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About REVEAL! Extension Kenya
REVEAL! Women’s Comics East Africa - UK is a British Council International Collaboration 
project. It is a partnership between graphic novelist, comics scholar Dr Nicola Streeten, 
director of UK-based LDComics CIC (LDC) and artist, Arts Journalist Msanii Kimani wa 
Wanjiru, director/Curator-in-Chief of Kymsnet Media Network, Kenya (KMN).

REVEAL! EXTENSION emerged from delivery of REVEAL! activity in 2022. When 
East African REVEAL! artists joined together in Kenya, we visited the village community in 
KajiadoKajiado County near Nairobi. We met Kenyan activist Agnes Leina and Il’laramatak 
Community Concerns (ICC). Agnes explained to us the following example of how climate 
crisis is intertwined with gender…

A drought-ravaged Kenyan landscape has left cattle with nothing to graze, and so they are 
dying. This means traditional livelihood for many has been decimated. Alternative income 
has, for some families, come from payment received from marriage of a daughter. But, to 
marry, a girl must be recognised as a ‘woman’. This status comes through genital 
circumcision,circumcision, or Female Genital Mutilation (FGM). We can therefore trace a route from 
hunger - caused by climate change, to the female circumcision of daughters at an 
increasingly younger age, sometimes 14 years old.

What are alternative options for such examples of climate crisis impact? How can debate 
and reflection on such issues take place transformatively? What is the role of art, specifically 
comics in this process? How can we connect such experiences in Kenya to those of us 
living in the UK? Our approach in REVEAL! is that storying small everydayexperiences can 
bebe a way to engage with wider issues. Comparing and sharing cross culturally can highlight 
our similarities and guide our understanding of difference. This offers potential for 
empowerment. Our conviction is that comics is an accessible art form, a valuable 
communication tool. We are committed to the loosest definition of ‘comics’ as combining 
text and image (even this is not essential).

For the REVEAL! EXTENSION we invited individual REVEAL! artists to work with specific 
partner organisations in Kenya and the UK. In the UK we commissioned Nancy ArtMusic to 
runrun comics workshops with a group of community members introduced to us by African 
Advocacy Foundation and Red Ribbon Living Well CIC. She was suppoprted in delivery 
by LDC artist Wallis Eates. It is from this activity that we have collected the wonderful pages 
of this comic to share with you.

In Kenya, Msanii Kimani worked with 3 talented REVEAL! artists Chela Yego, 
Karolina Wambui and Felistus Thairu to run the comics workshop with the ICC women and 
the 3 Tales of Nalotuesha, Nemaiyan and Namunyak was born.

Dr Nicola Streeten & Msanii Kimani wa Dr Nicola Streeten & Msanii Kimani wa Wanjiru

June 2023.























These are the stories as told by the Illaramatak women from their point of view in it’s raw form that I based the story, 

Nalotuesha on.

Margaret Toirai
When i was a young girl, when men used to have three wives we struggled a lot with poverty, we would use cow dung to 

patch houses when the husbands weren’t able to take care of the family and we would also use the hide of a cow to 

patch house during rainy seasons to avoid the roof from leaking. Women were constantly beaten in the household and 

demeaneddemeaned . We were not allowed to work and thus didn't have money so whenever the men couldn't take care of us ,we 

would even have to walk naked while pregnant because of a lack of fitting clothes. Without having any of their own 

income generating activities the men would beat us at any given point even when we were doing day-to-day chores. 

Things started changing when we started getting income generating activities and gained some bit of financial 

independence. I started selling my own milk and with the money used it to buy clothes and to patch the house. Back 

then, before we knew the dangers of FGM I was one of the circumcisers I would use that to get a bit of money to sustain 

myselfmyself and my children. Life had gotten a bit easier with money until the drought hit. Due to the cattle dying we can no 

longer sell milk. We have no money and our troubles are coming back. We have to walk without shoes. The struggle 

that women thought they would never face again is coming back again because of the drought which has been the 

longest so far (6 years).

In the past ,in Maasai land ,the morans were handsome and dressed in beautiful shukas. They were feared and 

respected. They would tie their Spears and carry them and sometimes go fight amongst themselves for things like land. 

BomasBomas had exactly 49 houses . Life has changed a lot since then.FGM was done on girls in the Maasai community 

when they were around 10 years old and they were then told that they have become women and told that they’re ready 

to get married and start a new life even though they were only children. They were often married off to older women who 

are around 40 years old and have to sleep with them till they get pregnant even though some had not started their period 

yet. They would often use cold water that has been left in a basin overnight and pour it over the girls before the 

circumcisioncircumcision .They would use a small machete to do the circumcision , they would then cut the clitoris and labia minora 

after the girl is held and tied down on both their legs and hands. But now they only cut the clitoris. They would take a fruit 

peel and the cream that comes up after boiling milk and apply it on the area. They would then take a fat cow and draw 

blood from the cow while it’s still alive and give the girl the blood to drink after FGM. The girl most of the time couldn’t 

work because of excessive bleeding. The girls were not allowed to scream at all because they’re told it would bring 

shameshame to them for the rest of their lives and there’s a name that should be given to girls that screamed during the 

process. They were all told to close their legs because there was a gaping hole and since they could not be taken to 

hospital . Sometimes the girls would die due to excessive bleeding. Overtime they just started cutting the clitoris.

Once the women started knowing the dangers of FGM and after the government banned FGM ,most stopped doing it but 

there were challenges because as the community men were told that FGM was illegal some men refused to marry the 

girls that were uncircumcised because of wrong beliefs. But after being educated ,most men agreed to marry them 

regardless.regardless. Some midwives also refused to attend to pregnant women in labour that were uncircumcised and most of 

them would carry out the process of circumcision on the women before helping them give birth thus causing the women 

to go through both the pain of childbirth and FGM.

If a woman did not accept to be circumcised the midwives would rather the lady die than touch anyone who is 

uncircumcised. About 8 months after FGM, when you are ready to get married, two men would come to your household 

one being your future husband with one cow that has had a calf. You would get shaved bald and they would put on 

traditionaltraditional jewelry on your arms. They would then apply red ochre on you and tie cowhide on you. They would fill a gourd 

with milk and put it on your back as a sign of future children. 



They would make shoes made out of cow hide and puts grass on your feet that your father has gotten from outside. 

YYou’d be married off young and you cannot say no to this man that you’re supposed to marry. You are told that you 

cannot come back home until you have given birth to at least five children and that your husband’s home will now be 

your new home. You will leave your house and go with the two men to your new family. When you reach your new home 

you’ll find a celebration in a place where the community drinks and celebrates a new marriage you’re welcome and told 

that this will be forever home. Because you’re not allowed to go home until you’ve given birth to five children which is 

a long time and by the time this happens you have grown old and your people no longer recognize you because when 

youyou left you were very young. Many women were beaten by their husbands because they were allowed to. Sometimes 

you would battle with the thought that you need to run away but then you remember that your children depend on you 

and you would rather stay there and be beaten then leave your children motherless. And oftentimes you will develop 

some resentment towards your child because they’re the only reason that you’re staying with your husband who 

abuses you often. A lot of gender based violence would happen in so many forms like for example even when you’re 

pregnant and vulnerable you would have to do chores like carrying a calf when you really don’t have energy and some-

times even having to sit down and wait for the cows afterbirth even if it takes the whole night. If you are poor it would 

even be worse because you would have to drink the yellow undrinkable milk of a cow that has just given birth and even 

use cow urine to wash your clothes and dried cow dung to wash your utensils.

Magdaline
Why FGM was practiced in the community, it was done as a way of controlling women. When men used to go away for 

long periods of time they would come to find that their wives had slept with the men that were still in the community and 

gotten pregnant and so this was just done to control the women. This is my story of giving birth.

When I was pregnant I was told that pregnant women were not allowed to eat certain foods. They could not eat meat 

or even drink milk and they only had to eat in the evening but only light foods. Oftentimes because I was dealing with 

the cravings that came with pregnancy, whenever my mom left some milk out I would drink it and even when I’m given 

my normal amount of food in the evening I would hide an extra plate so I can eat it at night when everyone is asleep. 

The reason why Maasai women when pregnant were not allowed to eat a lot of food is because once FGM is done ,the 

scarscar tissue develops preventing dilation to a certain level and if the child was not very tiny it would be hard to give birth 

and the birth would be very painful. My grandmother said that I couldn’t go to hospital once it was time to give birth 

because of the negative perception with hospital births. Most of the time women develop fistula due to FGM and there’s 

a shame that comes with fistula because it still has not been destigmatized. My FGM story It was 2011 and I had just

 finished my class 8 exams , a lady who said she was my mom’s friend came to the house and she even slept in the 

samesame room with me so I did not think anything of it. My mother was educated and I did not think FGM was going to 

happen to me. In the morning once I was held down I knew what was happening this lady was coming to circumcise 

me, she injected my genitals then went ahead and performed FGM.It was very early in the morning at 6:00 AM and I 

was told that the pain wouldn’t end until the goats zitoke zizini. I was then given cow fat to drink and my mom would 

often come to Check on me to ensure that I had not developed an infection. It was a culture and it was the norm but it 

was extremely traumatising.

Jackline Elijah
TheThe effect of climate change The Maasai community depends on cattle and puts them in high regard. When the famine 

hit, most of our cows died and we couldn’t sell milk or even sell the cows for slaughtering because they were so 

scrawny. There was a homestead of a man who had 100 cows and all of them died bringing grief to the whole 

household. The women who were depending on cattle as an income generating activity like selling milk now lacked the 

financial independence they had gained because even that side hustle like bead making has no market and all they 

can do is stay at home.



Emily John
When we were young we wouldn’t go to school. All we did were chores and after we’re done with chores we would make 

gourds and then go swimming in the river and at night time we would just sing and dance around with our friends. 

This was before circumcision. After circumcision our childhood would be taken away from us and we would no longer do 

these things that we considered fun because we were now regarded as women and not girls anymore



NemaiyanNemaiyan
“You belong to the age group”“You belong to the age group”

Illustrated by Karolina Wambui, narrated by Illaramatak women from Kajiado



I sit here looking at the drying land, the carcasses of animals that were once full 
of life 

and I can’t help but think of how it 
once was and how my life is drying up 
like the land. 

herding cows 

sleeping on top of trees, looking forward to drinking milk 
in the morning. Well, not really happy but it was life. 
I didn’t understand why I couldn’t sleep in the house. 
Why did I have to look for somewhere to lay my head every night?

The nights that I spent on the trees I was happy because at least 
I was not sleeping in the cow sheds. The lice, ticks, and jiggers that 
were in those sheds Weeeh! Not a beautiful sight. 

I was once full of 

life 



I longed for the day I would transition to adulthood and me and my husband 
would have the whole house to ourselves and eat all the good meat. 
To me that was the dream. 

I had deliberately decided not to find out all the steps 
involved before getting a husband. My friends would try 
and tell me about the initiation to adulthood and I 
thought they were being too negative. I felt they just 
wanted me to let go of the dream to own and sleep in 
a house. 

My breast started showing and I was so excited. 
I knew that was my ticket to getting what I want. 

But first i had to undergo circumcision and  
In my head i thought it would be a breeze 



In the corner of the room was a basin with cold water
which was to numb me before the procedure I looked 
at it and I did not imagine the cold I was just excited
that I was finally starting the process.

but nothing prepared me for what I was to
experience 

The water was so cold that it didn’t 
take long to numb me

The other girls sat patiently waiting for their turn 
I looked at the knife that was to be used
(Omurunya) with mixed emotions fear &
anticipation 

I thought the cold water made me numb but............
The pain I experienced It almost sent me to the 
good land above. 

And That marked the beginning of my horror 
story. I felt that ka long single tear drop. 
You know that tear that is a result of 
a sharp pain that goes directly to your brain.
Yes, that pain.   



The other painful part was having to urinate to heal the wound. 
That was painful and those who were afraid of urinating were 
forced to sit in a basin full of urine. They told us this was 
the only way to heal.  

It all seemed like a very high price to pay to get to sleep 
inside a house and lay on a Ngozi, to be honest. 
Not what I expected.

Finally, I was healed or at least they said I was. 
The next process was shaving. We all got a clean 
head shave to symbolize the end or should 
I say the beginning of a journey. 

“May Men surround you like flies” were the words we were told 
at the end of the circumcision ceremony.  I took those words lightly 
not knowing they’d form the entire next part of my life. 

and For the next 91 days, they forbade us from taking 
baths and instead we were treated to a daily ritual of 
smothering with sheep oil.



the next phase was now like waiting to be chosen for a game show, except this 
time it was for the role of a wife. Luckily, my father had already pulled off 
a clever deal with another dad, so I had a ready-made husband waiting for me, 
like a surprise gift!

We were selected from different villages and we were 
given a big land for us to build our homes. 

What really surprised me was that we were to 
build a house in a day! Clearly, It's safe to say 
that the price I'm paying now is way higher than 
I ever expected.

Did I mention that the girl who didn’t 
cry during circumcision was gifted 
a cow? Yes, that happened. It was not 
me clearly because I cried my eyes out. 

We built a cow shed in the middle of the houses 
we had built and the biggest cow was slaughtered. 

So let’s go back to me building. When i tell
you i built yaani i built. Didn’t know i had that 
in me. 



The wedding ceremony was a success, and we all 
took a bite of a meat from an old man's shuka as 
tradition dictates.

We then sat next to our husbands ready for the 
next step.

Finally, It was all done and now i
get to sleep inside a warm house 
away from the jiggers, lice, and 
ticks. 

I thought my woes were over and now 
all that was ahead of me was enjoying 
the warm house with my husband.
Little did I know what awaited me! 

Picture this: men would come knocking at 
my door, casually placing a "do not 
disturb" sign, aka a fimbo, outside my 
house. They would spend the night with me, 
and even my poor husband had no say in 
the matter. Whenever he returned home 
aand spotted the sign on the door, he would
simply leave and come back later. 
It was like a crazy game of musical chairs!

Mixed emotions consumed me: worry 
and anger intertwined. I didn’t 
understand why my husband was so 
calm about it. I thought he was 
supposed to protect me. At least 
that is what i thought husbands do.

My heart shattered into a thousand pieces when I 
discovered that my "poor husband" also engaged 
with the other women. 

I asked the other women what was happening and 
they told me “You belong to the age group now” 
“We belong to the age group” 



I had reached my limit, utterly exhausted and fed up with the entire 
"musical chairs" scenario. In a moment of defiance, I took charge and 
chased away a man who wanted his turn.

Big mistake ! 
the next thing I knew I was collapsing 
randomly. 

Determined to lift the curse, I sought out 
the man and pleaded with him to bless me. 
Surprisingly, he agreed to my request.

As I sit here and look at the land, it's hard to believe that is the same land that used to 
be green. It dry just like my drying thrill of sleeping in my own warm house was no longer 
there, it was covered with a cloud of sadness and disappointment. I can't help but wonder if 
all of I went through was truly necessary. My life has become as dry and barren as the land, 
and it feels like I paid a steep price just to have a warm house to sleep in.

An elderly woman, who had 
been witnessing everything, 

approached me. She claimed that 
I had fallen under a curse because 
I had rejected the advances 

of the man who visited my house. 
AAccording to her, my refusal had 

brought a curse upon me.

And the only way to break the curse was for the 
man to come and drape a shuka over me, say a 
prayer, and bless me. It seemed like I had no 
other choice but to go through with it.

The condition worsened and I found myself 
collapsing while cooking burning myself, collapsing in 
rivers while fetching water. 































BIOGRAPHIES
Kymsnet Media Network (KMN), is a Nairobi-based Arts for Communications & 
Communication for Development (C4D) social enterprise and solutions provider for 
agencies and institutions undertaking community-transformative actions in different sectors in 
Kenya and the greater East African Community. The Network is an expert in providing varied 
skillset including research, writing and editorial solutions, translation of technical information 
into lay language using art; and coordinating and managing the development and production 
ofof communications materials for varying audiences. We believe in “transforming Africa 
through Culture and the Arts” and anchor our approaches and solutions to culture and arts.

Twitter: @kymsnetmedia; @kimaniwawanjiru; 
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/OpEdConversations

LDCOMICS CIC (LDC), UK is a women creator-led community interest company 
championinggraphic novel works, particularly, though not exclusively those by 
women-identifying and non-binary artists. The aims are to disseminate ideas and discussion 
aroundaround comics and graphic novel works with an autobiographical or domestic focus and to 
use innovative models to provide platforms for testing new works and ideas within a social 
context.

www.ldcomics.com Insta @ldcomics

Il’laramatak Community Concerns (ICC), Kajiado County, Kenya: 

Msanii Kimani wa Wanjiru:

Msanii Kimani wa Wanjiru is a creative writing & performing artist. He is a seasoned 
Culture/ArtsCulture/Arts Journalist and has made significant contributions in culture/arts policy 
formulation and discourse, as an analyst/commentator, culture/arts journalist, blogger and 
editor. He is the founder and Curator-in-Chief for Kymsnet Media Network, Kenya’s premier 
arts and culture news and features agency. Msanii Kimani has been researching and 
documenting cartoons and comics stories in Kenya and across Africa. His book Ink & Pixels: 
The Wild and Wondrous Tale of Kenyan Comics, is a detailed account on the history, 
development, trends, social relevance and the future of comics and cartoons in Kenya. 
HeHe has written extensively about cartoonists and comics in Kenya
 (www.kimaniwawanjiru.com). His articles have been published by the International Journal 
of Comic Art ((IJOCA)— http://www.ijoca.com).
A published poet. His poems were published in Echoes Across the Valley— An Anthology 
of Poems from East Africa. In 2020, these poems were translated into German and 
published in the collection titled In 80 Liebesgedichten um die Welt (In 80 Love Poems 
Around The World) Ed. by Clara Paul. His other work includes Utimbakwiri, 
anan unpublished stage play adaptation of Shamba la Wanyama, a translation of George 
Orwell's satire Animal Farm, for the Kenya Institute of Education.
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Chela Yego (Kenya)
is a Kenya based visual artist. She works digitally and with watercolor. She is also a 
2D animator and a comic artist. Chela’s art is inspired by her love for literature and the 
desire to document her everyday life through illustration and collage.

Instagram @chelathereader 

Felistas Thairu (Kenya)
is an enthusiastic Kenyan filmmaker and digital artist. Her fields of specialty are camera is an enthusiastic Kenyan filmmaker and digital artist. Her fields of specialty are camera 
operations and 2d animation. Her main aim is to create authentic African content through 
photography, films, and artistic pieces that inspire, entertain and provoke conversations. 
A love of nature allows her to stay creative.

Instagram @felistasthairu

Karolina Wambui 
is a visual storyteller who sees the world in 2D. She is skilled in 
communications, filmmaking, illustration, and 2D animation. She is passionate about communications, filmmaking, illustration, and 2D animation. She is passionate about 
social issues and her dream is to continue telling stories using different forms of art. 
Through her creative work, she aims to inspire others and raise awareness about 
important topics.

Instagram @karolina_wambui 
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