
Oppressed Hopeless Teenagers  

Thoughts of young parents, a phenomenon rampant in Kabale  

A child who gets up early in the morning and has nowhere to go, nothing to do, no words to say and no 

trouble to make whatsoever is a pitiable wretch. He has a child, a wife, a shanty and enough enigmas. A 

fallen neck, sullen face and a faraway look on the face. His dreams are shattered, hers are shattered. 

Their parents are more of problems than half solutions. This is the profile of teenage parents.  

Uganda is a hub of young parents whose prime strength is channeled into more worry, grieving and 

negative thoughts. This stems from a dismaying scenario of a young girl who got pregnant at her first 

period. I was 15 years old. Girl, (name withheld) was forced to marry her young child-friend who was 

aged 17 years. They started a family.  

Adolescents are known to be adventurous and that’s where they learn from, you booze, club, fight, steal 

and gang up with every kind of villain and then come to understand that that life is not cool at all. This 

may come at your end of the stage, probably 18 or less or even later; early twenties. Young parents are 

deprived of a chance to scratch the world for themselves to see what it entails.  

I am a young mother, a mother at 15 years. I can no longer go to night dances with others. Do not know 

how it feels to have two or more boyfriends or how to handle a man. My career is dead. Most of the 

girls I know who have made it to the heights concentrated on their careers up to mid or late twenties. 

The Iryn Ntales, Rema top female artistes in Uganda. Who will later marry men of high caliber. Since I 

am married at 15, there are little chances of exploiting my talent to the maximum, let alone exploiting it 

at all. My mind is clogged with ‘what should we eat’, ‘how is my child ’, ‘is when is it going to get sick’, 

‘my man is upset’ and many other hot thoughts that smoke my hair. I do not have peers. All the other 

constructive marrieds are way too old for me to merge thoughts with. Late twenties and early thirties. 

That girl, my distant neighbor who got pregnant at 18 never talks. The other is ever drunk, I cannot get 

anything out of her.  

My child gets sick, almost every time it rains and every time it shines. Every time it is so cold or so hot or 

mild. I do not know what medicine to give to it. My grandmother, who is blind tells me the herbs to give 

to it but I do not know what exactly to pick from the vast forest. I do not want to infect my child again 

like the last time, when I collected wrong herbs that tore my young one’s skin. My mother never wants 

to hear my name mentioned. She is praying for me to die, that’s what I hear people saying. All my 

relatives see me as a loss. I did not fill the kraal as they expected me to. My husband, coming from a 

poor family gave them only four cows and they think I was too beautiful and to intelligent for only four 

legged milk mammals. My father accuses me of not accepting to marry Letu, the richest man in the 

village. He is also his longtime friend. He had agreed to give them twelve cows to add me to his other 

three wives. All my uncles and aunties are bitter. I am a loss. My child, a ‘bastard’ has been greatly 

affected. It weighs four kilograms at four months.  



Now, my husband. Hmm! I do not know where to start. But he really loves me. However, he wants all his 

clothes washed, house extremely neat and his feet to be washed. When he comes home at mid night, 

his earliest time, he wants me to welcome him and serve him hot food. I do not have enough firewood 

because we do not have any tree to our name, let alone a spoon of land that is our own. I go to dig in 

other people’s gardens for food. I am expected to wash his feet with warm water and wait until he has 

finished eating. When he is not very drunk, which is rare, he eats quickly and at least we sleep at around 

2 am. He has never failed to utilize his cows’ worth. He wants sex every other day. Since my bosses, the 

people who ask me to dig for them want me to be spot on early at work, I am supposed to be up by 5:30 

and report at 6:00 am. Once I am late, I will be paid half the money. Less than a dollar. On a normal day I 

earn 1.53 dollars. My husband spends most of his time with other men at the bar. I love him.  

I am a young father. I am 17 years old. I hate what my wife brought upon me. I was forcefully asked to 

look for four cows. A cow is 308 dollars and my father cursed me for being a nuisance. He thinks I 

married too early when he did not have cows. My elder sisters had not been married to bring in the 

cows that I was supposed to pay as bride price. My in-laws look at me as a failure. I did not give them 

enough cows for what they thought their girl was worth since she was even still in her secondary school. 

Fellow men think I pamper my wife. I do not make her work enough considering the three cows and a 

bull. I have to try to be a man according to how fellow men in the village behave. It will make up for my 

years. I thank God for my hardworking wife. She pays my tax, debts in the bar and buys me clothes. I 

love my darling wife.  
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