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Jambo!
Hi lovely people, so this is the second edition of Nilichoandika 

Magazine and I am so happy that I can't wait to share with you what I 

have this week!  

     I came across amazing portraits on Unsplash.com and I feature 

one of my favorites  Oladimeji on page 5. 

     I am reading "Wrestling with the Devil" by Ngugi Wa Thiongo' and 

it's a chronicle of the time he spent in prison under the Moi Regime 

here in Kenya. 

     It's been raining in Kisumu :-) and let's just say that my coffee 

intake has increased. 
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Tell a friend to tell a friend to tell a friend 

www.nilichoandika.co.ke

When suffering knocks at your 

door and you say there is no 

seat for him, he tells you not to 

worry because he has brought 

his own stool.- Chinua Achebe

Quote of the Week

3 Books by Africans you've got to read



Fire: The Currents Series (Book 1)

written by Dora Okeyo

Uwezo had longed for this day. He now had a son. He had three beautiful daughters who 

could ensure stable alliances with any nation in the future upon marriage, but for his 

people, he had dreamed of nothing but a son. His brow creased, and his face sulked at 

the thought of the elders having blessed his son with the name Uzima. It was a mockery 

of his reign as King. Why did his brother meet them without his consent? What was his 

brother up to? If the rumors were right, then he’d have to find a way of banishing his only 

brother from the kingdom. He could not have his family wage a war against him, not 

when he had Ustawi to nurture into rule. 

He remained frowning as he indulged in his thoughts. He was summoned to reality by his 

informer. “Your Majesty, I am here as you wish.” 

“Ulioko, we have matters to discuss. Guards! Leave us! Protect my son.” 

As the guards were leaving, one turned to bow and said, “If it may please my King, I 

would like to stay and guard you, for it is an oath I took.” 

“Wema! You stubborn child! Your father would be proud of you- but there’s wisdom in 

your words and so, please stand guard at the entrance and if anyone seeks to disturb our 

meeting, knock on the door thrice to summon me.” 

“Thank you, Your Majesty.” Uwezo watched the guard retreat, as did Ulioko. 

“You have a soft spot for that young man.” 

“He’s one the best guards we have. He is a warrior too, and don’t forget he was the one 

who came up with a good strategy to defeat the intruders from the land of Juzi. I see him 

training my son on how to fight.” 

“You see beyond your nose my King, yet it still remains on your face.” Uwezo glared at the 

small man that breathed these words. “I am simply stating a fact, but if it pains you, then 

I shall speak no more of it and to what do I owe this meeting?” 

“You test my patience Ulioko.” 

“And you have proven to be full of it my King.” 

“I heard that the elders summoned my brother regarding the ceremony to introduce 

Ustawi to the people. I am concerned that the rumors I have been hearing are true.” 

“Why do you say so?” 

“He did not inform me that he was leaving the palace to attend to the elders.” 

“He is but a man, should a cock inform every chicken of its business?” 

“There you go again, Ulioko, what are you saying?” 

“I fear that you assume too much. We need Ukweli and your rising suspicion against his 

honest deeds will cost you his trust and that is something that I fear would tear this 

kingdom apart. Remember, had he killed your mother upon his birth, you would not be 

here. Two years is enough to warrant more than four harvests and that is something you 

cannot dispel by the thought of rumors.” 



“Maybe you are right, but why do we need him? Ustawi can be trained here by our warriors 

and the elders into becoming the next King.” 

“Every King, like the river, is evident by his currents. The river takes in too much without 

protesting, it swells up, dries up but still flows and this is something only your brother can teach 

him. If the prince is to take up his role as the future leader of our people, he needs to be 

moulded into a man. He needs to understand that wisdom comes in the silence of one’s chaos. 

Ukweli can teach him this- because he has the gift of sight. We both know it was because of 

this that he surrendered the throne to you- for a seer cannot be a ruler. My King, times are 

changing, I bring news from the land of Kesho where their warriors are not using arrows and 

spears to fight, but they have even knives, shields, and women in their army.  

Ustawi needs wisdom- and though you are wise, I believe your brother will be patient enough 

in teaching the little one.” 

“It is good to know that something holds fort in that big head of yours.” 

“Thank you my King, but it also has room for some drink. I fear I may die of thirst just by talking 

to you.” Uwezo handed him the royal gourd and watched as Ulioko downed the contents in 

three gulps. “What news have you concerning the people of Jana?” 

“They are in favor of the alliance and they do have a mighty Prince who would suit your 

daughter, Amani.” 

“NEVER.” 

“Leave the barking to dogs my King, please, listen to what I have in mind.” 

“You have tested my patience for so long Ulioko, speak as though every word you say should 

preserve your life!” 

“I fear then that I shall say a lot more.” 

“Speak!” 

“Your daughter Amani, will ripen soon. The people of Jana are in favor of you and their Prince 

is well known for his kindness and understanding regarding negotiations. You are not in good 

terms with the people of Juzi, but he has been able to get salt, beans and most of all cassava 

from these people. As we speak, the earth is consuming more from us but giving us little. Our 

cassava stock will run dry- and then we will have to buy it from the people of Jana. Upon the 

next full moon begins the betrothal season. If you propose the union of your beautiful daughter 

Amani, to the Prince- Baraka, then it would mean that in six months when our stocks run dry we 

shall be able to get cassava from the Jana people at half the asking price. You know the law 

of the land is that you do not bleed your in-laws dry. Think about it, and besides- given how 

well built this young man is, I believe you will have the most beautiful grandchildren and the 

pleasure of seeing them before- the gods call you to reign above. You also grant Amani the 

chance to be a Queen in the future, isn’t that legacy enough?” 

“But, their names!” 

“My King- names do injustice to a man’s character. You are the most powerful King that lives, 

would the people of Jana fail to appease you?” 

“No, I don’t think so. But this boy, would he treat my Amani right?”



Spotlight on: Oladimeji Odunsi
written by Dora Okeyo/ photography by Oladimeji

I came across Oladimeji's portfolio on Unsplash and I 

was drawn to his potraits of beautiful African women. 

I wanted to highlight one photo on this issue and 

figured, though it's free and there is the Creative 

Commons License, I can do better. I can present him 

and his works to you.  

He's a Content Creator, Photographer and he's 

African! 

Visit his profile: https://unsplash.com/@oladimeg 

Follow him on Twitter: @Oladimeg 

Visit his website and let's keep the light on him: 

www.oladimeg.com 

Thank you for reading Issue 2 and I'd love to send a big shoutout to Oladimeji #BlessYou. 

Email: nilichoandika@gmail.com


