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Andualem Tesfaye Mamo is an Ethiopian writer, development practitioner, and digital advocate whose work is deeply rooted in personal experience and social observation. He uses storytelling as a tool to reflect on the real-life struggles people face, particularly in urban environments.

Through his writing, he explores themes such as faith, resilience, poverty, hope, and the challenges of modern city life.

His debut book, “Struggles of Reality,” is a powerful nonfiction work that draws from his own life and the lives of those around him. It examines the often-unseen emotional and psychological battles individuals fight daily—especially those living in developing countries. The book combines heartfelt personal narratives with broader reflections on society, highlighting how ordinary people survive and remain hopeful amid adversity.

By blending social commentary with spiritual reflection, Andualem aims to give a voice to the unheard and shed light on issues that are both deeply personal and universally human.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The Man Who Opens Doors

The minibus was built for sixteen passengers, but somehow, it always carried twenty—sometimes more. That didn’t stop the line at the taxi stop from growing longer with each passing minute. We stood in the usual silence, soaked in thought, eyes shifting between the road and the sky as clouds threatened another downpour.

Then came the familiar voice—half-joking, half-weary— shouting from the window:

“Megenagna! Megenagna!”

It was a call we’d heard a thousand times, but this one felt different. The voice didn’t bounce with the usual youth. It trembled. It cracked. And when the minibus pulled up, we saw him: an old man, likely in his late sixties or beyond, pulling the door open with one hand and gesturing to the crowd with the other.

His hands were thin. His legs wobbled slightly as he bent down to collect a few coins. His faded jacket hung from his shoulders like a burden. And yet, here he was—playing the role of a weyala, a job meant for someone half his age. We should have
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[image: ]smiled at his comedic voice. Some did. But for many of us, something deeper stirred.

Why is this man, someone’s father or grandfather, still doing this?

He stood there between hope and exhaustion, calling out destinations like it was a performance. But behind the performance, there was pain. Behind the comedy, there was struggle.

Some people climbed in. Others ignored him, waiting for a newer minibus. I watched him more closely that day. His voice was old, yes—but so was our city’s soul: tired and stretched thin.

In that moment, I didn’t just see a weyala. I saw a life clinging to dignity, refusing to give up. I saw the weight of a family he probably still supported. Maybe a child in a government school. Maybe a sick wife at home? Maybe rent was due. Maybe it was nothing but survival itself.

And as the minibus pulled away and his voice faded into the noise of the street, I silently asked God:

“What is happening here?”

That image stayed with me the rest of the day.
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[image: ]His back was slightly hunched—not just from old age, but from years of bending: bending to open doors, bending to collect coins, bending under the pressure of a life that gave little in return. His feet, wrapped in worn-out sandals, moved with the rhythm of someone who had no time to rest.

What dreams had he once held?

Perhaps he dreamed of a small shop, or a quiet home, or simply enough food on the table without having to chase passengers through busy intersections. Maybe he raised children with big hopes and now did this to keep them in school. Or maybe he was completely alone—surviving not for others, but because no one was coming to save him.

In this city Addis Ababa, the strong survive, but the tired have no place to fall.

We speak of development. We speak of change. We build roads and flyovers, attend meetings in suits. But if you want to understand the soul of a nation, watch its streets at dawn and dusk. Watch the people who open doors for others all day, yet have none waiting for them when night falls.

That old man’s voice echoed in my heart long after. “Megenagna! Megenagna!”
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[image: ]He wasn’t just calling out a destination. He was calling for attention. He was calling to be seen. And I saw him.

I didn’t know his name. I didn’t know where he slept that night. But I knew this: he mattered. He was not just a figure in traffic. Not background noise to the city’s chaos. He was a father, a brother, a soul—doing what he had to do in a world that gave him little choice.

As I walked home that evening, I passed boys playing with tires in the alley, laughing without knowing what awaited them in ten, twenty years. I passed women selling roasted corn, and old men sleeping under tin shades.

The sky turned orange, then grey. And I kept asking: “Lord, is this the way it’s meant to be?”

But the only answer I got was the wind—and the memory of an old man calling from a moving bus.

That night, I sat by the window, watching the city lights flicker. My mind stayed on him—the man with the tired voice, the trembling hands, and the strength to keep going.

I realized something:
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[image: ]He wasn’t just opening the door of a minibus. He was opening the truth about how so many live in silence. He was opening a question we all try to avoid:

What does it mean to survive when life gives you nothing but labor, and still asks you to smile?

He wasn’t alone. He was one of thousands—maybe millions— across the city and beyond, opening doors for others while having none for themselves.

And yet, in his weariness, there was purpose. In his cracked voice, there was determination. In his routine, there was meaning.

So I write this not just to remember him—but to remind myself, and you:

These people exist. They love. They suffer. They matter.

And every time we pass them without seeing, without caring, a piece of our humanity fades.

Tomorrow, another bus will pass. Another voice will rise. And I will still be watching, still asking, still listening—because behind every “Megenagna!” is a life full of stories waiting to be told.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Corn and Courage

The night was quiet, except for the occasional honk of distant traffic and the hiss of a kettle steaming over charcoal. I was walking home when I saw her—a woman, barely visible under the flickering streetlamp, sitting low on a wooden stool with a basket of roasted corn in front of her.

She had a child wrapped tightly on her back, sleeping soundly, unaware of the world that had already demanded so much from his mother.

She wasn’t shouting. She wasn’t calling for customers. She just sat there, with eyes tired from a long day and a hope that maybe—just maybe—she could sell a few more pieces of corn before the night grew too cold.

The smell of smoke and roasted maize drifted through the air. Her hands moved with quiet skill, turning the corn gently, evenly, like she had done it a thousand times before. Maybe she had.

I watched as a man walked by and bought one cob. She smiled softly, handed it to him, and tucked the few birr he gave her into the folds of her scarf.
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She didn’t sell corn for profit. She sold corn to survive. She sold corn to feed the child on her back.

I didn’t ask her name. I didn’t need to. Her face told the story.

There were shadows under her eyes, but also a quiet fire—a kind of strength only hardship could teach. Her child, maybe one or two years old, slept peacefully on her back, unaware that his mother was bartering with the night for his next meal.

I wondered how long she had been out there. I wondered how many cobs she needed to sell just to afford bread, maybe some cooking oil, or a bar of soap. I wondered if she would walk home or take a taxi, and if that decision depended on whether she sold one more cob.

As people hurried past, looking at their phones, talking with friends, she stayed still—unnoticed by most, yet carrying the weight of two lives on her small frame. She didn’t complain. She didn’t beg. She didn’t ask for pity. She just kept doing what she had to do.

And isn’t that what true courage looks like?

Not the kind written in history books or shouted in speeches, but the kind lived in silence. The kind that shows up when the world gives you nothing and your children still need
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everything. The kind that sells corn under streetlamps so a child can eat.

They say motherhood is powerful. But I think this kind of motherhood is sacred.

As I stood nearby, a small wind brushed through the alley. Her charcoal was dying down. Still, she placed another cob over the fading fire. The child on her back stirred but didn’t wake. She gently rocked her shoulders, soothing him without a word.

At that moment, I didn’t see poverty. I saw strength. I
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