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Al home abroad 

Photography. 
Germany.photographe 
connects two very different worlds, 

BY TREVORLUTALO 

he first camera Jacob “Zuma® 

Mukalazi ever held did not he 
Tang 10 him. It helonged o his 
mother. In the early 2000s, long, 

before digital photography became 
common in Uganda, Ms Chrictine Na- 

Juwooza moved through ceremones 
in Kitapobwen in Wakiso District with 
ananaloguc camera hanging, from her 
shoulder Weddings,introductions, hap- 

tisms and community gatherings all 
passed throvgh her lens 
In rural Uganda, then, a camer car 

Fiedmystery i announced importance. 
It transformed ondinary moments in- 
10 memory Mukalazi still remembers 

watching her wark with quiet fascina- 
tion 
“With analogue technology, you had 

1o he intentional. Film was expensive., 

Every shot mattered. You couldn't just 
keep pressing the button the way peo- 
pledotodayhe says. 
Eventually his mother stepped away 

from photography and returned fully 
totailoring. exhausted by the demands 
of freclance work. But before she did, 
shehanded thecamerato her son. 
“That camera changed everything 

for me. 1 was still young, but suddenly 
I started seeing the world differently” 
hesays. 
Today, Mukalazi lives in Germa- 

ny, where he works as a photogra- 
pher navigating two emotional land- 
‘scapes at once. Uganda's vibrant cultur- 
al thythms and Europe's quiet, struc- 
tured stillness. Yet beneath the mod- 
ern equipment and polished exhibi- 
tions remains the memory of a boy in 
Kitagobwa learning patience through 
anold filmcamera. 
“Idefine my work by my eye, not my 

passport. Thatis very important tome,” 
hesays. 
Mukalazi did not initially plan to be- 

come a photographer. At Makerere Uni- 
versity he pursued a Bachelors degree 
in Tourism and Hospitality Manage- 
‘ment while working as a chef to sup- 
port himself through'school. 
Like many young Ugandans in Kam- 

pala, survival came first. But tourism 
slowly altered his perspective. Travel- 
ling through Uganda exposed him to 
landscapes and stories that pulled him 
toward photography almost instinc- 
tively. 
“The more | ravelld, the 

‘morel realised how visual 
Iy rch Uganda is. There 
is beauty everywhere, in 
the wildlife, the people, 
the markets even in ordi- 
nary roadside moments;” 
hesays. 
ALfirst, he borrowed cam- 

eras from friends during trips in- 
10 the wild.The borrowed equipment 
wasnever enough Batteriesdied quick- 
Iy Memory cards are full But each pho- 
tograph sharpened his curiosity. 
‘Then, in 2019, his brother, Prof Mo- 

ses Nsubuga, bought him his firstdigi- 
tal camera.*My spirit was rejuvenated 
again. That camera made me believe 
photography could become more than 
justahobbyMukalazisays. 
Withit, Uganda became both subject 
and classroom. He climbed the Rwen- 
zori Mountains three times, eventual- 

slopes of Sabinyo and Muhabura, 

ym borrowing his mother's analogue cany 

Jacoh“Zuma*Mukalazi has turned migration.memory 
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s in rural Wakiso to doenmenting 

Wakiso to 
Germany 
and the vast stillness of Kidepo Valley 
National Park. He wandered through 
Bwindi Impenetrable Forest Kibale Na- 
tional Park and Queen Elizabeth Na- 
ional Park searching for moments 

‘many Ugandans themselves rarely stop 
toobserve. 
“For me, photography was never only 
about taking beautiful pictures. It was 
about preserving memory and chang- 
ing perception.] wanted people to see 
Uganda beyond stercotypes”he says. 
“Our storics are deeper than what the 
worldusualy sces” 
‘When Mukalazi eventually moved to 

Germany, the transition felt far more 
complicated than the polished migra- 
tionstories often shared online. 
“The firstthing that shocked me was 

thelight.In Uganda, the humidity sof- 
tens everything.In Germany,especially 
after rain,the ai feels crisp and sharp” 
hesays, 
‘The landscapes felt disciplined. Riv- 

ers were carefully managed. Buildings 
stood preserved with historical preci- 
sion.Streets carried an orderiiness un- 
familiar to somieone raised in Ugandas 
beautiful unpredictability 
Then came autumn. 

“Thecolourslookedun- 
real. Burnt orange,yel- 
low leaves, grey skies. 
It felt like shifting 
from a saturated A 

rican film into a 
‘muted Europe- 
anone; here- 
alls 
But beauty 

alone could 
not soften 
the loneli- 

ness. What he 

‘missed most was not Kampala traffic 
or loud music.t was wildlife.In Ugan- 
da,life constantly interrupts your en- 
vironment, birds crossing the horizon, 
butterflies driting through space, sud- 
den movementin distant grasslands. 
“In Germany, nature felt organised. 
“Thefirstdeerl saw was incaptivity Ger- 
man nature is beautiful, but it some- 
times feels staged. Ugandan nature felt 
aliveina completely different way”he 
says. 

ation,hediscovered,isnot simply 
about missing people. Sometimesitis 
about missing the emotional textureof 
aplace,the sounds, he unpredictabili- 
ty,the spontaneous conversations that 
quielly reassure you that lfe is unfold- 
ingaround you. 
Like many African professionals 

abroad, Mukalazi also quickly learned 
that talent alone does not erase bu- 

| reau 
“The hardest thing, honestly;has not 

been language.It has been bureaucra- 
cy"hesays. 

His Ugandan qualifications required 
Verification after verification. Hous- 

ingapplications disappeared unan- 
swered. Apartment viewings 

ended politely but unsuc- 

“You begin feeling in- 
visible. You realise 
‘ery quickly that be- 
ing skilled does not 
automatically make 
life easier abroad,” 

hesays. 
still, 
adapted 
slowly. He 
attend- 
ed small 
e 

he 

nd identity into a visual langt! 
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Atthe samo 
time, Gor- 
many'sart 
culturo has 
dooplyin- 
fluanced him. 
“In Gormany, 
artistaken 
seriously; 
poopla dis- 
cuss photo- 
graphy phi- 
losophical- 
Iy.They 
prosorvoar- 
chivos. Thay 
askdifficult 
questions 
about iden- 

tityand me- 
mory, ho 
says. 
Butliving 
betwoen 
worldsalso 
carries ten- 

andsome- 
times peoplo 
backhome 
think migra- 
tion changes 
yourauthen- 
ity ho 
says. 
Whenever 
someonein-, 
troduces 
him prima- 
rilyasa‘mi- 
grant pho- 
tographer,” 
he gent- 
lycorrects 
them. | pre- 
forjustpho- 
tographer. 
Migrationis 
partofmy 
story,butit 
isnotmyen- 
tiroidentity;” 
he says. 
Lookingback 
now, Muka- 
azisays his 
earlypho- * 
tographs 
inGerma- 
ny carriedvi- 
siblelone- 
liness. 
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4 Ugandaand 

age thay 

fo practized ey, 
ponn and Coloep | 

stead of tryin to speak perfectly, | 
cusedonunderstanding social 
Eventuallghenoticed something 

transformed how he inferacted,| 
people 
“In Uganda, silence can maba 

pleuncomfortable Bt in Germnay, 
fence often means somes 
Ingearefully Once funder: 
stopped tryingto il every pace 
nervoustalkine. he s, 
‘That adjustment slowly ope,,, 
doars.Yet the loneliness remaine " 
“There vere momens acked ., 
“Whyam| even here?He admit; 
e missed Uganda’s warmth, 1, 

laughter. The ease of conv: 
Fresh fruit from roadside markey, 
miliar language. People who sy, 
naturally without needing expl,, 
tion. 

P 

Germany ifecan feel efficien, 
emotionall distant. Yout can sper, ! 
entire day bt peskingde iy 
myone.hesays. 
au( he stayed because he. Im,.h 
growth sometimes requires disc,, 
fort. 
“As I was leaving Uganda. | mane 

‘experience another path and angyy.,” 
kind of art. I needed to challene . 
selfcreatively”he says. 
“That challenge changed him 

foundly In Uganda, creativity o 
came through spontaneity. Pro; 
shifted according to weather, co, 
sationsor unexpected encouners . 
many introduced structure inste. 
fixed schedules, boundaries bety.., 
wockand e, and long periods of | 

ereisa discpline Germarry 
‘me.Not only technical discipline, 
emotional discipline; he says. 
“That solitude forced him to co, 
himselfnotsimply as a photogzap; o 
but asan artist. nnupcdal&mn 

*“In Uganda, there is always cory 
nityaround you. Priends, family 
‘movement.In Germany,1 learned 
alone with my thoughts and m ey, 
erahesays. 
At first, the silence unsettled 
“When I moved, I thought E 
would automatically make me 
terButinstead, it forced me t0 reb 
confidence from zero because ncbac 
Inewme therehe says. 
Over time, huwewr, the isolatioy 

sharpened his artistic eye. He begzy 
noticing details he once ignored, cor. 
densation on café windows d 
‘winter mornings, strangers waiting s; 
lently at tram stations, the stillness . 

side museums where people spoke 
mostinwhispers. 
“Photography stopped becomis; 

about spectacle.” It became about pz 
tience and observation,”he says. 
‘Today his work exists in coexistence 
between Uganda and Germany, 
‘photographs resist easy categorisaticn, 
A portrait captured in Kampala 
carry the minimalism of Europ 
gallery photography, A quiet German 
street may somehow contain the erm» 
tional warmth of home. 
“Tam interested in resonance. I war 

people to see connections betvec: 
worlds that usually appear separate;’ 
heexplains. 
“Ugandan stories deserve to exist at 

the centre of global conversations, not 
as charity stories. Not as safari adver- 
tisements. But as human experiences 

1+ - equaltoany other stories,"hesays. 
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