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Corruption in Kenya did not start with politians, it was designed brick by brick and law by 

law. Handed by invisible hand, from colonial land 

grabs to billion scandals, this is not just a story of theft, it’s a blueprint of betrayal passed 

down through generarions, today it shows up in a bribe at a 

police stop or ghost project in Parliament but behind every handshake there’s a hidden cost, 

this is the untold story of how kenya became corrupt and 

why cleaning it up may be the hardest battle, yet long before the first postindepence scandle 

corruption was the soil beneath Kenya’s politics planted 

not by Africans but by the colonial state, british rule came with two faces, one that preached 

civilization and another that extracted everything, it could 

be land or labor, it wasn’t gouvernance, it was organized theft with a legal stamp, in 1902, the 

Crownlands Ordance gave nearly all Kenya land to the 

crown, millions of acres labeled vacant just because no white settler lived there, communities 

were uprooted, liveholds shattered and this a pattern was 

born, power was transactional and silience could be bought, the British needed control but 

they were outnumbered, so they built a system of enablers 

African chiefs, clerks, tax collectors given petty powers to oppress their own,the first class of 

collaborators was born, their rewards ; titles, tokens and 

acces bribes weren’t just tolerated, they were necessary, land allocations, forced labor, 

exemptions even basic survival were all negotiable, the currency 

wasn’t always money, sometimes, it was loyalty, sometimes betrayal, this was the original 

architecture of Kenya corruption not chaos but a calculated 

design and when indepence came in 12 December 1963 many of these same intermediaries 

didn’t vanish, they just changed uniforms, Kenya is free, the 

Union Jack lowers, the black red and green rises, in the streets, dancing, celebration, a new 

dawn but behind curtains another kind of transfer is taking 

place not just power but corruption institutionalized and handed down like a poison gift, the 

colonial elite may have left but they left bebind their 

machinary, land registries build to exclude, ministries wierd for favoritism, police trained not 

to protect but to control, the new African leades 

inherited these tools and quickly mastered them, Jomo Kenyatta hailed as the father of the 

nation, preached unity in public but bebind the closed 

doors, land meant forMau Mau freedom fighters was distributed to loyalists, political loyaty 

became the new currency and the fight for justice faded 

beneath a scramble for privilege, within a few years gourvnment contracts were being 

awardes through handshakes not merits, licences required 

facilitation fees, jobs favors, immunity, everything was negotiable, Kenya had won its 

indepence but lost its moral compass, it didn’t start with 

suitcases full of cash, it started with kitu kindogo a little something, a token, a handshake that 

lingers too long time, over time corruption stopped being 

shocking and became culture, in public hospitals, a nurse whispers « You want faster 

treatment, see me behind the desk », in schoools, admission lists 

are rewritten in envelopes stuffed with money, on the road, a driver caught speeding doesn’t 

fear a fine, he fears a cop who won’t accept less than 500 

shillings, justice, safety and dignity all available for a price and when the poor grow up 

watching the rich escape consequences, they learn quickly, 

integraty won’t pay school fees but a bribe might, this isn’t just theft, it’s a slow national 

hypnosis, a country learnig to look away, to survive by 

bending not breaking the system, even love isn’t safe, marriages built not on the truth but 

transactions, dowies inflated, intentions clouded, because 



when everything is for sale, trust is the first casualty, this is Kenya’s quiet epidemic, 

corruption is not a scandal but normal life. The Golddenberg 

scandal in the 90’s, Kenya lost $US600 milion, money that could have built schools, hospitals 

and railways, intead, it disapperad into briefcases and 

offshore accounts then the Anglo leasing, ghost companies that invoiced the state for 

equipment that never arrived, tens of millions gone and then the 

Chemsa heist in the middle of a pandemic, fronline workers begged fot PPE while 

gourvnment insiders cashed in on inflated tenders, it didn’t stop 

there, we borrowed billions for the standard gauge railway, a Chine built marved that cost 

more than high-speed trains in Europe a railway that 

doesn’t break, even whispers say we mortigaged the Mombasa port in case we default, foreign 

loans balloned from $US billion in 2010 to over $US 70 

in juste a decade, the creditors China, theWorld Bank, private financiers ; the repayment 

your taxes but the price was more than money, forests were 

cleared public land was grabbed, doctors went unpaid, students missed classes, entire 

gererations lost opportunity and in the shandows of this 

betrayal, dangerous pattern emerged, power consolidated into dynasties, elections bankrolled 

by corruption money and silence purchased by perks, 

this wasn’t mismanagement, this was architecture, a system designed to convert state power 

into private wealth, a democracy poisoned from the inside 

and who paid for it all, the mama embogga, the boa rider, the taxpayer earning less than $US5 

a day, Kenya became a crime scene but the fingerprints 

were local and auctioneer often our very own gournment, Kenya’s story was never meant to 

be this way, this was land where mountains touched the 

sky, where rivers carried gold, where every tribe had its rythm, its wisdom, its honor but 

corruption carved deep scars on policies, on people and on 

the very soul of the Republic, yet something still stirs, from university halls to community 

baras, from the silence of the whistleblowers to the fire in 

youth protests, from investigative journalists to digital activists, the resitance grows, the new 

voices are rising, some from inside gouvernment, others 

from the slums, all asking the same question, what about integrity wasn’t rare, what if 

patriotism meant accountability, what if we stopped selling 

Kenya short, because this country doesn’t lack wealth, it lucks will and maybe just maybe the 

same hands that built this corrupt machine can rise to 

dismantle it, one brave truth at a time. 


