A Glimpse of Ethiopia 2005
By Br Thomas Walsh

The backdrop to Africa Projects 2005 was unique,
constant political tension in Addis due to the delayed
announcement of the election results left close on forty
people dead, hundreds injured and up to four thousand
imprisoned. Word from the Irish Embassy and the Priests
on the ground was that the situation was under control
and it was perfectly safe to travel and accomplish what we
had intended to do, to carry out two building projects,
teach in three regions while also helping out in the
Orphanage in Gobe.
Project 2005 had a number of firsts; we left on 17 June which ruled out a number
of primary teachers that wished to participate, it was the first time to have three
separate groups and three projects operating in Ethiopia at the one time, the first for
a school i.e. La Salle Belfast to offer fifteen teachers to run a project; a first of having
thirty rookie volunteers in the field, our first married couple on board, our first
technical boys, first hand experience of devastating famine bringing out crutches and
the returning home of one group early.
The cradle of Humanity is challenging, exhilarating, demanding and
uncompromising. No amount of preparation for eager volunteers can ease the
Culture shock. Volunteers were awestruck and touched by literally stepping back in
time, the simplicity of life, the making your feel at home, the aura and gracefulness
of the people, the exuberant community spirit, the heightened spiritual intensity, the
unbelievable welcome and daily greetings with several hugs, the constant quest for
education, the appalling
poverty everywhere, the
sprawling shanty housing,
the extent of social
depravation,
massive
brokenness and deformity,
the inclement climate, the
treacherous roads and
above all the unconditional
love awarded to you.
Every volunteer feels
privileged to be there,
honoured to participate,
affected for life by the
experience, and return
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home exhilarated with a quest for more. It opens
blinkered eyes, forces us to revisits our value
system, makes us focus on the essentials in life
while opening new avenues to explore. Life can
never be the same after returning from Ethiopia.
Huge thanks goes to the thirty six volunteers
that made this years 2005 projects to Ethiopia a
roaring success, the selflessness of each of them,
their enthusiasm, the enormous effort they went
too in reaching their funding targets, for the half
a tonne over weight luggage in Heathrow, the
medical supplies, the games equipment, the
clothes, the toys, the grammar books, the cheese,
the CRUTCHES, the biros, the two houses
bought in Adaba, the christenings, all the teaching
in Shashemane, Robe, Alemgana, and Adaba.
Special thanks for the grotto in Goba, for the
two building projects, for the water pipe system, for the craic together over the six
weeks, for creating life long friends and about all for making Africa Projects 2005
possible. With the help of numerous benefactors you the volunteers have brought
tremendous joy and happiness to thousands in Africa, touching the hears and souls
of thousands, reaching out to a forgotten people, uplifting them, empowering them,
developing them for greater fulfilment in life. You the volunteers were ambassadors
for Ireland while out there in Ethiopia
and did a wonderful job now you are the
Ambassadors of Africa for the to get the
next group to go and experience what
you experienced and enhance what we
have developed this year. A lot done more
to do.
With the Government announcement
recently to increase Ireland’s Overseas
Aid Funding to .7% of GNP by 2012 plus
the squashing of the National Debt in
some African countries including
Ethiopia, I hope to see vast improvements
in every aspect of life within Ethiopia
over the next few years but we require
more volunteers for our 2006 Africa
Projects. Why not you? It will be a
decision you will never regret and an
experience to cherish forever and it may
change you forever. Think about it.
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Meet the Group – Adaba

Br Tom ‘Seamus’ Walsh
Shame the Kerry man’s efforts on the building site couldn’t be
repeated in the kitchen. The orange was the apple of his eye.
Helped to keep the teachers on the edge. Diplomatic
strengths abounded, and were needed.

Mairin ‘Dedicated’ Dunne
Aka the ‘Mother’ a born carer and leader. Workaholic. Loved
her night of going native. Official key minder of the group.
Superb cook. Principal of the school. Most used word on the
trip ‘sorry’.

Wayne ‘Messer’ Matthews
The comedian of the group, who educated the natives with
his colourful use of language. A jack of all trades including
the kitchen. Hated coffee cermonies but was seen at
numerous. He is considering teaching as a new career, drum
it into them.

Elanie ‘Dizzy’ Curry
Definately not as ‘Dizzy’ as she’s made out. The childrens
favourate. A soft heart and hard worker. A bubbly girl who
loved Matt emulsion. The Tramore woman has acquired
shares in Telecom Ethiopia. Et phone Home.

Bill ‘Manners’ Murphy
The Harry Potter of the group, went head first into
evrerything he did. Put his organisational skills to brilliant
use. The Tallaght librarian could always be relied upon.
Would make a great centrefold for Swimware editions.
Connected well with email.
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Yvette ‘Values’ Ryan
The straight talking hardworking Dub, who was a definate
contender for ‘Female Builder of the Year’. Tom’s better half.
Florence Nightengale on site. The early nights champ and
learned many new medical experiences.

Tom ‘Roving Eye’ Ryan
Mister all rounder of the group. The quiet RTE mistro could
capture the magic of every situation. Discovered a talent for
First Aid earning the title of ‘Patch Adams’ of Adaba. Yvette’s
better half. Favourite film ‘The Quiet Man’.

Helen ‘Amharic’ Monaghan
The Abasha of the group who mastered the local lingo and
put it to great use. Prone to sleep and the undisputed Queen
of Castel and Nyala. A fabolus site worker and has the
bycepts to prove it. A Roscommon gem to any group.

John ‘Demolition’ Dynan
Co-owner of J D Construction but folded due to sustained
periods of absence, leading to leaks in the organisation.Loved
his music and could give Barry Gibb a run for his money. One
of the technicains of the group who posessed his own clip
board… Favourite film ‘Top Gun’.

Sinead ‘Mischievous’ Hayes
‘The Woman on the Edge’. The debator of the group and
certainly loved a challenge. Founderdress of ‘THE STICK’
bregade. Brought Cork slang to new heights. A heart of gold.
I should have done this ten years ago.
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Derek ‘the fibber’ Francis
A man of expensive tastes with many a tall tale to tell. A
technical genius who arrived without his tools and took his
loss to heart. Cookery shills extended to exquisite ‘smash’
which never actually saw the pot. Favourite film ‘Shootout at
the OK Corral’.

Tara ‘Typhoid’ Coady
The princess who was demoted from her lofty status to the
cold floor. Her turn of phrase recorded out every move.
Loved her ‘Ethiopian birds’. Loved the quiet life in Adaba.
Considering a career in medicine after her visit to the local
clinic. Waterford’s pearl.

Tommy ‘The Pet’ Cox
A fun loving and enthusiastic character who earned himself
the accolade of ‘Superman’. Lead the locals in many a chant,
the Pied Piper of Adaba who put Carlow on the map with
sweets. Polific runner and coach. What a man.

Catriana ‘Miss Motivator’ Hosey
The extremely light sleeper of the group who wished they had
bed pans in Ethiopia. Made many a friend with her packed
parcel. An honorary member of the ‘Stick’ club. Her
favourite saint now is Saint George. Did Carlow proud.
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The Diary of the Adaba Group
Friday, 17 June: 19 soon to be best friends met at Dublin airport. Check in was
insufferable. Flew to Heathrow and met the Belfast group. More intolerable cruelty
at check in. Found to be significantly over weight, blamed the Robe group. Tom had
a close encounter of the security kind, asked to stop filming.
Saturday, 18 June: After a stop at Oman, we arrived at the ‘hotel’ at 5am. We were
glad that we had borrowed the blankets from British Airways. Some lazy daisies
nearly missed the supply shop in Addis, others were clever enough to get up for
breakfast. First taste of Addis
with its myriad of odours.
Marvelled at the engineering
feats of the scaffolding.
‘Tobacco Man’ got us out of a
potential sticky situation. Ate,
drank and were merry.
Introduced to the ‘cesspits of
infection’ (sorry, I mean
toilets).
Sunday, 19 June: Left Addis at
6.30
am.
Stopped
at
Sheshemane for breakfast. Had
a most interesting journey to
Adaba, traffic jams like you’ve never seen before, bus crashes and mayhem along the
way. The ‘roads’ were terrible. Children came from everywhere to follow the jeep,
got a fabulous welcome. The accommodation was better than expected, we had a
flushing toilet. First night out in Adaba, a great selection on the menu, NOT.
Monday, 20 June: Dettolofied the house, a right old spring clean. We learned that
boiled eggs take longer to boil at altitude. Tom and Yvette cooked the first meal,
three cheers for the spud. Fun and chat for the evening.
Tuesday, 21 June: School and site for the first time. New experiences all round.
Much adjusting to be done. Sinead and Tommy have obviously got the best beds in
the house as Doris the hen chose to lay her free-range there. Mairin dragged us all
into line by establishing the rota system. We begin to despair of Derek’s cooking
evening as he informed us that he has never even made a sandwich!
Wednesday, 22 June: The newly formed JD Construction left for Sheshemane. Boys
night out. The ‘Pied Piper’ effect was evident at market and some suffered mysterious
bruises.
Thursday, 23 June: All were busy on the site and at school. Sun burn is rearing its
6
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ugly red head. The Teachers In Training Society is founded. JD Construction suffered
a serious blow and has gone into liquidation. Br T had a rough day, first his trousers
came apart at the seams on the site (in full view) and then he managed to get locked
in the shower. There was a call to flush out the cowboys.
Friday, 24 June: All quiet on the African front, everyone preparing for the ‘passing
out ceremony’ at the school. One soldier had to be escorted to the local clinic, and on
the third day she rose again. Sheshamane group visited for the weekend and taunted
us with tales of luxury. Seisuin mor for everyone else. Derek learned that ‘salam’
doesn’t always mean hello when you are out and about. Tommy was impressed that
the locals were not backward in coming forward. The girls enjoyed a dance in their
wellies. Helen speaks amharic in her sleep, well according to Matt.
Saturday, 25 June: Not everyone managed breakfast. Prepared for the impending
trek to Bucha to see last years project. Some still recuperating. Wayne enjoyed a trip
to market and sampled the aul St George. Treated to tea out.
Sunday, 26 June: Mass at 8.45, was grateful that we had had the ‘good sense’ to
leave town at a reasonably hour the previous night. Prepared for the ceremony at
two o’clock. The local talent was admired. After a fine Irish feed we retired for the
night, long week ahead.
Monday, 27 June: Calm day on the site. A chance to rest the muscles. First day
teaching. Site closed early because of bad weather. Wayne a little under par. Niall
visited and his photos affected everyone. Some claimed to have had a hot shower.
Hundreds turn up for the afternoon
classes, unfortunately not everyone
could be accommodated, heart
breaking. Br T had a clean shave, he
is now going by the name Seamus.
Tuesday, 28 June: The boys spent
most o the day in the pit. Teaching
went well, new experiences all
round. Lightning storm. The rooster
has disappeared, the word on the
street is that he has gone to roster
heaven. Bill reckons that it was
Wayne who put a contract out on
him (due to continuous night of
disrupted sleep).
Wednesday, 29 June: Another day in the pit. Teachers in full swing. Helen, aka Tina
Turner, took the native style out. Irish stew with a twist, St George. Shin Dig Mor at
Sonny’s. Sinead finally gave in to temptation and read through ‘Hello’ magazine. The
rooster is definitely gone.
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Thursday, 30 June: Some were regretful that they indulged so much the night before.
Tommy went native. A few comrades are temporarily out of action, other were
missing in action!! ‘No rules today, the cat has gone away’, just as well we are a
dependable type of group. Sor it all started in Cork!
Friday, 1 July: All is well in camp Adaba. The health of the troops is improving.
Everyone is grateful for the weekend. Many unable to stay alive and kicking after
7.30.
Saturday, 2 July: Tortured even on the weekend with a trek to Bucha, not everyone
made it. Some preferred the lure of the local ‘salon’. Celebrated John’s birthday and
had games back at the ranch. The new (and quieter) rooster was the target of
another murder plot, keep your wellies on Tommy.
Sunday, 3 July: The few faithful made it to mass at 8.45, others relished the brief lie
on. Coffee ceremonies are all the rage. The ‘engineeres’ left for Robe.
Monday, 4 July: Some are ‘women on the edge’. Two teachers down but Tommy and
Wayne graciously stepped in to help. Wayne tried his hand at the teaching but
decided that it wasn’t for him! Would he have used the stick if Sinead had not
appeared at the door like the light from above? Celebrated the Fourth of July and ate
accordingly thanks to the, undisputed, master team of the group. We hope that
Mairin will be back to her sparkly self tomorrow.
Tuesday, 5 July: The
teachers now empathise
fully with those of 2004
and understand why the
booklet mentioned that
they complained a lot!!!!
The frustration can be
overwhelming.
Some
comrades are still out of
action but will be back in
fine
fettle
tomorrow,
hopefully.
Everyone
sympathises with anyone
that is sick, it is a
completely different scéal being sick here. Rendevous at Slims, a few drinks to be
sociable.`
Wednesday, 6 July: Work is slow on the site, the rocks are being cracked. Amazing to
watch. Everyone is excited about the impending trip to Sheshamane. The engineers
are still on their holidays in Robe (rumour has it that they are working hard, well
done lads!)
Thursday, 7 July: Tis mad on the site again. The teachers no longer feel like women
8
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on the edge. Paid a visit to the sargusserie in preparation for the weekend. The clinic
is doing well out of the ferenges. The weekend starts here (for the builders)!
Friday, 8 July: The site workers left on the 5.30 (am) bus to Sheshamane. The poor
teachers had to educate the masses before setting off on their trip. Had a very
eventful journey, Catriona nearly lost her life to an apple drop and Elaine nearly had
her hand decapitated in the door, she will have to be clearer in her orders next time!!
Some had enough energy to ample the delights of the ‘Blue Nile’.
Saturday, 9 July: Had a fabulous day at Wande Genet. Bared our white bodies in all
their bites and hives glory at the hot springs. Bill modelled the latest fashion in
swimwear. Some managed the hike. Had a divine treat of pizza in Owassa, had the
whole vibe going on.
Sunday, 10 July: Fr Silvio said Mass at 8.30 am. Some had to brave the local
transport back, a true experience. Bad weather meant we had to seek refuge in a
local social establishment. Travel sickness reached a whole new level. Met the group
for more cold pasta and eggs, there was whisperings that the pasta was warm
though. Heated debates were the order of the evening, up the Rebel.
Monday, 11 July: The engineers are still in Robe, reported to still be doing great
work. The weather is still horrible, it’s fashion a la wellies again. The kids get a great
kick off them. A very early night.
Tuesday, 12 July: Wayne is the new master chef, we thinks he likes it. Some mighty
bartering went on at the market. Things got a tad competitive with the cards. We
may all be fasting tomorrow as JD Construction are going to turn their
hands/expertise to the kitchen. Elaine wants it noted that she beat Br T at the cards,
finally (it doesn’t matter that it was only snap)
Thursday, 14 July: Ill health doesn’t stay away for too long. The TITS have laid
down the gauntlet to the group of the ‘teaching challenge’. Not many takers though.
Friday, 15 July: Bad weather saw the site workers earning themselves, a well
deserved, day off. Fun and games, and of course education, were the order of the day
in the classrooms. Wayne, aka Bingo Maestro Extraordinaire, did a marvellous job!
Group arrived from Shes. Chickens came to a gruesome end but sor I’m sure they’ll
taste grand. The local salon is doing well with the aul cherupa.
Saturday, 16 July: Trek to Habo. Some opted for our last weekend in Adaba to go to
market. ‘Hurricane Ferenge’ nearly threatened to call a halt to the joint birthday
party for the fabulous Mairin and Aoife. Determination won through, who needs
electricity? The girls have lost their toilet, complete devastation.
Sunday, 17 July: Congratulations to the proud godparents. Coffee ceremonies all
round. Bill learned, the hard way, that not all houses are tall. Local houses were
ruined in the storm.
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Monday, 18 July: Quiet day on the site, JD Construction have decided to return to
the Green Isle. Leaving Ceremony at Buertagans. A truly enjoyable evening until the
local síochana decided to break up the party: for allegedly disturbing the peace. Safe
journey home lads.
Tuesday, 19 July: Another day in the pit. Coffee ceremonies are still all the rage.
Elaine wins the contest for the longest time, ever, taken to complete a cherupa, it ran
for days. Bad weather takes over. The toilet situation is threatening to come to a
dangerous halt.
Wednesday, 20 July: Warm wishes to Yvette, get better soon. Not sure if we can still
blame the altitude for all our ailments. The race to grab a ferenge for a coffee
ceremony is on. Hectic schedules all round, having to consult the diary before
accepting an invitation. Elaines hair is finally finished. Great Irish bargaining going
on in town, in protest against the ferenge prices. Manners are still having to be
reiterated in class. Things, especially the impending prospect of having to say
goodbye soon, are starting to stir up emotions. More and more ‘girlie’ things are
starting to creep into the men’s toilet, have heard some murmurings of discontent
among the boys.
Thursday, 21 July: Congratulations to the new and delighted godparents. Tommy
didn’t think that his godson would be taller than him. The students are gone
‘balloopa’, Mama had to give a talk on friendship to the students (while Tedras
choose an appropriate stick for him, just in case). ‘Urgent and Personal’ from the
Abba turned out to be a call for some Nyala. Early start for Robe in the morning for
the builders but the teachers are holding the fort.
Friday, 22 July: Oh to be a builder. They headed off on the early bus but the trusted
TITS manage the compound. Had the privilege of meeting Fr Barake, his compound
is a testament to the fabulous and selfless work being done. Alemgana ‘bit’ some by
surprise. Same auld, same auld menu, except that
we learned that you have to differentiate
between warm and hot. Amazed at Helen’s talent
to fall asleep just about anywhere.
Saturday, 23 July: The orphanage affected
everyone in many ways. Complete admiration for
the Sisters of Charity. No words could do the
experience justice. Pancakes with sugar as a treat.
Risked life and limb in the jeeps visiting the Bale
mountains, and all to see a red fox and a hare. Fr
Schumacher (Barake) negotiated the road with
ease, the others got a flat tyre, aahh. Stole the
sweets but lost the doughnuts. An evening at
Barakes. Does anyone know where Tommy spent
the night?
10
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Sunday, 24 July:
Teachers were inflicted
with the 6.00am bus
which didn’t leave
until 8.30 am. The
patience of the group
was tested. Survived
the arduous journey by
living on water and
apple drops. The
others followed later
and took the more
scenic route.
Programme at Abba’s
with Usher. Sabrina
sparkled after a
shower in Br T shower and dried on the roof.
Monday, 25 July: Mysterious illness are still floating around. The building is flying
up. Ferenge inspired artwork is making a beautiful difference to the compound. The
rehearsal for Sport’s Day was not the circus that we thought it may be! The cows are
wreaking havok in the classrooms. Anyone for a Nescafe?
Tuesday, 26 July: The best day in the calendar, Sport’s Day!!! The animals did not
take over the farm as some feared they might. Madallions all round. We now know
what Elaine was doing every time we couldn’t locate her; practicing for the sack race.
She was the undisputed sack race champion. The wagon is well empty now. Mixed
emotions in our last afternoon class. Bacca to ceremonies.
The last few days were filled with an extreme mix of emotions. The morning call
from the rooster even took on a sentimental meaning. We realised that what we
thought was a donkey being strangled every morning was Br T sounding the wake
up call. Not even the mud and dirt could bother us anymore when we realised that
it was the last time we would have to have a baby-wipe shower. The mouth wash
king has, finally, ran out of mouthwash. The group rejoices in the fact that at least
there IS ONLY ONE slim shady. No more will the teachers hear the chorus of
‘shillamat, shillamat’. The ox met with a bloody end, one wished that they hadn’t
put the severed head on the desk though. Tedras carrying the entrails over the field
and then going in for the hug was a moment. Tears were never far from us, or the
locals.
Thanks to Br T for the treats he gave us the final weekend. That dinner was
something else!! We went to bed without the fear of mosquitos and watched Sesame
Street. The weekend reached Climax and we danced as good as any of the abasha’s.
Tears spilled unapologetically at the airport. Here’s to good times and good friends.
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Building in Adaba
By Helen Monaghan

I didn’t think that I was nervous about travelling to
Ethiopia until I was driving up to Dublin on 16 June
singing ‘Happy Birthday to me, Happy Birth… Oh holy
Jesus I’m going to Africa!!!!!!’. By the time the other
drivers stopped beeping me off the road, I’d composed
myself and fear was replaced with excitement. The plane
journey was nine or ten hours and we enjoyed all the
luxuries offered by British Airways, which were to be in
stark contrast to our experiences for the next 6 weeks.
When we arrived in Addis Ababa I couldn’t tear my face
away from the bus window – everything amazed me. The old-fashioned cars I’d only
see in black and white photos, the beggars everywhere, and the music that made me
think was I in Ethiopia or India!!!! Whatever fascination I had with my surroundings
in the capital all were surpassed
on the journey and subsequent
arrival in Adaba our home for
the next 6 weeks.
In the mornings I had the
pleasure of working on the
building site. The first couple of
days were a bit of a stretch on
my poor, unused muscles but if
the local women could do it
myself and Yvette weren’t going
to let the white women’s side
down. The local people on the
building site were wonderful.
They were dying to know about
life in Ireland and considering
how little English they had and
our even less Amharic, we
communicated well. The basic
materials that were used on the
site
and
the
primitive
construction methods even
amazed me (a pure novice
builder). After the six weeks
however I’m a self-professed
12
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expert at carrying barrellas (wooden or galvanise stretchers used for carrying earth,
cement, rocks etc), we got the opportunity to mix cement and dig although my
digging wasn’t long lived as they wanted the foundation completed some time this
century, I even had a brief spell at iron-mongery. Saying it was an eye-opener is an
understatement.
In the afternoons I was teaching English to an amazing bunch of kids and young
adults. They came religiously every afternoon and were just dying to learn English.
They saw the six weeks as a real opportunity to learn from a native English speaker.
They see English as a means of improving their situation. And although few of them
will reach third level they all live in hope. The majority of my class were boys, this I
couldn’t understand at first but I later realised that education is more of a priority to
boys than girls. I asked my class what they would like to do if there were no limits on
them; one very bright lad said he wants to be the first person from Adaba to travel to
Ireland and after that to be the prime minister of Ethiopia. I have no doubt that he
will go places and grasp every opportunity open to him.
Apart from the work side of things we experienced so much: Extreme weather
conditions leading to houses being destroyed, horses and carts for taxis, very, very,
very fresh chickens (enough said!), amazing waterfalls, muck like we’d never seen
(even in Roscommon!!!), personal flea infestations, poverty and poor education, an
extreme need for medical amenities, friends for life even though we’re in two
different continents.
My time in Ethiopia was without a doubt the best thing I’ve ever done. It was
heartbreaking to leave knowing the vast difference of what I was leaving behind and
the luxury I was returning to. My consolation when I was leaving was that I’ll do it
all again.
I and the people of Adaba, Ethiopia would like to sincerely thank the following
for their kind help fundraising and donations of medical supplies and crayons and
pens.
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Life in Adaba
By Bill Murphy

For me a lot of the time in Adaba was spent on the
building site. The quietest (and probably the most
industrious) building site I’ve ever witnessed. There was
absolutely no noise from machinery, the only sound was
the laughter and chat of the workers. You could also hear
the sound of the Irish volunteers attempting to get to grips
with Amharic, the Ethiopian national language, and the
local workers trying to speak in English, or in Ninja’s case
Irish. I think we all picked up some Amharic but the
undisputed champ was Helen who was talking in
Amharic in her sleep within a week of arriving in Adaba. Now that’s just showing off
if you ask me.
I’m still amazed at what was achieved on the site, we had a look on the day we
arrived and there were just a few trenches dug outlining the building. When we
pulled out of the compound six weeks later we could see a recognisable building that
will shortly be completed and will serve as a multi purpose community centre for the
people of Adaba.
I can safely say that no two days on the site were the same except for the fact that
on arrival in the morning everyone was greeted with handshakes and hugs. All the
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materials such as sand, cement, muck and stones of all sizes were moved around the
site with barellas. The barellas were constructed of wood, or wood and galvanised
steel and basically resembled a short stretcher. They were a two person operation
and gave a perfect opportunity to get to know your carrying partner and get stuck
into a two way language lesson. In the first couple of days we could be heard
learning how to count to ten as Hrute called out ‘And… Ulet… Sost…’ and we
repeated. Well it worked in school at 5 years of age and it still worked on a building
site in Ethiopia at 35.

Trying to keep up with the local workers we quickly discovered that they were all
strong as Oxen. That coupled with the relentless pace of the work meant that
foundations were completed within a few weeks. Soon we were levelling off rooms
with an earth compacter which consisted of a T shape constructed of wood and
embedded in a block of cement. It was operated by two men, one would grab each
arm of the T and simply hoist and drop, hoist and drop, as they moved across the
area to be flattened. Extremely hard going and thankfully after one or two lengths of
a floor someone, usually Muzi or Takali, would tap me on the shoulder and ask me
to rest as they took over for a while.
As work progressed and block work began we saw the skill of Shukri and Jonas
constructing the steel for columns and the floors. We also saw the work of the
carpenters who constructed scaffolding from tree branches. Absolutely nothing was
wasted and I spent a few days ‘harvesting’ nails from old scaffolding which were
then used to construct the new scaffolding.
The pouring of concrete for floors and walls made for some of the hardest and
most chaotic days work but also the most enjoyable. This was because we usually
had torrential rain coming down from the Bale mountains in the afternoon and there
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would always be a mad panic to
mix, move and pour the
concrete before the deluge. I
don’t know how they did it but
we always seemed to be pouring
the last bucket as the first drops
of rain fell. This would be
followed by a comical scatter of
workers and volunteers in all
directions as the rain began to
pour in earnest.
The end of the work day
usually meant it was time for
the second cold shower of the day. There were those who spoke of the existence of
the mythical hot shower, never experienced it myself though. After that the
volunteers would usually have been invited to various homes for coffee ceremonies.
These would involve one of the family sitting at a stove where coffee beans would be
roasted, then ground and finally brewed into sweet milky coffee. There would be
three rounds of coffee and we would sit around drinking and chatting. The first of
these invitations was a bit of a shock to the system, not only because of the very
basic nature of the peoples homes, but also because of the strength of the coffee
which would have nerves jangling for a couple of hours. We very quickly became
accustomed to both and could happily sit and throw back coffee as chickens walked
around and cows, goats and neighbours children gawped in the door at us.
Once the ‘programme’ was finished we would be escorted back to our compound
by our hosts. If we were lucky there would only be severe muck to be negotiated but
on several occasions a downpour would have turned the ‘roads’ into rivers that had
to be negotiated and made for an eventful journey home.
Once back to base it was time to make the journey across the compound to the
kitchen for dinner, we would always be accompanied by a number of local kids
holding on to our hands and asking our names, they never tired of asking our names,
even when they knew our names. Its hard to know how to respond when asked ‘Bill,
what is your name?’!!
Each day a different pair of volunteers was charged with preparing breakfast,
lunch and dinner for all the volunteers and our two security guards, Maamma and
Asenake. I can safely say that no restaurant could match the enjoyment of the meals
shared with the other volunteers around that table.
There is no way I could begin to describe what was the most amazing 6 weeks I
have experienced, but I hope this gives a taste.
All I have left to say is a huge thank you to Brother Tom, all the volunteers and
especially the people we met in Ethiopia who were so quick to open their hearts and
their homes.
Thanks for the memories, good luck in 2006
16
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Our Experience
By Tom & Yvette Ryan

Our whole experience started with
our fund raising in March 2005.
To begin with it felt like a bit of a
nightmare and very daunting but
we were very pleasantly surprised
by all the support and generous
offers of help we received. And so
with great relief we reached our
target with ease and then some
more.
On June 17 our voyage of discovery began in earnest. Flying via London and
Amman (Jordan) with far too much luggage we finally arrived in Addis Ababa in the
middle of the night. Our first hotel really introduced us to the realities of voluntary
life - basic but adequate. The journey to Adaba was a long and very interesting one.
The road conditions deteriorated after Sheshamane but the scenery was simply
beautiful. We had officially stepped back in time to Ireland a 100 years ago down to
the locals, the donkeys and the mud houses. Brilliant stuff!
On arrival in Adaba we received a traditional and overwhelming welcome, with
singing and dancing. It was very humbling. It was now that the real experience
began. Getting to know the other volunteers and locals was a real privilege and we
literally shared the adventure of a lifetime. Taking turns cooking and cleaning as a
team was real fun and a challenge – cooking for twenty a night was a real first for us.
What can we say about the work on the building site. It was by far the best
part of the experience for us. At first we found it physically challenging
being two couch potatoes but you soon adjust. Working with the locals was so
rewarding and really brilliant fun. They taught us amharic and we taught them
English and Irish. We sang songs together whilst trying frantically to keep up with
them and we really were all one and enjoyed a wonderful community spirit like
we've never known. It was a real sense of achievement leaving behind us something
as concrete as a building when we left.
Village life in Adaba and the local culture was a real experience in itself. The
locals generosity and invitations to their homes for coffee ceremonies was at times
overwhelming. how can people with so little give so much. The kids followed us
everywhere – we were mobbed everyday for attention and sweets.
Many of the kids live such a dire life but yet they came to us every morning with
a big smile on their face, their thirst for knowledge was overwhelming.
The poverty is pretty much what you see on TV but it is very different to witness
your friends living this way and it personalises it. The friendships we built up in our
Africa Project 2005
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time there makes poverty and issues associated with it unacceptable. While we were
there a storm hit and peoples houses were literally washed away. The project
fortunately was able to buy new homes for some families.
With everything we received and learned in our time there it is difficult to see how
we contributed to them as they gave so much to us. We are forever grateful to our
friends in Ethiopia for our shared time.
Acknowledgements
We would like to thank the other volunteers for their genuine camaraderie and for
being such a laugh. To our families and friends who supported us and whose help
made a real difference to the people of Ethiopia. Ameseghanalo!!
The Castlecourt Hotel, Westport, Europe-Assistance, Moneymore Community
House, Margaret O Reilly, The Late Late Show, The Afternoon Show, Children’s
Programming, Fair City & all the staff at RTÉ, Kairos Productions, American Golf,
Paparazzi Restaurant, Flagship Scuba, Tallaght Civic Theatre, Lane Productions,
Ballygarrett Women’s Slimming Club, My colleagues in PCI, Tallaght Echo, CBS
Doon, O’Malley Griffin Brokers Ltd, ABS Pumping, Orthopaedic Hospital Croom,
Co Limerick, Temple Street Children’s Hospital, Cherryorchard Hospital.
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Thanks
By Tommy Cox

Words fail to express my feelings, my emotions and my
memories of sights, sounds, smells, tastes, and precious
moments from my experience with the African Project
2005. Even photos fall short of capturing the energy and
discoveries experienced.
We created a Win-Win situation. The community of
Adaba won through the cultural exchange and
improvements in their community, by impacting on their
future through the provision of the fruits of the project.
Personally I have grown through this simple, enjoyable,
life experience and adventure, which was at times challenging. A dominant
characteristic I have gained is a greater appreciation of the quality of my life. Each
day now includes moments that cause me to reflect upon my time in Ethiopia and
appreciate how lucky I am.
My wish for my friends in Adaba is that they will one day realise the beauty &
warmth that they hold inside of which they openly shared with each of us.
A Million Thanks, Mile Buíochas, Batam Amese Gnalo.
Acknowledgements
My parents for their constant
support, encouragement and
love. My Grandparents for
their inspiration.
Thank you to all my family,
friends, neighbours and
relations for their interest and
support.
For their support, I wish to
thank Mark & Cathy
Craddock, Ryan Family
Athea, Braun Workers Charity
Fund, Eamonn O’Neill,
Richard Nolan Civil
Engineering, Joan Corcoran,
Kearney Family Fenagh, Fr
Pierce Murphy,
Killoughternane Drama
Group,
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Presentation Sister’s Muinebheag, Sisters of Mercy Muinebheag, Tullow Monastery
National School, Michael Cashin Hacketstown, Liam Aylward MEP, Senator Fergal
Browne, M. J. Nolan TD, Jim Townsend, Tommy Kinsella, Newtown/Dunleckney
National School, Bagenalstown Credit Union, Orlagh Sampson, Paddy Murphy,
Dowling Family Hurlers Mile, Fr Declan Foley, Carlow Little Theatre Society, The
Nationalist, The Carlow People, KCLR 96fm, Majella O’Sullivan, Fenagh GFC,
Derek Egan, Pascal & Keara O’Dea, Paddy Dermody, Uná Reid, Holden Family
Clonburn, Niall Corcoran, Bric Family Fenniscourt, Liam Nolan, Brendan Lawlor,
Peter Ryan, Aunt Goretti, Pauline, Mary, Anne, Uncle Pat, Lynch family Old
Leighlin, Cushen Family The Little Shop, Paddy & Bridie Shaw, Catherine Quirke,
Anne Nolan, Pat Hosey. Without your contribution & support this project would
not have been possible.
We were very lucky with the group members and to all of you I wish the very best
and I thank you for your friendship.
P.S. If you are considering participating in next years project I’d recommend packing
lots of English dictionaries and if you have room a lap-top and data projector.
Parish website: http://www.bagenalstownparish.com/fenagh/lasallian.htm
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The Slow Pace of Life
By Sinéad Hayes

When some people said I was ‘great to go to Ethiopia’ and
that they ‘could never do anything like that’ I wondered
what they meant. Did they know something I didn’t
know? What was I not getting? I mean, surely I was one
of the lucky ones who got picked to go… I had just gotten
the opportunity of a lifetime… But maybe those people
had some inkling of just how hard it is to come home
from Ethiopia – this is something I hadn’t thought about.
When I got home everything here struck me as luxurious
and excessive. It’s hard to reconcile that with the images I
brought with me from Ethiopia. The people there have nothing. I used to say this
before I went, but back then I didn’t know what I was talking about. Nothing means
nothing in Ethiopia.
Hard and all as it is to believe the vast majority of the population live in mud
huts. If an adult gets a days work the going rate is 80 cent per day. Most of the
children I knew wore the same clothes day in day out; only the very few had shoes.
None of those children brought a lunch to school.
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However, though they have nothing materially they have many things we don’t.
Conversations are rich and entertaining. (Even to somebody who couldn’t
understand a word). The extended family is very important and always close by. And
what I wouldn’t give now for the slow pace of life and a little of their relaxed, chilled
out attitude that is so infectious.
Ethiopians are the
warmest,
most
affectionate people
you’ll meet. They are
generous
and
welcoming.
The
Coffee Ceremony was
a privilege bestowed
on us again and again.
Though they had little
by way of cooking
facilities or even food
we often upset our
‘chefs’ of an evening
by returning back to
base with no mind for
dinner – having dined
out so well.
I wish to thank the
people of Adaba for
opening their homes
and hearts to me and
the other volunteers
this summer. I wish to
thank Br Tom for ‘picking me’ to go. Anyone who gets to travel with Tom is truly
lucky and will have the experience of a lifetime. I wish to thank all the people who
supported The African Project and my involvement with it. Finally, a big ‘thank you’
to my fellow volunteers. They are, to a man and woman, exceptional and I was
honoured to have been among them. Amesegenalo!!
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‘Most of the important things in the world
have been accomplished by people who have
kept on trying when there
seemed to be no hope at all’
By Tara Coady

What affected me most about Ethiopia was not so much
the poverty, the corruption or the complete lack of
everything that we take for granted; it was the people. It is
true that these people have nothing, even less than
nothing, but this is merely in the financial sense and when
it comes down to it, this is really no (meaningful) sense of all. They are so poor but
yet so rich in countless ways. Inherent to their way of life is a deep awareness and
respect for what life should be about, love, family and community. To some, it may
seem like a monotonous and arduous existence, to live simply to survive. When was
the last time that you woke up and were grateful for simply being alive? (you
probably cannot remember) because this is how each day begins in Ethiopia. Theirs
is a culture steeped in tradition and with an acute belief in values, real values; a
culture so removed from any semblance of materialism that it demands respect. The
inner strength of the locals, most especially that witnessed among the women, is
astounding, and as cliché as it sounds, inspiring. You may ask what these people
have accomplished , every day is an accomplishment, a triumph.
Some of what I saw most certainly shocked me but most of what I saw enlightened
me. You will learn more than you could ever hope to teach. Martin Luther King once
said ‘All labour that uplifts humanity has dignity and importance and should be
undertaken with painstaking excellence’, all I can hope is that I gave all that I could.
Can I sum up my Ethiopian experience, no, because no words could ever do it justice.
The people, well they are just like you and me (only probably better)!
To quote Labi Siffre
‘The higher you build your barriers
The taller I become
The farther you take my rights away,
The faster I will run
You can deny me
You can turn your face away
No matter, cos there‚s something inside so strong
I know that I can make it’
That’s what life there is like.
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Quotable Quotes –
You know who you are!
By Tara Coady

‘I’m a man, I don’t think’
‘Johnny Bravo is Johnny Bravo’
‘You have to study for three extra months to teach here’
‘That sounds great, I might do that. O, hang on, I am a teacher’
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‘Would the real Slim Shady please stand up’
‘Hello, I’m Seamus’
‘My ar** is bigger that my belly’
‘I wish I had a bed pan’
‘We should have a tracking device for the socks’
Don’t talk to us Tom, we’re women on the edge’
‘Do you know any of the farming community in Roscommon?’
‘I am the farming community’
‘Have we lost everyone yet’
‘Pass the salt while your talking’/‘No bother, I can do two things at once’ ‘Jasus, your
nearly a woman’
‘Could someone please pass me something to just shove in my mouth’
‘Is there a yokey me jig on the thingy me jig?’/ ‘Yep, here it is’
‘Can’t you just hop on the brush and fly over’
‘Is it possible to actually use the male toilet?’/ ‘It’s possible to use it but it’s just
impossible to get into it’
‘Before the girls moved in we were able to keep the toilet roll dry’
‘Give us a biscuit ya stingy little f*****’
‘Is that orange for sharing?’/’No, where’s yours?’/‘I gave it away’/‘To
who?’/‘Someone more needy than me but sor you enjoy yours’
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‘Life Changing’
By Elaine Curry

Ethiopia has etched in my heart a deep sense of longing, of
yearning; for her land, her peoples and their humbling way
of life. The best way to describe this feeling is a sense of
being incomplete. Since returning home, I have found it
impossible to get Ethiopia out of my mind. Knowing that
many of the friends we made over the six weeks are not
only out of sight but also out of reach is a strange and
saddening feeling. But, peculiar as it may seem, I feel
privileged to have this feeling because I understand that it is
due to having spent the most emotional, worthwhile and challenging weeks of my life.
My preconceptions of Ethiopia, apart from seeing photos from previous
volunteers, were largely based on the world-renowned images of famine, of poverty
and of infertile land yielding insufficient crops. They were of a third world country,
where we, the west, were seen as the developed world. Ethiopia is indeed poor in
many respects. It has famine (that manages to go unnoticed by the rest of the world),
it has severe poverty, it has all the criteria by which a third world country is
measured. However, after my time in Ethiopia, I have doubts as to where the label of
third world should be placed – on us or on them. Ethiopia has, throughout her lands,
a deep-rooted sense of family, a value of life and a faith that the western world seems
to have abandoned. Their minds are not clouded by materialism, by stress or by the
pressures of our ‘developed society’.
Clichéd as it sounds, nothing could have prepared me for the six weeks. Anyone I
had talked to about Ethiopia had said that I just had to experience it for myself; that
no amount of explanation could do justice to the impending experience.
As a Primary Teacher, I knew that teaching in a culture so diverse from that to
which I was accustomed would prove challenging yet priceless. Having a class of
similar age range to that of back home (4 and 5 year olds) was probably the most
amazing challenge – they had only a few words of English, I picked up the necessary
classroom commands in Amharic (‘cutbaru’ and ‘zimbalu’ being the most valuable –
‘sit down’ and ‘be quiet’). Together we spent weeks playing games, singing songs and
colouring (a new experience for them). The game ‘Duck, duck goose’ proved just as
popular as it does back in Ireland! Thus proving that children are the same wherever
they are in the world, whether they have shoes or muddy feet, designer outfits or
raggy clothes. Fundamentally they are the same. That was probably the most
difficult aspect of the experience; here were children, the same age as those I taught
at home, begging us to give them items that Irish children take for granted. The
children we came across in Adaba showed such affection, love and loyalty that I was
heartbroken leaving them.
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When asked whether or not I would go back, my immediate thought is how could
I not. The illnesses, the cultural conflicts, the downs over the six weeks all pale into
insignificance in comparison with what Ethiopia meant to me. Never have I felt such
a diversity of feelings in such a short space of time. Emotions seemed to merge as the
days went on; love, sorrow, anger, pride and shame. This extraordinary blend is
what makes Ethiopia the complex, life-altering experience that I was told it would
be. That a country so deprived of wealth, of food and of overall progression could
show me how to live, could teach me how to appreciate life and could, in six weeks,
allow me to learn more about who I am than others may not even accomplish in a
lifetime, makes me feel incredibly privileged and deeply humbled.
I know I can never leave Ethiopia behind me, that I could never forget her lands,
her peoples and their humbling way of life. I cannot do this because Ethiopia is now
a part of me. Willingly I have surrendered part of myself that now belongs to this
land. And willingly, in time, I will surrender more.
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An Experience of a Lifetime
By John Dynan

Ethiopia – an experience of a lifetime. Quite demanding at
times but also very fulfilling.
Arriving at Bole airport in Addis 4am in the morning –
quite an impressive building. Then the drive up to the
hotel through a deserted city, eerie sensations all round.
Watching the women going to morning prayer, with
smiles that would melt chocolate. Young athletes training
on the roads awaiting their break in the next Olympic
team.
The bus trip down to Adaba, lush fields and the muck experience at Kafoli.
Arriving in Adaba we got a lovely welcome from the locals, mainly women and
children. Where were all the men? Adaba is hectic little town used by transient truck
and bus drivers as an overnight stopover for rest and relaxation!!
Work took a while to get going as we had to go pipe shopping in Sheshamene
And Awassa. The materials were delivered and a few pipes were installed into the
women’s centre. My birthday came along and that was quite eventful, with the gunfight at the OK corral!!
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Work dried up in Adaba so it was off down south to Robe and the installation of
the water supply into Alemgana. This work was very rewarding as we were able to
pipe fresh drinking water into an area that had never had such a supply. The locals
were delighted with lots of hugs and handshakes. I hope the pipe-work lasts though,
as the materials used (the only available) aren’t suitable for conveying fresh water.
It’s a pity polythene pipe is not available, given that it’s use is now worldwide, then
again this is Ethiopia. Baraki, our guide and transport, should be invited onto the
BBC’s programme ‘TOP GEAR’ to test four wheel drive jeeps. He would wreck a
Hummer!! It was nice to have a near death experience every time I travelled with
him.
Mission accomplished, back to Adaba via the Bale national Park, seeing scores of
Wild Boar and Nyala deer. Incredible sight of locals bringing their goods to market,
walking along the valley road strung out like a long line of ants. Back to Adaba, no
more digging for me, the locals will do it and I’m not going to deprive them of their
much-needed Birr. Great hill walk up to Bucha, with the water diving turning out to
great fun and also solving a water-sourcing problem.
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Work had run out at this stage so I decided to kill the boredom by heading off
back to Ireland Via the Scenic route, to Awassa, hippos and all, and then up to Addis
for a couple of days. We also made it to that oasis in the desert, Sodere. Incredible
views of the rift valley and the relaxing hot, hot springs. We went to the afters of a
Muslim wedding with great dancing and singing and no sign of alcohol. They could
teach us Paddies how to enjoy ourselves, sober. We said our teary sad goodbyes and
headed for home.
This trip has made me appreciate what I have at home here in Ireland. We are
spoilt rotten, taxes and all. Ethiopians have very little and are challenged with
adversity in their everyday lives, but they get on with it with smiles on their faces. I
hope someday to return better equipped and organised so that I can achieve more of
what was accomplished in Alemgana, the highlight of ‘Plumb Ethiopia’ There are
many good people there who want me back to make use of my resource that I am
only too happy to give.
Finally, thank-you to Derek for his company and hand out during gruel duty.
Getu, a friend forever, and his welcoming family in Addis and Fr Tom, for showing
us how to eat. Thank you to all the local people we met and the hospitality they
showered on us. I’ll sign off now.
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A Special Place
By Catriona Hosey

When I arrived in Ethiopia the difference between my
luggage and I was that it came prepared, I didn’t! Arriving
in the airport at Addis Ababa exhausted from my travels,
I felt scared. We were packed on a bus at 5am. We
travelled the streets of Addis Ababa in the dark. No street
lights, just shacks and people lying all over the streets on
cardboard. Plenty of athletes out training. Armed men
walking the streets. I felt sad for the homeless and scared
of what was ahead of me. I was in another world!
After a day of rest we set off on a very rough journey to
Adaba. Our welcome there simply blew me away. The genuine admiration from the
locals for Br Tom was incredibly moving. It brought a tear to my eye. I realised I had
come to a special place. A place where I never felt unwelcome, only appreciated. The
people did everything to make us feel at home there.
I didn’t have a word of Amharic, the local language. So with a stick of chalk, a
blackboard and a few teaching resources that I had brought I set out to teach a
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bunch of eight year olds the English language. Kinda funny really! I quickly learned a
few all-important phrases to allow me to get some control in the classroom. They
were so crazed with enthusiasm that they would physically punch one another if they
thought for one second that I was giving more attention to one rather than another. I
think I will remember the children most when I think of Adaba.
I was very touched by my visit to an orphanage in Robe, run by the Mother
Theresa Sisters. I had the opportunity to shake the hands of some of the happiest
kids in the most unhappy circumstances. Kids without families, suffering from
various diseases but yet had the most amazing smile.
Two of my fears about the trip were the lack of privacy for each individual and
how well the group would work together. However, I am absolutely thrilled that my
six weeks were spent with such extraordinary and gifted people, who managed to
have a lot of fun despite the hard work. I took home a lot of respect and gratefulness.
I am very happy that I had the opportunity to work in Ethiopia this past summer.
The memories will be in my life forever. I gave them something small and in return I
received a huge reward, the gift of learning what’s important in life, something I
hope to carry throughout my own life.
Acknowledgements
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A Different Kind of Birthday
By Mairin Dunne

My first impression of Ethiopia was the sound of the
Muslims being called to prayer at 5am, a far cry from
Tramore, Co Waterford. This was the start of my summer
adventure. Our arrival in Adaba was overwhelming, with
the local children and women singing and dancing to greet
us. The people were so warm and welcoming I was made
to feel at home very quickly.
Teaching English to the junior students had its ups and
downs. Some days it was great fun and you really felt you
were achieving something. Other times it was very
frustrating with children being children and the language barrier proved too much.
Despite everything each class ended with hugs and kisses.
The afternoon classes were totally different. These students came from the local
government schools and were very eager to learn. The class started with eighteen
students and quickly rose to forty students. They were very keen to learn English
grammer and took part in some engaging discussions about the state of Ethiopia and
possible solutions for the countrys’ problems.
One of the highlights of the trip was celebrating my birthday Ethiopian style.
While most of the group went for a hike to Herero I went to the hairdresser to be
pampered. My sheruba hairstyle took 4 hours to put up and was followed by a
manicure. Got back to the compound just before the downpour which lead to
flooding and an electricity blackout – with hair style intact. Arrangements for the
party continued by candlelight. I was banished from the kitchen while the finishing
touches were added. After dinner I was dressed in traditional Ethiopian dress, and a
great night was had by all – my most memorable birthday to date.
I will never forget my time in Ethiopia and the people who despite how little
material wealth they had, they shared everything with us.
Acknowledgements
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Meet the Group – Shashaemene
‘Daddy’ Dave Conlisk
A man of passions; partial to a pizza with extra meat and
the odd nipple tweek to keep him on his toes. Was fond of
taking photos – shame he lost his own camera and had to
take them with everyone else’s. Developed a close
friendship with the local police force. ‘From A Distance’
brought a tear to his eye, as did teaching the locals how to
click a mouse for six weeks. Motillium’s best friend. A
great leader to the group – thanks Daddy!

Sandra ‘Bingo Wing’ Fay
Always first up in the morning and kept up the military
style in the classroom. ‘Flew’ in two weeks late. Never
stopped – unlike her insides. Caused a ‘flap’ when she
couldn’t go to Robe but once there, spent the first day in
bed. Was serenaded in Awassa after catching the singer’s
eye – and everything else! One hell of a chick!

Matt ‘Windy Bottoms’ Whelan
The David Attenborough of the group, he took photos of
everything that moved – and didn’t. You always knew
where Matt had been because the windows would be wide
open. Blew Dave away with his awesome sounds… may
explain why they liked to take their showers together!
Made up for the frequent interruptions by dazzling us
with his vocal chords. Went missing-in-action at the
weekends – the altitude must have made him ‘dizzy’. A
gas man – parp!
Caroline ‘Bling Bling’ Campbell
The one the locals loved, she was wearing so many beads
by the end she ran out of spare limbs. Still, she never
complained about the attention. Reinvented the White
Rouges and composed such classics as ‘Daddy, Daddy
Dave’. Developed a phobia towards local transport – at
least one of us had some sense! It wouldn’t have been the
same without her!
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Aoife Rush
The most conscientious of teachers, Aoife was also big
into swimming with her mouth open. Excellent backing
guitarist and vocalist, but never quite got the dissertation
wrapped up. Loved by all her many students, who treated
her to a birthday cake and coffee ceremony before she left.

Shashaemene
By Dave Conlisk

This summer’s trip was my second visit to Ethiopia. The
last time I was doing a bit of teaching English, or at least
trying, along with a bit of building work (again, trying).
This time was different. This year I was part of a group of
five who were based not in the rural areas like Adaba or
Robe, but in Shashemene, which is a large town that acts
as the crossroads for all routes south from Addis Ababa.
We had paved roads and petrol stations (selling
chocolate!). We had a mobile phone. The local school had
a computer lab.This may not tally with your mental image of Ethiopia. However,
bear in mind that though the school has over 1,600 students there, it doesn’t have a
toilet. I kept to the centre of the compound at all times.On this project our group of
five volunteers were all there for one reason, and that was to teach. No building
work to be done, just a full day of teaching each day. We taught everyone from six
and seven year olds up to the teachers themselves, some of whom were well grey at
this stage.I found it a frustrating but rewarding experience. I am not a trained or
qualified teacher, unlike the other four volunteers in our group – I am a computer
programmer. Just because I am good with computers doesn’t automatically mean
that I am good at teaching computers! A lot of patience is required to teach at the
best of times, but when you are teaching something as basic (to me) as how to click
the mouse button, and the student is having difficulty, and they don’t understand
what you are saying to them – it can be trying. For both teacher and student.We take
a lot for granted in Ireland. I’m sure that there aren’t too many fifteen year-olds here
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who are unable to use a mouse. But for some of the students I met this summer, that
was exactly the case.Their eyes were opened up to a world of new experiences, and a
world of new skills to master. The students who attended our school during the year
were lucky; they had access to computers all year round. But the students who came
from the government schools had never used a mouse before, never used a keyboard,
and never had the chance. And to give these young people the chance to learn just the
basics, to get them to draw a house or to type their name, that was rewarding. And
hopefully it will stand to them in the future. I’m sure that they found it as frustrating
at times as I did. But I hope that they enjoyed it and that they learnt something from
it. I know that I did,and if they did too then I’d consider that a successful project.
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Everything in Africa bites, but the bug to go
back is worst of all!
By Aoife Rush

They say that once you get the ‘African Bug’ it is very
difficult to shake off and I suppose I’m a living testament
to this sentiment. I first went out to Adaba in 2003 with
Br. Tom. I felt a number of emotions this year when asked
to join him, and another group of volunteers, out in the
wilds of Ethiopia for a second time; joy, excitement,
delight, enthusiasm, hope… But the most profound
feeling was that of privilege. When asked now how I
found my experiences in Ethiopia it’s difficult for me to aptly describe it. However, I
believe that its’ impact on my life can be summed up in my going back. My first trip
to Ethiopia in 2003 was so wonderful that I never thought that such an experience
could be repeated. However, I can honestly say that Ethiopia 2005 did not
disappoint. Rather it lived up to, and exceeded, my expectations. My experience of
Ethiopia in a nutshell? If I were offered the opportunity a third time I would jump at
the chance!
Acknowledgements
Being in Ethiopia has taught me a lot about what is important to me. I witnessed
people fighting everyday to provide themselves with their basic needs. However, I
also witnessed some of the most impressive examples of humanity, kindness, charity
and compassion here
at
home
while
fundraising for this
trip and these values
were demonstrated in
the generosity and
effort shown by so
many friends on my
behalf.
I would like to
take this opportunity
to thank the large
number of generous
and thoughtful people
who helped make my
trip
to
Ethiopia
Africa Project 2005

37

happen. It’s impossible
for me to mention most
of you individually or
adequately but your
kindness will not be
forgotten!
The
wonderful staff and
students of Stella Maris
School, Tramore, who
went to massive lengths
to help my cause; my
great friends from DCU
and all those who
attended and sponsored
my benefit night in Dublin; neighbours, strangers and the kind people of Tramore
who donated at various times throughout the fundraising, Mr Michael Flynn (FLI),
Br Timothy O’Shea (De La Salle College), Mrs. Oonagh Lane-O’ Kelly, Mr John
O’Shea (O’Shea Brothers Ltd), Supervalu, Tramore, Stephen Keogh (Munster Rugby
Team), Rev Michael Johnston and Carmel King.
Thank you for the walks, quizzes, concerts and coffee mornings! I would also
like to extend my gratitude to all those who kept fundraising even after I had left
for Ethiopia. I want to sincerely thank my family for always being so supportive of
me. A special mention must go to Fr Silvio who looked after me so well while
working in Shashemene, Assegid who chauffered and organised us so capably in
Ethiopia, this year’s volunteers in Adaba and Robe who did such tremendous work
and were great
company and
support, Br Tom
Walsh, without
whom this would
have never
happened and
Caroline, Dave,
Matt and Sandra
(Shashemene
group) who were
such good friends
and a good laugh
– thank you all
for such a
memorable
experience!

38

Africa Project 2005

God’s Green Earth
By Matt Whelan

Imagine standing in the middle of Croke Park on AllIreland final day. The match is in full flow, over 83,000
fans cheering their team on and enjoying every minute of
the day, and you’re stood there in the middle of it all, lost.
You have little or no interest in what’s going on. No
matter how hard you try you cannot mentally adjust to
what’s going on around you and what’s worse, you don’t
really want to. All that you can think about is a different
place, a different time and different people. Recognise the
feeling?
If so it’s more than likely that you’ve taken part in an Africa project. You have
spent six unforgettable and probably life-altering weeks living working and forging
bonds with the most amazingly genuine, friendly and loving people on God’s green
earth. You have experienced a six week long emotional roller coaster and then found
yourself lost and unbelievably lonely back in the world you left in June.
People ask you things like ‘how did you get on?’ or ‘was it tough?’, and you think
to yourself, no matter what words you use to describe what you’ve seen and done
and the unconditional love you’ve felt from everyone you’ve met, you can never truly
describe the experience. Pictures help but the reality is, You have to live it to feel it.
And should that lonely, lost feeling last until Christmas or beyond I wouldn’t mind,
it was worth it.
I
consider
myself extremely
lucky to have been
a part of this
year’s project in
Ethiopia
and
particularly
blessed to have
ended up as part
of
the
Sheshamenee
crew. Being the
only ‘newby’ was,
I feel, a positive
experience
all
round. I learned a
lot from the past
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experiences of ‘Daddy’ Dave and my three older foster sisters Sandra, Aoife and
Caroline (They of the Bingo Wings), and I think they quite enjoyed seeing me
experience the newness of every little thing as they had in previous years. We all
clicked fantastically well from day one and scarily never argued once about
anything. We lived, worked, travelled and socialised together on a constant basis and
never tired of each other (but definitely of each others gaseous emissions. Sorry
lads!!!).
Our work consisted of five hours teaching and entertaining in the Catholic school
from Monday to Friday. I’m sure it often appeared to turn into organised chaos but
the kids loved it and it was great. We visited and helped out with some other projects
in and around Sheshamanee too. Experiencing the feeding centre near the shanty
town run by the saintly Di Facult sisters is something that will stay with me until my
dying day. The hospital and leper colony in Gambo was a real eye-opener and heartbreaker, as was our visit to the orphanage in Robe and hanging out with the street
boys was nothing short of magic.
I made many learnings during my time in Ethiopia and here are just a couple I’d
like to share. Firstly, deep down people are all the same. No matter what our race,
colour or creed we all have the same basic needs and wants. Fresh water, nourishing
food, shelter and to be loved are all fairly obvious needs just as a better life for
ourselves and our families are all basic wants, but unfortunately for a massive
proportion of the human race, and unfortunately the majority of Ethiopians, some of
these basic essentials for living are nothing more than a dream. This is not due to life
choices but simply because of fate, or whatever you choose to call it. In short we, in
the developed world are lucky. Luckier than any of us can or will ever be able to
imagine. We have been born into a world of comfort that many millions could never
fathom. Although they breathe the same air, look the same and act the same as us,
these poor unfortunate souls will never enjoy the life we, selfishly, often complain
about.
Secondly, people say ‘money can’t buy you love’, and ‘money isn’t the be all and
end all in life’ and I completely agree. Real love has no material price and it never
kept anyone alive longer than the lord intended but what money can do, when spent
correctly, is a massive amount of good in helping to provide for those who really
need it. In short what has become clear to me is excess in the extreme is just plain
wrong. I’m not preaching, or suggesting that we give up all of our earthly goods, but
at the same time surely when we find ourselves comfortable according to our living
needs and most wants (not many people will ever realize all of their wants in
fairness), we should all really consider giving a little more of our excess in order to
help people to help themselves to a ‘brighter future’.
For those of us who have shared this experience and may never venture back to
Ethiopia again the very least we can do is keep the candle burning and spread
awareness in as many circles as we possibly can. And for those of us who will, may
the good work continue for many years to come.
Céad míle buíochas agus Dia libh uilig.
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‘The world is my home
to do good is my religion’
By Assegid Negash

My dear friends, I have no word to express my sheer admiration about all your
activities in Ethiopia. All the group members who were here in Shashemene, Adaba
and Robe, really you gave us all what you have, your precious time, true love, money
and your life experiences as well. All your generosity reached us with out any
discrimination of religion and life status but, just humanity. It was really great.
Dear friends, we had a wonderful time in Ethiopia. I admired your patience about
our poor quality of accommodation, transportation service and that terrible road. I
have no word to express my gratitude for what I learnt from the group and what you
did for all of us, I just said for all the volunteers and for those who are helping our
mission by sponsoring your coming to Ethiopia – I would like to say ‘EGZEI
ABHER YESTELIGNE’ GOD BLESS YOU!!!
Finally, I would like to say thank you very much for Br Tom, who gave me this
chance to stay, disturb and work with the volunteers, and also
to the volunteers, for your welcome face!!!
‘LINK IN A CHAIN OF GOODNESS’
This is your brother Assegid Negash In Ethiopia.
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Meet the Group – Goba
Joe Mc Caffrey (AKA The New Sicknote)
Joe made sure to carry well beyond his weight on the
mission. It was, unfortunately, all centred in his swollen
kneecap. But people’s regard for Joe was shown by the
number who volunteered to support him and stay back to
help him when he was stumbling at the doorway of a
hostelry. After resting up in preparation for work Joe quickly
succeeded in contracting typhoid. This was a magnificent
feat, given the number of inoculations he had been given, and
many people wondered how this had happened. We were, of
course, very concerned – especially as Joe ( because of his
swollen leg) had been left in charge of purifying water.
Throughout our time there Joe made his mark on every excursion. It was
generally a big X on whatever bottle he was drinking from. Or sometimes an
unintentional mark on whatever he was sitting on. Speaking of sitting, he entertained
us mightily with a unique demonstration of how to obtain a stool sample with a
matchstick and beer mat technique.
Despite this everyone enjoyed his mighty food concoctions and quickly put aside
thoughts of infection and contamination in the face of dishes that did seem to
contain meat and marvellous omelettes, all prepared without the use of hygienic
hand protection.
When he finally got back to his old healthy self he quickly got stuck in and made
up for lost time – we had all wondered how the beer from the village had lasted so
long. Maith thu, Joe, you showed determination, good humour and guts. Yes, we
saw a lot of your guts…
Jim Tracey (The Original Sicknote)
Jim put paid to any allegations of malingering and slacking by always being first up
in the morning – no matter how many hits he had taken from that little silver flask.
Actually it wasn’t that little – and he was most generous in
passing it around. And not a one of us mentioned a word
about someone trying to spread the blame.
At nights he could be relied upon for informative and
stimulating debates and anecdotes of Belfast in the 60s
and 70s… and 80s and 90s… and some of us wondered
what age the man was…and exactly how many people
had been out to get him back in the day? And why would
anyone argue or row with a man as convivial and genial
as Jim? It was all surely experience that had led to his
versatility in ducking and diving.
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In the orphanage at Goba Jim’s light shone through like a beacon (or maybe that
was his burned head). The children enjoyed his good humour and smile… and
strangely not a one of them wanted to argue with him either. I have lasting memories
of the same little boy meeting him each day at the gate with his hand out to take
Jim’s fingers or be lifted up and carried about the dusty grounds. Jim never showed
tiredness or strain with the children. Some people said he saved it for Hugh O’Hare.
But I don’t believe you, Hugh…
Stephen Ramsay (The Leader)
Stephen showed great strength and calm and perseverance
the whole time we were there; certainly he was always one
of the last we were able to get to bed – no matter how
much people said, Stephen, Get to bed! At times the strain
of looking after the needs and concerns of a whole group
seemed to visibly take its toll. I think this was especially
evident on the day his volleyball team began to crumble
under the pressure and he was so caught up with providing
support that he twisted his ankle. We thought for a while
he would be joining Joe McCaffrey in the kitchen, which
would have been an X Factor of a whole different calibre.
Stephen showed tremendous strength of character and patience, negotiating
between our Ethiopian contacts and the group, trying to reconcile the needs and
demands of many characters and personalities; we saw him many’s a night meditate
on dilemmas (Use the bottle opener, some would say) and struggle in his heart to find
a way forward (Try holding on to the floor, others advised); but, in the end, we
believe he achieved a kind of Karma, a profound understanding of the Ancient Celtic
Transcendental Mode, known to the enlightened and adept as The Total and Utter
Frying of the Head. Only a very few have walked this mysterious path and returned
to spread their wisdom, having so far removed themselves from the petty concerns of
this world. Stephen, however, endeavoured to spread his wisdom every night. For
many these were difficult lessons. More than a few found themselves unable to
adhere to the Guiding Principles: ‘No, Please,’ they would beg, ‘I really do need to
get to bed…’ But, no! Stephen was there for them. ‘You have to understand,’ he
would say. And demonstrate the power of positive drinking once more…
Gerard ‘Yash’ Armstrong
This quietly spoken former Antrim great was to gain a new
lease of life in Ethiopia. His legendary tales and late night
chanting had all hoping that he might just go to bed early at
least once. (No such luck) A dab hand in the kitchen who was
definitely a Mrs Mop. We are no longer sure about this self
proclaimed hard man. It seems that his bark is much worse
than his bite. PS thanks for the secret stash of mars bars
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Jim ‘Jimbo’ McLaughlin
This teetotaller was the man of reason. Managed to take
Tracey under his wing. Always assured of a song. Gavin
reckons that he was a much better guitar teacher than Br
Martin. Had to put up with some major head frying (from
Hugh), but this poet or is comic writer coped with all
situations. Very admirable. A unique laugh that could be
heard across Ethiopia.

Eoin ‘The Dub’ Walsh
Tom’s blue eye and the Leader. This boy could do no wrong.
Knew everyone in Robe, Goba, Addis sorry Ethiopia!! A
great asset to the group he had been to Ethiopia loads of
times… once!!! . He was fantastic at driving and never
complained once. Made everyone feel welcome, some more
so than others. Continues to make frequent visits to Belfast
because he loves… the place.

Br Martin ‘AKA Walter’ Kearns
This young 67 year old with a voice of an angel managed to
loose his suitcase, guitar, passport… his mind. The only thing
that he managed to remember was the words of KUM BY YA.
Marvellous!!!! Never made a meal or washed a dish. There is
always next year.

Linda (Martin’s mate) McGarry
This dog lover followed Walter everywhere. He was her
guardian angel protecting her against all obstacles in the way.
This late nite reveller had constant problems with mosquito
nets and finding her toothbrush or as it that she just wanted
to talk to Denise? A great pole dancer!!!
Aoife ‘The Dub’ O’Hagan
Waited until most of the fundraising was completed before
deciding to join the group. Went to Ethiopia and fell in love…
with the country. Still making regular trips to Dublin. Argued
with Joanne regarding the Ethiopian Royalties title. Has
staged a coup along with Joanne Doherty to take over the
organisation of the trip from Stephen.
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Hugh ‘Busby’ O’Hare
Must have shares in Ethiopia Telecom; tried every
conceivable method at every possible opportunity to contact
home. Spent any remaining time either teaching singing or
reminding everyone that he was a super teacher. Just a pity no
one taught him to sing.

Gary ‘Martin’s doing my head in’ Sheehan
Stayed up marginally later than Yash. ‘Martin’s doing my
head in’, he would tell all and sundry, ‘Martin’s doing my
head in’. Could not seem to find a comfortable bed to sleep
in.
Alistair ‘The Chef’ McGilligan
Fair play to whoever decided that
there was no point in allowing Ally into a classroom with his
north Antrim accent – sure it was hard enough for any of us
to understand him. So he had to be the chef. With hindsight,
he would have been better in the classroom. If any of us ever
see another overcooked, unseasoned, overboiled, lump of
congealed, coagulated… it will be too soon.

Joanne ‘Rasharkin’ Doherty
Whoever decided that it was a good idea to put Joanne into a
classroom with her north Antrim accent obviously felt Ally
was a better chef. There are now hundreds of Ethiopian
children running about singing the Christy Moore epic, ‘I
wish I was back heme in Derry, hye’. The only person to meet
Ethiopian Royalty Another teetotal member of the group,
whose main aim seemed to be to get Rasharkin on the
international map.

Denise ‘The Eager Beaver’ Cassidy
Like Yash and Gary, Denise proved to be the life and soul of
the group. She simply did not know when to go to bed. Never
afraid to ask advice or help from those around her, Denise set
the record for the number of questions Stephen received in
one hour.
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Eugene ‘The New Leader’ Turner
Having formed an unholy alliance with Fr. Baraki, Eugene
has decided to take over the organisation. So everything will
be changed, the dates, the amount of luggage, the flight
details, the transport, the group members, the food, and the
accommodation. Hopefully he wont be so busy with this that
we will have to suffer another of his PowerPoint
presentations. Eugene also has developed a very important
role as counsellor for the group – his results speak for
themselves.

Title of Article
By Stephen Ramsey

I had been trying to prepare myself mentally for the four
weeks that I intended to stay in Ethiopia since deciding to
travel. I had also encouraged others within our group to
do so. However no matter how many television images I
had seen or conversations I had with Tom or Eoin,
nothing could have prepared me for the Ethiopian project
of 2005. To say that it was a life changing experience, in a
positive way, would be an understatement. While new
friendships were made old friendships were truly
cemented.
The fifteen hour journey from Addis to our base in Robe allowed each of our
group to see at first hand life in Ethiopia. As we travelled along the dirt tracks there
seemed to be no apparent highway code. You basically managed your way along the
road moving from the right to the left in an attempt to ensure that the vehicles
remained on four wheels. Those travelling with Father Baraki definitely had a white
knuckle ride as he seemed oblivious to the large pot holes and the on coming cattle. I
had learnt my first lesson, try and avoid travelling with ‘The Brack’ as he became
affectionately known.
Perhaps the most striking image on our hectic journey was how green the
countryside actually was. I had not envisaged this before hand. In the fields there
was no discrimination against age or gender. Young and old, male and female all had
a definite role in pursuit of food. They were the lucky ones. Those not so fortunate
found themselves begging for a living. This was to be a common sight whether in
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Addis, Robe, Goba or Alamghana. Although continually instructed not to give to
beggars I have to confess that the longer I spent in Ethiopia I began to give when the
situation was appropriate.
The group received an unbelievable welcome no matter where we went. However
the first day arriving in Alamghana, which was a predominantly Muslim area, will
stay with me for the rest of my life. The whole village turned out (over 2,500 people).
I found this to be a very humbling and overwhelming experience. The reality of the
situation was that a Catholic Priest Aba Baraki was setting out to build a school for
a Muslim community with funding from Ireland. To me this was the measure of this
remarkable man.
For many in this rural community it was the first time that they had come into
contact with white people. Not only were we white but the fact that we were a
Christian group now seems rather ironic, given the current global political situation.
This did not deter this endearing community who were so enthusiastic towards us.
This was highlighted when we returned to teach. Children mixed with a significant
number of adults were huddled into makeshift classrooms eagerly waiting for any
information that we could provide. Those unable to gain access to the classrooms
stood at the door way or literally hung through the so called windows. In some
classes that were being taught there would have been up to one hundred and fifty
people. The high standard of English surprised me to say the least. Many had no
problem reading and writing in English. There main area of concern was
pronunciation. Once this was identified strategies were put in place to try and
overcome this. Perhaps the most comical incident was trying to get a class full of
Ethiopians to sing Christy Moore’s version of ‘I wish I was back home in Derry’.
It was unfortunate that our stay was cut short. However it should be recognised
that the group from Belfast did have an impact on this community. A new school will
be completed and Ethiopian teachers were provided with resources and instructions
on how to further the progress of their pupils. Both will have a lasting impact on the
community.
I hope that the reader appreciates that it is extremely difficult to explain what life
is like in Ethiopia to someone who has not experienced it first hand. I feel that it is
best summed up that the Ethiopian people have little in terms of materialistic riches
but are rich in their kindness, friendship and intelligence. The fact preparations are
now in progress for 2006 and that so many from the 2005 group which to return is
testimony to this.
The La Salle project was not simply the sixteen people from Belfast and Eoin. It
was a network of teachers and pupils who allowed for the project to be such a
success. It should also be acknowledged that what started as a school project has
now developed into a local community project. To all those who contributed, thank
you. I would also like to thank Br Tom for his advice throughout the planning of the
project and for ensuring that everyone was safe at all times. To my family, who
provided constant support throughout the time I was away and during the eighteen
months of planning, I say: I will not forget.
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My Africa Experience
By Eugene Turner

I found the experience fantastic as did we all. What
surprised me was the friendliness of everyone especially
the kids. They had nothing yet were happy, a lesson for us
all I think. I wanted to build and started the School in
Alemghana but the locals took over and we re-focused
our efforts to build a Grotto in the orphanage in Goba
and teach in Robe. It gave us immense satisfaction to have
the kids help us by carrying bricks and mixing concrete. I
gave a few lessons to some of the staff on how we present
things in school here in Ireland. I visited GORO the
drought region. These people just wanted to be relocated. Sister De Gracias brought
back 200 kids to her orphanage in Goba and we supplied bedding and medical
supplies. We just went out and bought all the mattresses and bedding we could find.
She was overjoyed!
Myself and Allistair McGilligan are leading the charge for next years trip and are
planning the fundraising activities. A Few Discos, night at the races, aerobics night,
etc. Any corporate people out there are welcome to get in touch. High publicity of
course. We have had two full page spreads in the local Press (Irish News) including a
Full front page cover story. But I'm sure you have heard it all before. Anyway it was
a fantastic experience and we are now sharing it with our school pupils. School
Contact No is 0044-2890-508800
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A Lot Done…
By Eoin Walsh

It’s quite possibly a strange thought but I would love for
everyone to experience the events we experienced in
Ethiopia. For everyone to experience the harsh reality of
life in a country such as Ethiopia. The beauty, poverty,
cruelty, injustice of life and death of a land struggling for
survival. The green and beautiful landscape can change
within days. Exposure to such places, as Ethiopia, can be
the only way to ‘positive change’. The solution can only
come from Governments established as leaders in the First
World. Our job is to continue to spread the word,
pressurise and plead. The events and places I have been honoured to experience
cannot be described. As before, words are not enough. Our worst and best dreams
could never replicate.
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The physical beauty of Ethiopia belies the pain and suffering endured by its
people over the past 20 years. The famine and malnutrition of the 80s and 90s has
reduced dramatically. A national drought struck more recently in 2002 but a
return to normal weather patterns late in 2003 has helped agriculture. Due to a
lack of proper irrigation and agricultural funding, however, the shadow of famine
still hangs over many areas. A bad harvest can put many lives at risk on a weekly
basis. Our Group were exposed to such a drought in a remote region. A drought,
which, some Local Authorities, would prefer to have been forgotten about.
Because of this Human tragedy, our Group of 17 volunteers, 16 from Belfast, were
lightly exposed to the consequences of politics over humanity. The Bale Region
seemed a little tense. The Political situation was affecting the social psyche across
Ethiopia and I could feel that. A different feeling than before. Local government
officials meeting on a regular basis and some locals unwilling to discuss the
situation. Politics and Politicians are not on our agenda and we must stay clear as
much as possibly but they provide blocks for every Volunteer Group in Ethiopia.
I’ll leave that for now.
I would like to take this opportunity to thank everyone of the Belfast Group. To
be honest, the work they carried out prior to leaving was immense and they brought
this enthusiasm with them to the Bale Region of Ethiopia. I am proud to have
worked, travelled and lived with them and I hope our friendship continues.
Once again, I would like to stress to anyone thinking about getting involved with
the Lasallian World Projects, to please do so. Contact Brother Tom and you will
begin the process of getting deep into a life changing, life giving opportunity.
Ethiopia is full of beauty and packed with generous, kind and helpful people. But
there are dangers that come with a country, economy and social differences that may,
perhaps, only be found in Ethiopia. Be prepared for learning on your feet. Each day
will bring something new and something that may test you to extremes. If you are
willing, open, giving and have a sense of adventure, then Ethiopia Project 2006 will
bring you a lifetime of memories. I am humbled by the adventures and my eyes are
opened to a new world that needs our help and determination to ensure it continues
to rise among the nations of Africa.
Acknowledgements
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Various Works
By Martin Kearns

Sometime in 2004 some of the staff in La Salle Boys’
School in Andersonstown enquired if the De La Salle
Brothers organised Third World Projects during the
summer. We discovered that groups of recent past pupils
travelled each year to Ethiopia to take part in
development projects there. We approached Br Tom and
were authorised to form a team of staff from our own
school which would work in the southwest of the country
for four weeks during the summer of 2005.
I volunteered for the project because I realised that
because of my age this might be my last chance, and because I was inspired and
carried along by the enthusiasm of many of the younger teachers in the school. I had
plenty of anxieties about the trip, probably based on fear of the unknown and on
concerns about illness. But our immediate focus was fund-raising. We soon
discovered that the generosity of people of West Belfast was amazing. Their financial
contributions, both large and small, said to us that what we planned to do was
somehow being blessed by the community around us. They were commissioning us
to help on their behalf those people less fortunate than all of us.
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Almost without our realising it, the day of our departure [15 June, 2005] sped
into view and we set off for Africa via Heathrow. The journey to Robe in southeastern Ethiopia was long and arduous. But the welcome we received was fantastic.
Other Irish volunteers from previous years had obviously won the hearts of the
locals. We had reached our destination and, having been warmly received by our
hosts, we were ready to use our individual talents to touch lives. Various members of
the group directed their energies towards helping to build a school complex in
Alamghana, while others concentrated on teaching some of the hundreds of local
young people who presented themselves at the primitive classrooms that had to serve
as a school in the meantime.
Another group of helpers, including myself, chose to work in a nearby orphanage
run by the Mother Teresa Sisters [Missionaries of Charity]. The residents of this
orphanage – and there were over 750 of them – were provided with intensive
physical and medical care by the three Sisters working there. They would otherwise
have been homeless and hopeless. We visited the orphanage on a daily basis and did
our best to cheer up the residents there by playing games with them and trying to
devise ways of occupying them. Nail varnish, bubbles and music became all
important. We even managed to give basic guitar tuition to those youngsters that
were musically inclined. We were aware that the little we could do was so
insignificant in the face of the huge needs that existed. But the smiles of those we
worked with convinced us that we were making a difference.
Local difficulties meant that we had to leave the Robe region about a week early.
We travelled back to Ireland on 5 July. But Ethiopia is now a big part of our lives and
we are looking forward to making a return trip there next summer. We realise now
that we became part of a mission, and our focus now is for this mission to continue.
We wish peace and success to all the other groups travelling to Ethiopia in 2006.

The Light in Ethiopia…
By Jim McLaughlin

The light in Ethiopia seems brighter, more luminous, as if
colours were lit from the inside, everything sharply
delineated, etching images of objects and people into your
mind. And so visions are imprinted in memory; like the
day, driving to Alem Ghana, when we saw the clutch of
wild dogs snapping chunks of flesh from the carcass of a
donkey; and then, on the road back, three vultures
clipping at the stripped bones in the ditch.
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The ‘roads’ are always an experience; from the slithering tracks where buses lie
overturned in water and muck and people gather to heave shoulders against rusting
metal, trying to push it all back to upright; or the dry dust and stone that you
rumbled and swerved over and around, with animals and people flashing into your
path, and pictures of imminent disaster lurch suddenly to the front of your mind.
Except in the night, when the light goes. Gone. A deeper blackness where you
can’t see the road at all and your destination is a hope you place in the hands of the
driver.
At every destination you reach you step down into a field of smiles and hands,
fingers reaching out for yours or touching your skin, your hair. You quickly realise
that your white skin makes you the exotic here and for the first few times this is a
freak to the brain: too many people, too close in, breathing your breath, knowing
that you can’t break away, can’t move, the claustrophobia of a crowd where your
space is not your own and you can’t claim it because you haven’t the words.
And, that in itself, is a lesson about the nature of the place: people there do not
have their own space or the privacy that we regard and prize so highly; personal
space is a luxury, just one of the many that we possess and take for granted. In the
orphanage in Goba children are crowded in dormitories and share narrow camp
beds; their playing space is the small arena of dirt and debris between buildings and
the metal gates that seal male and female compounds at night. When you appear
they clamber to have fingernails and toenails adorned with nail varnish. The sisters
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provide clothes and food but the toys we bring along vanish, carried away to corners
and crannies and wherever children can find to ‘secure’ a treasured ball or pencil or
little picture book. We see that these kids have no concept of team games. They
scramble, laughing, after a bouncing ball or chase the gleaming rainbow spheres of
bubbles we blow in the air but then there is the scrabble for the object of desire
afterwards, to us a stupid little thing, and for them a treasure, even a tiny empty nail
varnish vial a precious icon.
These simple things are experiences they have not had; how would they be when
even the space they share is not theirs? This is hard for us to realise; but then, when
you are able to demonstrate something as simple as a game of Rounders, and see the
joy and laughter a game can generate, see bodies suddenly electric with movement
and energy, you realise that your concepts and ideas and preconceptions need to
move, to get that jolt – and laughter and the thrill of games are great catalysts to
thought and action; you try harder, you sharpen up and look more closely and think,
What can I do?
There are sights that are hard to take; children who are physically and mentally
disabled and out there on the hard ground or clustered along the walls inside the
compounds, rocking in the sun, searching the air with opaque eyes. The sisters work
constantly to ensure they are clean and fed but, with the limited facilities they have at
their disposal, this is a constant struggle. There are children with open wounds and
sores and there are flies squirming in these holes in their skin and it is difficult to
look at and your heart does sink way down inside you and you can do nothing but
admire the young volunteers who plunge in, dressing wounds, massaging oil on to
dried and emaciated legs and arms and you make yourself do what you can do to
help also, which at times seems not a lot, not a lot at all, but then everything, every
little thing that we assume we have a right to, the space, the water, the clean clothes,
the smiles, the games, the talk, the songs, the brothers and sisters and parents and
people to hold, the right to walk about and be free in our own skin, every little thing
is something special here, a big thing; and to hold hands and sing a song and smile
and hug someone is something good. And yes, it makes you feel good too ( and you
feel guilty about feeling good because these kids are giving back so much for so little
and that’s always been the way and a smile in the face of pain is a huge thing). I think
of the little boy with cerebral palsy, arms skewed and twisting in the cooler air of
one of the dormitories, lips pulled back into a huge smile as someone touched his
hands. His friend (a child who had shared that little cot – hardly big enough for one
– with its thin blanket) had died the week before. That smile was courage in the teeth
of loneliness and fear, it was joy at a simple touch, it was recognition of someone
being there. And light glinting in eyes that have been dulled is a big thing, big enough
to shake you and break a little piece of your heart. And these are things that stay
with you and you hope you can share them with just a few more people. And maybe
if there are enough little things and little glimpses and little moments then a change
will come. And maybe is a big word…
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Reflections
By Hugh O’Hare
This was a remarkable experience and the memories will
live with me forever. The people we met, Fr Baraki, Sr di
Gracia, Assegid, Mengusto, Aberrtha, Mama and many
more were all fantastic. I’ll never forget the welcoming
smiles on the faces of the excited children as they
swamped us on arrival to Allemghana. It was
overwhelming. Amidst the tangible poverty there was a
deep richness. The people were rich in spirit, in
gracefulness, in gratitude and in potential. The children
and young people were bursting with enthusiasm to learn.
Having over a hundred young people packed into a small dark ‘classroom’, with as
many more outside trying to get in was truly a humbling experience. There is a
wealth of potential within the immensely young population of Ethiopia. If only more
physical and financial resources were made available, I believe this vast reservoir of
human potential could be tapped.
Regrettably our Ethiopian adventure was cut short but the memories I’ll keep for
a lifetime. I feel exceptionally enriched by my experiences and I will be eternally
grateful to all those who made this project possible. Those are, the people and clergy
in our community who generously supported us in our fund raising efforts; our
Principal Aidan and all the staff and pupils in our school who gave us
encouragement and great support throughout. I want to thank my parents, brothers
and sisters and my parents’, brothers’ and sisters’ in law for all their help and
support. I particularly want to thank my wife Anne and my daughter Ciara, whose
support and patience were tremendous throughout. I also want to thank my
colleagues who went on the Project and all those who did Trojan work in the
background, Brendy, Buchies, Paul, John, Big John, Brian, Nuala, Joanne, Aileen,
Dawn, Mairead, Paula and I’m sure there are more – so please forgive me. I want to
thank Br Tom for setting up the Project and Eoin for his guidance and efforts.
Finally, and I know this will embarrass him but I feel it has to be stated, Stephen
you’re a champion! I know I am speaking for everyone when I say how grateful we
are for the endless effort and energy you put in to organising this Project from start
to finish. Maith thu.
Now for some lighter moments…
The funniest moment…
This for sure had to be the evening when Linda told us all how she tried to help a
deranged young lad in the orphanage who was vigorously in the process of polishing
a rolling pin. The poor fellow took a bad reaction when Linda insisted on giving him
a hand and he proceeded to chase her around the orphanage waving the rolling pin
at her. Linda recalled how she bravely wrestled with the young man and was only
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able to calm him down when she took a firm grip on the rolling pin and threatened
to break it in half and take it home with her. Linda was rather confused with regard
to the root cause of the gross over reaction of the young inmate. She was a little
embarrassed when it was explained to her that what she had threatened to take
home with her was not in fact a rolling pin but rather, in the young man’s belief, a
ceremonial staff with mystical powers that was deeply rooted within his ancestry.
This staff was a great source of pride to the young man who would often be seen
displaying it around the orphanage. There was no way he was giving it to Linda. We
all a had a good laugh but Linda maintained that if she’d had a camera she could
have proved she had a rolling pin at home that was the spitting image of the
ceremonial staff. (I hope you don’t have a bone to pick with me over this Linda).
The second most disappointing moment…
Yash the General lost his stripes. I couldn’t believe it when Yash bottled out. Jim
Tracy had devised a clever and daring plan to relieve Martin of the chords of ‘Kum
By Yah’, but Yash took cold feet. It was only when we got home that Yash disclosed
that his real prize was in fact Martin’s guitar. He couldn’t tell anyone at the time
because he was part of a ‘sleeper cell’ and he couldn’t get near the guitar because
either Mengusto, or Niall, or Gary, or Jim, or Stevie, or Denise, or Aoife, or Joanne,
or Linda, or Gavin, or Joe, or Eugene, or Eoin, or Ali, or Fr Baraki, or Sr di Gracia,
or the Bishop were always carrying it. All’s forgiven Yash.
The most mysterious moment…
Still can’t figure out how Niall got ‘ripped off’ by the local transport operators when
he’d no birr to start with.
The scariest moment…
Sorry, you’ll have to ask Jim McLoughlin what he thought of Baraki’s driving on the
way back from Allemghana.
Other moments…
Rasharkin rashers made from pasta.
Stevie threatening Niall to print only ‘nice’ photos of him.
Joe ‘the Fragile First Class Citizen’ sipping champagne.
Being out performed, out classed and out sung by Baraki’s choir.
Jim ‘the chef’s’ cooking?
The night Jim freed Ireland, Ethiopia, Palestine, The Rosport Five…
The ‘half a hole’ that Stevie and Ali spent a day digging.
Night time routine: 12.00 am, Joe snoring for Ireland; 1.00 am, Gavin imitating
playing the French horn; 2.30 am, the rooster; 4.30 am, the loud haler from the
mosque; 6.00 am, Jim Mc Loughlin’s laughter – is it any wonder I nearly didn’t go to
bed one night!
Proudest moment…
Being part of a great team and great school who are making a real difference to the
quality of living of people in one of the poorest places in Africa. I hope to return to
Ethiopia but for now – Slán go foil.
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Its Hard to Imagine
By Gary Sheehan

It’s very difficult to write about a country and its people
which has had a lasting impact on my life. Despite the
long journey from Belfast to Robe which took around a
day the scenery was fantastic. The drive over the
mountains was breathtaking however the road from
Sashemana to Robe was a country lane of about 200 km.
The photos show how green Ethiopia is unlike what I
imagined it to be. In this way its very similar to Ireland.
TV pictures always show Ethiopia as a poor desert
country with starvation rampant in all corners but its very
tropical and the soil is very fertile. The calendar and time system is completely
different. Amazingly the year was 1997 and it was great to feel young again.
I absolutely enjoyed how friendly and welcoming Ethiopians were. The children
were stunning. They were delighted to meet us and taking our hands walked with us
to Robe town centre. They were extremely happy with the little they had although
some constantly asked for money. Once they realised they weren’t getting any they
were quite happy to take our empty water bottles. They even took some filled bottles
and emptied the water out of them. They were always keen to speak English at every

Africa Project 2005

57

opportunity and quite often the common questions were ‘What is your name?’ and
‘How are you?’ apart from the usual ‘Give us your money!’
I spent some time teaching in a nearby school Almaghana. When the team arrived
it was a bit intimidating when we were surrounded by hundreds of children who just
wanted to meet us and shake our hands. The first day teaching was a general
welcome in English, Irish and Aromic. Its hard to imagine that there could be some
students speaking English never mind Irish with a strong Belfast accent! That first
day was frightening being thrown in the deep end not knowing what to teach but
with the help of Eoin we managed to do something. The rest of the time I reverted
back to Maths which was great as all were practising their English which is an
essential part of their curriculum. The classes were quite big compared to those at
home somewhere around 120 not including those looking in through the windows.
Its not often teachers get a round of applause at the end of each lesson but it was
very reassuring to feel appreciated. The academic standard in Ethiopia is extremely
high. Each classroom had very highly educated assistants who were fluent English
and Aromic speakers to help explain the lesson.
The orphanage in Goba was a mixed experienced. I personally found it tough
however the sisters looked after everyone extremely well and the orphanage was
cleaned everyday. I spent
most of my time playing
with the children
throwing Frisbees,
blowing up balloons and
painting their nails. I
really enjoyed blowing
soap bubbles and
watching their reaction,
it was amazing. The
Frisbees didn’t last long
within 10 minutes they
were all on the roof of
the church.
Finally I really
enjoyed my short time
there. It was unfortunate
that we all had to come
home so quickly as I felt
I was just finding my
feet. Children back
home need to realise
how lucky they are
compared to those in
poor countries.
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Thanks a Million – Amese Gnalo
So many people were involved in making a project like AP 2005 a success. Many
people have kept faith with us over the years. Some have asked to remain
anonymous. Among the many I would like to thank are the following:
• Thanks to the Irish Province of the De La Salle Brothers, especially Brothers
Stephen and Francis and the District Council who were particularly supportive.
To Br John Gaule for his support and his work in promoting awareness of
missionary efforts abroad.
• Thanks to Development Co-operation Ireland for making very generous funds
available for projects in Ethiopia.
• To the people of Robe/Shashemane/Adaba/Alemgana who welcomed us with
open arms. Once again special thanks to the Brothers at De La Salle College,
Waterford for their understanding and support every years. To Br Damien and
the community, the entire staff, students and parents of the College for
supporting the fundraising efforts, especially all during Mission Week.
• John Doyle for First Aid Supplies.
• Br Martin, the staff, the students and the Board of Management of St Stephen’s
Street.
• ASTRA ZENECA IRELAND LTD, especially Noreen King and GERRY BURKE
for providing the group with anti-malarial medication.
• Michael Quilty & Niall Phelan, Glanbia, Kilmeaden for quality cheese.
• Mount La Salle, for making their venue available for group meetings.
• All De La Salle and Associated Schools.
• To Carmel King and her Tramore lady walkers.
• Volunteers from previous projects,
• Downpatrick PPU. My sincere thanks for your gifts.
• Seamus Wallace, Joanna McClonaghon, Martin O’Connor.
• Dr Aiden Hamill and De La Salle Boy’s School, Belfast.
• Fr O Mahony and all the people of the Castleisland, Cordal and Scartaglen area
for their wonderful gate collection. Castleisland Mart.
• Colette Dower, c/o Veritas Publications, Dublin, for once again wading through
the scripts, and promptly and efficiently organising the contents of this booklet
for the printers. Dan O’Neill Our Lady & St Patrick’s College, Belfast.
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• To all the 2006 Africa Project Volunteers, you have done a wonderful job.
• Finally thanks to my own family for all their tremendous support in various
ways. To one and all on behalf of the people of Africa that benefit from the
project a thousand thanks. AMESE GNALO.
Plus the countless others who have supported us over the years but have asked to
remain anonymous.
Apologies for any omissions.
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