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Introduction
The story entertains while revealing the immense power that lies in your surroundings, but also how it can be accessed and used to serve your community or society. More importantly, you learn your personal responsibility in using this enormous power for the benefit of your community or society. By embracing this personal responsibility, you will become an immensely valuable person to your country regardless of whether you qualify in a vocational, a technical, an arts or a science-based area.
Part I: Power inside You
Ariko’s Family
On the outskirts of Kampala[1] lived one of the most admirable families in Africa. [2]Mr and Mrs Ariko got married 17 years ago and the two were blessed with three children: Eric and the twins, Clare and Rita. The children had a cousin called Richard who started staying with them from the moment his father, Mr Ariko’s elder brother, suddenly died.
After completion of primary education, Eric joined a boarding secondary school[3]. Two years later, his twin sisters also completed primary education and were admitted to one of the best secondary schools for girls in the country. Richard attended a distant school and was in Year IV of secondary education.
Mr Ariko worked for the United Nations agency responsible for children, UNICEF[4].
When schools closed for the first term holidays, he was on official duty outside the country. His wife went to collect the children. Being furthest from home, Richard was always the first to be picked up. So, by the time his aunt arrived, he was ready. Mrs Ariko and Richard passed by Eric’s school and picked him up too. They arrived at the twins’ school when it was almost lunch time. The twin sisters were already anxious[5] because most of their colleagues had left; they were beginning to feel hungry and bored.
“Hey, you people are late!” Clare complained, on seeing them.
“Sorry, my sweeties,” their mother apologized as she hugged both. She reached for her handbag and gave them their snack[6].
“But mom, can’t Clare see that all parents are picking up their children today?” Eric wondered. “It means traffic jam!” he explained as they collected the twins’ belongings.
Clare ignored him and asked about their father as she ate her snack.
“Dad is fine, but he is out of the country.”
“Mom, I forgot to ask,” Eric remembered, “Did Dad repair our DVD-player?”
“I think he did.”
“When will Dad come back?” Rita asked; this girl was so quiet that whenever she spoke, everyone around did not want to miss out on what she said.
“Dad is coming back on Sunday. Will you accompany me to pick him up?” Rita affirmed with a nod.
“Me too, Mom,” Clare begged.
“Of course, Dad will be happy to see all of you at the airport to receive him.”
After the twins’ belongings were loaded into the car, they all got in. Their mother drove away and they reached home safely.
On Sunday, they missed going to church. Mrs Ariko spent the whole morning in a salon, having her hair done. After lunch she drove to the airport, accompanied by her daughters.
The boys remained behind, watching a movie. By the time they arrived at the airport, the plane carrying Mr Ariko had just landed. About half an hour later, Clare spotted her father, as he emerged through the door; she ran into his arms and they hugged. He walked over to hug Rita, and then his wife. After exchanging greetings, they got into the car and Mrs Ariko drove off. It took them close to an hour to reach home.
The boys were on standby to open the gate; the movie had long ended.
“Hello!” Mr Ariko exclaimed as he extended to each boy a handshake.
“Yes Dad, welcome back,” Eric answered, as their mother led the way into the living room. While tea was being prepared, Mr Ariko requested for his luggage. He opened the suitcase and pulled out two beautiful dresses – one for Clare and the other for Rita.
He did the same for the boys; each had been bought a pair of sports shoes.
For his wife, it was a diamond necklace; so beautiful was the necklace that it made her, according to Rita, look like the legendary queen of Sheba.
“Dad, it seems there are beautiful things where you have been!” Clare remarked, while admiring herself in the new dress.
“I thought there was a war going on there,” Richard recalled.
“I first flew to Europe. From there, I flew back to Africa, but to that war-ravaged[7] country. I travelled the same route when coming back; so, I did the shopping during my stopover in Europe,” Mr Ariko clarified.
As they were taking tea, Mr Ariko talked about his trip. He showed pictures of children in refugee camps, where he had been sent by UNICEF’s Regional Office for sub-Saharan Africa. The pictures told a story of misery and suffering. He explained that he had gone there to assess the situation, so that they can come up with a plan on the best way to assist those people with food and medicines.
“But why can’t people stop wars that make children suffer like this?” Rita wondered. Her father thought this over before replying, “Honey, sometimes it is through wars that peace comes. The bad things from such wars teach people to guard and treasure their peace.
“However, there are also wars where people are fighting not for the common good, but for selfish[8] ends; these are the unnecessary wars. Anyway, whether it is a just or an unjust war, it is the innocent, especially children and women, who usually suffer most.”
“Is there any hope that the situation will soon improve, so that people can go back to their homes?” his wife asked.
“That is everyone’s wish, especially for humanitarian[9] organizations like mine. But as I have said, it is just a wish. Those able to turn our wish into hope, the leaders, are ‘dragging their feet’[10]. This is why I was asked to go there and work out a long-term strategy for assisting children living in those refugee camps.”
Your Godly Power
“Dad,” Clare said excitedly, “I’m very proud of you. I will make sure I become like you in the future!”
“Oh, honey, that’s very good to hear. Definitely, you have what it takes to become like me. Count on my support,” her father encouraged her to dream big.
“What about Rita and the boys?” their mother asked. “What is it that you want to become?”
“As for me,” Rita replied, “I want to become a lawyer.”
“But you are so quiet; lawyers tend to be talkative[11] people,” Richard commented.
“You mean ‘weaverbirds’ make good lawyers?” Eric asked while aiming his pointed mouth at Clare, who was walking towards the bathroom. Clare heard and she jeered back.
“Stop it!” their mother reprimanded[12] Eric, who was then smiling.
“I talk, when necessary,” Rita regained the floor. “Just wait; you will know who I am when I appear in court as a lawyer.”
Mr Ariko was surprised to hear this from Rita and so was his wife; they both looked at each other in excitement.
“Rita, you should follow your heart. If that is what it tells you, then don’t listen to what others around you are saying,” her father advised.
“Thanks, Dad,” she welcomed the advice.
“Count on me, Rita. I will bring you many customers,” Eric assured her.
“Eric, people who seek legal services are called clients not customers,” his mother corrected him.
“Oh, yes, I meant clients,” Eric whispered to Rita; they were fond of each other.
“We want to hear from the boys,” Mr Ariko said.
“For me, I have not made up my mind yet,” Eric revealed.
“You mean you have not thought of anything you want to be in life?” his mother wondered.
“I’m yet to know what I should become,” Eric insisted.
“What about you, Richard?” Mr Ariko shifted attention elsewhere.
“I want to become a doctor,” Richard answered.
“Ah, we now know that our grandchildren will have someone to treat them when they fall sick!” his aunt remarked, excitedly.
“Mom, you mean our children?” Clare asked, while sitting down.
“Yes, my love.”
“But I don’t need to have a relative who is a doctor for my children to be treated,” Clare challenged her mother.
“Sure, you are right, my dear. Actually, what matters is for you to complete your education and get a job. You will then be able to earn a living and, together with your husband, support your children in the best way possible,” she clarified, and her husband agreed with her. Feeling tired, Mr Ariko excused himself to rest. He was woken up two hours later for dinner[13].
When they were by themselves after dinner, Mr Ariko started looking at the children’s school reports.
“Rita is quite weak in the sciences,” he observed.
“But that applies to nearly all of them,” his wife clarified. “And I wonder why,” she added.
“It seems to be worse with the girls; maybe it is because they have just joined secondary education,” Mr Ariko commented after looking at all the reports.
“That is unlikely. I mean, Eric has failed to pick up in the sciences ever since he joined secondary school. I’m afraid the girls too may end up like him,” she argued.
“I will talk to their teachers and find out what we can do about it,” he promised.
“Oh, honey, I think that is a good idea,” Mrs Ariko agreed with him, as she lay by his side, with her head against his shoulder.
He then sought to know how she fared in his absence; they talked on and eventually retired to sleep.
School Experiences
Mrs Ariko was a teacher by profession; she taught in one of the nearby primary schools. She woke up early and prepared herself; there was a staff meeting at the school. Because her husband was free that day, he woke up late.
The children, too, woke up relatively late; they were still in the initial days of their holidays.


“How was school?” their father posed a general question during breakfast.
“Dad,” Clare talked first, “I don’t know what to say. Imagine none of my friends was admitted to our school. They all went to other schools.”
“That is if they passed,” Eric reminded her.
“Oh yes, none of my friends failed!” she told him off.
“That gives you an opportunity to make new friends,” her father advised.
“Dad,” Clare said, shifting attention to something else, “we also have many subjects to do; worst of all, mathematics and the sciences are compulsory.”
“But I thought you wanted to become like uncle. I don’t think uncle would work in health if he had not done and passed sciences,” Richard reminded her, and his uncle felt proud of him.
“Anyway, let me give others a chance to say something,” Clare decided.


“I fully agree with Clare,” Rita weighed in. “Look Dad,” she started, “my dream is to become a lawyer. Why should I be forced to do the sciences? To me, it looks like a punishment; it is unfair.”
“Even I,” Eric said in support of his sisters, “I’m doing sciences just because they are compulsory. If I had a choice, I would drop them; I find them hard and boring stuff.”
Clare felt happy seeing Eric on her side, this time around.
“What about Richard?” Mr Ariko asked, surprised at what he was hearing from his children.
“For me, I have no problem with sciences.”
“Is that why you want to become a doctor?” Clare recalled.
“Anyway, Uncle,” Richard ignored his talkative cousin, “my problem is that we do few science practical lessons. Most periods for practical lessons are……” But before he could finish, there was a knock on the door. Clare, on her father’s instigation[14], went and opened it; Reverend James Selebi, the local church minister, appeared in the doorway.
“Hello, little angel!” the Reverend exclaimed as he entered. His arrival brought the ongoing discussion to an abrupt end.
The church minister had passed by to check on them; he had not seen them in church the previous day. The children stood up and greeted him, one by one. He was offered a seat and served tea. As the conversation between their father and the visitor progressed, the children excused themselves and went away to do their own things; they had finished breakfast. The two talked about several issues, including church projects; their discussion lasted for nearly two hours.
On his way back, after escorting the church minister, Mr Ariko reflected on what he had heard from his children. He was always of the opinion that a child should be left to become what he or she wants to be in life. That a parent’s main role, and indeed that of the school, was to expose a child to as many life choices as possible, and then assist the child to become what he or she chooses to be. So, he respected his children’s choices.
Mr Ariko felt that with time, even Eric would figure out what he would want to be in life. Then he, as his father, would help him to become what he would choose to be. In this way a child had all the chances to succeed in life, Mr Ariko strongly believed.
Although Richard’s complaint had been interrupted by the church minister’s visit, his uncle had got the point. Apart from a few secondary schools in the country, including Eric’s and the twins’, the rest were in a similar situation. They were not able to offer students enough hands-on training in sciences; what schools call practical lessons. This was a serious shortcoming because, without practical lessons, learning sciences became more difficult.
Richard had lost his father, the late Silvano Andamah, when he was in Year II of secondary school. It was then that his uncle started taking care of him. Richard himself preferred to complete Year IV in that very school, which was relatively new and still lacked functional science laboratories. But occasionally, the students of Year III and Year IV would be taken to a nearby school for practical lessons; Mr Ariko had established this when Richard was still in Year II. He reflected that although this was the situation, Richard’s overall performance in the sciences was relatively good.
That evening, as they were about to sleep, Mr Ariko brought up the issue with his wife: “I think I now know why our children may be performing poorly in the sciences.”
“What could that be?” she eagerly inquired. 


After listening to her husband’s explanation, she agreed to it. “Maybe we can have your old friend, Professor[15] Odukei, talk to them,” she suggested.
“Oh yeah, that’s an excellent idea. I was thinking of talking to them myself. But it’s better to have someone like Odukei talk to them,” her husband agreed. “Actually, let me ring him since it’s not yet nine o’clock,” he added as he reached for his phone.
“Yes, my friend the ‘Hunter’, it’s a long time,” Professor Odukei answered, on recognising the caller’s voice. While at school, Mr Ariko was an excellent runner; no one ever ran faster than him in a marathon race; so, his friends nicknamed him the ‘Hunter’.
“Sure, it’s a long time. I guess it’s because of heavy work on either side,” replied Mr Ariko.
“Any problem?” the professor asked.
“Not really. I rang to find out whether you will be in your office tomorrow; I want to consult you on something.”
“Yes, I will be in tomorrow.” After agreeing on the time to meet, the excited professor announced to Mr Ariko the upcoming wedding of his daughter; they chatted on for a while.
The Help-Desk
Professor Odukei valued punctuality[16] and his old friend knew it. So, he arrived on time. After updating each other on their developments, Mr Ariko explained why he had come to see the professor.
“Sure, that is a problem we are very much aware of,” the professor acknowledged[17], while pulling up his trousers; it appeared he was mindful of his stomach. To have a ‘big’[18] stomach at the rank of a professor was embarrassing; people interpreted it as lack of discipline in one’s eating habits. Whether it was true or not, it didn’t matter; this was how people took it to be and he could not change their opinion.
“You see, this new ‘Policy on Science Education’ is good for our country, but it should be accompanied with a sensitisation exercise,” the professor clarified.
“That is the reason I have come to you. I want to bring the children over so that you can talk to them,” Mr Ariko requested.
“Incidentally,” the professor talked, as he reached for his desk phone, “after recognising that problem, we, at the Faculty[19] of Science, set up a help-desk; as you know, we scientists are practical people by nature. We always think in terms of possible solutions.” To those who knew him well, Professor Odukei took immense pride in his career, as a scientist.
“The best person to talk to your children is Dr Dietrich Kip, the one in charge of the help-desk,” the professor explained and then rang Dr Kip.


“Hello Dr Kip, this is Professor Odukei.”
“Yes, pleasure to hear from you, Professor.”
“I have a visitor for you here. Are you in your office?”
“No, I’m far away. I’m in M’abaale for a workshop,” Dr Kip replied, unable to pronounce Mbale town correctly.
“Oh, that’s very far. When are you coming back?”  
“On Sunday,” answered Dr Kip.
“In that case, can I give the visitor your phone number so that he calls you when you are back?”
“Good idea,” Dr Kip agreed to the suggestion.
“Here is the telephone number for Dr Kip. Ring him on Sunday evening for an appointment.
I’m sure he will be more than willing to help you. He trained as a scientist and a psychologist[20]. Being also a relatively young man, he easily connects with teenagers. This is why we put him in charge of that help-desk,” the professor clarified. Mr Ariko thanked him as he saved Dr Kip’s number in his mobile phone.
“But I think his skin colour too, being different, makes teenagers more curious[21] about our message!” the professor imagined.
“Which country is he from?”
“Dr Kip comes from Germany. He was recommended to our faculty as a resource person, under a project aimed at strengthening science education in Africa,” Professor Odukei replied.
“It is however a service you will have to pay for.”
“That is not a problem,” Mr Ariko said. They talked on, and eventually the professor escorted his old friend to the parking yard, and saw him off.
On Sunday, after lunch, Mr Ariko had his usual afternoon rest. He woke up about an hour later, washed his face and took a glass of orange juice that his wife had prepared for him earlier. Thereafter, he moved to the study-room to read through the report he had prepared on the situation in the refugee camps.
He made some corrections and this took him the rest of the afternoon. The report was due for presentation the following day. While revising it however, Mr Ariko remembered the call to Dr Kip. He rang him and they agreed to meet the following day, at 2.30 p.m. 
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[1] A hilly city on the northern shores of Lake Victoria, Africa’s biggest lake
[2]ery hilly city, on the northern shores of Lake Victoria, Africa’s biggest lake
[3]A school where some or all the students live during the term
[4] United Nations Children’s Fund
[5] Feeling worried or fearful
[6] A small light meal, usually eaten in a hurry, especially between main meals
[7] Destroyed
[8] Thinking first of one’s own interests, needs, etc. without concern for others
[9] Concerned with improving the lives of people and reducing suffering
[10] To be deliberately slow in doing something or in making a decision
[11] Liking or tending to talk a lot
[12] To express severe disapproval of somebody or their actions, especially officially
[13] The main meal of the day, whether eaten in the early afternoon or in the evening
[14] To make something begin or happen
[15] A university teacher of the highest grade
[16] Happening at the agreed or proper time
[17] To admit something
[18] Protruding
[19] A department or group of related departments in a university
[20] A person trained in the science of the mind and how it functions
[21] Eager to know or learn
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