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Shafic Ssentume is more than a filmmaker ora single father. Th r*bugh the
chaos and calm, he is proving that fatherhood is not defined solely by paying
school fees or delivering stern talks, but can also be woven from the gentle,

daily threads of care, threads traditionally held by women.

Man using YouTube
to raise baby alone

- N

Shafic
Ssentume and
his two-year
old daughter.
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in conventional terms, Shafic Ssen-

. tume’s journey is the anomaly. The :
: cern.A man with a baby secured snug-
. pher, has spent the last two years : ly against his spine, directing a shoot or
. packing toddler snacks and bottles of :
. formula, learning to braid hair from :
YouTube tutorials. Ssentume spends :
. had to develop a thick skin against the
: whispers of “why can’t he hire a nan-
' | ny?”Inaculture where fatherhood is of-
: ten expressed through provision and

. 24-year-old filmmaker and photogra-

each morning planning feedings,
,nap schedules, and film edits.

. Clashing with custom :
. Ssentume’s journey into parent-
hood began in what felt like a scene
from one of his films. While cover-
: ing a school graduation ceremony,
: he met the woman he believed he
: would build a life with.

¢ I fell in love with a beautiful girl
¢ and immediately knew we belonged
together;”he recalls.

Their relationship grew in the glow
of shared dreams, but it soon met
the firm structures of Ugandan tra-
dition. When she became pregnant,
Ssentume, young but earnest, hoped
to build a peaceful and stable home.
He did the kwanjula and bride price
negotiations, to affirm his readiness
and get the family’s blessing.

When her family learnt of his in-
tention, they questioned his ability
to provide, against the backdrop of
what a “real” man should do.“They
said I was joking around and need-

7 ed a serious career to marry their :
: from all of us,”he shares.

: daughter,”Ssentume explains.In a so-
: ciety where careers such as law,medi-
: cine,or business are prized, filmmak-
: ing is often viewed as idleness or a

young man’s pastime. Even his part-
The 24-year-old : ner,swayed by the powerful voice of
filmmaker and the clan urged him to find a “decent”
photographer, job.But Ssentume held his ground.
has spent the
last two years . Thedayeverything changed
. packingtoddler : Three months after their daughter
: snacksandbot- : was born,his partner left. In Uganda,
. tlesofformula, : when a relationship fails, children, :
. learning tobraid : especially infants, almost automati-
. hairfrom You- cally remain with the mother or her :
. Tube tutorials.  : family.Ssentume did not fight her de- :
: PHOTOS/ANGEL- : parture,but he made one unusual re- :
LA NAKIYUKA. - quest:

“Itold her to leave the child with me
and go.” And just like that, she

to a role few Ugandan
men fully inhabit; the

primary,solo caregiv-
el
The first nights

with me trying to

feeding bottles,”
he recounts. He

Tube for guidance.

Juggling diapers and
deadlines

precision,

left, forcing him to step in- :

were a struggle

fight fatigue and
making endless @ eage. This daily, deliberate practice is
. the essence of redefining fatherhood.
i Through the mundane chaos and the
turned to the on-
ly source he was
familiar with; You- :
. that fatherhood can be as much about
: the soft hum of a lullaby as it is about
. paying school fees, that it can be wo-
:ven just as authentically from the gen-
Balancing work and
parenthood required :
Ssentume to organ- :
ise his life with
: ers’stories, has become a diary of this
. quiet revolution. It captures the in-
¢ timate narrative of a Ugandan man
: learning, day by day, to be both father
- i and mother;not as a performance, but
: as an expansion of the heart. He navi-
i gates the weight of stigma with love
 as his only compass, transforming po-
: tential pity into a private language of

. gaze of a curious community. When
: heis on location, he relies on trusted
n Uganda, where family is tradition- :
ally seen as the domain of women, : traditional kinship network.
and where a man’s worth is often :
measured by his ability to provide :
¢ carries his daughter on his back. But

friends, a chosen family replacing the

When they are unavailable, he does
what many Ugandan mothers do; he

on a film set, this image causes con-

adjusting alens,is a powerful visual dis-
ruption. It draws comments; some en-
couraging, many questioning. He has

discipline from a slight distance, his
hands-on, public caregiving is unusual.

Facingthe critics

Society’s judgment is a steady un-
dercurrent.“People around me think I
should give my child back to her moth-
er;”Ssentume shares. This advice is root-
ed in a deep-seated beliefin the proper,
orderly way of doing things. In this or-
der, a child belongs with the mother, es-
pecially when sheis breastfeeding.

A man raising an infant alone is seen
as going against nature and culture.
He encounters this at the clinic, where
nurses always ask,“Maama womwana
aliwa?(“Where is the child’s mother?”),
where elders gently suggest he send the
baby to the maternal grandmother.

But Ssentume remains steadfast. To
him, his daughter is his responsibili-
ty.“If her mother had wanted hes, all

: she would have done was to take her

but she did not. She just walked away

Redefining fatherhood

This is not merely a story of a father
raising his daughter alone. It is a qui-
et manifesto, written not in ink, but in
the lived language of daily rituals—a
testament to love’s ability to create its
own world. His deepest anxiety isnot a
personal failing, but a social phantom:
the unspoken pity his daughter might
one day face for being “motherless”in
a society that sanctifies motherhood.
“They do not know our story,”he says,
a simple statement that holds within
it both a wound and a shield. His defi-
ance against this silent judgment is not

: found in argument,but in action; hisre-
. sistance is built in the solace of new,de-

liberate traditions.

These traditions are the architecture
of their unique universe. The evening
walks that trace the same paths, the sil-
Iy, improvised songs that become their
anthems, the way he chronicles her
life not just in photographs, but in the
very texture of his art, each is a brick

¢ in a home built for two. He is not fill-

ing an absence, but founding a new lin-

fragile calm, he demonstrates that the
role of a parent transcends the old bina-
ries of provider and nurturer. He proves

tle threads of emotional attunement,
threads a culture often reserves for
mothers,

His camera, once a tool for telling oth-
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