Summer Uganda 2009 

‘Remembering Uganda’- Chapter 4
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I had been used to tarmac, modern trains, neon lights, bowing people, Shinto shrines and concrete tower blocks. I was now in a world alien to me…

Although I had been here before, lived among these people, eaten the food the food they do, and walked along the same orange murram roads I felt I had forgotten so much.  It was like a living a previous life again, I started remembering the things I had taken as normal twelve months ago.

I remembered it being dusty when I was here but never this dusty.  It was the dry season and so the fields are brown without the green of life, grass was yellow and brittle, and the roads were like a John Wayne western, dry and harsh.  I was used to clean skin, air-conditioning, and dirt free roads, now every day I go out and return covered from head to toe in dust, pieces of rubbish fly around my feet and air-conditioning is found only in Toyota Land-cruisers.  

‘How am I this dirty?’ I said to myself as I took a shower after a day outside.  The pool of around my feet was brown, just like the muddy pools I used to play in when I was a young nipper in the Cornish countryside.  I didn’t see any trout though around my feet though.
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Beans and potatoes, beans and potatoes, beans and potatoes, it is like a broken record but that is what people eat here morning, noon and night.  It was a shock to the system to taste unflavoured boiled beans and potatoes again.  My body was beginning to remember and accept its new environment.   My mind drifted to a yakitori (skewered chicken, grilled over charcoal) restaurant and of eating deep-fried tofu in dashi soup as I spooned another potato and beans portion into my mouth.  I moved away from my day dream, and back to the dish, the potatoes were excellent if a little unflavoured I reminded myself.  I also reminded myself that people are too poor to eat anything else here, head down I humbly ate my food.
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‘The roads weren’t this bad, were they?’ this question kept popping into my head as I hit yet another pot-hole or large tortoise of a rock in my way.  I was glad I had my Honda dirt-bike with big-foot suspension, and claw like tyres.  I remembered enjoying navigating these roads, hitting jumps, and hollows like a teenage boy having fun on his new Christmas present.  As the days passed, I realised it was far more fun than riding a bicycle in the centre of a Japanese city where bicycles are definitely an afterthought when road construction takes place.  The dust however was not fun at all. 
The memory that I do remember well was that there were so many children here.  Fifty per cent of the population was under fifteen, and that meant there were children everywhere.  Children carrying things on their head, children hiding behind trees and bushes, children running and shouting 

‘Mzungu!’ 

Children wearing the dirtiest items of clothing I have ever seen and children looking after goats and cows in the countryside.  

Kisoro, ‘A Magical Land of Children, Mountains and Gorillas’ 

I am remembering more and more every day… 
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When I see the children at my schools I wonder if they are remembering too… Perhaps that is why they are so excited to see me.   
