
‘Arrest first, then find evidence latter’

The typical nature of the present Ethiopian 
government system is well known by the 
trick of, ‘arrest first, then find evidence latter’ 
which is directly against the rule of law. 

Individuals are arrested, their house and 
property searched without legal warrant. 
Arrest of under-age children is also a 
common practice in the current Ethiopian 
regime. False witnesses are then 
organised from intelligence networks, 
local administrations, and police stations 
over the innocents are also another 
scandal of the current political system. 

As an institution and as a system, it is 
clear that the nature of the present 
Ethiopian government is tyrannical and 
ethnocentric which favour some and 
discriminate against others, even though 
they are loyal to the law. 

I know because I experienced this first-hand. 

A verdict that set me free

After spending three years in prison, 
the Federal High Court made a verdict 
that set me free from the fabricated 
allegations made against me and I was 
finally released.

However, soon after my release, the 
security forces of the government 
continued with their survey on a 
daily basis, intimidation and threats 
continued, and I had to still vigilantly 
watch the moves of the government 
security forces. I had information from 
genuine sources that there was a plan 
to re-arrest me.  I became desolate, 
despairing and destitute when staying 
in my country during this time. 

Lastly, I decided to escape from my 
country and leave my beloved family 
to save my life from the almost certain 
atrocities that the Ethiopian government 
would commit to limit my life.  

Flight from my Country

The journey from Ethiopia to Kenya was full 
of terrifying incidents where I had to use 
different tactics to hide myself from the 
security personnel at various check points. 

Sometimes, I walked on foot for a long time 
and sometimes I hid myself under trucks 
and tyres. It takes two days to get from 
Addis Ababa to Kenya by car, but there 
are a lot of checkpoints along the way. You 
have to pay money to the guard. In order 
to avoid these checkpoints, I had to get 
out of the vehicle I was travelling in before 
the check point and travel into the jungle 
for hours and find my way out on to the 
other side of the checkpoint. The two days 
journey seemed like a month-long journey 
because every movement was unsafe.  

The hardest part is the Ethiopian and 
Kenyan border; it takes eight hours. You 

have to travel only at night, because there 
is a law that stops you from travelling to 
another country, you can go to jail for five 
years or more; sometimes they kill you.

I was lucky because I was assisted by the 
people who were working around the 
border check points. Here, I was blessed 
because I met a person whom I knew for 
a long time because of my journalistic 
activity. Such opportunity is really very 
limited for others, but they helped me to 
cross the border without difficulties in 
a very perilous situation for both them 
and me. We all know if the government 
knew that these people had assisted me 
to cross the border, they would kill them 
without any hesitation.

When you get to the Kenyan border 
there are even more checkpoints and 
sometimes you had to take the truck 
with animals … I had to hide myself with 
the animals! You are constantly having 
to bribe people get to Nairobi and the 
journey takes three to four days. It’s easy 
to say three days here, five days here, 
but every day is very dangerous and 
difficult, everywhere you know nothing, 
you don’t know the language and 
when you get to Kenya they treat you 
differently because you are in foreign 
country, you don’t have any citizenship. 

Refugee life in Kenya

I left my country without knowing what I 
was heading into, on my way I was crossing 
dangerous check points, and that show me 
that anytime I will die too. After I arrived 
in Nairobi, the UNHCR office asked me to 
go Kakuma refugee camp where I could 
be easily either killed or kidnapped by the 
Ethiopian security agents, but I claimed 
my security issues and got permission to 
live in Nairobi under UNHCR mandate but 
without any support from UNHCR. 

I still freshly remember the 
persecution, prejudice, and 
discrimination that have existed 

for a century in my Ethiopia In 
my country; someone would be 
hunted and imprisoned for holding 
different political beliefs.

Different ethnic groups of people, 
specifically; the Oromo people, who 
I am one of, have been randomly 
selected by the Ethiopian government 
not only for discrimination but 
sometimes elimination. Religion, 
politics, cultural difference, and 
ethnic background are the list of 
“reasons” for persecutions which 
goes on and on. 

It is, therefore, my deep vow that I 
am unwilling to trade my freedom 
for a promise of silence to injustice.

Whilst working as a journalist in 
Ethiopia, I was wrongfully arrested, 
tortured and denied justice for 
three years.



I was thinking that as I am under UNHCR 
care I am now safe. But then life became 
more dangerous than in my country. I 
was intimidated by the Kenyan police 
several times because, as a refugee, lack 
of legal status increases our vulnerability 
to be arrested by corrupted police forces 
daily. I faced these types of arrests and 
paid bribes to be released more than 20 
times from May 2007-September 2009. 

Refugees are attacked every day not 
only by armed police, but also by 
robbers wearing uniforms and carrying 
guns, and the authorities of that country 
do nothing to stop them. Hence, life 
becomes more and more difficult with 
the frightening insecurity in Nairobi. 

Refugees like me can request official status 
from the United Nations High Commissioner 
for Refugees (UNHCR), which affords 
certain insulation from excessive police 
abuse, but it is no safeguard from abduction 
or harassment by Ethiopian agents. I had 
kept a low profile by changing my location 
from place to place, obscuring myself from 
my tormentors. 

In my two years of refugee life, it seemed 
like every time I set foot out of my door, 
I would be caught by police and forced 
to pay more money.  I remember one 
undercover cop pulled his pistol on me, 
handcuffed me and asked me for money. 
When I told him I’m a refugee, he then 
asked me “Why you are you living here? If 
you’re a refugee you must live in Kakuma 
[refugee camp]. If I said I had a special 
case to live there, I would be exposing 
myself, so instead I said I had a health 
problem. You had to be smart, because 
if I told him that I was a political prisoner, 
they would have handed me over to the 
Ethiopian government because they could 
get more money from them. So most of 
the time, I stayed at home day and night to 

secure my life and to save money.

My children were still in Ethiopia, and I was 
also trying to get them out. So what I did, I 
knew some non-government organisations 
(NGOs) and church groups that worked 
in Nairobi and I organised for someone to 
bring the children because they are under 18 
and cannot go without a family. If you told 
this to other people and if the government 
knew about this, it could be problem. So 
I did this in secret ways, we changed the 
children’s names and others took them 
out as their own children. I approached 
international organisations like the Red 
Cross and Reporters Without Borders but 
they had their own policies and their issues, 
and could not help me. I mostly depended 
on the Oromian community both overseas 
and in Africa to give aid and help my family.

Reflections in Australia

Finally, my three children and I were able 
to come to Australia. I could not believe 
somebody cared about our suffering.

My first reflection is that Australia is a 
place of peace and happiness. We were 
really welcomed with every help for the 
start of our new life.

At present the Ethiopian Government 
has dominated and controlled the 
authority of that country and denied the 
freedom of expression and association. 
Can you imagine the rage you would feel 
if you were unfairly imprisoned for more 
than three years?  

And I still fear for my brothers and 
sisters and friends who are living back 
at home, because any time an unknown 
person can kill them. As the law of the 
country was unable to protect me, it is 
still unable to protect others. If the law 
of my country would have protected me, 
for sure I would have not fled my country. 

As human beings, we all have at least two things in common that drive us to 
make a difference.

We all have a willingness to make ourselves and the world we live in a better 
place.  Some have that willingness because they have already succeeded and 
want to give back. Some have it because they have tried everything and nothing 
else worked. But we all have that deep hunger to make a difference. Race and 
culture doesn’t matter; the choice is ours alone. It is not a black thing or a white 
thing, it is human thing. It is the human choice that matters the most. And we all 
have that choice at any moment in time.

In fact we all know people like Mandela who has shown what we are all capable of. 
He is a man who was imprisoned and physically, psychologically, and emotionally 
tortured for twenty-seven years, yet somehow through it all, maintained a level 
of dignity and courage that defied every abuse thrown at him. He has put the 
rage and the wounds of the past behind him to serve the greatest good and 
create a future for all the races of his nation.  

It is in fact not only our common desire but our differences that make every 
human being worthy of greatness.  Moreover, challenges and adversity are the 
driving forces that make us stronger for what we ask for. 

It is in fact our differences – our points of uniqueness – that make every human 
being worthy of greatness. It is a time to rise, and it is also a time to break a promise 
of silence. Anything that doesn’t kill us makes us stronger if we learn from it.

When I remember about others still 
suffering in that country and in different 
refugee camps due to their belief and 
culture, I start crying in my heart, and 
tears come in my eyes.

I would like to emphasize here that 
neglecting the suffering of these Oromo 
prisoners and Oromo refugees is the same 
as collaborating with the repressive brutal 
regime in Ethiopia. I believe that there are 
people, who are unwilling to trade their 
freedom for a promise of silence to injustice; 
this is an unwavering principle which is 
surpassed only by their compassion.


