrow.” Now, this was 
very discouraging, in addition to the high price of 
commodities compared to Kenya.

Meanwhile, at ZAMWA, there wasn’t much 
to be done in the early months of my exchange 
period, and in addition, Internet was a major 
problem and I kept complaining. However after 
much thinking I told myself complaining won’t 
better my stay there and it was high time I looked 
at things positively. This indeed became an eye 
opener to lots of work and opportunities lying 
ahead and I decided to take the challenges head-
on.

After the International Women’s day which 
was the first major assignment I was involved 
in at ZAMWA, I embarked on writing stories 
which featured prominently in the local papers. 
This followed my interest in learning about 
blogging, twitting, and flickr, among other web 
2.0 developments. One ZAMWA member, Ms 
Brenda Zulu was instrumental to this part and 
today I can comfortably post my stories and 
activities online, thanks to her. 

I participated in various ZAMWA activities 
which included representing the Programme 
Officer, Ms Sally Chiwama at meetings and 

Exchange was an
eye opener

participation in the World Press Freedom Day 
which was to culminate in the formation of 
Zambia Media Council (ZAMEC), a body meant 
to regulate the media. It however received much 
opposition from the government and by the time 
I was leaving Zambia, consultations were still 
ongoing with other parties on the best way to 
forge ahead as the government wanted a state 
regulated body instead of a self regulated system 

much accepted by various 
media 

bodies. 
This is one of the most 
powerful forums that I participated in, 
something I have never done in my own country. 
I shared a few lessons from Kenya’s regulation 
system, being one of the countries the Zambian 
team visited to gain skills on how the Kenyan 
system works. This boosted my participation 
hence I gained the courage to share and learn 
from them.  I learnt a lot on regulatory systems 
and why the media needs to be self regulated 
just like other professions and the need for 
governments to support the fourth estate. I still 
hope the stakeholders will come to an agreement 
for Zambia to have a self regulatory system.

My attachment at the Zambia National 
Broadcasting Corporation (ZNBC), equivalent 
to our Kenya Broadcasting (KBC) was one of 
the most challenging times I ever faced in my 
work. Just like most state owned media houses, 
shortage of equipment was a major obstacle. 
Many departments but few cameras, editing 
suites, studios and even personnel dragged us 
behind. But I took it as a challenge and tried to 
initiate my own ways of working. My policy 
was to have at least a story either by the end 
of the week or beginning that I would present 
to the editor for approval to get a camera to go 
and shoot in the field. It worked well for me 
while most staff was struggling to get assigned. 

Though short-lived, I managed to come up with 
stories that aired on a local programme called the 
Reporter. That was an achievement for me. I must 
appreciate the fact that Kenya is more liberalized 
when it comes to media and has many electronic 
stations compared to Zambia. 

In Lusaka, one thing I noticed is that the 
streets are not as busy as in Nairobi. By 6 p.m., 
most streets in the city centre, even shops will 
have closed down. This is in contrast with Nairobi 
where that’s the time you will find extreme 
movements and human traffic all over. By the 
time I was leaving, I was able to converse in 
one of the local languages – Nyanja - with ease, 
thanks to ZAMWA for organizing a mphunzisi 
(teacher) for us. It is worth noting that there are 
72 tribes in Zambia with 7 major ones while in 
Kenya we have 42 tribes.

Zambians treasure their culture. For example 
when a woman is getting married, she’s required 
to go through some initiation ceremonies believed 
to educate her on how to stay in a marriage. 

I got a chance to visit the great Victoria 
Falls that lie on the boarder of Zambia 
and Zimbabwe. The first time we visited 
the area situated in Livingston (Southern 
province), in July, it was very cold and 
the waters were at the highest ebb. When 
we went back there in December, it was 
amazingly hot and the waters had subsided 
and we could walk over towards Zimbabwe. 
This is one place you can’t afford not to tour 
when you visit the country.

I participated in the training of journalists 
on reporting on safe abortion. Unlike Kenya, 
Zambia’s law allows for safe abortion to be 
conducted in hospitals by trained doctors giving 
a chance to women or girls who may have either 
been raped or defiled, among other reasons to 
make a decision on whether to keep the baby or 
go for an abortion. Abortion has been legal in the 
country since 1976 but because of opposition, not 
many people know about it. This is why Ipas, an 
international body dealing in reproductive health 
partnered with ZAMWA to train journalists on 
the need to inform and educate people on safe 
abortion and why backstreet abortions should 
be discouraged at all costs. I too also had no 
idea why on earth someone would encourage 
abortion. But I came to realize that the more we 
oppose safe abortion, the more we encourage 
backstreet abortions and the more we lose our 
sisters, mothers and aunties when they lose so 
much blood and the backstreet “doctors” can’t 
help them. A real eye opener. Note that I do not 
support abortion but in the event that the need 
arises, our women should be given a chance and 
not risk their lives by going to unsafe places for 
termination.

I thank AMWIK for giving me an opportunity 
to participate in the exchange, which has opened 
my eyes on the need to stand up and fight for the 
rights of women. I feel challenged to do more 
because women’s rights are not a favour but a 
matter of life and death for any nation with an 
interest in developing. Thank you AMWIK, 
Thank you ZAMWA and Thank you FK!
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“A candle 
loses nothing 
by lighting 
another”

By Yvonne Otieno

Life, what is life? 
Some say you are wonderful, others say you 
are boring, some say you are frustrating 
What else would you have traded your life for?
I buried my only son yesterday, How I wish it 
was me and not him 
Do you really mean that? Who cares for him 
after you have gone? 
Is there any fairness or justice in life? 
It all depends on how you see life
Where would you rather be if not alive? 
Life, what is life?
BY CAB –BEYUO JERRY

This sobering poem was shared 
by one of the FK 2011 exchange 
participants during the two week 
preparatory course for the South-
South Exchange programme.

I happen to be among the participants after 
being selected to represent the Association of 
Media Women in Kenya (AMWIK) in 2011. And 
what a coincidence that a few days preceding the 
prep course, I had been asking myself the very 
same question: What is life?

Is life the chances you take or miss? Or the 
people you meet and leave? Is life in the joys 
and sorrows? Or is it in the learning and growing 
we do every day? Is life best in moments of 
peace or in moments of conflict? Is life all about 
being secure or is life all about taking risks? Is 
life better faced when filled with hope or with 
despair? Is life all about reaping what we sow?

Why ask myself all these questions, you might 
wonder? Well, the opportunity to participate in 
this programme came during a great turning point 
in my life. The story begins two years back when 
I joined AMWIK and attended my very first 
members meeting. During this meeting, members 
were all asked to share what they expected from 
AMWIK and most importantly how they wished 
to contribute to AMWIK.

I remember Jane Thuo, AMWIK Executive 
Director telling us; “Most people expect to benefit 
from AMWIK without making any contribution, 
in the past that has been the trend, but we 
have now realized that members benefit more 
when they actively participate. Ask not what 
AMWIK can do for you but what you can do for 
AMWIK.”  

What moved me most during this meeting 
was when one member Josephine stood up and 
shared:  “A candle loses nothing by lighting 
another.” I took this to my heart and since then it 
has become one of my life mantras.

I also tend to think that on that day, many 
more candles were lit. As the meeting progressed, 
members shared how they would love to be 
part of the training, welfare, and fundraising 
committees. Mentoring of others and volunteering 
for adhoc activities were mentioned by different 

I was reading my emails as usual on 
a Wednesday morning when I came 
across this one email which was 
inviting AMWIK members to apply 
for the FK Exchange Programme. 

There were two opportunities; one for Nepal and 
the other for Uganda. The deadline was 19th of 
November 2010.

I had tried my luck the previous year and was 
among the seven members who got short listed 
for the interview. I had looked forward to the day 
of the interview with great expectations since it 
was my very first of its kind and I had confidence 
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A dream 
fulfilled

By Margaret Nyambura Mwangi
Exchange participant at UMWA

of getting the opportunity to represent AMWIK 
in Zambia. I did my interview and waited for the 
feedback through the AMWIK secretariat. I didn’t 
have to wait long. While reading my mails the 
following week after the interview I came across 
a regret letter from AMWIK  Executive Director, 
Ms. Jane Thuo, thanking me for being at the 
interview and informing me that I had not made it 
and to try my luck next time.

I accepted the news and did not lose hope.  
I even wrote an email back to her wishing the 
successful applicant the very best in her new 
endeavor. I whispered softly to myself that there 
is always a second time and that the opportunity 
was meant for the person who got it and I was 
happy for her. When I saw it again one year 
down the line I decided to try once again. I’m 
resilient and hold on to my dreams no matter 
the circumstances. I don’t give up easily when 
I’m pursuing a dream. I sent my application and 
waited for the interview.

It was a Saturday evening while comforting 
a bereaved family friend in my neighbourhood 
who had just lost her first born son. When I 
returned to my house I found four missed calls 
on my phone. They were from Ms. Jane Thuo, 
AMWIK Executive Director and I had no idea 
why she had called. I decided to call back and 
she greeted me with “Good News Margaret”, you 
have been selected to represent AMWIK on the 
FK exchange programme in Uganda”. “What?” I 

let out.”Yes, Margaret, among those who applied 
for the exchange, you are the one who qualified, 
and congratulations!” I screamed with joy and 
I’m sure my neighbours knew that I had received 
some good news. 

The first thing that came in to my mind was 
to thank God for the great opportunity that He 
had granted me and to call my immediate family 
members to break the good news to them. I called 
my parents but they could not be reached till the 
next day. 

I managed to call my siblings and shared the 
good news and they were very happy and wished 
me well. 

Membership
I joined AMWIK in early 2004 and helped 

fundraise for a walk that was organized towards 
the end of the same year. I contributed three 
thousand shillings for that walk. 

I started off at high momentum and since 
then I have actively been involved in nearly all 
AMWIK activities as a passionate member. I 
have not looked back seven years down the line 
and I’m willing to mentor new members along 
the way.

I’m grateful to AMWIK for the experience I 
have gained in all areas of my professional work. 
I have been writing for AMWIK publications like 
the Dawn and INUKA on gender issues. I also 
belong to the AMWIK fundraising committee 
and have been actively involved in fundraising 
and organizing the AMWIK Annual Scholarship 
Dinner.  

I joined AMWIK while I was working at 
Royal Media as a reporter for both Citizen 
Television and Radio. I have vast knowledge in 
radio as a result of the experience that I got while 
working there and produced radio programmes 
like “Makala ya jumapili” which highlighted 
issues affecting Kenyans in their daily lives. I did 
stories about women and children which have 
had positive impact on the society based on the 
feedback I received. I also did a weekly radio 
programme “Ripoti za waandishi”. 

I’m looking forward to my working 
experience at UMWA office in Kampala where 
I will be learning new skills which will help 
improve my work when I’m through with the 
exchange programme.

I thank God and AMWIK for giving me this 
wonderful opportunity that will give me a lot 
of international exposure. I have been to South 
Africa three times for a few weeks on media 
trainings. I was also in Tanzania in June last year. 
I know that I will indeed get to learn a lot within 
this one year which and I’m looking forward to.



10 11

The Allegory of the caves 
By Yvonne Otieno in Nepal

Sometimes when all we are used 
to is all we see, we can develop 
resistance to learning...that is of 
course unless we realize that there 
is more to the world than where 

we were born. This is best described in Plato’s 
allegory of the cave where he describes men who 
were living in a cave and the only forms they 
could see were shadows cast by a light from a 
candle in the middle of the cave. If taken out of 
the cave, the men would have some difficulty 
believing the real thing as all they could see 
whole in the cave was the shadows.

Just like the men in the cave, I have found 
myself constantly asking whether I have been in 
a “cave” and what I’m experiencing right now 
is the struggle to cope with life outside the cave. 
Here the cave refers to what I’m familiar with, 
my home country and the lifestyle while life 
outside is the different experiences I’m going 
through and expect to go through while in Nepal.

When the plane first arrived at Tribuvan 
airport on 28th February 2011, I remember first 
thinking…Hmmm is this real? Did I just get into 
some time machine that took me to one of the 
Mexican movies? Unfortunately there was no 
time for me to answer that question. As soon as 
we landed everything seemed to be moving at 
lightning speed. I remember feeling in my visa 
forms in a huff before being quickly ushered into 
the arrival section quite efficiently. Once I picked 
up my luggage and left the airport, my queries as 
to whether I must have been in a time machine 
seemed to be confirmed. 

All I remember was seeing several taxi drivers 
holding up signs, with others trying to get my 
attention.  “If you can’t find a taxi you can make a 
call from the inside,” a helpful policeman outside 
the airport said to me. “Please be here Dr. Manju. 
Please.” I remember thinking. And as if she had 
heard my thoughts, Dr. Manju appeared from 
behind me and gave me a good old welcome bear 
hug. Namaste! Welcome to Nepal.

These very words have stayed with me every 
day. Every time I leave the house or when I start 
comparing Nepal to Kenya, I remind myself that 
I’m in Nepal and Nepal will never be Kenya. 
I just have to deal with it. We may both be 
developing countries facing our own different 
challenges. Daily I realize that even if we were 
both developed in terms of communications, 
we would still be different because a country is 
more than the technology. A country is about 
people. People and their cultures. People and the 
struggles they have overcome. People and their 
values. And daily I’m learning about the values of 
the Nepalese people. 

I was welcomed home by my host’s parents 
who were quite happy to meet me. My host’s 
father is a writer and an artist and was much 

members. I was impressed by the willingness 
and enthusiasm displayed by all members during 
this meeting. And to this day I can say that I can 
still see the candle burning bright in the members 
present at that meeting.

One year down the line I reaped greatly from 
being a member of AMWIK. Yes, I had benefited 
by attending a  number of AMWIK trainings, 
volunteered as a member of the fundraising 
committee (one of the most challenging tasks to 
date – thumps up to all serving in this committee) 
and wrote a couple of articles for INUKA while 
constantly sharing through email the vacancies 
and opportunities that came my way with 
AMWIK. There was a point in my professional 
career when I felt I needed a change. I had been 
working as the Assistant creative Director Media 
Services at Young African Express, a children 
magazine and as grateful as I was for my job, I 
felt like I had the itching need to apply what I had 
learnt in my degree course I had been pursuing 
for the last four years (2006 to 2009) and this is 
where AMWIK came in.

Through one of the numerous 
emails we receive from AMWIK was a 
vacancy announcement for the position 
of Communications Officer at the World 
Agroforestry Centre (ICRAF). I applied for the 
position and I am glad to see that many other 
AMWIK members were also shortlisted proving 
that AMWIK is indeed made of professionals 
and I’m happy today that I was selected for the 
position. I’m grateful to my association AMWIK 
for bringing to my attention this much needed 
position at a time when I needed change in my 
life.
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Come 2010 and AMWIK throws another 
coin in my direction; A call to apply for the 
FK exchange programme. Most of 2011 had 
been filed with lots of late nights at work and 
travelling to regional and international meetings 
based on my job demands. The travels exposed 
me to the various opportunities available in the 
communications industry both for journalists and 
communication professionals. 

The opportunities I saw required that one 
has a Master’s Degree and some international 
experience. I slowly started wishing for an 
opportunity to gain some international experience 
and once again AMWIK sent the call for the 
FK exchange programme. When the call for 
application was first sent out, I initially dismissed 

it while thinking that there is no way I was 
going to leave my secure job for the exchange 
programme. When the second call reminding 
members to apply was made, I sent in my 
application a day before the deadline. 

When I sent my application, I can say that I 
really did not expect much to come out of it and 
was quite surprised when the following Monday 
I got a call from Jane Thuo informing me that my 

application had been successful. My telephone 
conversation with Jane remains a blur till today. 
All I remember is that after putting down the 
handset, I experienced a series of emotions from 
happiness, fear, anxiety… and thinking; “Yvonne, 
you must be crazy!!! How can you even think of 
leaving such a great job?”

And today, I’m happy that I’m “crazy”. Once 
I learnt that my hosting institution was a college 
that had a Master’s programme, my “craziness” 
led me to ask for the possibility of a scholarship 
to do my Masters while undertaking the exchange 
programme. And this I received. My craziness 
led me to ask for a study leave from my employer 
and this too I received. And so my position is 
secure while I gain some international experience 
and get my Masters. Who would have known that 
all these were possible? And of course I must say 
that AMWIK is a big part of this equation.

And therein my set of questions on life begun. 
Is life what I have and won’t let go? Is life letting 
go what I know for what I don’t? Many have 
since asked and still ask why I dared take such a 
step and all I can say is that life is what you live 
today.

Life is the risks taken yesterday that bear fruit 
today.  Life is what you didn’t know yesterday, 
that you now know today. Life is feeling secure 
in taking risks. Life is more than the people 
you meet, most about the mark you leave in the 
people you meet and the mark they leave on you.

Life is taking the opportunities that come your 
way, for in the end we do miss 100 percent of the 
opportunities we don’t take. I do not know what 
awaits me at the end of this exciting adventure in 
Nepal, but with God’s grace, I plan to enjoy the 
“Slice of life in Nepal” that has been thrown my 
way in 2011. And look out for my blog articles 
with the same title.    

For AMWIK members, I encourage you to 
be a part of life in AMWIK by participating and 
taking the chance to apply when opportunities 
are sent your way. Some opportunities come with 
your name written on it, and you won’t see your 
name unless you apply. And as people in the 
media, we have access to so much knowledge and 
information and I wish to encourage all to share 
it, for Knowledge is the only thing that multiplies 
when shared. After all, a candle loses nothing by 

lighting another.
My last words; Thanks to all in AMWIK 

secretariat (Jane Thuo, Lillian Juma, Marceline 
Nyambala) who have challenged, advised, 
encouraged, counselled and supported me in the 
journey. A special mention to Mildred Barasa, 
Josephine Karani, Diana Etsabo, Liz Opudo, 
Pastor Maggy (Congrats to you for being the 
exchange participant in Uganda) and Linda 
Ongwenyi.

The	writer,	Yvonne	(right)	with	Nageena	Jha,	FK	exchange	participant	
from	Nepal	to	Tanzania	during	an	outing	in	Kathmandu

The	writer	admires	a	sculpture	in	Nepal.

interested to learn about Art in Kenya. He had 
been told that my father is also an artist. A few 
minutes after my arrival, I was served a warm 
meal of chow chow or noodles. After exchanging 
a few more pleasantries, I’ m invited to dinner 
and allowed time to rest.  

During dinner I learn more about my host. 
He is a professor and once lectured at the 
universities here. He is well read about ancient 
history, philosophy and just about any subject 
you can think of. However, he doesn’t leave his 
compound. For the last 20 years he hasn’t left his 
compound apart from a few occasions when he 
gets an invitation to give a lecture in university 
halls abroad. So why not in Nepal? He vowed 
never to leave his compound in protest to the 
multiparty system in Nepal. When I ask him why 
he doesn’t support this system? His response is 
that, you can’t have too many people preparing 
the same cup of tea. Too many cooks spoil the 
broth. And so he spends most of his day reading 
or in his garden. But he is always willing to chat 
and share some nuggets of wisdom. “My only 
regret in life is not visiting Africa, “he says. He is 
now 74 and avoids long distance flights.

Among the first few things I bought on arrival 
in Kathmandu was airtime to let my parents and 
home office know that I was alright. I hardly slept 
the first night. It was too cold. I woke up and 

borrowed a blanket from Catherine ‘s. Catherine 
is my roommate from Uganda and she was to 
arrive in two days. I fell asleep early morning, 
guess my system was still operating on the 
Kenyan clock, we are three hours ahead here, and 
I was suffering from jet lag.

I  was allowed to rest on the second day and I 
took the time to converse a little more With Baba. 
I shared my music with him and told him a little 
bit more about my family. He took me for a walk 
around his garden. This is a naturalized garden 
with over 20 species of fruits. Due to the 16 hour 
load shedding of electricity currently going on 
in Nepal, I couldn’t check my mail until 4.00pm 
when the power was scheduled to return.

My first impressions of Nepal can best be 
described as a mix between culture shock and 
fascination. Maybe a little bit more of the culture 
shock…Maybe we had been warned of these 
during the preparation  course held two weeks 
before we departed. In between  breaks in our 
conversation with Dr. Manju, I couldn’t help but 
notice the things that were different from home 
during my first ride  from the airport to my soon 
to be  residence. I remember thinking; things 
will get better as you get closer to home. At first 
I thought that this would be in 10 months time, 
but I’m glad it has taken less time. I have chosen 
to adapt to appreciative thinking. It is working. 

Some opportunities come with your 
name written on it, and you won’t see 
your name unless you apply
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One	of	Katmandu’s	beautifully	designed	buildings

The	Buddhist	stupa	of	Boudhanath
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There are always two sides to a coin.

So what were my first surprises? First was 
the size of the taxi. My suitcase could hardly fit 
in the back of the taxi. Second was the noise. 
Private cars, motorcycles or boda bodas as 
known in Kenya, the Tempo or Tuk Tuk, the 
micro or the bus similar to City Hoppa all seemed 
to be hooting at the same time. The drivers in 
Nepal all seem to drive much in the same way 
as the matatu drivers in Kenya. It helps when 
you want to get to your destination fast but it’s 
scary if you are a pedestrian. No one has right of 
way. Everyone seems to be in a hurry. There are 
zebra crossings. But they seem to have little or 
no meaning. I have seen traffic lights only once. 
And this is close to the airport. But there are 
traffic police everywhere. At least the police are 
respected. They are also quite helpful. Thrice they 
have stopped me to offer assistance to get to my 
location. And yes, they speak fluent English. I’m 
happy to learn this.

 The telephone and electrical lines are quite 
low. There are dukas in every building. Traders 
selling different wares, from clothes, carpets, 
groceries, etc. All the ground floor buildings 
are reserved for shops. You can hardly tell 
the difference between the city centre and the 
residential areas. Almost all buildings have been 
decorated with some sign post or Billboard. 
But there are some beautifully styled designed 
buildings here – artistically made. But some just 
normal flats. But all seem small compared to 
the buildings back home. Maybe it’s because of 
the physique of the people. You see at home I 
’m short, but here, I’m quite tall and must look 
almost herculean to most. The most disturbing 
thing is the dust and the air pollution. This 
explains why many people here wear dust 
masks. People in the streets cough or clear their 
throats and spit at free will here. Is the need to 
clear the dust from one’s system responsible for 
this? Maybe.  On the third day, Nageena Jha the 
exchange participant from Nepal to Tanzania 
came for me. It was great sacrifice which was 
much appreciated as she was preparing to travel 
that evening. I arrived to a warm welcome at the 
college. The first thing you get when you arrive 
in every office here is an offer for tea.  This is 
much like back home in Kenya. Only here it is 
considered rude to say no. Here my new boss 
Dr. Manju introduced me to her staff and our 
programme coordinator in Nepal Sanpurna 
Entire.  Sanpurna is this cool, calm and collected 
guy who has become our go-to man whenever 
we need any assistance. After addressing a few 
domestic issues Dr. Manju invited me for a 
lunch of Rice, lentils, Daal and cauliflower at 
her apartment. In Nepal, rice is like Ugali is to 
Kenyans. From then on we moved from office 
to office trying to settle official matters, first it 
was a sim card and internet modem, then the 
immigration office, then to the international 
language school, Bwiso Bwasha for admission- 
Here my colleague and I will learn Nepali. 
Learning to write the Nepali language remains 
my biggest challenge…I’m about a month late for 
this class but the lecturer Chandra Mani is quite 
helpful. He is giving us two hours of extra classes 
for a month.

Friday was a day I was looking forward to as 
my roommate Catherine was finally arriving. I 
remember checking my clock every other time 
waiting for 4.00 O’clock. Saturday we rested 
as Catherine was suffering from jet lag. On 
Saturday, it was time for me to be the tour guide 
to Cathy. We get a lot of stares from people 
here. Most are just curious and have never seen 
Africans before. Those who have seen Africans 
and can speak English ask whether we are 
Nigerians or South Africans.  We gather it’s 
because of football and the world cup. The two or 
three who have heard about Kenya, only know it 
because of cricket.

I arrived during the Lhosar (Buddhist New 
Year) celebrations and so the nights were full 
of loud music and fireworks. We live in an area 
called Boudha where there are over 50 Buddhist 
monasteries. A quick search of Wikipedia and 
other sites reveals that this area, also known 
as Boudhanath  is one of the holy Buddhist 
sites in Kathmandu, Nepal Located about 11 
km (7 miles) from the center and northeastern 
outskirts of Kathmandu. The stupa’s (shrine) 
massive mandala (round religious symbol that 
represents the universe) makes it one of the 
largest spherical stupas in Nepal. The Buddhist 

stupa of Boudhanath dominates the skyline. 
The ancient Stupa is one of the largest in the 
world. The influx of large populations of Tibetan 
refugees from China has seen the construction 
of over 50 Tibetan Gompas (Monasteries) 
around Boudhanath. As of 1979, Boudhanath is 
a UNESCO World Heritage Site. The Stupa is on 
the ancient trade route from Tibet which enters 
the Kathmandu Valley by the village of Sankhu. 

There is still a lot that I look forward to 
learning about in Nepal. This includes their food, 
dressing choices, festivities e.g. funerals and 
weddings. Speaking of weddings, Baba’s nephew 
who is based in Australia is currently in Nepal 
for his wedding. It is an arranged marriage. He 
met his bride for the first time a month ago. The 
parents identified the bride for him and introduced 
them through facebook. She was the fourth of 
many selections they had for him. It’s been a year 
of communication through social networks but 
the two love birds have decided to tie the knot.  

Baba says that wedding festivals are arranged 
according to the caste of the couple. He mentions 
four castes…Brahman – Highest and religious 
caste, Chatriya – warriors, Vaisya – Businessmen 
and traders, Sudra- the lowest caste which has 
labourers e.t.c For over seven-years as a practicing 

journalist, I must say I’ve been 
blessed with several travel 
opportunities to different nations 
in Europe, Asia and Africa. 

On each of these expeditions, whenever I 
would receive the news, that I’m chosen, my 
heart would soften with joy. But then I would 
quickly get back to my normal being because 
most of these trips were short between Five to 60 
days. It was my prayer always to get an extended 
trip for at least a year or so to break from the 
hustle and bustle of the newsroom. 

Yes! God answered my prayer!  It was a hot 
afternoon around December 2010; I had just 
come back from an aborted interview that I had 
been chasing for months. Briefing my supervisor, 
who seemed not to be bothered about my 
disappointment, but instead yelled at me to give 
him the story by hook or crook. 

I felt like resigning there and then, but 
a colleague consoled me not to but face the 
challenge with positive thinking. 

When I later cooled down, I gathered 
courage to spend the rest of the day reading and 
responding to my emails. Sure I had spent two-
days without checking my emails.

As I scrolled the mouse, I saw a message 
from the Uganda Media Women Association 
(UMWA), I passed it because I knew they were 
either reminding me of the annual membership 
fee, not that I was a defaulter but at that time it’s 
not something I thought of doing  because I was 
stressed. 

After reading all the other emails, I then 
opened the UMWA one last. Mrs Margaret 
Ssentamu the Executive Director was informing 
me about the good news that I had been 
nominated to participate in the FK Norway 
exchange programme. I was supposed to be the 
ambassador for Ugandan women journalists in 
Kenya and the Association of Media Women 
in Kenya (AMWIK) was going to be my host 
organization for 10-months.

Kenya, a home away from home

By Dorothy Nakaweesi from Uganda

‘Thank you God,” I shouted! As I jumped 
off my desk, my colleague was confused seeing 
someone who has been so stressed, in a spate of 
15 minutes screaming.

“Dorothy what is happening,” She asked? By 
this time my eyes were all filled with tears of joy!

The next day I went to UMWA office for 
further briefing about the exchange. Everyone I 
shared the good news with, was happy for me but 
many were warning me about the aggressiveness 
of Kenyans.

As a requirement of the exchange all 
participants were required to attend a two-week 
preparatory course. On February 1st my other 
colleague Catherine Apalat and I travelled to 
Nairobi; The African Network for the Protection 
and Prevention against Child Abuse and Neglect 
(ANPPCAN) had organized a Taxi to take us 
to the National Centre for Early Childhood 
(NACECE) at the Kenya Institute of Education 
(KIE) in Nairobi. 

It must have been cultural shock that 
whenever I would pass-by someone in the 
corridors and greet them they would keep quiet. 
Back home it’s a norm and respect to greet people 
you meet but I later found out that in Nairobi it’s 
not a must and no one would accuse you of being 
uncultured. 

We started the prep-course the following day 
and were briefed about the FK Norway exchange 
programme followed by introductions where 
everybody was required to give a brief on their 
work, home and host country and expectations.

Hearing all these presentations, I didn’t know 
whether it was cultural shock; I felt like I was in 
a wrong place, everything was totally different 
from my newsroom environment. Upto this time, 
I saw no link in what was happening to the ‘so 
what’ question?  

If I had the way I would have jumped on the 
next flight. Seriously! I imagined how I would 
put up in this environment for two-weeks of the 
prep-course.   

On the second and third day, I began to see 
light at the end of the tunnel, thanks to Mrs 
Rebecca Ng’ang’a. Her lectures on inter-cultural 
communication gave me a bearing of where I was 
heading and what was going through my mind 
that time. This was augmented by Ms Margaret 
Wanjohi’s lectures about appreciative inquiry 
and positive thinking. All prepared me to face the 
challenges positively.

On our first Sunday after church we had 
the opportunity to visit the family of one of the 
Kenyan participants, Ms Yvonne Otieno who is 
now in Nepal. The journey took us about 30-45 
minutes because of the jam but what astonished 
me most was the loud music in the matatu’s 
(taxis). In Kenya, I was told it’s a lifestyle and 
many people like it. Getting out of the Matatu, 
my head was pounding. On our way to the 
Otieno’s residence, we branched off at a chemist 
and bought some pain-killers.

The warm reception accorded to us at the 
Otieno’s made me feel at home. Mama Yvonne 
prepared a sumptuous lunch and on the menu was 

matooke- a staple food for Ugandans. 
As we waited for lunch to get ready, Papa 

Martin Otieno kept us busy with stories about the 
brotherhood between the two nations. We spent 
three hours at the Otieno’s residence and I was 
initiated into the family as a ‘daughter’ who was 
free to visit and consult Mama and Papa anytime 
during my 10-months stay in Kenya.

The visit at the Otieno’s family exposed 
the warm side of the Kenyans and it erased the 
negative perception that so many people at home 
had warned me about. 

The two-weeks ended even without noticing, 
we had become one family as we formed an FK 
2011 team. The other participants were from 
Zambia, Malawi, Ethiopia, Ghana and Liberia, 
Kenya, Tanzania and Uganda.

Everybody was required to go back home 
for at least 10-days to prepare for travel to 
our respective host countries where we were 
supposed to be change agents of FK Norway 
through the respective partner organizations. 

I was again privileged that the prep-course 
was held in my host country. On February 28, 
while at Entebbe Airport I called Ms Lilian 
Juma, my supervisor at AMWIK and informed 
her that I was going to arrive in the next one and 
half hours. She told me she was expecting me 
and someone would pick me at the airport. Little 
did I know, she was the one going to pick me? 
Just after arriving at the JKIA, Lilian and my 
housemate Ms Jamillah Kilahama from Tanzania 
Media Women’s Association (TAMWA) received 
me with hugs. It was like a mother welcoming a 
daughter-I felt I was home.

She took me to the Airport cafeteria to buy 
something to eat; she then struggled with my near 
50 kg luggage to the waiting taxi which whisked 
us away to our residence at South B (Hazina 
estate). The house was on the fourth floor but 
‘Mummy’ Lilian as I have baptized her carried 
my suitcase single-handedly despite my pleading 
to give a hand.  

Now, when Jamillah opened the house I was 
speechless. All along Yonathan Fikre had told us 
that participants were to live modestly but to me 
this was more than that. Thank You AMWIK! 
Despite the distance, I’m happily living and 
enjoying the modest residence. 

The following day we visited AMWIK 
offices, and were introduced to the rest of the 
family, I would say, everybody right from the 
administrator Mercy who was our tour guide on 
which bus to take and where to shop, Ms Jane 
Thuo the Executive Director, Ms Marceline the 
Programmes Manager, Joyce, Lawrence the 
driver, Moses and Bernard are warm and caring. 
I have already started enjoying the working 
environment because it is classic, I must say.

My assignments for the next 10-months 
will be writing feature articles and stories, 
representing AMWIK on different events, write 
proposals, mobilizing funds and participating in 
all my host’s activities countrywide. With God’s 
guidance I’m ready to venture out. NAIPENDA 
SANA KENYA!
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By Anbika Giri, 2010 participant from 
Nepal

If you ask me how Kenya is, I don’t 
have any answer. I can’t tell how 
Kenya, where I lived for ten months is. 
It may sound strange but this is what 
I can tell you. All these ten months I 

have been learning about my country in a foreign 
land. If I compare what I learnt about Kenya and 
what I learnt about Nepal in ten months I learnt 
more about my own country. I would not have 
learnt about my country in this depth if I never 
came to Kenya. 

I’m serious. 
I’m very sensitive about nationality so being 

far from my country was a very strong emotional 
encounter for me. I have my family and most 
important I have my daughter to miss. No doubt, 
I missed them like hell. However, I missed Nepal, 
my country more than anything else. And I tried 
to find Nepal everywhere in Kenya, while buying 
food, clothes, talking to Kenyans, going around 
everywhere and every time. That always made 
me sad and took me away from Kenya. I looked 
for my country in Kenya because Kenyans don’t 
know much about my country. I better say they 
don’t know at all. They know Mount Everest but 
they don’t know it is in Nepal, in my country. 
They looked at my small eyes and straight hair 
and guessed whether I was from China or Korea 
or Thailand or Philippines and so on. Some were 
even worse who thought I was from Argentina 
or Brazil. How bad it feels when almost no one 
knows about your country and makes funny 
comments about it. Or sometimes when people 
even doubt if Nepal is a country or a city. It was 
not easy, it always hurt me. However, it brought 

me more closer to my country though I was 
living in a foreign land. It encouraged me to do 
something for my country. It always distracted 
my attention to Kenya so when I sat down to 
write about my 10 months in Kenya I didn’t have 
much to tell about Kenya. My mind is almost 
blank. I have very light stuff to share which will 
fade very soon from my memory. 

How is Kenya? I was never honest to give 
answer of this question. I always told, so far so 
good. And if anyone encouraged me to tell more, 
I complained about traffic and the expensive city 
life. (I’ve been always encouraged by Kenyans 
to tell something bad about Kenya, I don’t know 
the reason behind it.) However, the truth was I 
never knew how Kenya is. I can tell you how 
the Association of Media Women in Kenya 
(AMWIK), my workplace is, but that is a very 
small part of Kenya. Yes, I have been reading 
newspapers, listening to Maina Kageni and 
Mwalimu King’ang’i on Classic 105 FM and 
eating Ugali more than thrice a week. I went 
jungle safari, saw the Indian Ocean, tried to speak 
broken Swahili, bought many Masaai bangles and 
necklaces and wore African attire. I attended a 
Christian wedding first time and it was so much 
fun, Thanks to Marceline, Programme Manager, 
AMWIK.  But, it does not mean, I could tell 
how Kenya is. For me to understand a country, 
it’s very important to know the people. And I 
didn’t know the people of Kenya. I always felt 
a gap between them and me, not because of my 
skin color or hair but because of the things I was 
always told by Kenyans, that they are not good 
people. 

One of my best teachers in my life is a 
Kenyan and he always warned me to be careful 
because Kenyans are not good people. Isn’t it 
strange? Very strange for me. I don’t know if 
Kenyans are good or bad people because I never 
tried to verify what Kenyans told me. Once I was 
almost robbed, I bribed first time in my life in 
Kenya. I was arrested for not wearing a seatbelt 
in a Matatu and had to go to court where I was 
treated as if I had just killed someone. In addition, 
I didn’t like when somebody tried to touch me. 
I was cheated many times just because I don’t 
understand Swahili very well. I don’t know if 
these incidents are enough to state that Kenyans 
are not good. I don’t think so. I still think I was 
not lucky enough to meet more nice people. 
Unfortunately, people who were around me 
and with whom I met could not give me a good 
impression. By nature, I can’t be close to many 
people; I have very few people in my life that I 
can say are close to me. On the top of that, this 
‘false’ information always pushed me back to stay 
away from Kenyans. 

I’m a journalist by profession and my 
profession is to talk and talk to people. I could 
not talk to Kenyans, not because I don’t know 
Swahili but because I always had fear in my 
head. I was scared by a Kenyan professor and 
security personnel during our preparatory course 
in January. They opened only the scary part of 
Kenya which was/is deeply rooted in my head, in 
my heart - that I always have to be very careful. I 
can’t walk without clutching my bag in town and 
I have to be conscious if anyone is ‘looking’ at 
me for more than thirty seconds. I had a different 
sort of fear in my life, such as, would I be able 
to look after my daughter well? Would I be 
able to serve my country? However, in Kenya I 
developed fear for other humans. I think, it’s not 
fair and I didn’t learn the right thing. I missed the 
right information which will always haunt me. 
I lived in a country for ten months and I didn’t 
know about its people. I’m going back with a lot 
of shame. However, I don’t blame myself for it; 
I tried my level best to know Kenyans. The skin 
color has a big weight in Kenya. It was not fun at 
all to carry that weight on the head and stood up 
far from the people of Kenya. 

People are always most important in my 
life. I’m not so fond of nature! I love flowers, 
hills, snow, the ocean but I don’t feel them for 
very long time. I see them and forget them. 
However, people always come to my mind 
strongly and they don’t go easily. That is why, I 
need to be honest what I lacked in Kenya. And 
what an irony, I lacked the most important thing. 
Otherwise, I touched the ocean first time in my 
life! It was a beautiful morning when I was close 
to the ocean which I had seen only on screen. 
I enjoyed the sun. I tried to understand how it 
makes a difference just because I look different. 
How hard it is to be a stranger. How hard it is to 
adopt other people’s culture. How difficult it is to 
try new things in life. How interesting it is to meet 
new people whom you may never meet again in 
your life. I could tell these were very important 
lessons in my life that my stay in Kenya helped 
me to learn. I thank you Kenya with all the same 
respect that I have for my country because you 
brought me more close to my country. And 
believe me, its very big.  

It is unbelievable how fast time moves. 
My one year assignment in Norway is 
almost over and now reality check has 
set in, in less than four months I will 
be heading back to Kenya. I already 

have my return ticket with me, and of course I 
miss Kenya bigtime. Oh, my family, relatives and 
friends.

My seven months stay  in Norway this far 
havebeen an eye opener, a great experience that 
has been very enriching in all key aspects of my 
life. Working for the Norwegian Broadcasting 
Corporation (NRK)has given me an opportunity 
to gain experience working in a mainstream 
media house. Getting to learn some of the 
advanced editing softwares, Digas and Music 
collector has definitely enhanced my radio 
production skills. I get opportunities to tour 
Norway attending music concerts and festivals as 
I report for Jungeltelegraphen, one of the highest 
rated  world musical  shows in Norway.

At the Gimlekollen School of Journalism and 
Communication (GSJC) I’ve had an opportunity 
to sharpen my teaching and facilitation skills as I 
do teaching sessions at the school. A class session 
with the Norwegian students is a challenge,all 
seated busy on their ´apple´ laptops and I left 
wondering if they picked even a single word I 
said. One thing I’m informed is they have a short 
concentration span and they do not do alot of 

I have no regrets...
By Patience Nyange in Norway

verbal classes, visual classes work for them. So 
most teachers have to do alot of screen slides 
and power point presentation most of the time. 
Interesting.

I also did enrol for a course on Intercultural 
Communication offered at the GSJC, which has 
given me an insight on how to deal with culture 
shock when working interculturally. Learning 
and practising the Norwegian culture has enabled 
me to fit with a lot of ease. 

However, life hasn´t been a bed of roses here, 
there have been quite a number of challenges and 
confidence in dealing with them is part of growth 
that is expected in an exchange programme. 
Learning Norwegian language was very crucial 
as I landed in Norway, but still I haven´t managed 
to speak the language fluently, all I can say is I’m 
trying hard. Most Norwegians do not use English 
as a common language and therefore it becomes 
so hard to understand each other coupled with the 
fact that I have a strong African accent. 

The weather changes, in most cases almost 
forced me to book my flight back home just 
for a change. It has been tough dealing with 
tempratures as cold as -20. I wake up in the 
morning and the last thing I want to do is to 
go to work. Having put on three warm jackets, 
scarf, head gear, gloves, socks and winter boots, 
the cold still finds it´s way into my body.  I’m 
informed that this was the worst ever Winter that 

has been experienced in Norway for the past 60 
years. It started as early as November 2010 and 
was expected to go untill April. I have managed 
well, fell sick once but I’m optimistic that 
summer is around the corner.

I have a network of really good friends 
around, my collegues at work, at the weekly 
International meetings, other Fredskorpset (Peace 
corps- FK)  partcipants within Norway and my 
friends at church too make my life so much fun. 
As I come to the end of my stay in Norway, I 
already feel the pinch of leaving them. I feel 
so much at home, I have partcipated in many 
outdoor activities and explored Norway. I feel 
like a Norwegian faking an African.

I’m greatful to the Association of Media 
Women in Kenya AMWIK in partnership 
with GSJC for the opportunity, I have never 
regretted taking up the challenge. NRK for 
being my home, every other day, I enjoyed 
being part of this broadcasting house, thank 
you for the expertise, my special gratitude to 
my boss Sigbjorn Nedland for the patience 
he had in teaching the softwares, I’m now an 
expert. And finally to the Fredskorpset (FK 
Norway) for making it possible for me and many 
more participants to go through this lifetime 
opportunity. As I plan to go back to Kenya, I have 
a wealth of experience and will definitely be a 
great asset to the media fraternity in Kenya. I feel 
indebted to you all.

From	left:	Helen	Hillevi,	Anna	Nkinda	and	Anbika	Giri

The	writer	samples	the	snow	in	Norway
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Night ravens, only in Norway!!
By Patience Nyange in NorwayI have engaged in quite a number of 

activities as part of my adventure 
in Norway. Some of those I have I 
participated in once and said never 
again because it’s really not worth my 

effort. Natteravnene (Night Ravens),  is one such.
One snowy Saturday, my housemate and I  are 

set to accompany a Norwegian friend for some 
police duties. I’m rarely out late unless it is very 
crucial. By 8pm, the snow is still falling and the 
temperatures are as low as -16. I shower ready 
for the tour. I’m definitely overdressed, looking 
really big and feeling heavy, in addition to my 
gloves and two head gears. At exactly 10.30pm, 
one of our friend Tobjorn Hilsen calls and says he 
is outside waiting. 

Once a journalist, always a journalist, I reach 
for my pen, notebook and my camera ready for 
action. Not sure of what awaits me, I decide to 
ask him. “Tell me about this, where and what 
exactly are we going to do ? ”

“We are going for what we call Natteravnene 
(Night Ravens), which is a duty performed by 
Norwegians at night in conjuction with the police 
so as to prevent violence and criminal acts that are 
mostly bound to happen especially when people 
get drunk. So older people, watch over the youths 
in the city center and incase of any violence, they 
inform the police.” He said, but I’m still puzzled 
by this.Why would a man leave his bed at night 
and watch over drunk men and women. I decide 
not to ask more questions, instead open wide my 
eyes and ears and see how it goes.

“We do this every Saturday night because 
many Norwegians drink themselves foolishly 
on weekends and at times we need to watch 
over them, most of them are just our boys and 
girls, young people heading for clubs who think 
drinking is all the fun in this world. As volunteers 
we meet at 11pm at Hotel Norge (right at the city 
centre) before we disparse in different directions. 
It is done in almost all places in Norway,” said 
Tobjorn.

For me, this is a new concept altogether. It is 
getting colder and I can feel my hands starting 
to freeze as we head to Hotel Norge, taking our 
steps on the snowy roads. When we finally get 
to the hotel lounge we meet 8 other volunteers 
and we join them for coffee and do registrations 
on one of the forms available. I gather we are 
waiting for the police to flag us off. At exactly 
11pm, three policemen come in and join us for 
instructions. I’m excited to see a Norwegian 
policeman at a zero distance, been looking for 
such an opportunity, since I rarely see any. They 
are fully dressed in their duty uniforms and they 
all look very musculine and tall, I guess over 
6.3 feet. I later manage to talk to one who later 
confesses that Norwegian police are very tall and 
actually back in the early 90´s you had to be over 
6 feet to qualify to be one. 

They give us like 10 minutes instructions, 
done in Norsk though I gather nothing.  We are 
then grouped into threes and now I’m told the 
next step is to head to the police station so as 
to pick the Natte Ravnene jackets, which have 

reflectors similar to those of the police. At the 
police station, we select our sizes and off we go. 
I’m told we will position ourselves strategically 
outside the clubs and we will be walking around 
just to watch over any violence and if need be, 
we inform the police. 

At 12am, it´s getting colder and I’m really 
freezing but I try as much to maintain my calm. 
Afer all this is a voluntary work, no one forced 
me out at this hour, I reflect on my own. So 
I keep myself busy window shopping on the 
various closed shops along the streets as I watch 
the other side of Norwegians at night.

A normal day in Kristiansand, looks like a 
holiday in Kenya. Kristiansand, being the fifth 
largest munipality in Norway has a population 
of about 80,000 people. So at any moment, the 
place is somehow deserted, but at night the place 
looks really busy. Norwegians dressed in party 
clothes, many bare legs trembling in the cold. 
Mini skirts even in winter, in Kenya we call it 
´freeze and shine´. Some in high heels and I 
really feel for them as they struggle to walk on 
the snow. Several police cars are on night patrol 
and are parked outside the entertainment joints. 

At 12.30am, my hands are completely frozen 
and very painful and I ask if I could go back 
home. My colleagues tell me we will finish at 
3am and encourage me to keep on. One of them 
volunteers to take me back to the hotel so that I 
could warm my hands by pouring some warm 
water. We finally get to the washroom and on 
reaching there I cry. I did not know it could get 
this painful. As I try to adjust the water, the more 
painful it gets. I’m so missing my bed and wish I 
could sneak out and go back home. 

I decide to go and stay at the main stop. Here 
I meet one of the women shouting, “Coffee or 
cocoa” and some Norwegian words which she 
later explains it means coffee or cocoa for free. I 
ask what is the essense of all this?

“As we earlier explained, Night Raven is 
a humanitarian grassroots movement which 
aims at preventing violence and damages in our 
towns and cities. Night Ravens will keep clear 
heads in situations where others are not thinking 
clearly. Night Ravens are visible and available 
for supporting people in the local community. 

During winter time, we offer these young ones 
coffee or cocoa and even these cakes you see 
here for free just to take care of them. As you 
can see, most of them especially the ladies are 
scantily dressed and they are definitely freezing. 
So we assist them to keep warm.”

This woman is 48 years old, I’m sure she 
has an apartment of her own and a warm bed to 
match. Here she is, freezing and shouting coffee 
or cocoa, this can only be done in Norway. I 
imagine my mum leaving her bed at night to 
look after some youngsters! You can be assured 
this will be a dream come true in a Kenyan 
setting. Only the police can manage such kind of 
work, after all they will be paid for it.

So I join in shouting, coffee or cocoa, and 
I really do the shouting occasionally gazing at 
my watch, not only am I sleepy, it is damn cold 
and my body is freezing. At 1.30am, I’m told 
we need to go for soup so we head to the hotel 
where we get a plate of soup and a cake before 
we head for our second and last round.

I do my last round and finally go to the coffee 
stand. “Gosh it is too cold, I can´t feel my face 
and even my ears.” I remark.  “Don´t worry, 
you still have them, I can see them, they are 
still yours, no one has taken them away,” jokes 
Tobjorn.

At 2.00am the city becomes chaotic, with 
loud Norwegians, shouting left, right and center. 
They are no longer cold, the shyness has gone 
with the wind.  I’m informed, most clubs close 
at 2.30am, but as from 2am, no more selling of 
alcohol so this´s the reason I see Norwegians 
flocking out of the clubs in large numbers. Taxis, 
both illegal and legal, swarm around the streets. 
Police Sirens can also be heard once in a while. 
Employees of the day-open-kiosks are working 
overtime to meet the nocturnal customers: 
sausages, kebabs and burgers make the most 
sales tonight. Many stagger as they make their 
way to the bus station. Two by two they struggle 
as they get taxis back home. 

This is what I gathered about the Night 
Ravens. They are not B-police or security 
guards, and have no authority. Night Ravens are 
not judgemental and treat everyone with respect. 

Nursing 
the elderly 
in Norway
By Patience Nyange in Norway

I have learnt to be very patient before I 
make any conclusion on any cultural 
abnormalities I encounter during my 
stay in Norway. While in Kenya, 
I heard about it and that it greatly 

happens in the West and I thought, how inhuman, 
as I made all sorts of conclusions about it. I’m 
sure as an African, I ‘m brought up believeing in 
certain values and one of them is strong family 
ties. So, just like my parents took great care of us 
while we were young, then it  is my obligation 
and that of my siblings to take care of our parents 
in return during their old age.

It´s about nursing homes for the elderly! For 
a long time I never figured out why these homes 
were set in the first place. I have no objection to 
having childrens´ homes like the ones in Kenya, 
where orphans, HIV and Aids infected children 
and those with special needs are taken care of. 

I have been in a quest to find out why 
Norwegians have such homes and have changed 
my perception about it. I’m better informed now 
and even think it is important to have such homes 
even in Kenya.

I was lucky to have seen my two late 
grandmothers during their sickness through 
death. Both had their children with them who 
made turns in taking care of their sick mothers. I 
literally remember the many times my mother and 
my aunts spent their nights in turns at the hospital.  
This was all organised at a family setting and 
depending on the individual schedule, then they 
made it upon themselves to volunteer and spend 
time at the hospital. 

I know the old might require close medical 
attention, rehabilitation, social contact and 
personal freedom, however I imagine this 
isolation would yield negative results, bored and 
depressed old people because of being indoors 
either watching TV or just staring. It is said, 
nearly everyone experiences decline in some 
aspects of physical and physological functioning 
as they grow older  and combined effects of 
these may induce feelings of lack of stress and 
hopelessness. So for me I thought, this is the time 
the elderly would need their families closeby.  

“We also do that, but in many occassions, 
we believe that our parents need special care 
and because we are also working and very busy 
in most cases, then they are safe at the nursing 
homes and we do not get worried because we can 
call the nurses and talk to them directly.”  Said 
my friend Ane Gupta who has her mother in one 
of the nursing homes.

If you asked before, I would say, these people 
will suffer most. Helpnessness arises when 
people loose control over events that happen 
to them, they lose motivation, become passive, 
intelectually slow and socially impoverished. 
They develop cognitive problems, depression and  
stress crops in.

So I wondered how a family comes to the 
conclusion that its time to take their aging father 
or mother to an old peoples home. “We did not 
make the decision for her. After our father died, 
she lived alone for many years and at some point 
she fell very sick for about two years and opted 
to go to the old peoples home. It was her own 
choice and she even went ahead to ask the social 
community which is in charge of such projects to 
get her a place to stay, and of course the doctors 
had to confirm that she needed help,” said my 
other friend Mike Lars .

“Could it be you were not taking good care 
of her,” I ask? “No Patience, we did all we could 
and we would call her everyday. She is one tough 
kind of a woman and never wants to disturb 
any of us, she likes to stay where she thinks she 
is more comfortable and we allowed her that 
freedom. We visit her very often as a family and 
she likes it so much,” he added!

My collegue Sigtour Kigetsa too is in a similar 
situation. His mother is also living at the old 
peoples´ home and I ask, why is that so? Over 
Christmas time, her daughter picked her up to 
join the family and after the celebrations she was 
taken back to the sick homes.

“She lived in her flat until five years ago then 
she got ill, very thin, and she went to the hospital. 
She could not swallow any food, so she got piped 
food direct into the stomach for many months. 
From the hospital she went to the old people´s 
home since she could not stay at home by herself. 
After more than a year she started to eat a little 
bit, and today she eats normal food, and as you 
saw during Christmas Eve she didn’t like to sit 
by our table, because she gets tired sitting. At the 
Nursing home, she gets help and we are all settled 

that she is being taken good care of and we visit 
her very often,” said Sigtour.

“Are you convinced about this decision, that 
your mum has children who could take good care 
of her but now, she is all alone without any of her 
children?” I ask?

“We are all happy she is there, she is 
comfortable that way. You see she needs help to 
go to the toilet, washing and clothing, and she is 
getting very good care at that place. In Norwegian 
it´s called “sykehjem”. All of us are visiting her, 
and she says we just have to go when we have 
time. Now I have so much to do to move out of 
my old house, so I don’t know when I’m going 
there next time, but I will tell you. We can go 
together after work one day next week,” he said. 
Of course I will join him to visit his mother; I met 
her during the Christmas celebrations and I liked 
her a lot and just wished she had her family with 
her all the time.

“You see, the old also like it that way. It is 
a Norwegian tradition that dates back many 
years and in most cases, they also meet their 
friends there and they start a new life. They have 
entertainment programs and once in a while they 
are taken for tours. Others have their  laptops with 
them, so they can keep themselves busy, most of 
them have mobile phones, so they are always in 
touch with their families, so we are not worried 
about them,” said Lars.

“The elderly, need emotional and social care 
most of the time, and hiring someone to take care 
of them does not guarantee 100 percent care, 
because some are ailing, so we opt for nursing 
homes because they have medical attention 
within reach, they have friends, other old people 
and they can share life´s experiences now that 
they are all old,” said Ingrid Ann who has her 
mother at the old peoples home too.

Now I’m convinced, there is positive intention 
behind the invention of the sykehjem and I 
believe that it´s not inhuman as I had earlier 
thought. Of course I’m in the process of visiting 
some of my grannies to see for myself life at 
these homes.

Volunteers	(L-R)	Patience,	Inger	and	Annet

The	writer	with	Sigtour’s	mother
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By Margaret Mwangi

I had never been to Uganda before 
though I had promised myself to go 
there before the end of the year.  

When I got selected to go there 
on the FK exchange programme in 

November last year I was very excited knowing 
that my dream to visit Uganda was finally coming 
to pass. I have travelled to other countries like 
South Africa, Tanzania, Mozambique but not 
Uganda.

During the two weeks FK prep-course at 
NACECE in Nairobi from 1st to 15th of February 
2011 I learnt much on culture shock among other 
subjects which prepared me for my ten months 
stay in this neighbouring country.

I came to Uganda during elections and this 
went on for over a month. The Kenyan electoral 
process is very much different and it takes only a 
day to elect the president, members of parliament 
and civic leaders. I found out that not many 
people were actively participating in the electoral 
process here in Uganda compared to Kenya. 

Later I enrolled for Luganda lessons and my 
teacher, Moses Kiwanuka taught me the origin 
of this widely spoken language and the history 
of Uganda as an independent country. We went 
visiting some of the historic sites within the 
country like the famous Mengo palace (the King’s 
palace) for the Buganda kingdom. It is the largest 
tribe in Uganda belonging to the Bantu group. 
However the Mengo Palace is where the torture 
chambers are located. I learnt that this is the very 

My date with the 
‘Pearl of Africa’

place where the late President of Uganda, dictator 
Idd Amin Dada tortured and killed people who 
were against his regime.

I’ve also visited the Wamala tombs and 
the Namungongo’s shrines where the Uganda 
martyrs were burnt to death for their strong faith 
in God. Namungongo is a historic place that 
attracts visitors both locally and internationally, 
especially on the 3rd of June every year during 
commemoration of the killing of the martyrs. 

I’ve learnt to cope with the transport system 
here in Uganda and especially the ‘taxis’ which 
are known as ‘matatus ‘in Kenya and the ‘boda 
bodas which are so many and mostly preferred 
by the Ugandan people as the quickest transport 
to and from work, to the market and some 
families use them to ferry their children to and 
from school. However, the riders are notoriously 
known for riding carelessly and bumping into 
other road users and vehicles causing panic and 
accidents.  At first I used to fear them but now I 
‘m getting used to them with time. Though I use 
taxi to and from work and have to connect two 
vehicles when going and coming but sometimes 
when there no taxi I use the boda bodas. 
Whenever I board one I have to request the driver 
to ride slowly and not overtake vehicles and other 
boda bodas, especially on corners. Most of the 
boda boda cyclists and their passengers don’t 
wear helmets, and the lack of them consequently 
leads to accidents.

I’ve found out that taxis here in Uganda don’t 
play loud music in their vehicles and this is a big 

plus to them. 
The currency commonly used here is the 

Ugandan shilling and I always have a hard time 
trying to covert it in to our  Kenyan money...I 
have to carry a lot of notes when going to the 
shop. The notes range from the one hundred and 
two hundred coins, the five hundred shillings 
commonly known as ‘bitano’, One thousand 
‘lukumi’, nkumi tano for five thousand...and goes 
up to 50,000 note ‘emitwalo – etano’. 

Just like the former prime minister for United 
Kingdom Winston Churchill said Uganda is the 
pearl of Africa. I absolutely agree, when it comes 
to food, Uganda has a variety of them though the 
commonly eaten foods are ‘matoke’ (bananas) 
taken together with groundnuts sauce or beef 
among others. Uganda is rich with cassava, 
groundnuts, sweet potatoes, irish potatoes and 
yams. There is also a lot of pork besides chicken 
and beef, especially at Ntinda. There is also 
plenty of vegetables and fruits. 

Culture is dynamic and Uganda people love 
their culture very much. Most of the communities 
here have their traditional outfits which they wear 
during special occasions and women normally 
wear overflowing long colourful dresses known 
as ‘gomesi’. They are mostly worn during 
wedding ceremonies and are very colourful and 
beautiful.

I’m learning about Ugandan culture at my 
place of work and having a great experience. The 
only negative experience that I have had so far 
was when I was opening my bank account at one 
of the bank and the person assisting me requested 
for a bribe in order to help me process the bank 
account, of which I declined and chose to follow 
the normal bank procedures. 

There is restriction when it comes to media 
freedom and I saw many journalists being beaten 
and wounded when when covering elections in 
February. Some of those beaten were women 
journalists. We have freedom of press in Kenya 
and couldn’t help imagine what we might take 
for granted in our country comes at a prize in 
Uganda, the suffering of journalists in the hands 
of police.

Thank you very much AMWIK, my 
home organization for giving this wonderful 
opportunity to participate in the 2011 exchange 
programme. I have started offering my skills and 
learning from them at the same time.... Thank 
you UMWA and MAMA FM for hosting me and 
giving this golden opportunity to be one of you 
and work with you. I’m really learning a lot from 
you which I’m looking forward to sharing with 
AMWIK when I’m through with the exchange 
programme.
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The	writer	and	colleagues	during	International	Women’s	Day	in	Kampala

Jamillah

By Jamillah Kilahama

It was in mid October 2010 when the 
Tanzania Media Women Association 
(TAMWA) announced the vacancies 
for FK participants for the year 2011. 

Being an active member of the organization I felt 
it was the opportunity I had been waiting for.

Previously I had wanted to apply but 
hesitated, not because I was afraid to face the 
panel of judges but I was very busy pursuing 
my first degree in Political Science and Public 
Administration (PS and PA) at the Open 
University of Tanzania (OUT). I was also 
nursing my little angel who was born in 2007.

 A thought kept lingering in my mind that I 
would apply for the exchange programme when 
the baby turns three years. So on reading about 
the vacancies for the exchange programme in 
Kenya and Zambia, I sent in my application to 
TAMWA trusting that I met all the qualifications 
required. 

After exactly two weeks I was called for an 
interview and the panel promised to release the 
results after two weeks.  On a Friday afternoon, 
while performing some domestic chores, I heard 
my cell-phone ring. That number was not in 
my phone book so I hesitated, then nervously I 
answered it. “Good afternoon Jamillah,”  “Good 
afternoon” I answered.” “My name is Monica 
Luwondo, the Coordinator of the FK Exchange 
programme at TAMWA… I want to congratulate 
you for standing out in the exchange programme 
interview in which you took part last week, 
and you will be posted in Kenya to work with 
The Association of Media Women in Kenya 
(AMWIK). For further information come to 
TAMWA offices at Sinza Mori…,’’ She said. 

I was so excited to hear the great news. Most 
of all I thank the Almighty God for answering 
my prayers because this was a great opportunity 
I had waited and prayed for for a long time. 

I then called my husband and other family 
members to share the news. Everyone was 
extremely happy because I had notified them of 
the interview and that God willing I was going 
to represent my organization (TAMWA) either in 
Kenya or Zambia for ten months.

Sincerely, I was extremely happy to be 
posted in Kenya, because it was near home 
and within the East African region. In my mind 
I knew issues to do with cultural shock were 
going to be minimal because we share many 
similarities, like the Swahili language. 

I felt very lucky again that the preparatory 
course would take place in Nairobi where I 
would be posted for a period of ten months. In 
early February I joined other FK participants 
from different countries for a two-week 
preparatory course at the National Centre for 
Early Childhood Education (NACECE), about 
three kilometers from the Nairobi Central 
Business district.

Seeing is believing!
It was my second time in Nairobi; the first 

time I stayed for only two days on my way to 
South Africa for a learning visit organized by the 
United Nations Childrens Fund (UNICEF) Dar 
es Salaam. 

About 35 participants from Liberia, Zambia, 
Malawi, Kenya, Tanzania, Ethiopia, Ghana, 
Uganda and Nepal attended the preparatory 
course which was an eye opener. I learnt a lot 
of things including different cultures, ways of 
greeting, dressing and praying.

 We were taught to respect and tolerate 
cultural differences in our host countries and 
how to deal with culture shock. Likewise 
we shared some success stories on the 
implementation of the Millennium Development 
Goals (MDGS) in each of the represented 
countries. I was impressed with how fast the 
participants learnt to be ambassadors of their 
countries!

We got the opportunity to visit the Nairobi 
National Museum, the Bomas of Kenya, the 
Animal Orphanage, Hell’s Gate and Naivasha 
Country Club as a team. I used to read about 
these sites in magazines, newspapers and the 
Internet, but, seeing is believing! I can say that it 
was a memorable experience.

I officially started my work with the 
Association of Media Women in Kenya 
(AMWIK) on March 1st. I should admit that 
Kenya, like other East African capital cities is 
growing and expanding very fast. Everyone is 
very busy, from morning to evening. 

When I was in secondary 
school one of my teachers told 
me that it is very dangerous 
for someone to cross the road 
while running; that it’s better to 
wait or rather ask for assistance. 
In Tanzania Zebra crosses are 
highly respected, but the case is 
different here.

It is obvious in Nairobi to find 
people crossing the highways 
and other roads while running to 
escape the fast coming matatus, 
the case is different in Tanzania. 
When it comes to matatu issues 
I always ask the Almighty GOD 
to protect us; usually I start with 
a word of prayer before crossing 
any road here in Nairobi, but I 
see that Nairobi residents are 
used to the situation.

During the preparatory course 
I heard a local television station 
reporting on a road accident 
that killed hundreds of people. 
The reporter said Kenya has a 
record of 3,000 road accidents 
every year, of which many lead 
to deaths and injuries of people. I 
was shocked, sincerely speaking.

Thanks to the Almighty GOD for answering 
my prayers, I’m now working with AMWIK 
and very thankful to the AMWIK management 
and staff for welcoming us and preparing a very 
quiet and spacious residence for us. Everyone 
in AMWIK is friendly and cooperative, we 
are hoping for the continued spirit throughout 
the end of the programme and to other future 
participants.

Likewise I’m very thankful to TAMWA 
for choosing me to be their ambassador in 
Kenya under the FK Exchange programme. 
The programme is an eye opener for female 
journalists to expose us through learning and 
sharing different issues for individual and 
organizational development at large. 

I also want to express my sincere gratitude to 
TAMWA management, especially The Executive 
Director, Ms. Ananilea NKya, the immediate 
former Exchange Programme Coordinator, 
Ms. Monica Luwondo, the current exchange 
programme coordinator, Ms. Gaudencia 
Mngumi and other TAMWA members for their 
support and advice.  

I’m sharing our South B residence with my 
fellow participant Dorothy Nakaweesi from 
Uganda and I thank the Almighty GOD because 
we are all East Africans so we have much in 
common. Life is quite expensive in Nairobi 
compared to Uganda and Tanzania but we are 
slowly coping. To all foreigners I say Karibu 
Sana, Nairobi Hakuna Matata Kabisa!
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Family, Food and Fun. These three 
words fully describe a Nepali 
wedding. Okay, add gifts and tears 
and you have yourself a Nepali 
wedding.  Weddings in Nepal 

are not much different from weddings in Kenya. 
In my first month of stay here, I was invited to 
witness a Nepali wedding ceremony.

The preparations probably begun years 
earlier - arranged marriages are common stay 
in Nepal but today was the final day. In this 
particular occasion, the couple met as six- year-
old children.  Kathy, my housemate from Uganda 
and I were invited to attend the ceremony by the 
groom’s father, courtesy of Dr. Manju Mishra, 
the Principal, College of Journalism and Mass 
Communication in Kathmandu.

On arrival at the groom’s house we are met by 
a procession led by a Nepali musical band. The 
groom’s mother welcomes us by decorating our 

Wedding in Nepal
By Yvonne Otieno in Kathmandu, Nepal

foreheads with some red coloured rice. Everyone 
in the procession has this mark on the head. We 
are informed that most wedding processions 
begin with a band playing music right from the 
groom’s home to the brides home and back to the 
groom’s home where song and dance continue 
all night.

This procession leads us to a Hindu temple, 
where the groom’s family and friends say prayers 
seeking divine blessings for the day. They do 
this while going round the temple seven times 
while sprinkling some coloured rice. From then 
on, it’s off to the bride’s home. Relatives and 
friends are packed into two big buses hired by 
the family while the groom and his sister and few 
younger cousins go by a special hired vehicle. No 
bridesmaids, no groomsmen. Just the groom and 
his sister. 

It’s at this instance that I notice the difference 
between the westernized weddings in Kenya 
and those in Nepal. First it’s the dressing, most 
people are dressed in their traditional outfits; for 
the women it is the brightly colored saris. Red is 
considered a festive colour here so most people 
are dressed in red, but there is a mix of different 
colours and fabrics - all elegant. When it comes 
to the men, it’s a different story; the older men 
are dressed in suits while the younger men have 
adorned some hip jeans

The band continues to lead us in song and 
dance to the bride’s home. When we arrive, the 
groom is the first to go in and he is stopped at the 
gate by a seer from the bride’s family. The seer 
performs some ritual to bless him as he gets in. 
The ritual involves placing some red ochre on 
the groom’s head while speaking an incantation. 
There is some silence as the ritual is performed. 
When this is done, a white scarf is placed round 
his neck, then the band continues playing. The 
groom is then ushered into the bride’s home 
while the music continues. Those who were in 
the groom’s procession are also welcomed by 
having white scarves placed round their necks. 
As this is happening, young girls from the bride’s 

family sprinkle some rice on the arriving guests. 
The groom and his guests are led to the 

balcony of the bride’s home. The band and few 
of the guests are left downstairs where the music 
continues. Most houses in Nepal have balconies 
at the top floors. The big balconies are often used 
for festivities such as weddings. On this occasion, 
the balcony is well decorated. There is a small 
open tent at one end of the balcony.  Inside the 
tent is a sofa set reserved for the groom and 
his bride. The groom’s sister has been next to 
him throughout the procession and will remain 
there for the rest of the day.  When we ask why, 
we are told, she is what we would consider his 
“best man” or best maid.”  Also in the tent is a 
table set with a tray filled with fruits.  There is 
also a candle and a pot filled with water. The 
candle stays lit for the rest of the day.  There is 
also a suitcase filled with clothes and gifts that 
the groom has brought for the bride. This is also 
placed next to the table.  All the items in the table 
are symbolic. The fruits symbolize fruitfulness 
in their marriage, the candle is a symbol of their 
love which should burn bright while the pot of 
water represents life and purity.  A plate with red 
ochre is also placed at the centre of the table.

The groom sits for about twenty minutes 
before his bride joins him. The bride, adorned in 
a beautiful red sari, is lead to the sofa by her elder 
sister who is dressed in traditional Nepali dress. 
This time it isn’t a sari, but some oriental kind of 
dress.  At this juncture, I wonder where the priest 
or the seer who would lead the them to take their 
vows is. I ask and I’m told, “There will be no 
vows.”  This public display in front of family and 
friends serves as witness to all that is required to 
bind the two as a married couple. The groom puts 
a pinch of red-coloured powder on the bride’s 
forehead. This symbolizes that they are now 
husband and wife. The red color on the woman’s 
forehead differentiates whether she is married. 
From then on friends and family dip their hands 
in the water and ochre which they smear on their 
foreheads while uttering a blessing to the two. 

They then present gifts to the bride. This process 
continues from about 11a.m. to 3p.m.

All this while, a lot of feasting, song and 
dance is taking place downstairs. Everyone 
participates, the young, the old, the boys and 
girls and relatives from both families. I’m 
impressed by how everyone interacts; you can 
hardly tell the two families apart.   However, 
just like back home, I notice that most of those 
who accompanied the groom are men. I’m 
informed that the women and the groom’s mother 
are back at the groom’s home, preparing to 
receive the bride. The feasting and dancing will 
continue all night long at the groom’s home. It 
is not uncommon to find such feasts going on 
for a week. We are informed that the wedding 
ceremonies differ depending on the caste and 
class of the families involved. Most weddings 
take place between people from the same caste. 
In modern times, not all marriages are arranged 
though the parents still have a say in cases 
where the children meet independently. Just 
like in African settings, the parents blessings are 
coveted.

At some point, the groom’s shoes are taken 
and hidden by the bride’s relatives. His family 
has to plead by “buying back the shoes.” A lot 
of negotiations follow before the pair is finally 
released. The process is serious yet somewhat fun 
and is meant to help bond the two families.  The 
two parties rarely disagree at this point as most 
of the negotiations on dowry had been done way 
before the wedding date.

After, the negotiations, it’s time for the bride 
to leave. But first, she has to change her clothes 
and get dressed in the clothes brought by the 
groom. The change into the clothes brought by 
the groom is a sign that it’s time to leave her 
parents house, for good. At this juncture, the tears 
start to flow. The bride, the bride’s mother, and 
sisters are all in tears to see their daughter leave.

As I leave the function, I’m filled with 
thoughts of the three things that really are similar 
between the Nepali and Kenyan Family, Food 
and Fun. The religious observance may differ 
but at the end of the day a wedding ceremony 
is incomplete without your close family (and 
friends) and, the fun and interaction that goes on 
and yes a feast always crowns the occasion.  All 
this can be summed up as Love extended, the rest 
are details.

The	bride	and	groom

The	brides	sister	lights	a	candle

Part	of	the	wedding	procession

A	smiling	groom	and	a	nervous	bride
The	writer	with	the	groom’s	relatives

The	groom’s	father	(right)	dances	as	the	
feasting	continues
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News

Participant 
scoops EAC-
EABC Award
The Awards seek to 
honour journalists for their 
excellence in reporting on 
EAC integration. 

By our reporter

By Dorothy Nakaweesi & 
Jamillah Kilahama 

The Minister of Gender, Children 
Affairs has commended the 
advocacy work done by the 
Association of Media Women in 
Kenya (AMWIK). 

Dr Naomi Shabani said this while touring 
AMWIK’s stall during the International 
Women’s day celebrations held at the Kenyatta 
International Conference Centre on March 8th. 

 “I commend the work and partnership 
AMWIK has with the Kenya Women 
Parliamentarians Association (KEWOPA) in 
addressing gender and governance issues,” Dr 
Shabani said. 

 AMWIK partnered with KEWOPA in 
compiling profiles of current women MPs under 
the multi-donor funded Gender & Governance 
Programme (GGP). The book documents their 
journeys to politics and their experiences in the 

Ugandan journalist Dorothy 
Nakaweesi, an FK Norway 
exchange 2011 participant 
at the Association of Media 
Women in Kenya (AMWIK) 

scooped an award for her excellence in reporting 
on the East African Community (EAC) 
integration.

This was at the inaugural awards Dinner gala 
held at the Hilton Hotel in Nairobi on March 14. 
The event was organized by the EAC secretariat 
and the East African Business Council.

The Awards seek to honour journalists for 
their excellence in reporting on EAC integration. 

Ms Nakaweesi together with Mr Walter 
Wafula Business journalists at the Daily Monitor 
won the Umoja Award honoring best reporters on 
EAC integration. The two journalists were vetted 

AMWIK is 
hailed for 
work on 
gender and 
governance

on a story they co-shared titled ‘The Common 
Market Far from reality’. 

Commenting about the story Dr George 
Lugalambi, Head of Department of Mass 
Communication and Journalism at Makerere 
University said: “The two journalists did 
extensive research on the benefits and challenges 
of the common market”.

Under the Common Market one of the 
arrangements towards a full integration is where 
all the five member states of EAC - Kenya, 
Uganda, Tanzania, Rwanda and Burundi - enjoy 
free trading with each other. The arrangement, 
also allows free movement of labour, capital 
and right to ownership of property in any of the 
countries.

Ms Nakaweesi speaking about the recognition 
said: “I’m grateful to the EAC-EABC for 
recognizing our effects but I must say this is a 

challenge for me to even work harder. The EAC 
integration is something I want to see happen 
because it will take the region to the next level 
in all aspects of developments. But this can be 
achieved if we all become team players. As 
journalists we should endeavour to educate and 
inform the people at the grassroots to understand 
and appreciate the integration through our work.” 

Other award categories were the EABC 
Chairman’s Award honoring the best business 
reporter; Green Award honoring the best reporter 
on environment and Overall winner.

 The other winners were Mr George Omondi 
from Business Daily (Kenya) who scooped 
the EABC Chairman’s award and Overall 
Winner and Ms Barbara Namisango of Uganda 
Broadcasting Corporation radio who won 
the Green Award houring the best reporter on 
environment.

The finalists were chosen by a panel of judges 
who included Dr. George Lugalambi, Head 
of Department of Mass Communication and 
Journalism at Makerere University, Uganda, Ms. 
Joyce Mhaville, and Managing Director of ITV 
from Tanzania, Mr Arthur Asiimwe, Chairman of 
Media High Council of Rwanda, and Mr Jared 
Obuya, Secretary General of Kenya Union of 
Journalists. 

Dr Lugalambi said: “There is a lot of good 
journalism going on in our countries which 
deserves to be recognized. Managers of media 
organizations should encourage their journalists 
to submit their stories for future EAC Awards.” 

The competition attracted 88 entries and drew 
participants from Kenya, Uganda, Tanzania and 
Rwanda. Eight journalists reached the finals from 
which the four winners were selected. 

………………………………

AMWIK	was	among	the	organizations	
that	attended	the	event	and	that	are	
expected	to	play	a	leading	role	in	
promoting	the	EA	integration.

public space. The GGP aims to enhance the 
participation of Kenyan women in politics and 
is supported by a basket fund managed by the 
United Nations Entity for Gender Equality and 
the Empowerment of Women (UN Women).

 At the exhibition, AMWIK’s stall attracted 
hundreds of women who also commended its 
role in society. Many people who visited the stall 
picked publications and reports on the rights of 
women and children. 

  “Keep up and well done for the good work; 
I hope to partner with you in future because you 
have opened my eyes,” said one woman who 
visited the stall. 

 AMWIK displayed communication materials 
on gender and children protection, including 
audio programmes, books, newsletters and 
brochures. 

News

My last trip to Mara
By Helen H. T. Ruud
Exchange Participant from Norway

Maasai Mara is one of the 
most beautiful places in 
Kenya that I have ever 
seen. I was there for the 
first time in 2009. In 

March this year I travelled there with my mother, 
sister and husband. 

My sister and mother had never been to 
Africa before, and they loved the Mara. We had 
the greatest time - and we were lucky. We spotted 
all the big five: the buffalo, the lion, the elephant, 
the rhino and the leopard. Actually, “spotted” 
sounds wrong. We were few metres from all 
these animals and were also lucky to have a 
close-up experience with several cheetahs.

It was probably the best experience I will ever 
have from the Mara, considering the amount of 
cheetahs and lions we saw and that the rhino and 
the leopard are very hard to spot.

The campsite near the Oloolaimutia gate 
was also impeccable. The tents have hot water 
and beds with mosquito nets, and the food at the 
campsite is delicious. What more do you need?   

However, the safari has a bitter taste too. 
Although I very much enjoyed the safaris to both 
Maasai Mara and Lake Nakuru National Park, 
I’m sometimes disgusted by the amount of safari 
vans driving around in the Mara every day. That 
is why I’m saying this was my last trip there. 

A few months ago I talked to a staff member 
of the Kenya Wildlife Service, who has worked 
there for 32 years. Before you would see animals 
everywhere in Maasai Mara. Today that has 
changed, he said. 

According to a study done by the International 
Livestock Research Institute (ILRI), between 
1979 and 2002 “the population of animals such 
as giraffe, warthog, impala and topi fell by 50 
percent or more.”The giraffe population has 
decreased by 95 percent. The study found that the 
reason for the decline seems to be mainly because 
of the “rapid growth in the number of the Masai 

settlements near the reserve.” (Think the Earth, 
8.7. 2009)

I’m convinced that the pollution from the 
lodges and the numerous vans also contributes to 
this decrease.

Furthermore, In Lake Nakuru, flamingos have 
become much fewer because of change in their 
environment, some experts claim it’s because 
of drought, others say it is due to contamination 
of the water. When I went there with my family 
this year, it looked completely different from last 
time. Most of the flamingos were gone.

Kenya Wildlife Service recently increased the 
fees at the most visited national parks, both for 
conservation and “continued survival of wildlife”, 
and also for the benefit of the visitors. 

I don’t know if that is going to help the 
wildlife, but at least something is done. 

I’m going to preserve my memories from 
Maasai Mara and take them out now and then. I 
have had two visits to the Mara and it has shown 
me its wildlife from the impala to the giraffe to 
the leopard. I’m contented. Long live the Maasai 
Mara and its amazing animals.

Ugandan	journalists	Walter	Wafula(L)	and	
Dorothy	Nakaweesi	show	off	their	awards.

Giraffes in Maasai Mara

Tourists	enjoy	a	game	drive	in	Maasai	Mara
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Interns share their experience

There are career paths that children 
want to pursue when they grow 
up, either inspired by their 
mothers’ or fathers’ careers. In 
my case I always wanted to be a 

nurse, just like my mum.
But somewhere along the way, I wanted to 

be a lawyer. Before I joined campus I was this 
talkative person and I loved the camera. So when 
it came to applying for a course, I would fit in 
well with ‘Mass Communication’ and I enrolled 
for this Degree at Nazarene University and 
further majored in electronic media. 

I had a bias in electronic media and I still do, 
but I wanted more; so for my internship I decided 
to look for something related to Community 
Development.

I never thought I would end up having 
a passion for community development but 
now here I am finishing up my internship at 
the Association of Media Women in Kenya 
(AMWIK). 

My experience has been nothing short of 
great. I have learnt so many things and these have 
shaped me on handling community development 

Thank you for the opportunity 
that you have given me. I 
am extremely grateful that I 
got to Intern with AMWIK 
and meet the amazing 

people that make up the AMWIK body. I 
have learnt a lot and I’ve had fun doing so.

By Doreen Nkatha 

By Faith Njoki

issues. This has been possible because of the team-
spirit at AMWIK and I have gained several skills.  

My most memorable assignment was being part 
of the team/committee that successfully organized 
the AMWIK Scholarship fundraising dinner. It was 
a challenge but an amazing experience because I 
got to interact with different people. More so, I got 
a chance to actually improve on my communication 
skills and team work effort. And the actual dinner 
–day opened my horizon, when I met physically 
with the people I used to call endlessly requesting 
for their support for the cause.

It’s been four-months at AMWIK, and it 
somehow feels like it was just the other day when I 
started my internship. I cannot even begin to express 
how grateful I am for the opportunity to be an intern 
at AMWIK. The experience definitely surpassed 
my expectations. I have new friends, gained some 
hands-on experience and gained new knowledge in 
diverse areas. 

I am grateful to the whole AMWIK secretariat for 
being patient with me, taking their time to teach me 
new things and making me feel like part of the team.
God	Bless	AMWIK.

Thank you for the opportunity, the 
guidance, the advice, and the corrections. 

I have made friends, learnt a lot and 
grown as a potential career woman and also 
as an individual. I cherish each and every 
moment I have spent at AMWIK and I can’t 
wait for more opportunities to interact with 
you again.

Thank you and God bless you. 

News News

By Bernard Ogoi

Empowering women 
through fish farming

The Kenya Demographic and 
Health Survey 2008-2009 
shows that Nyanza Province 
has the highest HIV/AIDs 
prevalence at 14 per cent 

followed by Western and Nairobi Provinces at 7 
per cent. It also shows that women aged between 
15 and 49 years have the highest prevalence rate 
of 8 per cent compared to men of same age at 4 
per cent. 

The report further reveals that domestic 
violence against women is still rampant in 
Kenya, especially in the rural areas; with 39 per 
cent of the women respondents aged between 
15-49 years confirming having been physically or 
sexually violated by their husbands and partners.

These and other socio-economic factors 
have left women in many parts of the country 
highly dependent on men. The most vulnerable 
have been those who buy and sell fish along the 
shores of Lake Victoria. As a result, a number 
of organizations are partnering to educate the 
residents on Aquaculture as an alternative means 
of generating additional income. 

The essence of initiating this project albeit 

A	section	of	a	pond	for	fingerlings	in	Busia	County

its closeness to the Lake is to use home based 
fish farming as a pathway to improved economic 
status for women in the two provinces. This 
project, says Dr. Jenipher Riria, the Chief 
Executive Officer of Kenya Women Holding, 
“will empower women economically, enable 
them acquire better living standards, enhance 
their capacity to actively participate in decision 
making and discourage injustices and exploitative 
behaviors facing them.” Existence of the said 
injustices in Western Kenya is supported by 
results of the 2008/09 DHS. According to the 
survey, women respondents in Nyanza and 
Western Provinces report the highest prevalence 
rate of sexual and gender based violence at 54 per 
cent and 50.4 per cent respectively. 

Kenya Women Holding is spearheading this 
pilot project in four regions of the two provinces 
namely Busia, Funyula, Migori and Nyatike, after 
it commissioned a successful site survey through 
the Ministry of Fisheries. 

Other partners in the project are AMWIK, 
Coalition on Violence Against Women 
(COVAW), Men for the Equality of Men and 
Women (MEW), Practical Action and the 
Ministry of Fisheries. 

The agencies visited the selected areas on 
January 2011 to familiarize with the women 
groups who acquire loans for their businesses 
from Kenya Women Finance Trust.

Kenya Women is taking charge of financial 
aspects of the project which will include 
developing a loan product for those who want to 
take up the project. The loan will be advanced 
through its financial department commonly 
known as Kenya Women Finance Trust. 

AMWIK is in charge of producing 10 pre-
recorded radio programmes on the project in 
liaison with the other partners, to be disseminated 
to the locals through 20 women groups. This 
involves AMWIK training 40 radio listening 
facilitators selected from the 20 groups in 
target areas on basic skills of moderating the 
listening sessions and writing brief reports on the 
discussions.

The content of the programmes include 
information on gender based violence, women’s 
rights and existing legal frameworks that address 
such issues; the importance of respect and 
inclusion of women as partners in development 
towards gender equality and equity; fish farming 
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News

COVAW	programme	manager	Angela	Leila(R)	and	
AMWIK’s	Benard	Ogoi	during	a	workshop	in	Nyatike

Kiwanjani	women	group	members	welcome	Dr.	Mauro	Porto	
of	Ford	Foundation	Brazil,	left	in	stripped	dress	is	AMWIK	
programmes	Manager	Marceline	Nyambala	

Ford	Foundation’s	Dr.	Joyce	Nyairo(2nd	L)	and	
Dr.	Mauro	Porto	during	the	visit	to	Isiolo

and basic information on prudent financial 
management of resources availed by partners 
within this collaboration.

Apart from imparting knowledge on fish 
farming, the success of empowering women 
in the areas also lies with effectively creating 
awareness among them on issues of human rights. 
In her address during the familiarization field 
visit, Ms Agnes Leina, a programs manager at the 
Coalition of Violence Against Women (COVAW) 
regretted that women continue to face domestic 
violence due to lack of knowledge on their rights. 
‘It is on this note that COVAW will educate the 
women on their rights, various forms and signs 
of SGBV, and how to avoid or overcome them. 
We (COVAW) will organize legal aid clinics for 
the women to understand the need to safeguard 
their rights, train law enforcement agencies and 
also health care workers on how to handle cases 
of SGBV.’

She added that women need to understand the 
dynamics of issues affecting them so that they 
are able to fully unlock their economic potential 
independently for the benefit of their households.

And for collective responsibility in 
safeguarding the rights of women, MEW is in 
the project to engage and enlighten men on the 
need to accord women equal rights in all spheres 
of their lives. ‘Despite the fast changing roles 
and social construct between men and women, 

we think that men are the greatest impediment 
to achieving equal rights for everyone because 
of the myth that they are always superior,’ says 
MEW Chief Executive Officer Rev. Timothy 
Njoya adding: “As MEW we will strive to 
influence the perception of men concerning 
gender equity and equality.”

The project is coming at a time when the 
government is decrying the increased levels of 
overfishing in Lake Victoria while laying the 
blame squarely on fishermen who it says are 
using wrong fishing methods that have led to 
massive dwindling of fish stocks in the lake. 

George Owiti, an officer in charge of fish 
farming at the Ministry of Fisheries in Nyanza, 
is however optimistic about the prospects of the 
project. “The programme will ensure increased 
food security, improved health and nutrition 
levels, create more employment opportunities and 
therefore generate more revenue for the locals.’’ 

He explains that in the year 2010 alone the 
government allocated Kshs. 1.1 billion as grant 
to would be fish farmers, and a total of 28,000 
ponds were built around the country. This 
year, he says the government has earmarked 
a whooping Kshs. 2.8 billion to support fish 
farming projects countrywide under the 
Economic Stimulus Programme (ESP). Part of 
the money will be used to establish aquaculture 
parks, by supporting public facilities to enhance 

production of fingerlings.
The Ministry of Fisheries are the lead advisers 

on how to identify areas that are viable for fish 
farming, and providing the technical knowledge 
on fish farming for those who want to venture 
into aquaculture. 

Availability of an appropriate market is key to 
a successful venture into fish farming for trade. 
Practical Action is therefore incorporated in the 
project as experts on market matters. Their role 
is to provide information to existing and would 
be fish farmers on how to establish appropriate 
and sustainable markets, as well as advise on how 
to identify fish processors, storage facilities and 
proper market chains for their produce. Mathews 
Wanjala who works at the organization stresses 
that it is good for fish farmers to particularly 
understand the dynamics and players of the 
market, to enable them plan on production that 
can sustain market demand.

There is hope that the project will enable 
women in the areas to rear and sell fish without 
going through middle men and brokers along the 
lake, thereby reducing sex for trade and the high 
prevalence of HIV/AIDS scourge. The partners 
also envisage that members of the groups who 
directly benefit from this pilot project will reach 
out to other community members through direct 
sharing of information as well as hold joint radio 
listening sessions. Successful implementation of 
the project will also see it rolled out to other parts 
of the country. One of the groups 

participating in the 
Women and Human rights 
project run by AMWIK, 
with support from the 

United Nations Democracy Fund (UNDEF) 
has expressed their frustration in accessing and 
actualizing the rights that they had learnt.  

Kiwanjani Women Group based in Isiolo 
lauded AMWIK for helping them clearly 
understand their rights but however noted that 
their hopes of enjoying the rights remained a pipe 
dream.

“We are so knowledgeable on our rights 
after listening to the programmes on Agenda 
4, economic rights, Truth, Justice and 
Reconciliation Commission (TJRC), Land 
ownership and environmental issues amongst 

News

Help us access our 
rights, group urges

others. However we cannot enjoy those rights,” 
said Elizabeth Kinyaa the group’s chairlady. 

Kinyaa made the remarks during a visit in 
April by Dr Joyce Nyairo, Ford Foundation’s 
Programme Officer, Media & Civil Society 
Office for Eastern Africa and Dr Mauro Porto, 
Programme Officer, Media Rights and Access 
from the Brazil office who was visiting various 
projects in Kenya

The duo that was by AMWIK Programme 
Manager, Marceline Nyambala was treated to 
song and dance as well as a demonstration of 
how the groups have been conducting their radio 
listening sessions. 

Kiwanjani group presented the case of a 
15-year-old girl whom they alleged to have 
been defiled by a Chief from Isiolo Town East 
Division who is also alleged to have interfered 
with the evidence.

The group members said they were now being 
called names for being defenders of women and 
human rights.

Dr Nyairo hailed AMWIK‘s work at the 
grassroots and acknowledged the need for human 
rights to be a reality for people at community 
level.

Ms. Nyambala commended Isiolo community 
groups for their hard work, not only learning 
about their rights but doing something about it. 

She encouraged the groups to explore more 
partnership and assured that AMWIK will discuss 
with partners initiatives that will make it possible 
for the communities both at the grassroots as well 
as national level to truly enjoy their rights. 

 Nonetheless she assured the groups that the 
implementation of the new Constitution will see 
more Kenyans enjoy their rights as well as drive 
out impunity.
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News

It is now only a matter of time 
before residents of Maiella 
Location in the county of 
Nakuru see full light at the end 
of their long struggle for land 

ownership. This renewed hope follows 
the government’s apparent decision to 
commence sub division of the controversial 
Ngati farm. 

The bold step comes barely eight months 
after the High Court ordered the formerly 
rival Kikuyu and Maasai communities 
living in Maiella to share it. Last year 

News

Journalism should be taken seriously like any other 
profession in the world as it requires one to be self 
motivated, diligent, creative, and have passion.

This was a message AMWIK’s Programmes Manager, 
Ms Marceline Nyambala conveyed to Ogande Girls High 

School Journalism Club members who paid a courtesy call at the 
AMWIK secretariat in early May. 

The club was on a tour to familiarize themselves with the different 
activities AMWIK does.

“The field of journalism needs hard work at all levels, if you 
want to be the best journalist; you must work hard and practice 
writing. Exploit all opportunities around you, be confident and well 
conversant with language,” Ms Nyambala said.

She said in most cases people have been misled about the field of 
journalism that it is all about beauty and the voice of an individual. 
“To be a journalist you should acquire the necessary qualifications 
and have the best grades,” She said.

The Ogande High School journalism club was formed by students 
who have passion to write and become journalists. The Club’s patron, 

Ogande girls journalism 
club visits AMWIK

By Jamillah Kilahama
By Benard Ogoi

Mr Paul Said who also teaches English and Literature in the school 
said the club was impressed by AMWIK activities and programmes.

 “I got more information about AMWIK through your website, 
thereafter developed more interest  after being motivated on what 
you are doing, so we are hoping for the continued support and 
cooperation,” said.

The club has launched a Magazine which will be published every-
term. 

AMWIK Executive Director, Ms Jane Thuo applauded the club 
noting that despite the challenges the journalism field was facing an 
individual can work very hard and achieve the desired goals.

“Journalism is like any other career… all the radio and television 
presenters you see today have qualified for their jobs…it needs 
higher determination and greater passion for it, so you need to work 
very hard to become the best,’’ She said.

The editor-in-chief of the school Magazine, Difna Omondi asked 
AMWIK to help connect the girls with other media organizations in 
order to secure jobs in the future.

A	section	of	the	Controversial	Ngati	farm

Peace in Maiella as 
sub division of farm 
set to begin

a court directive awarded the Maasai a 
total of 4,207 hectares while their Kikuyu 
counterparts were to share the remaining 
portion of the 17,000 hectares of the farm. 

However, the process being the most 
sensitive and final stage of ensuring lasting 
peace and stability has been dogged by a 
series of challenges, with accusations and 
counter accusations flowing from across the 
divide.  

The sub division exercise was halted 
in August 2010 following the killing of a 
surveyor who was assigned the job while he 
was on duty.   

Most residents from both communities 
have severally expressed concern over the 
manner in which the government is handling 
the process. They had notably accused the 
government of allegedly dragging its feet on 
the deployment of security detail to protect 
surveyors on site. The resulting delays they 
claim have significantly fuelled animosity 
and rising tension among them. 

Concerted efforts by AMWIK and other 
partners that include the local administration 
have seen the two communities share 
platforms again. The community radio 
listening programmes, joint AMANI 
Football Tournament pitting youth from 
the two communities, training on micro 
finance in collaboration with Kenya Women 
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Mailbox

Media mother!
I give my sincerest thanks to Sylvia Machini, the chair of 

AMWIK, for urging me to join AMWIK way back in 2008. 
I’ve never regretted it and to date, I feel as though AMWIK 
is our ‘media mother’, nurturer, career and supporter in this 
tough world of mass media...  As we all know, a mother 
never abandons her children no matter how errant, and 
despite sometimes missing in action in AMWIK’s activities, 
we always come back to the fold. 

AMWIK has impacted my life in various significant 
ways: First and foremost, it has enabled me meet wonderful 
women from the media in all their diversity. I dare say 
AMWIK represents the Kenyan woman par excellence.  

The hearty and sincere laughter that is always in 
abundance during our meetings and get-togethers; the shy 
eagerness of new members and students as they try to find 
their footing; the gentle but firm prodding by people like 
Mildred whose zest and energy is a powerful antidote; to the 
quiet leadership of the secretariat under the able guidance of 
Jane, among others.

Secondly, the networking opportunities are like no 
other I’ve experienced. Workshops, trainings and seminars 
organized by AMWIK and partners have enabled me 
establish rapport with diverse players in the political, social, 
economic and cultural fabric of our society. When I mention 
that I’m a member of AMWIK, that is enough said.

Need I add too that the numerous job opportunities that 
our Programmes Assistant, Joyce and her predecessor Linda 
forwarded to members is a real winner? If nothing else, that 
alone takes the cake among AMWIK’s list of virtues.

 As we forge ahead into the future, my earnest prayer is 
that we as AMWIK continue to play our roles in society, 
but in a more significant manner through the horizontal 
expansion of AMWIK’s programmes in terms of funding, 
personnel and impacts to Kenyan society. 

With the kind of expertise we have at AMWIK, it is very 
possible for AMWIK to be the first name that comes to mind 
whenever media and women are mentioned.
Medina	Ibrahim	Asman,												
medibelle@yahoo.com

No regrets over
my membership

I joined AMWIK as a young intern reporter with the Kenya Times 
and have never regretted being a member. You are like the mother I 
go back to when I need guidance in my profession. 

At AMWIK, I have met many women who have made it in their 
careers and they have inspired me to push on with my career. I was 
encouraged by AMWIK’s spirit of educating more women in the 
media which made me go back to university for my Bachelor of Arts 
in Communication at the Daystar University, seeking to become a 
competent media representative. 

I have benefited in terms of networking, training and the 
numerous job opportunities sent to us. There is also a feeling of 
belonging when you meet different people working in several 
organization all joined by the association. 

I’m happy that I’m graduating in June this year and that AMWIK 
has moulded me into a professional and expanded my horizon in 
thought for a better, brighter future. Thank you AMWIK. I do not 
take you for granted. God Bless.
Eliza	Mulae,	elizamulae@yahoo.com

Have	you	something	to	tell	us?	A	story	to	share?	A	joke,	recipe,	new	job,	marriage,	graduation,	any	good	news?	
Please	email	your	stories	to	info@amwik.org	for	the	next	edition	of	connection.	You	can	also	drop	them	at	the	
secretariat.	For	any	inquiries	please	contact	Lilian	through	info@amwik.org.	

News

AMWIK’s	Benard	Ogoi	interviewing	
the	Chairman	of	Ngati	Farm

Chief	of	Maiella	Location	Francis	Kuria	in	his	office

Finance Trust KWFT, tree planting and a cultural exchange event 
are among the successful events that AMWIK implemented in the 
area with the support of Ford Foundation. 

During a monitoring visit to the area in January 2011, the 
residents expressed their initial reservations on success of the 
process. AMWIK also collected some citations from the residents 
during the cultural event that brought together members of the two 
communities to Nkaampani on the Maasai side of the controversial 
piece of land.

Patrick Mwahoke, the Chairman of Ngati Farm says: ‘Ile shida 
tuko nayo ni juu ya kugawa hili shamba. Tumeanza na tumegawa 
phase one na sasa phase two ndio tunaelekea kugawa, lakini iko 
shida ilitokea ambayo surveyor aliuawa na....., kwa hivyo DC 
alisimamisha mwezi wa nane mwaka uliopita. Kutoka wakati huo 
tumelalamika kwa njia zote bila mafanikio.’(The problem we 
have now is subdivision of land. We have started with Phase one 
and the problem is that a surveyor was killed and the DC halted 
the exercise in April last year. Since that time we have sought 
intervention in vain).

We caught up with Lucia Njeri who among others narrated how 
they used to care for their warriors: “We used to help our youth by 
cooking for them so that they protect our borders.”  

Some recall how they used to pray as others cooked for their 
youth to gain strength, to fight and kill their opponents on grounds 
that both sides were doing it. 

Apart from the nostalgic testimonies, Maiella’s story has been 
one of sorrow resulting from atrocities borne on the women, 
children and the elderly who could not run for their lives. 

“Both sides have lost their loved ones in the clashes. We have 
lost our youth, children and elders. My elderly neighbour called 
Muiruri lost his cattle and was burnt to death in his house, said 
Francis Kuria (Area Chief).

Esther who currently chairs one of the women groups in 

Maiella reflects how she lost her father (Muiruri) in one of the 
attacks on their territory. “My father was burnt in the house and we 
only got his charred remains. It was all tears and agony even as we 
cooked for our youth to fight, because those who cannot run are 
rounded,” she narrated.

An unnamed woman apparently witnessed the burning of Mzee 
Muiruri and shared with us the terrifying act: “I was next to my 
neighbours’ home and saw many warriors in red cloths entering his 
homestead. I decided to hide in the nearby banana plantation and 
saw them collect dry grass and light the house. She explains that they 
spotted then ordered her to leave the site immediately, referring to 
her as devil. “Then I saw huge fire and smoke from behind as police 
arrived at the scene where the victim had succumbed to the fire,” She 
adds.

Stakeholders in the peace process expect the sub division to usher 
in a new era of peace, stability and lasting development for the two 
communities who have fought over the land for close to two decades 
as confirmed by AMWIK co-ordinator in Maiella Peter Kiarie. 
Kiarie says the government has already deployed security personnel 
in the area.   
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By Yofi Juma

The story was so good; I just had to have a copy of it. I 
stuck it on my notice board, to help me out of a rut when 
inspiration fled. Others saw it on my board and they liked 

it too. I actually bothered to find out the original publication where 
it had appeared. Who was the writer? Who did he write for? Did he 
always write like that? Could I get a regular dose of his witty writing 
on my side of the world?

This is the kind of writing I miss reading and seeing in today’s 
dailies and periodicals. Light, funny, sensible, and memorable. 
Stanley Bing. That article alone would motivate me to check out 
anything with more than 2000 words that he may have written. 
Lazy reader or not. Not so stories in the dailies. They are full of 
grammatical errors; cliché’s and flat imagination, if at all.

I am not castigating all of today’s journalists; it is good to find 
a balance between the Philip Ochiengs and the Oyunga Palas, no 
overload of English words scarcely found outside a dictionary. No 
language so casual, as not to have been thought through before being 
placed on paper. 

I miss reading inspiring, uplifting writing. Writing whose aim 
is not to criticise or point fingers, not to educate, but simply to 
entertain. To show society as it is, and let me decide whether it’s right 
or wrong. The kind that sticks in your head. The perfect blend of 
Oyunga and Ochieng would be Jonathan Kariara, any day. What he 
sees is what you get. You decide. You share.

At AMWIK, there’s always a story being written, or being made. 
Good stories - Hon. M. Karua dancing with AMWIK, and bad stories 
– members passing away. But the more stories there are the more the 
opportunities to produce light, sensible, memorable stories.
reachyofi@gmail.com

The AMWIK extended family has grown bigger.  
Congratulations to Venter Nkatha for the birth of baby 
Edwin Bundi Mwongera on 7th October 2010, Lilian Juma 

for the birth of baby Holy Ayanna on 4th September 2010 and Ruth 
Nesoba for the birth of baby Max Ethan Kagasi on 11th March 2011.

AMWIK Board member Liz Opudo quit spinsterhood 
on Wednesday, 21st December 2010 when she wedded 
her long time sweetheart to Mr. Daniel Odhiambo at the 

Redeemed Gospel Centre, Mbagathi.

Where has all the
 good writing gone?

What’s New

By Lilian Ojudi

All government agencies, private institutions and non-
governmental organizations have women customers. For 
some women are not only part of the market, they are the 

market. Understanding and meeting the needs of women customers 
does not mean singling them out for separate help. It means, first, 
recognizing that their interests and concern may be different from 
other consumer groups and then using this information in every 
aspect of an organization’s strategic and operational planning.

Organizations that make women to feel good and satisfy their 
needs will win their confidence and approval. Customers’ needs 
are satisfied not only by the product or service itself but by their 
experience in receiving or obtaining the service.

Sometimes it is impossible to separate the experience from 
the service. For example; when a mother takes her baby to be 
immunized, she does not see the vaccine. She is, however, acutely 
aware of how the medical staff handle her baby and respond to her 
questions. She may also be aware of the location of the clinic and 
how easy it was for her to travel there, whether the brochures provide 
the information she needs, what the waiting room is like and whether 
the paperwork is difficult to fill out. She is more likely to return and 
complete immunization programme if her experience is positive 
and she is satisfied with it. In order to meet the needs of women 
customers one needs to consider the following questions when 
planning;
•What information is available in our database on women customers?
•What anecdotal information is available from staffs who directly 
deal with women customers?
•Are there services which seem to be under-used and if so, what are 
the reasons?
•Is the format for community consultation such that women are 
enabled and encouraged to participate?
•Is it appropriate to consult with women in other agencies, or non-
governmental organizations to add value to the decision making 
process?
•Do the language and visual presentation of publicity materials invite 
women’s attention?
•Has the service been pilot tested with women to gauge their 
response?
•Will the evaluation process assess the impact of services on women 
compared to other customer groups?   

This therefore calls for organizations to do all they can do to 
make themselves extremely marketable and to stand out from the 
crowd so as to maintain women customers and attract new business 
opportunities among women.
Lilian	Ojudi,	lojudi@yahoo.co.uk

How to satisfy women’s needs

The	newly	weds	Lid	and	husband	Daniel	Odhiambo	flanked	by	
Maureen	Mudi	(left)	AMWIK	Programmes	Manager	Marceline	
Nyambala	(2nd	left)	and	chairperson	Sylvia	Machini	(right)



37



38 39



40


