
e .. 
14 

Letters 

LETTERS 

Cars for MPs,pain for 
the people: Leadership 
mindset e~osed 

"When elephants fight,it is the liass that suffers,"In 
Uganda, the grass is exhausted, Uganda's problem is not a 
lade ofleaders, ' 
it is a dangerous mindset that has turned leadership in­

to a business venture, Politics isI!o longer service; it is in­
vestment,And the returrtS are paid by ordinary citizens. 
Consider this: each Member of Parliament is set to re­

ceive Shs315 million as a car alloWance, With 529 MPs in 
the 12th Parliament,that amounts to Sru166.8 billion in a 
single financial year,public money spent on vehicles. 
Let that sink in.Shs166-billion could have: 
Bought ambulances for district hospitals that still rely on 

pick-up macks and goodwill. 
Paid health workers' salaries in rural clinics where one 

nurse serves an entire sub-county. 
Rebuilt government schools where children sit on the 

floor, share textbooks, and study without hope of compet- ' 
ing fairly;. 
Instead, the money is parked in MPs'driveways. 

We are told these vehicles will "improve service delivery." 
That claim insUlts common sense. Service delivery does 
not fail because MPs lack cars; it fails because hospitals 
lack drugs, schools lack teachers, andjobs are allocated by 
surnames rather than skills. 
This mindset has become nonnalised: Public office is 

profit. Education is business. Healthcare is a transaction. 
Jobs are .frunily property. 
Nelson Mandela once said, "Education is the most pow­

erful weapon which you can use to change the world."In 
Uganda, that weapon is locked behind school fees. For 
millions,gettlng sick is a financial death sentence. Merit 
counts for little without connections. 
Corruption no longff shocks us, it is planned for, budget­

ed for, and defended. This is not because Ugandans lack 
values. It is because the prevailing mindset rewards greed 
and punishes honesty. 
When doing the right thing keeps you poor and doing 

the wrong thing makes you rich, integrity becomes op-
tional. • 
Albert Einstein once warned that"we cannot solve our 

problems with the same thinking that created them." 
Changing faces without changingtbinking only recycles 
failure. 
Uganda does not need powerful individuals. It needs 

strong institutions, real accountability, and leaders who 
understand that public resources are not personal re­
wards. 
The issue is not whether Uganda can do better. 
The issue-is whywe continue protectirig a mindset that 
serves the powerful and abandons everyone else. A mind­
set that forgets the future ofits children. 

SamOlara 
human right advocate. 
olarasamuel@hotmail.com 
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LETTER OF THE· DAY 

What made Afcon special 
I never had a knack for foot­

ball. The game was anathema 
to my nerves .. . blame my fa­
ther, who religiously watched 
every match, every cup, every 
championship while we grum­
bled about missing our beloved 
eVening soaps. 

Ten minutes became 30, then 
an h~then 90, and'we'd be 
sent to bed frustrated,st,ill won­
dering whether Sam Layton 
and Gabriella were really sib­
lings, or if Salvador would reveal 
himself as the reincarnated pa­
triarch Pedro Donoso. 
. Fast-forward almost 30 years 
later.I'm alone inmy apartment 
thousands of miles from home. 

The temperature has drQpped, 
flurries drift past my window, 
and for the first time ever, I pay 
for a subscription to watch Af­
con. Why? I'm not entirely sure. 
Maybe it's my way of under­
standing the continent better. 

For a whole month, I sit 
through every game~while 
working, after work, on week­

,ends..:....like a sports fanatic. And 
suddenly I understand my fa-
ther, and all the boys I knew 
who would cancel a date for a 
match or fight and draw blood 
over a team's loss. 

The tiff would always be set­
tled in front of the' screen or on 
the pitch. , 

It is then that it dawns on me. 
I didn't watch Afcon for the love 
of the game or lack thereof ... 
though I came to love it in that 
month ... .1 watched it for the 
love of the continent. 

Seeing millions in the stadi­
um cheer emphaticallt for tb.eir 
countries made my heart swell. 
At the intersection of North Af­
rica, where all colours and coun­
tries converged with their cul­
tures in tow, my eyes welled 
with tears. 

A continent the world insists 
on descnbing through disaster 
and poverty was, for a moment, 
celebrating itself-discovering 
each other, cheering for each 

other, revelling in an Africa I al­
ways want to see. It felt like us 
against the world. Us in our ele­
ment. Power, pride, strength. 

I was in love with us. I root­
ed for the Uganda Cranes even 
though I knew our chances 

/ against Tunisi<,i were slim. 
I was pl"Qud we got that fur and 

nudged my Ugandan friends ex­
citedly on WhatsApp ... Were 
they watching? What did they 
think? 

I teased my Tunisian friend 
about their wins and losses, se­
cretly wishing they'd go home · 
early because my ego was 
bruised. We laughed and la­
belled ourselves "frenernies." 

Between us and Tanzania, I de­
serted my East African cousins 
for my brothers, convinced it 
wouldbe a walkover. But alas ... 
we left the pitch with our tails 
between our legs, and I swal­
lowed my pride. 
_ Once we were out, choosing 
who to support became compli- -
cated. I have friends·across the 
continent, and suddenly loyal­
tyfelt like a tug-9f-war.My South 

Afric~ buddies were cool and 
collected-they wei:e doing 
well on the pitch UIftil Egypt. 
I consoled them, then turned 
to those proud ancient cous­
ins. I laughed with my Egyptian 
companions, placing bets they 
wouldn't take the cup home 
this time despite their countless 
wins. Salah became the bane of 
my existence, and they teased 
me miserably for being a sour­
puss. The Nigerians couldn't 
help throwingjabs at our"small 
small"boys for bowing out early. 

Right up to that last game: Sen­
egal and Morocco. 

I didn't bat an eyelid from the 
moment of the opening cer­
emony. I was sure the cup be­
longed to our northern cousins, 
sure they would take this game, 
Win it for honour after 50 years. 
But Senegal was a strong con" 
tender. This was bound to be riv­
eting. 

Up to two days before the 
match, I was rooting for Mo­
rocco. Then something shift­
,ed. Somehow, somewhere with­
in me, I knew our Moroccan 

Do you think our wetlands are safe? 

Ahmed Lwasa, 
Speaker of Buganda 
Kingdom 
They are under threat by 
population growth and there 
are no stringent laws protect­
ingthem. That is why you 
find some people have been 
allowed to access them while 
others are barred. 

. :' 
Followuson X and . .o.... . 

Mariam MayaI\jaNkalubo, 
MfuisterofEnviroment­
Buganda Kingdom 
Why are investors allocated 
land in wetlands with clear­
ance certificates from Nema, 
check the expressway after 
Kigo and Kajjansi, the new 
builffings in wetlands be­
long to powerful people. 

Anke Barahukwa, 
Environmentalist 
We work with communities 
to protect the wetlands and 
we empower them to be the 
custodians because they de- . 
pend on them for their live­
lihoods and they have done 
agoodjob. 

cousins would lose to Senegal. I 
wasn't sure why; but I watched 
the game with anticipation for 
a Senegalese win. 
I have never had a more 

charged viewing experience. 
Forget binge-watching Stranger 
Things while holding my 
breath. Forget the four-hour 
mental gymnastics of Tenet. 
.Morocco Vs Senegal was all this 
and more; intrigue, drama, pas­
sion, betrayal, love. The'perfect 
movie. 

For 120 minutes, I yelled, 
jumped, forgot my breakfast, 
and reheated the kettle three 
times. 

Then came the 17 minutes 
that changed everything: the 
Panenka, and the undisputed 
Senegalese goal. 
'The aftermath was inevita­

ble.My in-box flooded with Mo­
roccan friends ... furious, heart­
broken, animated. On the other 
side, celebratory dances erupt­
ed from Morocco to Senegal. 

The closest cousins were sulk­
ing and fighting, throwing dirt 
in each other's eyes, and the 
worldjoined ilL 

Passionate words were ex­
changed. Egos bruised. Disap­
pointment anchored deep. 
I sighed, sadden~d. But then 
again .. . we are not perfect. We 
are passionate. Would Afcon be 
iconic ifwe weren't? If everyone 
simply said, "well played" and 
went home? If no one cried foul 
or muttered about cheating, 
ball boys, or ju.ftP. Would it real­
lybeAfcon? 

This is us! Passionate, expres­
sive, earnest. 

Our football captures a conti­
nent full of diversity; resilience, 
and fire.And iffootball can hold 
all these complex elements of 
humanness, how much mote 
can our stories? 

Lu£yChihandae, 
Lucie@2sistarsmediacom 

JerianMirembe, 
Entrepreneur 
People no longer respect 
wetlands. They abuse them. 
Go to any wetland around 
Kampala and you seethe . 
rate of encroachment more­
over from rich powerful 
people . . 
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