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Ethiopia Reborn: An Era of Reform and Transformation – A Reading in the Vision of Dr. Abiy Ahmed

The Beginning: From Beshasha, a Light Emerged

In the heart of Oromia, in the small town of Beshasha within the Jimma region, a child was born on a quiet August morning in 1976. He was named Abiy Ahmed, as if his very name was a prophecy for a future that awaited a leader who could combine firmness with vision, and tradition with renewal.

Born to proud Oromo parents, he carried in his veins the pure spirit of Oromo identity, embodying in his person the legacy of a people who had long contributed leaders of the highest caliber to Ethiopia. His childhood was simple, surrounded by the greenery of nature and the rhythm of rainfall, yet his eyes reflected a dream far greater than the boundaries of his village.

He began his education in local schools before joining the military at a young age, balancing both the rifle and the book. He did not pursue power for its own sake, but rather sought knowledge. His academic journey culminated in advanced degrees, most notably a PhD in Conflict Resolution from Addis Ababa University, alongside specializations in leadership, transformation, and intelligence—disciplines that would later shape the pillars of his great reformist project.

From the mountains of Jimma and the coffee fields of Oromia emerged a young man who carried both the pain of his people and the aspirations of his nation. His path was not an easy one, but it was marked by sincerity and purpose. Today, that child is known to the world as:Dr. Abiy Ahmed – the architect of reform and the herald of a new renaissance.

Personal Prelude – My Story with Writing

From the Shadows to the Light: A Dream That Never Died

I was not fortunate enough to be born into a home that valued education. I grew up in an environment where learning was neglected, and my parents, sadly, were influenced by a traditional mindset that did not see schooling as a priority. Every morning, I would watch other children carrying their notebooks, wishing I could be one of them. From my earliest years, I dreamed of becoming educated, of speaking many languages, and of understanding the world around me.

But life was harsher than dreams. I lost my mother when I was very young. To this day, I do not know whether she had passed away or simply left, for no one ever explained it to me. When asked about her, I would point to the sky and say, “My mother is there.” In truth, divorce had separated us, leaving us without warmth or guidance.

My father, who would not even allow me to read the Qur’an, was negligent. One day, in a moment of anger, I quarreled with him and left the house aimlessly. That night I slept under a tree near our home, until I slipped into the mud. Awakened suddenly, I rushed to wash myself—only to realize I had left without even wearing my trousers. I sneaked back through the back door, unseen, grabbed my soiled clothes, and headed to the small river beneath our home—the quiet current that once turned the old mill. On the banks of the Doji River, in the heart of Kambata, I washed my trousers with my bare hands, as if I were cleansing a fragment of my lost childhood.

Soon after, I sought refuge in a Qur’anic school, where my true educational journey began. I memorized the Qur’an and the classical text Safinat al-Najat. Later, I convinced my father to allow us to return to Jimma, where he operated a traditional mill that served the community during celebrations and funerals.

I continued my studies in Islamic jurisprudence, but I felt something was missing—I could neither read nor write in my mother tongue. I realized then that my path was incomplete, and so I decided to enroll in a formal school. In 2004, I began my studies at Hermata School in Jimma, entering directly into the third grade. There, my struggle truly began.

I immersed myself in student activism, helping to organize groups of students, farmers, and intellectuals to support the Oromo struggle. We collected funds and raised awareness. I lived without proper housing, working by day and studying by night. Against all odds, I advanced to the ninth grade. But the education system required three additional years to complete, which I could not afford.

I moved to a village where my relatives lived so I could stay rent-free. There I completed ninth grade at Dimtu Secondary School in Turo Afta. Even in this modest environment, I refused to remain silent. I rallied farmers—most of them my own relatives—urging them to resist oppression, especially the dominance of the Woyane. I stirred their sense of dignity, encouraging peaceful resistance to injustice.

But my words carried a heavy price. Some were arrested and imprisoned for nearly a year; others endured brutal torture, whipped daily under the scorching sun. I witnessed their suffering with a crushing sense of guilt, knowing they bore the cost simply for believing in my words.

Yet I did not regret it. On the contrary, it deepened my conviction that the road to freedom is not paved with words alone, but with painful sacrifices, silent tears, and backs scorched by the sun.

After completing ninth grade, I returned to Jimma. There I heard that the government was hunting activists—many of my peers had been arrested, and even the police had visited my school looking for me. I went into hiding, until I was invited by leaders of the Oromo struggle to attend special training.

I traveled to Masha, in southern Ethiopia, where I underwent political training. Returning to Jimma, I was tasked with renting safe houses to train students from various universities. Together, we gathered Oromo youth and formed the nucleus of Qeerroo. But soon divisions shook the Oromo Liberation Front; leaders were arrested and paraded on television. When I asked one commander what was happening, he told me: “These are traitors... run immediately!”

I fled to Sudan, applied for asylum, and was granted it. Yet my thirst for knowledge never faded. I enrolled at the International University of Africa, studying at its Institute of Arabic Language, where I earned my international high school certificate, followed by a Bachelor’s degree in Sharia and Law. I later married, had two daughters, and continued on to postgraduate studies, eventually pursuing a Master’s in Business Administration.

Even in exile, I never abandoned my mission. I gathered a circle of passionate Oromo youth in Sudan and quietly built the foundation for collective work. But even there, we were not left in peace. One of my friends, a student at the International University of Africa, was arrested simply for being close to our activities. Surveillance was tight, and danger loomed even beyond Ethiopia’s borders.

When civil war broke out in Sudan, I was forced to return to Ethiopia with my daughters, though I myself remained in Sudan for some time. During those years, my homeland had changed. Dr. Abiy Ahmed had risen to leadership. It was a profound honor to know him earlier as a fellow Oromo activist, and now to see him guiding a national renaissance.

I supported the reforms and actively wrote about his achievements, even participating in Ethiopia’s great Green Legacy initiative, which extended into Sudan through the embassy. Though I owned nothing in Ethiopia but my national ID card, I carried a deep sense of belonging—and immense pride in the path of reform and nation-building led by Dr. Abiy Ahmed.

With My Story in Writing...

"He who abandons his roots loses his shadow... but he who carries his pen can cultivate new land."

– Ethiopian proverb, reimagined

A reader might ask: How could a man of my age possess nothing but an ID card? Where is his father’s land? Where is his inheritance, as tradition dictates?

It is a logical question... and the answer is even more bitter than the question itself.

My father was not from a poor or marginalized family; on the contrary... he belonged to an influential household in Jimma, a family that had ruled, owned farmland and machinery, and whose name was well known. At one point, their name was even associated with the human trade, an issue that required the intervention and warning of King Abegafar himself.

But for some reason, my father chose to abandon this inheritance... to leave his birthplace and move south to a region called Tanbaro. There, he joined a religious community following the Tijaniyya order, living among Muslims active in faith and economic initiatives.

He could not have known that leaving a tyrannical system would thrust him into an even harsher, more stratified society...

In that religious community, privileges were also distributed according to proximity to the prince and power.

The prince’s children and in-laws attended government and religious schools, drove cars, and learned leadership.

As for us, our place was in service: gathering firewood, cooking food, and being denied even the smallest dream of something higher.

Thus, we inherited discrimination twice: once because my father left his homeland, and once because we were strangers among those we thought were righteous and just.

Then came the winds of politics... power shifted, Haile Selassie fell, Derge rose, and my father returned to his original village, only to find his family scattered, most deceased. He returned dejectedly to Tanbaro, and later attempted to claim his inheritance... but was denied.

With the rise of the Woyane, oppression deepened, and returnees were regarded as outsiders. My father was expelled and sent, along with others, to a remote area in the southern region, with no inhabitants and no resources.

He died deprived of his rights, and I was left homeless... moving between towns, working in hotels, tending houses, and earning daily wages.

My childhood passed in bitterness, and my youth continued to drink from the same bitter cup.

That is why I remained with nothing but an ID card...

No land... no home...

Yet I possessed what cannot be bought:

A pen that writes... a tongue that does not remain silent... a conscience that does not compromise.

But what pains me more than all of this...

Is that my youngest brother—still a child when we were separated—remains there...

In that harsh land, in a forest without humans, among merciless beasts: lions, tigers, and aggressive monkeys, all sharing his space... perhaps even his food and water.

I do not know how long he will continue to fight for survival. He knows neither the warmth of a home, the smell of books, nor the sense of safety. We left him there, not because we wanted to, but because poverty, oppression, and betrayal forced us apart.

He remained in the forest, I remained in the city... and each of us fights:

He battles predatory beasts, I battle the monsters of marginalization and injustice.

And every time I write a line, I feel as though I am sending him a lifeline from afar...

Hoping that one day, my voice reaches him...

Or that someone’s eyes may see him and remember that there is still a child trapped among the trees, the beasts... and forgetfulness.

From the Ashes... to the Dream

Yet, amidst this darkness, I was not entirely lost...

I may have been alone, hungry, homeless... but I had one thing no one could take from me:

Determination.

I dreamed of becoming a great preacher... to stand before people one day and plant hope, not pain. I obtained the means—not aid, but resolve.

I dreamed of wearing a graduation gown and hearing my name called at the ceremony... and I did. I progressed to higher education and earned a Master’s degree.

All I had: a nearly dried-up pen and a notebook barely holding its pages.

In 2018, I married.

My marriage was not a declaration of possessions, but a declaration of triumph over all I did not have.

I do not count small victories, for they are not the end of my path...

I count them as bridges toward the greater success that I will reach, God willing.

Sometimes, I look back in wonder:

How did I sleep on the pavement multiple times, yet never become truly homeless?

How was imprisonment ever closer than freedom, yet I remained free?

How was death ever closer than life, yet here I am, alive, writing these words?

All of this... was not by my strength alone, but by a God who never left me.

Nezif Ahmed Son of the land... son of suffering... son of hope.

Chapter One

Introduction

In every era, a leader emerges from the womb of challenges, one who changes the course of his nation: guiding it from loss to renaissance, from confusion to vision, and from darkness to a light that touches its people.

In Singapore, Lee Kuan Yew emerged to lead a nation without even enough water to drink, transforming his small island into a global model in education, cleanliness, discipline, and prosperity.

In Pakistan, Zulfikar Ali Bhutto confronted poverty and dependency, famously declaring:

"We will build the nuclear bomb, even if we must eat grass."

And he launched a nuclear project that made Pakistan a nation to be reckoned with.

In China, Deng Xiaoping rose from the ashes of revolution and opened the doors of the market, elevating hundreds of millions from the ground to the peak, placing his country among the world’s great powers.

Today, in the heart of Africa, on the ancient soil of Ethiopia, the name Dr. Abiy Ahmed Ali shines—not as a conventional politician, but as a national leader carrying the burden of change, and pioneering a project to rebuild the state from its roots.

This book is not a hymn of praise, nor a political manifesto; it is an intellectual and critical reading of a path full of transformations:

From the Smart City project to the satellite program,

From media reform to modernizing the army,

From planting trees to building sovereignty via the sea and energy,

From agricultural development to wheat export,

From oil extraction to military manufacturing, including drones, with ambitions to export them as part of the national power-building project.

We Write Because Writing About the Homeland is an Act of Loyalty

Loyalty is not merely a word to embellish speech; it is the essence of ethics and the mirror of a sincere soul. It is the cord that binds a person to their values, history, and loved ones. When loyalty transcends individuals to reach the homeland, it becomes the highest degree of belonging and the deepest expression of identity.

We write because writing holds a promise that is unspoken, yet screams with truth. We write to preserve memory from erosion, to document beauty that the indifferent may forget, and to testify to the world that we are children of this land, never denying its grace nor betraying its trust. Writing about the homeland is not mere ink on paper—it is an act of loyalty, mastered only by those whose hearts are full of pure love and who carry the responsibility of the word.

Loyalty to the homeland is not in hollow chants or applause at every occasion; it is in writing when others fall silent, in speaking the truth when everyone else is quiet, and in defending your land and dreams with words as a soldier defends them with weapons. When we write about our homeland, we sketch its contours in our hearts, protect it from oblivion, and rebuild it on the pages of hope.

Writing about the homeland is not neutrality; it is a genuine alignment with all that is good, flourishing, and just. Loyalty does not mean merely celebrating the past, but striving continuously to craft a future worthy of our history. The writer loyal to their homeland does not lose their way, for they write with the light of conscience, following the footsteps of those who believed that a free word is a homeland substitute when the homeland is stolen.

We write because we have no weapon other than the pen, and no voice other than truth. We write to sow seeds of patriotism in future generations, to safeguard our memory from tampering, and to tell the world: “Here is a homeland, and here are hearts that beat with loyalty.”

Writing is not a luxury; it is loyalty... and loyalty to the homeland is a trust that the free do not betray.

So we write, not because ink tempts us,

But to honor the pledge freely:

We inscribe on wounds the story of glory,

And plant in darkness a sun that brings joy.

If humankind betrays, our writing remains

As proof that in our homeland, there are the free.

We have a homeland we love, we will not sell it,

Even if the earth becomes bitter underfoot.

We may die, yet the words remain loyal,

Alive in hearts, enduring.

O homeland, take this pure pen—

A promise from us... never to betray your secrets.

We write because writing is an act of loyalty to the homeland, and because we believe that what Dr. Abiy Ahmed has begun must be understood, not merely applauded; documented with honest eyes, not partisan lenses.

Are we witnessing Ethiopia’s Lee Kuan Yew?

Or is the path still in its early stages...?

This is what we try to write, comprehend, and have history witness.
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