Summer Uganda 2009 

‘Arrival at School’- Chapter 2
I had been looking forward to this day for a long time, the day when I would see the children again, the kids who we have been helping who are so poor that they can only eat beans and potatoes every meal.  I arrived on my Honda motorcycle after navigating a ridiculous riverbed that they call a road here.  I was covered in dust, as it was ‘dry season’ and the earth was just like powder for lack of moisture.  

As I drove past the first classroom there was a roar of cheering, now from the second classroom all I could see were eyes and waving hands, and as I headed towards the school office children started pouring out of the classroom doors.  I had to stop for fear of running over one or two small ones.  I was in a sea of little people on a red Japanese machine that is our modern day horse, and you should have seen them, they were so happy.  

As I had my helmet on they didn’t know if it was really ‘Ede-niii’ (my name here).  It could be a different ‘white man’ who had come to visit the school.  I lifted off my helmet, a little choked by the emotion of it all, and then there was a big

‘Aaahhh…’

‘Ede- niii’ had really come back to them.

‘The New Classroom’ – Chapter 3
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I looked round Gitenderi Primary School, and from behind the trees I could see it.  There were ten men working on it, some were carrying stones, others were shovelling sand, but all looked busy, they were busy building the new classroom for this school of 1100 pupils.  There were twelve classrooms at this school for all those one thousand plus pupils but within two weeks there will be thirteen classrooms many thanks to donors from as far afield as Japan and Cornwall.
It is a touching moment when you see the fruit of your labour, the feeling of we worked for this, we struggled, we didn’t give up and now there it is right before your very eyes… a classroom of brick and stone.  I was surprised by how far construction work had gone considering the contractor had only received the money two weeks before my arrival.  Foundations had been laid, bricks had been placed, and roof beams were just being fitted as I laid eyes on the building.  

‘Paul works fast…’ I thought.

After talking to Paul the man building the classroom I understood why he was working so fast.  He wanted to finish before I left, that was exactly twenty two days later.  

‘Come and you look’ he said to me as he showed me the inside of the classroom.  They were already putting in the foundation rocks for the floor.

As I looked upon the classroom, slightly in awe, I thought of the entire journey towards this man made structure of brick and stone.  I thought of Karatsu and the setting up of the Rainbow group, I thought of all the events we had created so that we could raise money, events like Rainbow Run across a seven kilometres of pacific sand, and an ‘Open Mic’ night where good people came together sang, read poems, and gave a little of their time and talent.  I thought of trials and tribulations in getting people in Japan to support us.  I thought of all the people, there must be over five hundred in all, who gave a small donation or their time towards the building of this classroom.  To the volunteers in Cornwall who throughout the year work towards the betterment of education in Uganda and finally I smiled and thought

‘We had done it!’
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