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ON THE BALLOT IN MY BONES


Diagnosing a Nation Where Money Casts the Vote

A Memoir by Edmund Mwesigwa


What Happens When You Enter Politics Believing You Understand The System Only To Discover That Understanding It From The Outside Is Very Different From Experiencing It From Within?


On The Ballot In My Bones is my account of that journey.

It began long before my name appeared on a ballot. It begins with family, community and the experiences that shaped how I understood service. It travels through Uganda's political history and eventually arrives in Kashari South, where I made the decision to stand for Member of Parliament. I entered the race believing that ideas mattered. That service mattered. That if ordinary people were presented with a different kind of politics, perhaps they would respond differently. Then came the campaign. I encountered extraordinary people and communities that strengthened my belief in public service. But I also encountered the realities surrounding money, influence, political machinery, fear, loyalty and survival. And somewhere along that journey, a metaphor began forming in my mind.

The sick man.

Not a person. A system. A condition that develops gradually when practices we once questioned become practices we tolerate and eventually practices we expect. Election Day brought all these contradictions together.

What happens to a democracy when money begins to carry more weight than conviction? This memoir is my attempt to confront that question. It is also a story about family, loss, community, courage, Uganda, and the emerging generation of leaders who continue stepping forward despite knowing how difficult the road may be. I do not write these pages because I have stopped believing. I write them precisely because I still do.

I invite you into this story not simply to agree with me. Read it. Question it. Challenge it. Reflect on the Uganda you recognize within these pages—and the Uganda you would like the next generation to inherit. Because elections eventually end. Governments eventually change. Candidates eventually leave the stage. But the health of a nation's democracy belongs to generations.

Welcome to On The Ballot In My Bones.

For God & My Country.
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WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU ENTER POLITICS BELIEVING YOU UNDERSTAND THE
SYSTEMONLY TO DISCOVER THAT UNDERSTANDING IT FROM THE OUTSIDE IS VERY
DIFFERENT FROM EXPERIENCING IT FROM WITHIN?

On The Ballot In My Bones is my account of that journey.

It began long before my name appeared on a ballot.

It begins with family, community and the experiences that shaped how | understood service. It travels
through Uganda's political history and eventually arrives in Kashari South, where | made the decision to
stand for Member of Parliament.

| entered the race believing that ideas mattered. That service mattered. That if ordinary people were
presented with a different kind of politics, perhaps they would respond differently.

Then came the campaign.

I encountered extraordinary people and communities that strengthened my belief in public service. But
| also encountered the realities surrounding money, influence, political machinery, fear, loyalty and
survival.

And somewhere along that journey, a metaphor began forming in my mind.

The sick man.

Not a person.

A system.

A condition that develops gradually when practices we once questioned become practices we tolerate
and eventually practices we expect.

Election Day brought all these contradictions together.

What happens to a democracy when money begins to carry more weight than conviction?

This memoir is my attempt to confront that question.

It is also a story about family, loss, community, courage, Uganda, and the emerging generation of
leaders who continue stepping forward despite knowing how difficult the road may be.

I do not write these pages because | have stopped believing.

I write them precisely because I still do.

I invite you into this story not simply to agree with me.

Read it. Question it. Challenge it.

Reflect on the Uganda you recognize within these pages—and the Uganda you would like the next
generation to inherit.

Because elections eventually end.

Governments eventually change.

Candidates eventually leave the stage.

But the health of a nation's democracy belongs to generations.

Welcome to On The Ballot In My Bones.

For God & My Country.





