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Preface











This is a narrative of my life as a young person born in Uganda, as a microbiologist and a singer-song writer. There are many stories and sub stories in this long journey from rural Africa to leafy Kent, England. I have written the story in such a way that I share my memories with the various people – schoolmates, relatives, workmates and many others who may have had similar experiences. Then to you the reader, a person maybe I have never met, I say, ‘Please enjoy the ride’.


I go through my early life, relationship with my parents and the excellent education I had at one of the best boarding schools in Uganda. The transition from school to University was quite fascinating. The experience at medical school and as an intern demonstrated how the necessary skills to be a doctor were acquired. I mention my mentor and discuss the topic of role models.


To the people who do not know what a medical microbiologist does, I reveal my-day to-day activities, which I will show are relevant to everybody who has had an infection or will have an infection and that means everybody. Information is also given to young people who may want to pursue a career in clinical microbiology.


I introduce a concept of descriptive diagnosis, which I used when formulating antimicrobial guidelines. Hopefully, this will help doctors to ‘fine tune’ the way they diagnose and treat infections. It also enables patients to understand management of their infections.


I give an account of my other role – the Infection Control Doctor (ICD) and the qualities I believe people should look for in a Director of Infection Prevention and Control (DIPC), the supremo of infection control in every Trust in the UK. I give brief demystifying descriptions of MRSA and Clostridium difficile – two notorious pathogens, which have been splashed as headlines in the popular press.


There are examples of anonymised cases of specific infections. People who have suffered such infections, doctors and nurses who looked after them will remember the experiences. The roles of clinicians and microbiologists are clearly defined. Let us compare notes.


For quite a long time, I had a wonderful bureaucratic- free working relationship with General Practitioners who sent a large number of specimens to our laboratories.


The climax is the NHS, which has the longest chapter. I use the descriptive diagnosis concept to tell you the root causes of the problems in the NHS. I suggest remedies and cite the proposals that I sent to our politicians of both main parties when they invited ideas. The remedies save money and improve the quality of care. Although this applies to the UK health service, there are many principles that are universal.


The other activities that may be of interest to many people are meetings and interviews. I invite you to share some funny and serious experiences.


Has anybody in your organisation urged you to embrace change or else? I share my experiences with you.


As a person who has worked in both public and private healthcare systems, I compare and contrast some aspects of the two systems.


On a lighter note, I tell a narrative of my passion for creative music and share my views on a variety of topics through the medium of music.


Last but not least, I have had moments of reflection, which I think have made me a better person. I share these with you.


Enjoy the book.
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My Early Years











My journey starts in Fort Portal hospital where I was born in 1947. This was the largest hospital in the Kingdom of Toro, western Uganda nearest to Humura parish, Kyaka County, where my father was posted as the Native Anglican Church (NAC) priest in 1946. My father Ananiya Kasigala was born in 1906 in a village of Nabubaale, Buyamba sub-county in another small Kingdom of Kooki (now part of Buganda Kingdom) about 100 miles south east of Fort Portal. He was the son of Mwegereko, son of Busweswe, son of Nyamulumba, who was son of King Bwowe. That is the formal traditional way of introducing a muganda as lineage is passed down along patrilineal lines.


The next level of identification is the ‘clan’ system. A clan is a group of people who can trace their lineage to a common ancestor. Each of the fifty-two clans in Buganda (the largest kingdom in Uganda) is symbolised by a totem (an animal or plant) and royal name by which it is known by or group of royals with common ancestry. We belong to the Babiito (royal name) clan. I am a Mubiito (a person of the Babiito clan) as the children traditionally belong to the father’s clan. My mother Eseza Kasigala was the daughter of Sedulaka Mbugelamula of the Ngabi (Bushbuck) clan. Mother, like her father, belonged to the Ngabi clan. Her mother Eseri Namaganda Lwamala was of Nte (Cow) clan. My grandmother Eseri spent a lot of time in Kampala (the capital of Uganda) as a lady in waiting for the Namasole (mother of the then King of Buganda – Sir Frederick Mutesa II).


At baptism when I was one week old; two names were given to me – Emmanuel as the Christian name and Mwesigwa,  which means ‘honest’ as the surname. Some born again Christians, as my parents were, did not give their children clan names. Instead, they used names of virtue like ‘kindness’, charity’, ‘hope’ among others. I added ‘Ndawula’ as the clan and surname when I became of age and Mwesigwa became my middle name. I picked the name from a list of names I got from my cousin, the late Deborah Kiwanuka. Her father, Nasanairi Mulira took in my father and looked after him because my grandfather died before my father was born. The name ‘Kasigala’ denotes, ‘the little one stayed’ in the womb.


I get flashes of memories of when I was very young. I remember a rainy day and loud thunder and my father coming home in the evening and reporting that a little girl had been killed by lightning. He said that she had been thrown across the classroom. He went on to advise us that it was not a good idea to shout when it was raining and for a long time I held that view that shouting during a rainstorm was dangerous. There were many such ‘never dos’ which were associated with ‘dangerous’ consequences. Some were for our benefit as children while others were for the convenience of the parents.


The other flashback was walking from home with my mother, across a stream to a rock on which she ground millet, which was the staple food in that part of the country at the time. This illustrates the important role women played and still play in the provision of food for their families. Later on when I reminded my parents of these events, they told me that I was around four years when they happened.


In 1952 we were posted to Iganga in Busoga Kingdom, which is in the eastern part of Uganda. The following year, I started school. It was a preparatory school, which was a stone’s throw from our house – a two-minute walk by a short – cut through a bushy hedge separating our garden and the school. On the first day of school my father walked with me to school taking the long route of about half a mile. My parents later told me that they had been impressed by the fact that I never used the short cut. This could be the first glimpse of my character of obedience and non-adventurism. 


One evening in 1953, my father arrived home on his bike at quite a speed, dismounted and walked quickly to where we were sitting in the courtyard and said ‘The Kabaka has been exiled’. He was reporting the banishment of Sir Edward Frederick Mutesa, the Kabaka (the King of Buganda) to Britain. My father hardly talked about politics. His main topic of discussion was religion and faith. The fact that he reported this event to the rest of the family indicates how close the Baganda (people of the Buganda Kingdom) were and still are to their King.


At the beginning of 1954, we moved again. This time westwards to a place called Makonzi in Mubende District. I started my primary education that year. My first teacher was called Solome Nabukenya who, as I remember, usually wore a nice green hat. I mention this because she wore it almost all of the time and it became a subject of gossip among my schoolmates. She was a wonderful teacher who taught us the times tables, reading and writing as well as many folk songs, which I thoroughly enjoyed. She and my mother were friends. Another interesting little fact is that she was of the same clan as my mother – the Ngabi clan and this cemented their friendship.


One of the main events of 1955 was the return of Sir Edward Mutesa from exile. Months before he returned, I remember seeing many lorries carrying jubilant volunteers on their way to Kampala to do up the palace. On his return, as expected, there were celebrations everywhere. When he visited our nearest town Kasanda, our whole family went to join the cheering crowds. It was an exciting time.


Most people have a particular teacher who plays a pivotal role in their education. This happened to me in 1958 when a teacher called Sajjabi joined our school. He was a short hairy man with a receding hairline but a very good teacher. Up to that time, all the subjects were taught in our local language, Luganda. Aged eleven, I knew very few words of English. By the end of that year, this wonderful teacher had taught me enough English to be able to stage a short play in which I played the main character – a librarian. This was very special to me because the play was at the end of year speech day in the presence of my parents who were the guests of honour. 


In 1959, I passed the primary leaving examination and moved to Kako Junior School about 100 miles away. It was a day school and therefore I stayed with relatives on my maternal side. The return journey to school was about 10 miles on foot. Life was full of challenges marked by very poor diet consisting of mainly cassava (which sometimes was bitter) and beans. While there, I missed my favourite dish of mashed matooke (plantain) and meat or fish stew. There was also a lot of hard manual labour.


It was a hot Saturday afternoon but I was quite comfortable in the shade of a large tree in the forest from where I collected firewood. I tied the last knot firmly making sure that the firewood bundle was quite secure and that the small twigs would not fall out; then I put a cushion (called ‘enkata’ in Luganda) made out of banana leaves to protect my head from the sharp bits of the firewood. I was in a crouching position about to lift the bundle when I instinctively glanced behind me. I froze. There was this huge snake just a few feet from my heels. I could see its black eyes and its forked tongue flicking in and out of its tight mouth. It glided past me into neighbouring undergrowth. I looked around in case there was another creature nearby. There was none. With trembling arms, I quickly put the bundle on my sweating head and hurried along a narrow path leading out of the forest to the bright sunshine at the bottom of the hill. As I ascended, I kept on saying to myself, ‘One step back –oh no it is too horrible to think about’. It was a narrow escape. This was a one off scary encounter with a snake. Later on, when I told friends and relatives of the incident, they all said that it was a rare event to see snakes in the countryside contrary to what city dwellers thought.


While still at this residence, one event endeared me to my parents. It was one hot Saturday afternoon; my sweaty head was half buried in the bundle of firewood I was carrying. As l came to the top of the hill with the dark forest well behind me, I tilted my head slightly to see the red tiled house I lived in. The door was wide open. This was unusual as it was always closed. I threw the firewood on the ground and walked towards the door. I could hear voices – they sounded like my parents. As I walked through the door and my eyes adjusting from the bright sunshine outside to  relative darkness inside, now I could see – they were my parents. With that worried look on her face, my mother said, ‘Eh – my child, you look tired – you have lost weight’.


As I was greeting them, Mrs Kisule, the owner of the house came through the door and said, ‘Oh you are back from the forest –welcome back’.


‘Thanks madam,’ I replied glancing at my mother who still had that worried look on her face. She had come to collect a teapot and tea cosy. She went back to the kitchen, which was part of another house across the courtyard, giving me a chance to talk to my parents. Father leaned forward and whispered ‘Are you alright son?’


‘Fine dad, really fine,’ I replied in an assuring manner.


After tea, it was time to bid them farewell. They had brought some nice things for me – bread and juice. As they left my father said, ‘There, buy some more bread with this; make sure you don’t go hungry’ as he handed 20 shillings to me. This was equivalent to £1 at the time.


During the following holidays, my father suggested looking for alternative accommodation, but I reassured him that as it was the last year before going to another school, I would persevere.


On the eve of going back to school, after giving me the school fees, my father said, ‘Here is the pocket money,’ putting forty shillings in my hand.


I said, ‘No dad, I do not need all that much, I still have some 10 shillings left from the 20 you gave me when you visited me’.


He insisted, ‘Take it; we do not want you to go hungry as you study for your exams’.


This and the fact I saved them the trouble of looking for alternative accommodation endeared me to my parents forever. Years later, when I told them that I did not have money they knew I was telling them the truth. Trust had been established. At that time little did I know that I would many years later write a song on the subject of trust. The title is ‘Have I Done Enough To Be Trusted?’


The teachers at the junior school were very supportive, in particular Stanley Kizza who was the deputy headmaster. He and  my father were friends and born again Christians. I am still in touch with one of his sons, Malcolm Kizza who now resides in the UK.


At the end of 1961, I passed my Senior Entrance Examination and got a place at the school of my first choice – King’s College Budo. Three students from Kako were admitted to Budo. I was one of them. The other two were Harriet Namutebi and Edward Kakooza. The admission system to all good schools was based purely on merit. 
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Life at King’s College Budo











When I arrived at the school for the first time I was awestruck by the size of the place; the huge library arch had a yellowish plaque (with the year 1906) against the red bricks, which most old buildings were built of. As I looked at the mixture of ancient and modern buildings consisting of dormitories, classrooms, houses for teachers not to mention an old chapel, which had been converted to a library, I imagined generations of important people in the distant and recent past who had occupied them. At that moment I realised that I was at the beginning of a life changing experience.


King’s College Budo is a special school to me and many Ugandans, as well as the many teachers who taught there. It boasts among its Alumni, kings, presidents, ministers and many more who have contributed to the development of Uganda as well as organisations outside Uganda. Initially established to educate the sons of ‘chiefs’, it soon started admitting Ugandans from all walks of life based purely on merit. I remember occasions one of the pupils related to the King of Buganda being brought to the school in a Rolls Royce while others came by taxi.


Like many schools in Uganda, it was founded by missionaries. Children of the clergy, even at the time I joined the school, paid reduced school fees. Its students were among the first to sit the Cambridge School Certificate examination in 1936. It was the first to admit girls in 1933, making it the first coeducational school of higher learning in Uganda. In 1935, it produced the first group of girls to pass the highly competitive examinations into Makerere College. 


The dormitories or houses as we preferred to call them were named after the countries of the commonwealth and some prominent people. They included Australia, Canada, England, Ghana, Mutesa, Nigeria (added later) South Africa (later renamed Africa), Gaster, Grace and Sabaganzi. The last three were girls’ dormitories. My dormitory was Ghana House.


Life does not happen in blocks as other unexpected things do occur and have to be dealt with simultaneously. In November 1963, my beloved grandmother, Eseri Lwamala passed away after an abdominal operation for an intestinal obstruction. The last time I had seen her was in 1959, when my sister Deborah and I had visited her home in a small village called Kiswaga in Kooki County. She had told us many stories of her life as the lady in waiting for Namasole (our Queen Mother at the time). She was being looked after by my uncle, Isakari Buye (my mother’s step-brother). It was a very sad event for the whole family but life had to continue.


Back to my new school – the majority of the teachers were expatriates from the UK. The headmaster at the time was Ian Robinson, a tall man with a powerful presence whenever he walked into the school assembly. He had an interesting mannerism of holding his papers (if they were few) with his right hand stretched behind his back. As expected from this composition of teachers, there was a lot of cricket and Shakespeare. In fact the school staged many of the Shakespearean plays, at least one every year. English lessons were taught by the popular Mr Wareham, a very nice man who walked with a slight limp, never asked any questions during class, thus his popularity. Instead, he read to the class Bulldog Drummond books, which were a real treat for us. He would make natural pauses as he glanced obliquely at the ceiling. Everybody looked forward to his next English lesson and we all learnt a lot about pronunciation, intonation, ambience among others, which he emphasised as important skills in communication.


There was a Ugandan teacher who also taught us English. His name was Olopot. I remember studying the book, Cry the Beloved Country with him. For the first time I become  aware of what was going on in South Africa. In fact around that time the dormitory which was called South Africa was renamed Africa.


The other Ugandan teachers included Enoch Mulira (who was my cousin) – he taught English and religious studies, Sempebwa who was deputy headmaster, Ssali who taught Luganda and Kisaka who taught art. We had two American teachers – Buchanan and Taylor. The latter was a mathematics teacher who really increased my interest in that subject. Taylor was also the housemaster of Ghana house for a while.


Every Saturday morning, there was an inspection of the dormitories. This involved early morning cleaning of the dormitory, making our beds properly and standing by our clean lockers as the housemaster inspected each student’s area, one at a time. One memorable Saturday morning, Taylor came in and announced, ‘Boys, there will be no inspection today. President Kennedy has been assassinated’.


There was total silence – you could hear a pin drop. This was Saturday 23 November 1963. The tragic event had happened the day before on 22 November.


The American teachers introduced basketball to the school. I was a member of the school team, which had privileges including special diets and trips to other schools for matches. That is what young people these days would call ‘cool’. Talking about diet, there was one man whom everybody in the school knew and respected. He was called Kangave, an unassuming short man who walked with short little steps, stooping forward. He was in charge of the school kitchen. As teenagers, food was very important to us and we always looked forward to meal times.


Discipline was a very important pillar of school life. One early evening when we were in the middle of the sports field, I overhead orchestrated conversation between a sports master and a pupil.


‘Who cares?’ the boy said shrugging his shoulders.


‘You care, fifty reds,’ the teacher responded sternly.


‘Who cares?’ the boy continued as the other boys gathered around. 


‘You care, one hundred reds,’ the teacher shouted pointing at him.


Unbelievably the boy continued softly, ‘I really don’t care’.


The teacher was by now seething with rage as he finally said, ‘Two hundred reds and you are in the book!’


‘Who cares?’ was quite a common saying in pupil-to-pupil conversations, but for goodness sake, not with a teacher. The boy had a moment of insanity. Within a matter of minutes the teacher had gone through all the common levels of punishment for misconduct. ‘Reds’ was a piece of paper with red lines. The punishment of fifty reds was to fill in that paper with fifty words from a textbook. Being put in the book meant carrying a basin full of stones on a Saturday afternoon from a nearby quarry to another site about two hundred yards away. The other misconducts included walking on grass, walking about during the rest period when everybody was meant to be lying on their beds. Many old Budonians I talked to years later said that the discipline did us a lot of good. It also engrained in us the notion that actions have consequences.


We had some fun as well. We always looked forward to Easter time when we sang Easter hymns and decorated our dormitories. It was the only day we visited all dormitories including girls’ dormitories to look at the decorations. It was really exciting.


I also remember Saturday entertainment, which included some very good films and concerts, not to mention end of term house parties at which songs by the Beatles, Cliff Richard and Elvis were very popular.


There was also a memorable weekly event that happened every Sunday evening. Most pupils would put on their Sunday best and go for a walk. When I had time, I would take a long walk, which involved going through the sports fields past the girls’ dormitory to the furthest boundaries of the school then back in time for the weekly roll call. For the short walk, I visited the school zoo, which had a number of attractions including ostriches, antelopes and other smaller grass-eating animals.


In 1965 our group in senior four was called the ‘Spearheads’. That was the level at which we were allowed to have the maiden  dancing evening with girls of the same class at Gayaza High School, a boarding girls only school which was about twenty miles from our school. We had been waiting for this for years as we had heard many exciting stories told by generation of boys ahead of our class. The venues alternated. It was our turn to go to their school.


We were filled with anxiety and excitement as we boarded the school bus which on this occasion was driven by none other than the headmaster Mr Robinson himself. A few miles before we arrived, the bus stopped. He stood up to face us. ‘Get out the bus and freshen up. Look sharp boys,’ he said with a wry smile. We all got out, stretched our legs, straightened our ties and got back on the bus again.


We arrived at the school, got out the bus and stood together in a group. As we gazed at the buildings around us, we could see many heads in the windows peeping at us. Later on, I was told that these were girls of the lower classes waiting for their turn in years to come.


Soon our hostesses came and joined us. There were some boys who had friends and acquaintances that came and took them away on a tour. Those who did not know anybody gathered in small groups. I was talking to friends in our group, when I heard a soft voice behind me say ‘Hello’. I turned round to face this very nice girl very close to me.


‘May I take you around?’ she continued. Needless, to say the rest of the evening went very well. She became my girlfriend for the next six years. Most of this time, she was studying in the UK. Geographical separation can affect relationships but that is another story.


Years passed quickly and before long, I did my O Levels and went back for my A levels to do Physics, Chemistry and Biology. My favourite subject was Physics because once I learnt the laws, I could easily solve problems. Among many pupils, there was a mind-set of hard work, competition and yearning to do well. Posting the end of term examination results on notice boards for all to see drove most people into a frenzy of intense competition. One may argue that it was good preparation for adult life outside.  Many people including myself woke up in the middle of the night to study. This ‘illegal’ activity was colloquially called ‘eating fire’.
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