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Bemembermg my late mother 
She was not one for pol- 
itics. Often seeing rev- 
olutionaries and politi- 

. cians as two sides of the 
duality of a tragicomedy. 
Her passion was for her 

children. 

BYPHILIP MATOGO 
n January 12,in the small hours 
of Sunday, my mother, Pauline 
Nyamikamo Matogo,died at Vic- 
toria Hospital, Bukoto. She was 

. 
‘Although preferringaguamation (wa- 
ter cremation),she was flame cremat- 
edonJanuary 14.We heldachurchser- 
vice in memoriam of my late mother | 
onJanuary 30. 
My uncle, Mr Nicholas Byengoma, 

a thoroughly urbane and venerable 
82year-old,eulogised my mother asbe- 
ingthe favourite child of herlate father, 
Paulo Kangwagye. He wasa prominent 
historical figure in Uganda, recognised 
asoneof the pioneer chiefs of Kigezi. 

Unlike theSaza Chiefs"of the Bugan- 
da Kingdom, he was a key adminis- 
trator who helped lay the foundation 
forlocal governance in southwestern 
Uganda during the early colonial and 
e <olonial ransition. 
Kangygaye’s younger brother, Sepi 

Mukombe Mpambara, i recognised as 
having been selected as the first chair- 
‘manofthe Front for National Salvation 
(FRONASA) 
Asaformer secretary general of Kigezi 
and chairman of the National Trading 
Corporation, he took on thisleadership 
role aftera political falling out with his 
childhood friend,Milton Obote. 
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‘Mpambara would visit s in London, 
England; he came across as a fictional 
character. Because I had never seen a 
person of such royal bearing. I told all 
‘myfriendsat school that he wasa king. 
Unbreakablebond 
Beyond this heritage, my maternal 

grandfather and my mother shared 
an unbreakable bond. He was Paul she * 
‘was Pauline. They were thus joined at 
the hip. So,when it came to Tationing 
sugarathome,my mother was appoint- 
ed store keeper Her eight siblings were 
then introduced to her peculiar brand 
of strictness. 
‘When she met my father in the late: 

605,she met her soul’ companion. Yet 
they were from different worlds, Ben 

His grandfather was a dreadlocked | 
‘member of the Nyabinghi Uprisin 
(or Movement), a series of anti-coloni 
alrevolts n southviestem Uganda. The 
'movement was crushed. 
‘Although my paternal great grand- 

father, his name was Katuly,amassed 
‘more than 1,000 heads of cattle, his 
wealth dissipated wher he was mur- 
dered. He was killed by the locals, they 
sayButthe 2009 book Ghostsof Kanun- | 
gu: Fertility Secrecy & Exchange in the 
Great Lakes of East Africaby Richard 

‘Vokes reveals how the colonial author- 
itiescynicallyhunted down exwarriors 
like Katulu. 
My father’ father, Mzee Kanyonyo- 

zi,was thus asomewhat impoverished 
‘man, madi popular b hi amed clair 

o weimel af hard drinks 

1SSUE 
The dichotomy of her privato 

and public stances rovealed 
tomonladywhowantodtobo 
‘more than a favourite daughter, 
trophy wifo and adorod mothar. 
Subsoquonty thodalcate 
balance sho maintainod bo 
hor public duty, her conscienco, 
and her privatoifo was thrown 
offbalance towards thoend of 
hrlifoanditis only then that 
shostartod livinglifo on strictly 
horterms. 

‘own family considered colonial“collab- 
onators” 
Consequently, the tension between 

‘my father and my mother initialy re- 
lected the tensions between humbled 
and exalted,richand poor: 
In Chinese philosophy however, this 

‘pairing indicates the Yin and Yang This 
Philosophy describes how seemingly 
opposite or contrary forces are actual- 
lyinterconnected, interdependent, and 
complementary. 
‘Political gonorrhoea’ 
s Uganda spiralled into all-out war, 
‘myfather was summoned by President 
1di Amin to’tate House Nakasero,then 
called Government House, in 1976, to 
‘explainwhy hewas spreading“political 
gonorhoea” 
As assistant librarian in-charge of 

‘magazines and periodicals,my father | 
‘was till allowing magazines like News- 
weekinto the library despit their be- 
ingbannedinUganda. 
Afteralengthy tirade, President Amin 

letmy father go. But his name showed | 
upona myserous st of men tobe 
Killed by Amin. That year,we wentin- | 
toexile. 
My father was driven tothe border by | 
my mother’s brother, Festo, while my 
two brothers and Iwere carried by my 
‘mother across the border 
1was barely two, Derek was one and 
‘Martinwasthree going on four Michael 
‘was not yet born. He would core into 
this world when we decamped from 
Kenyaand woundupin Zambia. 
‘There were so many FRONASA dissi- 

dents inZambia at the time. As my fa- 
ther sunk his fangs into their ideologi- 
cal fare, my mother raised us:She was 
not one for politics. Often seeing revo- 
lutionaries and politicians as two sides 
ofthe duality ofatragicomedy Her pas- 
signwas for herchildren. 

were always on the move. Afier, 
tempt to poison the family in 7,1 
and my mother received a nu; 
breathy and threatening phone . 
wastime to hit the open road g, | 
‘Wewent to London. There, . | 

er supported the family as my 1, 
completed his PhD at the Univer., 
London and served as National;,/| 
ance Movement (NRM) represer,, | 
inLondon. 
‘Workingat a fashion agency s, 

retary,my mother enjoyed herss” 
was into haute couture (high 
luxury) and stylish design. Shej, 
ow to ncorporate accessorics 
and texturestocreatea“vibe” 
“The sort of*vibe™I only saw bri, 

Elizabeth Bagaya, a frequent v, 
home, matched but never duplc. 
‘Mymother's singular fashion <} 
noroomforacstheticsof revol, 
rhetoric,alltold. 

Ambassador's ifo 
‘The late John Nagenda told 

she once threw him and severa] ., 
er NRM revolutionaries out o 
Bloomsbury flat. They, along with. 
father,continued their deliberatioz | 
anearby pub.My mother cominyy 
aconservative home, had lttle 
for those persons who sought o 
turn the comfortable values she =, 
upwith. 
In 1986, when Mr Museveni care 

‘power,my mother settled intobeins 
ambassador's wife. Being born i t: 
lap of luxury,she was to the man: 
‘bom whenit came to the protocols 
practices that came with wifely . 

 sadorial duties. She attended the coct 
tails and other diplomatic events,b:: 
somehow, she never seemed to be! 
tothatscene. 
In the Dar es Salaam of the early &5, 
she really only bonded with the &7 
ishwoman next door whosedog irs 
had taken ahine to our dog,Lucy Ot 
er than that, she was frequently alore 
After my father died,she became eiex 
more insular. Always charming ané 
forthcoming in public,she was a re-! 

| inprivate. 
‘The dichotomy of her privat 

‘public stances revealed to me a lié; 
‘whowanted to be more than a fvo:: 
e daugherrophy wife and adored 
‘mother. 
‘Subsequentlythe delicate balance he 

‘maintained between her public dut; 
her conscience, and her private ifevas 
thrown off balance towards the end cf 
herlifeanditis only then that shestart 
edlivinglife onstrictly her terms. 
‘Thus, her ife finally found is full e 

pression in who she was outside of 
what theworld perceived her tobe. A 
this is what makes her memoryatru 
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