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I Worry and 
chaos: It 

I 

is back to 
school season 
A

cro~ Uganda this week, the 
familiar sounds are back; 
the blare of city horns, the 
growl of engines; and the 

slow-movingjam of vehicles clus­
tered around sthool gates. For 
parents watc-':ling from veran­
das, clinging to motorbikes, or 
peering through taxi windoWs; 

-the back-to-school season feels 
. like a knot in the stomach, a miX 

o[hope for their childr:en's.future 
and anxiety about their gener­
al safety as they step out intO the 
worldeachday. -

While the government and traf­
fic authorities urge parentS to es­
cort their children to school and 
teach them road safety, the ad­
vice soUnds good on paper and 
is clearty well-intended. In reality, 
howev~farmany ofus,itfeels as 
if it comes from a life we simply 
cannot live. How is a single moth­
erinKampala,hustlingthreejobs 
just to pay school fees and rent, 
.supposed to standby the road-

ev.ery mprning and after­
noon? 
: How does a father in a.remote 
comer of Karamoja, whose child 
walks 10 kilometI:es between 
home and the nearest school 
along a dusty, unmarked track, 
find a zebra crossing to teach 
th~ - -

For these parents, that "good 
advice" does not bring relief It 
bringsguilt.~_sense that we are 
-gambling withQur children's 
-lives, sending them out into a 
system_we know is shaky, hop­
ingthat luck w:ill be on their side 
moremomings than not. 

So,in the spaces that policy has 
forgotten,I hope parents remem­
ber to· remind their children: 
"Look bOth ways. Do not run in 
the road Hold your friend's hand 
Watch for the red car that always 
appears when the truck parks 
there." 

This is more than safety talk. It 
is a prayer, a wish whispered in-

-Every new term 
is an uncorilfor­
table reminder 
that our child-

-- ren walk to sch­
ool every mor­
ningt~ugh 
spaces that were 
never built With 

mind. 
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> to their ears before the backpacks 
are zipped, before the shoes are 
tightened, before the gate closes 
behind them. When parents can­
not walk with their children all 
the way to school, words become 
their only shield 

They repeat the same phras­
es not because those words can 
build roads or fix careless drivers, 
but because they. are the closest 
things to control that tired hands 
can reach .. They say them over 
and over because silence would 
feellike&llIende~likestanding 
aside and lett:iI:lg-their children 
walk into danger without even 
trying to sJ::rield them with some-
thing,anything. . 

And yet, beneath all this fear, is 
a Strong, stubbom,fuithful hope. 
It is the hope that this term, like 
the last one, will close with the 

same outcome; children retUrn­
ing_at the end of the day, back­
packs alittle heavia;voices a little 
hoarse from singing and shout­
ing, shoes scuffed but eyes still 
bright.It is the hope that-the bell 
wiIlring,the bus wiIlstop,apd the 
bOda boda will slow down,Jusi 
enough, for every child to pass 
through the gate again, still alive, 
still whole. 

Every new term is an uncom­
fortable reminder that our chil­
dren walk to school every mom­
ingthrough spaces that werenev­
er built with them in mind They 
dodge buses that ignore "school 
wne" signs, WeoNe through boda 
bodas racing to squeeze in more 
fures,andhitchridesinricketyve- _ 
hicles with worn-out brakes_and 
crooked mirrors. The tension we. 
feel each morning, the breath 
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held as we wait to see hear them 
knock at the gate in the evening is 
really a silent plea for somethiJ1g- -' 
better; proper footpaths, marked 
crossings, slower speed-limits 
near schools, and real enforce­
ment of traffic laws. 

But hope, even in the midst of 
that anger and frustration, is still 
alive and strong. It is the hope 
that keeps a mother on her knees 
praying before the alarm even 
riIlgs. 

It is the hope that makes a fa­
ther double-check his child's 
uniform, shoes, and bag one ex­
tra time, as if somehow order at 
home can balance the chaos out­
side. 

It is the Ugandan resilience that 
says, despite everything we face, . 
this n~ generation must have "­
a life arid a future that are better..,--­
than the'road outside our door 
shows today. 

As the new term begins, may 
that hope guide us,in our homes, 
ill our conversations, and m: our 
'louder voices:to thOSe who shape 
our cities and our roads. BecauSe 
ourChil4rerl do not just deserve 
good grades arid passing marks. 
They, deserve to walk safely 
to school in th~ morning and 
walk safely back home in the 
evening. They do not deserve 
to be the price of our poorly_-_­
planned traffic systems. 

And until that reality be­
comes ordinary, our fervent 
prayers, our sharp warnings, 
and our determined advocacy 
must walk with them every sin­
gle day. I wish you all a safe and 
fruitful school year. 
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