To Siltie development association members, USA
It was in the year of 1993 that I initially set foot to the land that would be my home for the next years to come. My first journey was as an assistant to a British Economist researcher, intended to last for few months. However, right after my contract with this lady ended I was hired in a non governmental organization named ActionAid which was then moving to establish itself in the area to undertake its Humanitarian work. That time marked the beginning of 7 years in the region for me. I recall hearing “what you discover in your own eyes is more than countless books tell you about a place” 
Indeed, my stay  was a revelation to Sitie’s  social, economical, cultural and political values and with no doubt an experience beyond what any book / though there hasn’t been any/ could teach me about the place. Those years were spent in the muddy Kebles of the province during the day and with a night torch and lamp night. My weekends were spent on those regular village tea corners sitting by the sun. I still recall those times as nothing but days wasted in my life. 
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This opportunity opened my eyes to the overall problems of the people, the identity question, to its meaning and cause for struggle and particularly to the pressing needs of women and girls who are the number one bearers of the suffering. The revelation shifted my focus from living to bring my personal well being to joining the effort of those who are fighting to take this society from the dense darkness it is absorbed in.  While I was there, my heart was delighted beyond imagination to see the first glimpse of light that appeared in the place. The light of hope gave me the faith that there will be no more darkness in Silte.  I made my next journey not to Addis Ababa but to poverty stricken, undeveloped and discriminated area of Yem woreda (district). It wouldn’t be an exaggeration if I tell you, back then the difference/ gap between Dalocha and Yem was that of Addis and Dalocha. But my heart and my deed never left my hometown. As it is at present!  

 Let me share with you a true story that took place in Dalocha. A lady as her regular practice carries her pot all the way to Dijo River from her home Keble of Golechaba. The round journey takes 7 hours. In summer the ponds dry up when the erosions that fill the lakes in winter disappears. The only river that survives it is Dijo. At times even Dijo will not have enough water to spare. In those times people dig in to the sand that holds water underneath the ground. The process is known as Cherosh. On that particular date, this lady was resting after her tiring journey from Dijo.  The pot of water she brought is intended for food, drinks and washing. I can only imagine what this will mean to your children who haven’t been to this place before, probably not more than a mere fiction. Nowadays, if you tell kids in Dalocha they will believe you. They will tell you they have a better day from those before them.  As the story continues, the son of this women who was around 4 years of age, asked his mom with his young stammering tongue “Dado Meye Wabegh” for those who don’t speak Siltigna it means: “Mom give me water”. The mom who has no energy to spare for her son told him to pour from the pot and drink. That brought the beginning of a tragedy. This is what happened. While trying to pour the water, the boy end up breaks the pot, leaving the water to the consumption of the ground. The mother who saw this happen rose up very furiously and with an angry scream slapped her son.  The son who didn’t even had sip from the pot, drop dead before her eyes never to return again. 
There are so many like stories in the area. It is common for women to give birth or get raped while going to fetch water and die from water born diseases .What you see in the picture/ Right side corner/ is a current reality. The glitter of light I mentioned earlier. It was constructed under a project of ActionAid for which I have worked for. This project has transformed the life of women who traveled 7 hours to get a pot of water. The project has 72 km networks   and is currently benefiting 80000 people and will serve for 30 more years to come. This is the product of the effort exerted by every member of the organization. We feel strong pride and satisfaction by it and we harbor no regrets.
This is however only small part of the truth. What happened in Dalocha does not apply to every corner of Silte. In Dalocha with the support of ActionAid Ethiopia there has come a remarkable change and a strong foundation for development.  I am telling the changes in Dalocha not with the intention of advertising for the organization I worked for but to tell the story of those behind this incredible success, those who contributed to the program at the expense of their own needs. The aid that continued for 15 years was not made by Silties nor by other Ethiopians. It was made by ordinary people of Europe, teachers, pensioners and others living within a similar age and life group who share with us nothing but humanity. They don’t belong to Abaro, Abalcho, Weshermene, Disen, Abecho, Semeredin, tribes that we call ours. They are not aware of such places ever exist before we told them. The fact that we are human and impoverished drove them to commitment. What is the message that we get from this? 
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My dear readers, this is again another recent incident I will like to share with you. Three months ago we were approached by a UK based philanthropist who proposed to give one million and half birr support if we managed to submit a convincing project. We immediately decided on a water project as we believed giving water is giving life. We made our journey to Silte. In Alecho Werero in a town close to Werabe known as Kawa Koto, we were faced by an incident that took our mind off guard. An incident that began and ended with agony and weeping. While we were discussing on the upcoming water project, a woman approached us crying with deepened sorrow and helplessness calling her son’s name by a Silte grieving lamentation. We were not aware of what happened but the dwellers said to the lady to accept what already happened while the others began to weep. This was what happened.  Water is a major problem in the area. Especially in a draught season the problem aggravates. There is only distant lake that takes the dwellers up to the rainy season. In the worse time the wild animals drink from this lake. They take their turn at night time. Nonetheless, the community sometimes is forced to show up in the evening. And such times arises a fight between the people and the wild beasts. When some dwellers could not make it during the day they come in groups at night. The daughter of this mom, Ayesha set off from her house at 1pm in the afternoon. She was left behind by her friends when her turn took longer. When it was 8;00 pm she did not return home. As the night pushes the parents were alarmed and they went out in search of their daughter. That night she was no where in sight. The next day they found remains of her body eaten by hyena.  You can imagine how traumatizing to raise your 15 years old daughter to a starving hyena.
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Dear readers, this is just a story of one woman that our path crossed in to. Do not doubt there were still many horrifying stories that we have not heard of. The mother of Ayesha said to us “if water is made available to us, I will take it as my daughter’s monument. I will not declare my daughter dead. Let this mark the end to our suffering. We want to cry no more. ”  

We decided on the project and the digging of hand-dug well began at the spot. All these are the story from the home Keble, the very province of your mothers land. I am sharing this story so we can heal the wound of our mothers. Understanding their situation, I believe is an inspirational and a moral boost to the good deed you just began.

The memory of the story of Vicky, a young woman, will stays with our mothers forever. I shall rap-up my writing with her story. For the purpose of your meetings and for the work you seek to achieve, the story of this young lady is my motivating gift to you. 
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This is Vicky’s joyful face/ picture on the right/. Vicky was in her mid 20s when she fist came to Dalocha to do her graduation thesis from her home country of UK. After her field work in Dalocha she used to spend her spare times playing with kids who came looking for her company. She embraced children and they too were very fond of her. She was not repulsive to their uncleanness.  Vicky was very sociable and sportive woman. She deeply sympathized with the life of women and girls in the area. She used to speak how painful it is for her to see the inadequacy of safe water and suffering inflicted on women and girls as a result of it.  As deeply frustrated and saddened as she was she returned back to UK in 2000.
One day, after 7 years since Vicky’s departure, while I was sitting in my office in Awassa, I received a phone call from our head quarter in Addis Ababa. The request was if I recall a woman by the name “Vicky”. Recalling a person whom I knew briefly and long time ago wasn’t an easy task. But with few more information given to me, I remembered. The request actually was forwarded from her country, UK; they contacted us assuming an older staff member from AAE will remember her. I heard the following about Vicky:
When Vicky returned home 7 years ago she left with a commitment and set plan to help women and children in Slte Zone. After she completed her studies, she formulated a plan to fundraise for water project in Silte. After she completed her primary preparation she called everyone she knew for contribution. She got many support from most of her friends and along with them she initiated various fund raising mechanisms. 

Her boyfriend Adam Chatawi was her number one supporter.  The fact that Adam is the son of the renowned Sir Chris Chataway was a great opportunity to meeting her plan. I have met Sir Chris in 1996 in Dalocha.

One morning Vicky received a phone call from one individual. The person called to make the first contribution. Vicky rode her bicycle to receive the first payment. The man gave her 10 pounds and few coins, after Vicky thanked him she rode to head back home. That’s when the saddest incident took place. On the road back she was hit by a lorry that instantly took her life. Vicky was getting ready to wed with Adam after a week. The incident shattered her dreams. 
That’s when Adam, his and her families and friends vowed to complete the dream she died for. On Sep 1, 2000 Sir Chris, Adam and Journalists from BBC, Daily Telegraph announced their visit to Ethiopia. This day was the Ethiopian New year and the beginning of Ethiopian millennium. Even if we were looking forward to celebrate this special day with our families, we were convinced that this call is more satisfying and memorable in its cause. We did not hesitate to agree.
 On September 11, we celebrated New-year in Lera. The community who heard Vicky’s story cried and made us all cry. One mother said to the gatherers “I envied Vicky.  We all die one day. No one can escape death but it is an honor to die for a cause that remains in the heart of many people for years ahead. Vicky died before she can see her own child. But this project is her child. A child she gave to us, to nurture and raise” We were all touched by this incredible speech.
 Lera and its surrounding is Silte’s most known place for lack of water. That’s why it was chosen for the project. This project will benefit people in Lera and the surrounding 6 Kebles. While this is being planned we didn’t have the fund to fiancé the entire project. Those who supported Vicky’s cause participated in the 2008 London Marathon race. That even helped in raising considerable amount of money for the project. During the week our heroic Athlete Hile Gebreselasse broke the Berlin Marathon record. On the occasion as he took the medal for the day he was hanging Vicky’s memorial badge on his chest. 
 Back in Lera, after few months we signed an agreement with the local government to complete Vicky‘s project. We are still short of money for what we want to achieve. But once again we will begin with a hope to realizing it. The question is will you our fellow brothers and sisters give us your hand?
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The sparkle of light that is shining in Silte is a sign that we can do more in the areas of education, agriculture and other development sector that needs our urgent intervention. If we unity our strength, we can. Let your initiatives continue. Let we built a monument in the heart of our people that will live for generations by freeing them from the level of poverty they are in.

We are there to support you in any way we can.
Kemal Mohammed 

August, 2008
Addis Ababa
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