Summer Uganda 2009 

‘Do you take water for granted?’- Chapter 5

I have been to a few places in my life, I have seen many things beautiful and sad, experienced a few wonders of what we call life and known love.  I guess we all feel the same deep inside, a feeling of being glad to be alive.  With all its ups and downs, it is not a bad life after all.

I have been to places as high as 5100 metres, as low as 32 metres below sea level, to some of the great cities of this world and I have sat watching sand dunes in the desert.  I thought that I had seen enough to understand, to compare, not be shocked by what I see with my eyes but last Sunday I was left stunned.
‘Do you take water for granted?’

As I travelled to a local spring near Mukibugu Primary school, I don’t think I can look at clean water from the humble tap the same. 

Now I had heard about this place, the ‘murinyo’, the ‘water spring’, when I was at Mukibugu School last year.  I had heard that people were fighting to get water there.  That there wasn’t enough water for everyone during the dry season and that all the children got their water from the same place, the ‘murinyo’.
[image: image1.jpg]


As I travelled down with my fourteen year old pupil Median to fetch water last Sunday I saw cows coming up the path, people with yellow jerry cans 20 litres on their head snaked up ahead of me, and in the distance two hundred people.  Median was telling me that cows polluted the water by urinating in it but this was the only place to get water for the animals.  I remember thinking ‘…for you as well’.

As I drew nearer I saw the dreadfulness of the situation, it was a horror, the people that I saw in the distance weren’t at a pond as I first thought, and they were instead in a muddy nightmare.  

The first people I passed were children, I peered into the darkness where their hands were and saw a cup and a pool of water ten centimetres across.  
‘Oh my god…’
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I gasped, and a tear filled my eye, the children were collecting water from a muddy pool ten centimetres across and putting it into a small jerry can.  An animal would be the only thing that would drink from a hole like the one I saw, and here was an eight year old girl trying to collect drinking water.  I looked up and saw that everyone was collecting in a similar way, some water holes were bigger than others but all were dirty, all were not fit for humans and all had a throng of people around them with waiting yellow jerry cans.  If you exchanged the people for a herd of wildebeest, you will get a picture of what I saw.  

Due to the dry season, the water level was so low, that there were only a few places to collect water.  That water was brown, and by the looks of the cows mingling around unsafe.  There had been cases of typhoid (caught from taking in contaminated water or direct from faeces) in at least two teachers I knew at Mukibugu School (they were collecting from this water hole as well).  I was not surprised after what I saw before my eyes.  Cows and people drinking the same water, in the UK it would be like people drinking from a cow trough.  
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At this time, it was mostly women and children collecting water but when men come they often fight according to Median.  Even though it was women and children, people were still shouting at each other as forty people clambered around a large (half metre) muddy hole.

I turned to Median and asked ‘You come to collect every day?’

‘Yes, it is best to come very early in the morning.  Some people even come at 4am’ she replied.    Twenty children were staring at me; it was not often a white person came to the ‘murinyo’.   
‘You can see how we suffer’ she added with a sad look in her eye.   

We left in silence, I had been shocked at what I had seen.  We walked away from the muddy nightmare that was the source of water for five thousand people.  

‘They have no choice…’ I reminded myself as we headed up the path.    

