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This morning of April 28, 2021, the sky is a lead gray over Addis Ababa. Rain is looming and large, plump 

clouds float in the puddles left by the previous day's downpours. Has the wet season already begun? 

What hasn't begun yet, though, in Dukem, an hour's drive from Addis, is the completion of the distribution 

of 22,000 Easter eggs to families in need!  

Yet, when we arrive at the kebele1, Tesfaye, Becky 

and I, a whole crowd is already waiting, scattered 

between the gray buildings. Women of all ages, 

their children on their backs or playing at their 

feet. Men all dressed up in their most beautiful 

jacket, or their bright white gabi2. Sitting on the 

porches’ steps, standing along the walls, in 

clusters on the waterlogged lawn that leads to the 

main office, they wait patiently, the elderly 

leaning on canes or prayer sticks.  

They're waiting, but nothing's coming. Except us!  

So, they all greet us with smiles that sometimes 

can only be seen through the wrinkles staring at the corner of their eyes, because of the mask that hides 

their face. Smiles and many polite “Neguma, Akkam jirtu!”3. Some nod, others bow with gratitude and 

dignity. No pathos, here. No tension. We feel truly welcomed. Welcomed and accepted. 

 

Tesfaye, the “master craftsman” that everyone obviously expected, directly starts to organize the Kebele 

employees, to speed up the distribution of eggs (which have not even been packed!), with a calm that forces 

 
1 Neighborhood’s authority office 
2 Shawl 
3 Hello, God bless you! 



our impatient and eager Westerners’ respect! Meanwhile, Becky and I 

listen to the pains and suffering of these people whose scars are as 

numerous as their smiles.  

Tigist has just been the victim of a stroke that’s left her hemiplegic for 

three days. Her employer has fired her, she can no longer take care of 

her household, her two children are hungry. Becky asks Yohannes, who 

took us to Dukem this morning, to take her to the city's Medical Center 

for diagnosis. Verdict: Tigist suffers from hyper-tension and needs to go 

to the hospital in Bishoftu to be treated and hope to regain mobility on 

her right side. Yohannes then takes her home to prepare her belongings, 

with her twenty eggs and enough money to cover the costs of 

transportation and a few days of hospital. Powerless to do more, we 

wish her a speedy recovery. 

Melat carries her youngest son behind her back, a small Down-

syndrome child who’s increasingly agitated between her shoulder 

blades. He finds time long, too, and does not have the patience of 

adults! Becky tries to distract him by taking pictures of him and showing 

them to him. He doesn’t seem very impressed, though… His mother, on 

the other hand, is delighted! 

And then comes the rain that had been threatening since dawn! It was 

in the air... 

Everyone runs to take shelter from the eaves of the surrounding 

buildings! Torrents are pouring over our heads! We have to squeeze 

against the walls not to be drenched by the water that cascades out of 

the gutters! Senaït, a strong young woman full of laughter, tries to 

shelter Becky and I with her umbrella, forgetting herself. She hands me 

the handle but I do not have her sense of the right 

angle and I only manage to soak Becky a little more 

yet! Senaït laughs at my city girl’s inefficiency and 

charitably takes back the umbrella to prevent us 

from being drenched. Too late! We're already 

soaked!  

But it's time for Easter eggs distribution, anyway: 

everyone rushes to the door of the Kebele’s office. 

Becky and I to distribute the eggs, along with a 

sincere "Melkam Fassika!"4, the others to receive 

them, always with the same calm and hopeful 

patience. It's still raining, but who cares: we go on with the distribution. Children on the women’s backs are 

getting more restless. Old people are tired of standing for so long. Umbrellas run off, feet sink into ten 

centimeters of water. Smiles have given way to a watchful attention, to be sure to hear one’s name, when it 

will be shouted by the employee in charge of the distribution. But all those who leave with the precious fat 

 
4 Happy Easter! 



black bag of twenty eggs thank us warmly, who with a 

smile, who with a nod, who with a clear "thank you" 

pronounced with dignity. "Melkam Fassika!" we go on, 

without a care for the rain.  

Suddenly, a thinning. We seize this opportunity to go 

forth to the second Kebele where the distribution takes 

place, this morning. In view of the disorder and 

setbacks encountered in the first, we’re expecting the 

worst, considering that none of us were there to 

supervise the procedure... What a great relief, then, 

when we arrive at on office where the eggs are carefully 

stocked inside, sheltered from the rain, while a team of perfectly 

organized women proffers the precious black packages as people 

come! No hustle, here, no endless waiting, no elderly soaked to the 

bone! People enter one by one, called by phone at regular intervals, 

to avoid too large 

gatherings. Everyone 

arrives at their own pace 

and leaves with their 

twenty eggs, the hope of a 

good Easter meal and the 

same bright gratitude in 

the eyes. We are delighted 

with such efficiency, such 

an atmosphere of calm and 

serenity!  

We warmly congratulate everyone, chat for a moment, take some 

souvenir photos full of masks and good mood... and leave 

peacefully, now that the rain has stopped. We’re obviously not 

needed here, everything’s going perfectly well! But how is this 

possible? we ask, bewildered. What happened in this Kebele, which was not possible in the other? A miracle? 

A divine intervention?  

No. 

No offense to you, gentlemen, but it’s just that WOMEN 

took care of the distribution!  
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