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This collection of stories was not born from solitude, but from the voices and echoes that have shaped my life. The first spark came from friends and readers who followed my writings on social media. Their encouragement—sometimes simple words of admiration, sometimes pressing questions about whether I would gather these tales into a book—planted the seed that has now grown into these pages.

I was born in Chencha, in the highlands of the Gamo zone, and raised among the villages of Shama and Dorze. In those places, storytelling is more than entertainment; it is a way of keeping memory alive. Around the fire, in the fields, at weddings and church feasts, stories pass from one generation to the next, carrying laughter, wisdom, and warning. They are as vital to life as bread and water, teaching us who we are and how we belong.

The Ethiopian Orthodox Tewahedo Church has been a guiding light for me from childhood. The scriptures, the commentaries, and the sacred traditions of the Church have not only nourished my faith but also refined my ear for language and my eye for meaning. From them, I learned how words can hold beauty, reverence, and truth. My oration and writing draw deeply from this heritage.

The stories in this collection are threads woven from all these sources: the voices of elders in my community, the cultural fabric of Gamo, the discipline of the Church, and the encouragement of friends who believed in my voice. Some are personal memories, others are retellings of folk wisdom, and others still are reflections on the struggles and wonders of human life. Together, they form a tapestry that I hope will resonate with readers both near and far.

To me, writing is not just about preserving what is past, but about offering something to the future. If these stories help readers hear an echo of their own home, faith, or humanity in them, then this work has fulfilled its purpose.
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1  ​​​​​​Nuclear at Home — And Don’t Forget to Tell Trump!
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My country needs nuclear weapons. Yes, you heard me right. And someone please pass this along to Trump so he can call me “Rocket Man” like he does with the North Korean leader! Actually, “Rocket Boy” would suit me better. Why should that title be reserved for him alone? Call me that—go ahead!

After all, if my country had the modern weapons they’ve got, why shouldn’t we use them? But of course, when it comes to such things, Americans are the worst—jealous, hypocritical, unwilling even to let us wear a proper belt, let alone build something nuclear.

You think I’m exaggerating? Fine—go talk to the African Americans whose ancestors were brought to your country centuries ago. Ask them how belts used to be forbidden for them. Even today, rappers wear saggy pants in memory of that humiliation. So don’t act surprised when I get passionate about arming my country.

Yes, I know nuclear technology is expensive. Don’t worry, I have a simpler plan—nuclear power in the comfort of your own home! Why should China and Japan be the only ones innovating? People forget that Ethiopia has its own legacy of science and discovery. Long before Galileo was pointing a telescope at the planets, our scholars were mapping the heavens in their own ways. Even the foundations of computer science have surprising Ethiopian roots—ever heard of the ancient calculation systems of our merchants?

So I’m telling you now: building nuclear capability is within my grasp. I can make it happen without uranium, without the usual materials. My breakthrough is something I call Organic Nuclear Power. And it all began one day in Shashamane...

It happened years ago. I can’t recall the exact date, but I’m sure it was in June. I was in Shashamene for a training. One evening, I went out looking for somewhere to have dinner.

The first place I saw was Tantostinia Hotel. “Wow, beautiful,” I thought. But then another thought crossed my mind: What’s the point of beauty if it means debt for a poor government employee like me? I walked on.

Next came Hibongo Hotel. I hesitated, then decided to walk a little further. A few steps later, I spotted a place called “St. Michael’s Hotel.”

The name instantly reminded me of church feasts back home — days when we’d eat well and pay nothing. And in rural areas, I was always on the lookout for “zake” — the free food shared during religious gatherings.

So I stepped in and quickly ordered dinner. What pleased me most was the datta — the hot pepper sauce I’ve always loved. My mother used to say, “Spicy sauce makes people talkative,” and she was right. Hunger plus datta made me eager to eat.

But as soon as the first bite hit my tongue, something shocking happened — literally. It felt like a high-voltage electric current shot through me. I don’t know how many kilojoules of energy it was — I’m no electrical engineer — but I felt as if my medulla oblongata had just been fried.

After a few moments of confusion, I called the waiter.
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