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“A candid, inspiring memoir of cultural and historical importance” from an Eritrean-Ethiopian War
refugee (Michael Bloomberg).Dawit Gebremichael Habte fled his homeland of Eritrea as a
teenager. In the midst of the ongoing Eritrean-Ethiopian war, Dawit and his sisters crossed
illegally into Kenya. Without their parents or documents to help their passage, they experienced
the abuse and neglect known by so many refugees around the world. But Dawit refused to give
up. He stayed resilient and positive. Journeying to the United States under asylum—and still a
boy—Dawit found a new purpose in an unfamiliar land. Against impossible odds, he studied
hard and was accepted to Johns Hopkins University, eventually landing a job as a software
engineer at Bloomberg. After a few years, with the support of Michael Bloomberg himself, Dawit
returned to his homeland to offer business opportunities for other Eritreans. Dawit found a way to
help his ancestral land emerge from thirty years of debilitating war.Gratitude in Low Voices is
about how one man was marginalized, but how compassion and love never abandoned him. It’s
about learning how to care for family, and how to honor those who help the helpless. This
account reminds us that hope is not lost.“An inspiring memoir by Dawit Gebremichael Habte,
who poignantly portrays his childhood in Africa and his struggles as a refugee to the United
States . . . This book is a reaffirmation of the good that people can do and how one young man
succeeded despite the odds against him.”—Foreword Reviews

“A candid, inspiring memoir of cultural and historical importance.” ― Michael Bloomberg, former
mayor of New York City (Michael Bloomberg)“Gratitude in Low Voices is an uplifting and
encouraging read.” ― Randy Porter, Bloomberg BNA (Randy Porter)"In Gratitude in Low Voices,
we experience the real human cost of war and its lasting impact on those involved.” ― Logan
Davis, Bloomberg BNA (Logan Davis)"Gratitude in Low Voices is an inspiring memoir by Dawit
Gebremichael Habte, who poignantly portrays his childhood in Africa and his struggles as a
refugee to the United States….This book is a reaffirmation of the good that people can do and
how one young man succeeded despite the odds against him. “ ― FOREWORD REVIEWS
(Robin Farrell Edmunds Foreword Reviews) --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.Review"A candid, inspiring memoir of cultural and historical importance."--Michael R.
Bloomberg, Former Mayor of New York City --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.About the AuthorDawit Gebremichael Habte is an Eritrean American, father, husband,
software engineer, and writer. Raised in a tiny village just south of Asmara, the capital of Eritrea,
Dawit fled to Kenya as a teenager and sought asylum in the United States. He has been featured
in the USA Today, New York Times, and Johns Hopkins Gazette and has written for Dehai,
Madote, Tesfa News―Eritrean publications. He lives in Maryland with his wife and five children
and works for Bloomberg. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Back



Cover"A candid, inspiring memoir of cultural and historical importance."--Michael R. Bloomberg,
Former Mayor of New York City --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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VoicesCopyright © 2017 by Dawit Gebremichael HabteAll rights reserved. No part of this book
may be used or reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including
information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher. For
information, please contact RosettaBooks at production@rosettabooks.com, or by mail at One
Exchange Plaza, Suite 2002, 55 Broadway, New York, NY 10006.RosettaBooks editions are
available to the trade through Ingram distribution services, ipage.ingramcontent.com or (844)
749-4857. For special orders, catalogues, events, or other information, please write to
production@rosettabooks.com.First edition“Good as Gold” used with permission from the Johns
Hopkins University GazetteInterior photographs come from the personal archive of the
authorAuthor cover photo courtesy of Gregg A. RummelCover design by Corina LuppInterior
design by Alexia GaraventaMap design by Agnès Stiennewww.RosettaBooks.comPrinted in the
United States of AmericaFor Iyob Tsehaye Hizbay, who sacrificed his life for Eritrea. I sincerely
do pray and hope that I have lived a good life to honor my Eritrean identity that he died for. It’s an
identity that I believe has carried me throughout my life in exile.During the long years of armed
struggle for independence, Eritrean freedom fighters ended their gatherings and ceremonies
with a communal prayer: Eternal Glory to Eritrean Martyrs. This book is for them.2500 BCEThere
was a great kingdom around the Red Sea coast called the Land of Punt, with its center at the
port of Adulis, extending to the northern parts of modern Sudan and in the south up to
Djibouti.1000 BCEPeople called Sabaeans came to the Red Sea region, crossing from southern
Arabia, and settled first in the Dahlak Archipelago of the Red Sea and later on the seashores
and the area around Amba Soira.8th century BCEThe Deme’at Dynasty was established in the
major parts of modern Eritrea that included Adulis, Kohayto, Tekonda, Keskese, and Metera.1st
century CEThe Axumite Empire ruled parts of the Red Sea region, including Adulis, Kohayto,
Tekonda, Keskese, Metera, and parts of modern Ethiopia, including the town of Axum.4th
century CEChristianity introduced to the African Red Sea region.615 CEIslam introduced to the
African Red Sea region.7th-14th centuries CEMedieval period. Rise and fall of the Beja
kingdoms (western part of modern Eritrea). Some of the Beja kingdoms that flourished during
that time include:Naqis: This kingdom expanded from Aswan (southern Egypt) to Lower Barb
(western part of Eritrea) and included the Hidarb and the Mensa ethnic groups.Baqlin: This
kingdom expanded from Rora to central Barb, and it included pastoralists who lived by looking
after their cattle and camel herds.Bazin: This was formed by the Kunama and Nara people
around Barb, and the kingdom was mainly of agriculturalists.Jarin: This kingdom expanded from
the port of Massawa to the Barb River, and in the south it extended up to Zayla (in Somalia)
including towns like the Dahlak Island.16th centuryThe African Red Sea area is conquered by
the Ottoman Empire.1884The Berlin Conference, the starting point of the partitioning of Africa
among European colonizers.1890Italy declares the colony of Eritrea.November 12, 1899Eritrean



resistance leaders imprisoned at Nakura Island make a famous escape from Italian troops and
inspire a century of uprisings for Eritrean independence.1936Italy invades and conquers
Ethiopia.1941As part of World War 11, British and Allied forces defeat Italian troops in Eritrea
and Ethiopia.1952Eritrea becomes federated with Ethiopia by UN decree.September 1,
1961Hamid Idris Awate establishes the Eritrean Liberation Front (ELF), declaring the armed
struggle for Eritrea’s independence.1962Ethiopia formally annexes Eritrea as one of its fourteen
provinces.1967The Ethiopian military begins burning Eritrean villages to destroy the homes of
revolutionaries. Refugees from Eritrea to neighboring Sudan reach 500,000.1975Martial law
instituted across Eritrea by the Ethiopian military, which lasts until Eritrean
independence.1991Eritrean People’s Liberation Front (EPLF) liberates all of Eritrea and
establishes provisional government.1993Eritrea establishes a government and declares its
independence through a UN-supervised referendum, 99% of registered voters choose
independence.1997Ethiopian attack on the border towns of Adi-Murug and Badme start another
brutal war between Eritrea and Ethiopia.1998Border disputes result in a brutal war between
Eritrea and Ethiopia.2002The UN commission rules on the existing border between the
countries, but Ethiopia refuses to accept the agreement because the town of Badme, the
flashpoint that triggered the war, was awarded to Eritrea.Border fighting continues to this
day.Table of contentsTimelineFamily TreeIntroduction: Behind the HorizonWhat’s in a Name?It
Takes a Village, IndeedBack to the Future: New Life in AsmaraAs Gold Is Tested by FireTeach a
Kid to Fish…The Turning Point for AsmaraHuman SmugglingAn Ordinary Man With an
Extraordinary HeartNew Life and New Dreams of a High School DropoutRenewed Ambitions at
Springbrook High SchoolLife at Johns HopkinsBloombergAcknowledgmentsAbout the
AuthorIntroduction: Behind the Horizon“Gentleness, self-sacrifice, and generosity are the
exclusive possession of no one race or religion.”—Mahatma GandhiMost of us dwell on the
negative, yet trivial, aspects of our experiences. In support of what psychologists call hindsight
bias, Professor Robert H. Frank of Cornell University wrote, “Events that work to our
disadvantage are easier to recall than those that affect us positively.”1 In my case, by luck or
choice, I seem to have had the pleasure of focusing on the positive. I don’t know what the actual
reason for my focus on the good part of the past might be, but I can safely speculate that it is
because I have been on the receiving end of more good deeds than bad.I wrote the first draft of
this book for my personal use. I needed to look back on the journey of my life—I believed it
would help me deal with some of the challenges my wife and I were facing at the time. Within a
short period, my wife, Monaliza, and I became the parents of three boys: Mieron was eight,
Haben had just turned five, and Iyoba (Mathew) had been born a few days earlier. For the first
time after many years, I was afraid of the unknown. I was scared. I did not know what to do.From
my past, I learned that all of the life-threatening and life-changing challenges I had faced were
not permanent. I had been making decisions at various junctions based on the assumption that
my challenges were transitional—I could always see a ray of light at the end of each
tunnel.Through the writing process, I learned that I had very little control over the outcomes and



end results of my actions. And more, I observed a pattern of tremendous support from the great
people I met along my way.Steve Jobs said, “You can’t connect the dots looking forward; you can
only connect them looking backward. So you have to trust that the dots will somehow connect in
your future. You have to trust in something—your gut, destiny, life, karma, whatever. Because
believing that the dots will connect down the road will give you the confidence to follow your
heart even when it leads you off the well-worn path, and that will make all the difference.”2 By
writing this book, I regained my confidence to follow my heart, as I have done in the past. I was
ready to raise my kids.I continued writing and updating this book for over ten years. I wanted to
follow the Eritrean adage “To those who have done you favors, either return the favor or tell
others about their good deeds.” Through the pages of this book, I recognized and acknowledged
the angels without wings who helped me, expecting nothing in return except the hope that I
would eventually pay it forward. I cannot imagine in my wildest dreams anything these
individuals would want from me. Even if there were, I don’t think I could ever afford it. What I can
do is tell their stories to the rest of the world. Ande Chirum, Abrehet Habte, Ezgharia Tecle, Aboy
Mebrahtu Negusse, Mohammed Kelifa, Araya Weldehiwet, Leterbrhan Fsehaye, Dr. John
Dalton, Dave Rysak, Alan Zins, Biff LeVee, Beatrice Newel, Carolyn Finegar, Rose Varner-
Gaskins, Dr. Tekie Fessehatzion, and Michael Bloomberg all taught me that we are indeed good
and decent by nature. This book contains many names for this reason, and I’ve provided a family
tree for reference.I will share the story of my parents: a story of selfless dedication for the
betterment of their offspring. The story of a mother who spent most of her weekdays in the
village and came to the city over the weekends to tend to her children. The story of a father
whose first instructions to his wife, after crossing multiple countries’ borders and barely
breathing the air of relief, were to take his children to the city and send them to school. At that
time, my father was in serious financial debt and did not even know when he could start repaying
his creditors.I have integrated Eritrean history into this memoir in order to provide background
information on the causes of Eritreans’ migrations—a human face to the cost of the many wars
caused by geopolitical (mis)calculations made from distant places. War is not that distant to the
innocent who get entangled in situations completely outside their control.As a citizen of the
United States of America and as someone who has been on the receiving end of the great
things Americans have to offer, I have an obligation and a responsibility to voice my opinion for
the betterment of my adopted country’s domestic and foreign policies. My adopted country has
not been anything but good to me. I have grown to appreciate and admire the values and ideals
of Americans. But, at times, I have observed our elected officials’ tendencies to stray from the
core values and ideals of the people they are supposed to represent. The unintended
consequences of the political contrivances employed by our elected officials create resentment
and abhorrence to our way of life.As a native Eritrean, I have suffered from the misguided foreign
policies advanced by my adopted country. Due to the number of wars Eritreans have been
involved in where American taxpayers’ money has been used to fund the other side of the
warring factions, I lost my childhood friends and I am left with a handicapped younger sister. The



war has reached home regardless of my residential address.1 Frank, Robert H., “Why Luck
Matters More Than You Might Think,” The Atlantic, May 2016.2 Jobs, Steve, Stanford University
commencement address, 2005,What’s in a Name?“We come unbidden into this life, and if we
are lucky we find a purpose beyond starvation, misery, and early death, which, lest we forget, is
the common lot.” —Abraham VergheseIwas born on June 6 in Asmara, Eritrea, according to the
records in the Savior of the World Orthodox Church—Medhanie Alem in Tigrinya, one of the
Semitic languages spoken in Eritrea and parts of Ethiopia. But my family’s memory disagrees
with the church records. According to my father, I was born in April 1973. According to my
mother, I was born in April 1974—a year before the September 11, 1975, coup d’état that ended
Emperor Haile Selassie’s reign over Ethiopia. After years of heated arguments, my parents at
least agree I was born in April. I seriously doubt I’ll ever get a consensus on a year, so I have
come to believe that knowing the month is close enough.If it is what one does in life that is
important, then what does it really matter the precise date, month, and year of one’s birth?
Maybe in some places it is of supreme importance, but not in the culture that brought me up. In
my home, a child’s birth is linked with some special event that occurred at the time, not with a
date.The discrepancy between my parents’ recollections is due to the difference in paternal and
maternal views of a child in the Eritrean tradition. A father generally wants his boy to appear
older. That way, the father can enjoy the bragging rights of his son’s manhood much sooner.
While a mother, perhaps due to a more protective tendency, always wants her children to remain
young longer. There is an old Eritrean adage: “You will always remain a baby in your mother’s
eyes simply because she has seen you naked during your infancy.”As for the records of the
Orthodox Church, the date listed as my birthday could well be when I was baptized. The
church’s tradition dictates that a boy is to be baptized no sooner than forty days after his birth,
but not much later than that. For girls, the interval is eighty days.A name, on the other hand,
means a great deal in the Eritrean tradition.I was told there was a great deal of squabbling
before I got my name. Unlike in the West, names in Eritrea are given at the time of baptism, so
parents have at least forty to eighty days to decide on the name of a child.I was the third child in
my family, Afewerki being the oldest son and Lemlem the oldest daughter. It was my great-
grandmother who came up with the name Dawit, a Tigrinya version of the biblical name David.
My parents initially resisted this idea because the family already had a Dawit—my cousin, who
was a couple of years older than me—and it is considered unlucky in our culture to have the
same name within a family. It is said that if a second family member is given the same first name,
the older one may suffer an incurable sickness. My parents did not want to be the cause of this,
nor did they want any type of animosity with my uncle Tesfamichael’s family.My great-
grandmother Itay Nigisa,3 however, insisted on sticking with the name Dawit. After my great-
grandfather qeshi Kahsay4 passed away, she served the church by leading a monastic life for
more than thirty years. In her religious studies, she had grown to admire King Dawit and had
committed all 150 of his psalms to memory—a feat usually achieved only by members of the
clergy. Taking into account that she did not know how to read or write, this accomplishment was



a clear sign of her devotion to God. She wanted her great-grandson to be as strong and as godly
as the king himself. I am sure she was aware of King Dawit’s shortcomings, but she must have
felt that the king’s heart had been in the right place. To her, King Dawit was the ultimate standard
for human devotion to God, and that was all she could wish and hope for in her great-grandson.
With that hope and wish prevailing, the family allowed me to be named Dawit.In the Tigrinya-
speaking population of Eritrea, there are no surnames.5 Each child is given a first name, but
their full name includes the father’s first name from every preceding generation. Gebremichael,
my father, was born to Habte Tewelde Tesfamichael Shnedish Hadera Ogbatzion Kifletzion
Hadera-Tselim… (nine more generations of names)… Hayo, our oldest known relative and an
early resident of my ancestral village, Adi-Hayo. The father’s first name is used as a middle
name, while the grandfather’s name is used as the last name to accommodate the European
naming system. Thus, my name is written as Dawit Gebremichael Habte.My father is the fourth
of seven children. He has two older sisters, Letengus and Abrehet; an older brother, Zemuy; two
younger sisters, Brikti and Mehret; and a younger brother named Abraham. The oldest in the
Habte family is Aunt Letengus, who is married to Belemberas (a title given to the most senior
noncommissioned army officer, who commands a fortress) Habtezion Emhazion of Embeyto.
Aunt Abrehet left Eritrea and went to Saudi Arabia at a very young age. Uncle Zemuy left Eritrea
and went to Addis Ababa, Ethiopia, in search of employment, and later immigrated to Germany
and finally to Switzerland. Aunt Brikti and Aunt Mehret stayed in Adi-Hayo briefly before Aunt
Brikti left to go to Sudan and Aunt Mehret married Teweldebrhan, who was from the neighboring
village of Shiketi.During his youth, my father was a hardworking and ardent farmer. Eritrean
farmers make a living by fighting nature with meager resources like oxen, plow, ax, hatchet,
sickle, manure fork, and round shovel. The Eritrean soil is dry, greedy, and unforgiving. One
hundred and ninety centimeters tall—six feet, two inches—with wide bone structure, my father
found success at farming proportionate to his ability to defeat nature, so he needed to be strong
and athletic.In 1966, a few years after marrying my mother, he started dividing his life between
Adi-Hayo and Asmara, Eritrea’s capital, where he could make more money to support his future
family. He worked as an assistant driver (fattorino in Italian) on weekdays with an Italian truck
owner named Bartezaro. Many Italians lived in Asmara, since Eritrea was a colony of Italy from
1890 to 1941.My father tended to his farming duties in Adi-Hayo on the weekends and by taking
time off when necessary. After working for two years, my dad left Bartezaro and started working
with Signor Alivoro in the Gejeret neighborhood. He rented a room in the baracca in Gejeret and
brought my mother from Adi-Hayo permanently. They started building their family there.One day,
Signor Alivoro asked my father to bring him chiave da ventiquattro. My dad knew that chiave
meant key (or, in this case, wrench), but he did not know his numbers in Italian. With ingenuity
and a great deal of imagination, my dad went to the toolbox containing the wrenches, picked the
heavy toolbox up, and put it down next to where Signor Alivoro was sitting.When Signor Alivoro
saw his toolbox in front of him, he probably threw both of his arms to the air like a typical Italian,
exclaiming, “Lungo, che cos’e?” Signor Alivoro generally called my dad Lungo because of his



height—Italian for “long,” or “tall.” My father was always very clever, finding solutions where
others would give up or be embarrassed. Signor Alivoro picked the correct wrench from the
toolbox, and my father had learned his first Italian number. And when the day ended, true to his
resourcefulness, my dad asked a friend who worked at one of the gas stations in Asmara to
teach him one to one hundred in Italian.Tsigeweini, my mother, was born to Tecle Weldemichael
Gebredingil qeshi Gebremariam qeshi Habtu qeshi Kileselassie qeshi Sertsu qeshi Yihfntu
Janagebriel Zaqunay Te’are. My maternal grandma, Letekiel Kidane Zeru, hails from Ader-Ada,
a small village in the Saharti subzone.My mother is the oldest of her siblings. She has four
younger sisters—Mehret, Ezgharia, Abrehet, and Hidat—and two younger brothers,
Habtemariam and Yohanes. Due to the prevailing situation in Eritrea, Aunt Mehret left Eritrea and
went to Saudi Arabia through Sudan.Uncle Habtemariam left to join the Eritrean People’s
Liberation Front on June 4, 1978, along with most of his age group from Adi-Tsenaf. In 1972,
before I was born, he moved from the village of Adi-Tsenaf to work at the Bini shoe factory in
Asmara. Six years later, he left his safe career to join the front and only served six months before
becoming a martyr on December 5, 1978, at Shunduwa, Anseba.Aunt Abrehet and Aunt Hidat
both married and stayed in Eritrea.My mother is a person with angelic patience. While we were
growing up, Mom took care of my dad’s grandmother, my dad’s mother and aunts, and both of
her parents. This was in addition to taking care of our extended family members who came to
the city to shop or to visit other family members. Whenever family members came from the
village to stay overnight with us, my mother made sure either she or her sister Ezgharia prepared
breakfast and coffee by five a.m. By six a.m., most of the guests were on their way either to the
shops or back to their villages. Mom always served anyone and everyone who visited us or
stayed with us with utmost care and pleasantness. We never heard Mom utter any words of
complaint or despair.When Mom married Dad and came to Adi-Hayo to live with my
grandparents, my uncle Abraham was only a few years younger than her. Considering they were
in the same age range, Uncle Abraham was calling Mom by her first name by the time my oldest
brother, Afewerki, was born. Afewerki followed suit. My sister and the rest of us continued the
tradition. Mom appeared to embrace the unorthodox behavior of her children calling her by her
first name, considering the fact that she never made an attempt to correct us. Incidentally, my
children also call me Dawit and call their mom Mona, short for Monaliza, in keeping with the new
tradition.My dad, Gebremichael, and mom, TsigeweiniMy parents enjoyed their life in the
baracca of Gejeret, where those families who were not able to afford to rent rooms in a
compound lived. The baracca were small compared to slums elsewhere in Africa, but with
similar building styles. Metal walls and metal roofs provided the main structures. Public
restrooms served the neighborhood, but the area was clean because every week dump trucks
removed trash and burned it on the outskirts of Asmara.My older sister Lemlem, my younger
sister Rutha, and I were born there.I was a healthy baby until I was one year old. Immediately
after my first birthday, I became very sick and stayed that way for more than a year. I was so sick
that Haregu Tekle, one of our neighbors and a close family friend, asked God why he would not



take me instead of all the people that she kept hearing over the radio were getting killed by the
Ethiopians. She wanted to see an end to my agony. I was continually crying and my parents did
not know the cause of my suffering. The entire family was in a helpless situation. My neighbor
thought death was the only option to end my suffering and allow the family to move on with the
rest of their lives. The neighbor meant no harm; she was being sympathetic enough to hope that
my death would relieve my parents of what seemed an endless agony.After trying every modern
medication available (penicillin, ampicillin, quinine, and aspirin being everything we had in those
days), Mom decided to take me to the best medical center she knew of: the Servant of the Holy
Spirit monastery. The Gebre Menfes Kudus monastery was close to Adi-Hayo, my ancestral
village. Being devout, as my mom was, she felt the Lord could do what modern medicines could
not. At the monastery I was rinsed with holy water every day for two weeks. I do not know
whether it was the cold water, the prayer, or the air in the monastery that healed me, but my
parents’ faith was rewarded. I am told that by the time I returned from the monastery, I had fully
recovered my strength and started walking again.The next time Mom took me to the monastery
was when I was about five years old. She and I got up early one morning, before sunrise. Due to
the altitude in the area of the monastery, the water is very cold throughout the year. We queued
to get to the stream of flowing water. When it came my turn to bathe in the water, one man held
me by my right arm and a second gripped me by my left. They pulled me to the stream that
flowed down from the hill. The water rushed over me like thousands of tiny icicles. It froze me
instantly. My body shivered and my teeth chattered from the second I hit the water.I do not really
know how long I stayed in there before the two men pulled me out. As cold as the area was, I felt
warmth after I came out of the water. Mom then got me dressed and I went back to
sleep.Consistent with cleansing ceremonies prescribed by the Old Testament, I went through
this spiritual ritual each day before the sun rose for a week. To make sure I was completely cured
of the “evil spirit” that had taken over my body when I was a baby, the ritual was then repeated for
an additional seven days.With the unparalleled love of a mother and, no doubt, divine
intervention, I survived my childhood illness, and my lease on this earth was extended so that I
could live to tell this story.3 Itay is the respectful title given to widows who vow to become nuns
for the rest of their lives.4 Qeshi is the Geez word for priest. My mother came from a long
tradition of Christian Orthodox clergy.5 Tigrinya is a derivative of the Geez language, which
shares the same Semitic base as Arabic and Hebrew.It Takes a Village, Indeed“It is not the oath
that makes us believe the man, but the man the oath.” —AeschylusIwas born into war.By the
mid-1970s, Asmara had been occupied by Ethiopia for almost twenty-five years.After World War
II, Eritreans were placed under British military administration. Despite the objections of the
people of Eritrea, on December 2, 1950, the United Nations General Assembly passed UN
Resolution 390A (V), federating Eritrea with Ethiopia, a country which at the time was a key ally
of the West, particularly the United States.Despite the Ethiopian government’s attempt to buy
Eritreans’ loyalty through sinecure and mellifluous feudal titles, the majority of Eritreans stood
against the federal union with Ethiopia. In 1962, the Ethiopian rulers unilaterally decided to



dissolve the federation and annexed Eritrea as one of their fourteen provinces. No other country
condemned this move, and Eritrea’s case was considered closed. But Eritreans never gave
up.By 1975, the struggle for Eritrea’s independence was reaching its final stage, or so we
thought. As a young boy, I didn’t know yet how my country’s history would shape so much of my
life.“The Ethiopian army is fighting the war on the apparent assumption that the entire Eritrean
population of two million, not only the insurgents, are its enemy.”6Asmara was becoming more
dangerous. A curfew was declared from seven p.m. to seven a.m. But the Ethiopian army
routinely killed civilians in the streets after sunset, even if the sun set before the curfew went into
effect. The Ethiopians had blocked the four exits from the city so that nothing could come in or
go out. Families were forced to use their wooden furniture for firewood to cook meals, assuming
they had anything to cook.The conflict was spreading, and my parents wanted to protect their
children. We relocated to Adi-Hayo, my father’s ancestral village—my brother, Afewerki, my
sisters Lemlem and Rutha, and me. According to my parents, during the wee hours of the
morning in April 1975, we left Asmara through the western part of the city, where there was a
heavily wooded forest that did not have Ethiopian security. After walking for hours, passing
through one village after another as we progressed westward, we turned south. Finally, we made
another turn to head east. It was night again by the time we reached Adi-Hayo. A mere thirteen
miles (twenty kilometers), which would not have been difficult to reach within a few hours if we
had followed a direct route, took us a day.Hayo stands for “united, loving, and welcoming.” True
to its name, the residents of Adi-Hayo have survived for generations in their small village in spite
of repeated calls to join one of the larger villages nearby. Adi-Hayo’s neighbors are the villages of
Shiketi on the northeast, east, and southeast, and Adi-Sherefeto on the southwest, west, and
northwest. Our village was built on top of a mountain surrounded by a range of hills. Most of the
farmland is located in plateaus, flat terrain at the bottom of the hills and in the riverbeds. Coming
from the east, once you climb up to Ksodoba, the plateaus linking Adi-Hayo with Shiketi, you are
able to see our village at the top of the hill straight ahead. Climbing down the hill, you find the
various parts of Adi-Hayo, which are named topologically, including Kerni-Shih (Thousand
Horns) on your right and Gedena (Flat Terrain) on your left. Husa (Sand) is straight ahead. About
fifteen minutes farther on foot, at the bottom of yet another hill, if you look up toward the sky, you
will see where most of Adi-Hayo’s population resides. Climbing up that hill will take you to my
parents’ and grandparents’ houses.In 1975, the population of Adi-Hayo was not more than a
couple of hundred and mostly Christian. Christianity was introduced to the Axumite Kingdom—
modern-day Eritrea and Ethiopia—by a Syrian monk named Freminatos during the first half of
the fourth century. Christianity became the dominant religion in the Axumite Kingdom after the
coming of the nine saints that included Abune (father) Alef, Abune Liqanos, and Abune
Zemichael (better known as Abune Aregawi), who preached the gospel for many years.There
were four families in Adi-Hayo, though, who adhered to the Islamic faith. In 615 AD, only five
years after the prophet Muhammad began receiving what Muslims consider to be divine
revelations in Arabia, the first followers of the Islamic faith, including the prophet’s daughter,



came to Eritrea escaping persecution and seeking sanctuary. This group was followed by a
second and third wave of migrants, more than one hundred of them in total. Their message
spread, and Eritrea became a country split between Christianity and Islam.7Based on the
adaptation of Islam in Eritrea and Ethiopia, adherents of the Islamic faith are forbidden from
eating meat from an animal that was not slaughtered by a Muslim who first recited, “Bismillah i-
rahman i-rahim (In the name of God, the most gracious and most benevolent).”8 Eritreans and
Ethiopians who adhere to the teachings of the Judeo-Christian Orthodox Church are forbidden
from eating meat from an animal that was not slaughtered by a Christian—the meat is
considered nonhalal or haram if the animal was not slaughtered by a Christian who recited, “In
the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the holy Spirit, one God.” And of course, in both
religions, in order for the meat to be permissible, the throat of the animal must be cut with a
sharp blade before the animal dies. Therefore, adherents to both religions are forbidden from
eating the meat of an animal found dead by accident or natural cause.When I was young, I was
told that Aboy Adem Hasebu (the Tigrinya term for father, used when addressing elder men, is
aboy; the term for mother, used when addressing elder women, is adey) and one of my great-
uncles, Aboy Weldegergish, bought an ox together—the two men were of different religions,
making this an odd business decision. But neither had any cattle, and they needed an ox to plow
the farmland allotted to them by the village. While Aboy Adem Hasebu was herding the newly
purchased ox, one of the villagers asked him who the owner of the ox was. Aboy Adem Hasebu
responded by saying the ox belonged to him and his friend Weldegergish. The villager, puzzled
by the answer, responded to Aboy Adem Hasebu by saying, “What are you two going to do if the
ox dies?”Aboy Adem Hasebu is remembered to this day for answering this intriguing question by
saying, “We actually bought the ox for plowing our farmland; we did not buy it to die on us. And in
the event the ox dies, whoever got there in time will slaughter it, and we will share the meat as
siblings would.”9 This is how the Muslims and Christians of Eritrea live side by side, peacefully
and with compassion.Grandpa Habte, Grandma Letensie, Aboy Said Adem, his wife Adey Radia
Suud, Uncle Zemuy HabteEven though its population is very small, to its residents Adi-Hayo
might as well be the largest and most fertile land on the whole earth.Once we started living in
Adi-Hayo, I did what all the children my age were doing: tending sheep and donkeys as a
shepherd. This was my first exposure to any meaningful responsibility.Life in the village meant
that we were farther from Ethiopian influence. By 1975, Adi-Hayo was in territory controlled by
Eritrean independence fighters. The two groups, the Eritrean Liberation Front and Eritrean
People’s Liberation Front, were spreading into more and more villages.Ever hardworking and
industrious, my father started trading food commodities while tending to his farming. There was
less money to be made in the village, so it wasn’t surprising that he was looking for new
opportunities. Dad traveled to the various towns occupied by the Eritrean Liberation Front to
purchase coffee beans, sugar, salt, and other food. At times, he would travel as far as the border
towns between Eritrea and Ethiopia. During his travels, mainly to the parts of Eritrea liberated by
the Eritrean Liberation Front, my dad was recruited by members of the ELF and became a



civilian representative of the ELF in Adi-Hayo. When he traveled, my uncle Abraham helped with
farming and tending my parents’ and grandparents’ cattle. After all, Uncle Abraham was barely a
teenager at that time, attending school in Adi-Sherefeto, a nearby village located to the west of
Adi-Hayo. Just like his older brother, uncle Abraham was very hardworking and an extremely
smart student. He passed each of his elementary grades with distinction.In April 1978, my
teenage uncle Abraham left Adi-Hayo to join the EPLF, along with six of his age group. That was
the nature of Eritrean politics: two brothers living in the same house committed to give their lives
to a common goal, fighting for different organizations.Three years after he joined, Uncle
Abraham was martyred, on August 29, 1981, in Aderde, near the town of Keren.By 1977 the ELF
and EPLF controlled most of Eritrea, except for a few towns and the capital city. By 1978 the
front line had reached the outskirts of Asmara. The city was effectively under siege by the two
organizations.Once the various military units of the ELF and EPLF surrounded Asmara, the
residents inside were subjected to a reign of terror by the Ethiopian army. Coupled with crippling
economic conditions, life there was unbearable.Arbitrary arrest and detention of Eritrean
civilians was rampant. Many residents started to slip out of Asmara for the countryside, as we
had, where the chances for survival were far better. Many residents also left the city to join the
two Eritrean liberation movements to fight for Eritrea’s independence. Those who didn’t join the
fronts trekked hundreds of kilometers to become refugees in nearby Sudan or Kenya. These are
among the large numbers of Eritreans who are scattered in the four corners of the earth today.A
few days before my sister Akberet was born in 1979, my dad was forced to leave Eritrea. When
his role as an ELF operative was discovered by Ethiopian security, he became a wanted man.
He charged two of his friends with looking after our well-being. Of the two men, Ande Chirum
lived up to his promise.Ande Chirum proved to be an angel, helping us with practically
everything we needed. He plowed our land, harvested our grain, helped us with our herds, and,
most of all, he defended us in village disputes, which were more frequent than people wanted to
admit.Had he met Ande Chirum, I don’t think Ralph Waldo Emerson would have written, “All
promise outruns performance.” Ande Chirum undoubtedly outperformed any promise he might
have made to my father. I am sure he promised to lend a hand if we found ourselves in need of
help. But Ande Chirum made sure that we did not get to the point where we needed help. He
removed any potential stumbling blocks in our path before we got there.Peasant life in that part
of Eritrea is full of intricacies. Among these are the land distribution rules whereby parts of the
arable land are rotated and redistributed every seven years. There are rules governing the land
used primarily for grazing by livestock as well as the tracts of land always set aside for reserve or
future use. Shepherds are not allowed to graze their animals in reserve sections of village land,
and everyone is responsible for understanding and following this system of rotation.There are
elections for village administrators and judges to represent the various families in the village. In
all of these village affairs, there has to be a father or a fatherly figure to represent the views and
interests of each family. We had Ande Chirum, Uncle Tesfamichael, and my godfather, Aboy
Welekiel Semere. Ande Chirum made sure to consult my mom for her opinions. To the village



assembly, he always represented her views, regardless of his own opinions. There were times
when my mom and Ande Chirum did not see eye to eye, but in matters regarding my family, he
did things according to my mom’s wishes. My mom, my dad, our extended family members, and
the rest of Adi-Hayo all respected him for that.Grandma Letenkiel and Grandpa TecleAbout a
year after my dad left the village, sometime in mid-1980, we received a letter from him instructing
Mom to take us back to Asmara so that we could start school. Despite the risk of returning to the
Ethiopian-controlled city, my dad was firm in his commitment to help his children excel in
education regardless of any required sacrifice or struggle. His commitment was always to see
his children’s accomplishments surpass his own. And since Asmara had better schools, it was
worth the sacrifice.In June of 1980, Lemlem, Rutha, and I returned to Asmara and moved in to
our aunt Abrehet’s house. While living and working in Saudi Arabia, Aunt Abrehet had bought a
house in Asmara and rented out most of the rooms. We moved into one room after the renters
vacated.My oldest brother, Afewerki, remained in Adi-Hayo to tend our farmland. My younger
sisters Simret and Akberet, who had been born in the village, stayed behind because they had
not yet reached school age and there would be no one to look after them in Asmara. So for the
next several years, Mom spent most weekdays in Adi-Hayo and came to Asmara on the
weekends.6 Krum, Michael. “Energy of Ethiopian Military Regime Is Being Severely Drained by
Eritrean Rebellion,” The New York Times, October 27, 1975.7 As a historical note, Eritrea was
the first country in Africa where Islam was introduced as a religion without any military
confrontation.8 In Islamic law this is known by the Arabic term Dhabihah.9 The original Tigrinya
of the statement is provided here for readers of the language, who will understand that the
meaning is very powerful and difficult to capture in translation:                    
                                           

Gratitude in Low Voices A Memoir dawit kelete Gratitude in Low Voices A Memoir dawit tsige
Gratitude in Low Voices A Memoir dawit woldegiorgis Gratitude in Low voices pdf gratitude in
low voices gratitude low blood pressure what does lack of gratitude mean how to improve
gratitude words for gratitude in other languages what causes a lack of gratitude words of
gratitude for a guest speaker negative effects of gratitude low voices singers

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/aBRBR/Gratitude-in-Low-Voices-A-Memoir-Dawit-Gebremichael-Habte


DT, “Quick read, powerful story. A powerful memoir and testament to individual strength and how
it truly does take a village - and our village today is a global village. Although parts of Dawit's and
his families journey point to the cruelty and the very worst of humanity, in the end it is a tale of
the power of good over evil. And more than that, how important each and every person is to
each other. Hope and a vision, being good and kind, hard work, being prepared, all good
lessons, all empowering points well illustrated by facts and the journey Dawit takes the reader
along with him.I especially liked how much care he took to honor each of the key individuals in
his journey - from his childhood mentor to his high school counselor, the reader gets a full
picture of who that person was, not just the part he/she played in this story.If luck is the residue
of design, Dawit's hard work and personal courage (with a little help from Mike Bloomberg) show
us all how a life dedicated to paying it forward can have such a positive impact on the world.I
highly recommend this book - easy read on a flight or over a weekend.”

Matthew Taylor, “Well-written, engaging tale of an atypical life. Who am I and how did I get here?
These are questions we all ask ourselves. For Dawit Habte, the answers are complicated
because his story is not typical. Born and raised in Eritrea during a significant period of its war
for independence from Ethiopia, Habte also wanted many of the things that young people want:
a stable home and family, good friends, to feel the rewards of focused effort. But when the
circumstances in Eritrea got too dangerous, Habte became a refugee in Kenya and then an
emigre to America. Each step along the way, Habte chronicles the elements that brought him
there--his ethnicity, his family, his personality--and the people who helped him along the way.
Just when you think that there's been enough excitement for one life, Habte starts a new
chapter.The book opens with the observation that it is natural to dwell on the negative things in
life, and Habte wanted this book to be an exercise in finding the positive, and to give gratitude,
even though his life has not gone very much as he might have wished. I recommend this well-
written, engaging tale if for no other reason that it will help you to see the good in the people you
meet along the way.”

Mussie Zemikael, “A fascinating story of a fascinating man. I have known Dawit for over 10 years.
I am always impressed by his humility, down-to-earth approach and his very positive attitude of
life. His love for his people, his generosity and willingness to help others is unparalleled.I was
one of the first few trained (free of cost) in his company NATNA back in Asmara in 2000. Not
only did his training gave me a solid foundation where I could build my career on but also I was
one the first three employees (from the trainees) to be hired by the company and later worked in
various projects of the company won.This book is a very interesting read, with lots of details not
just on his life but also on the history of Eritrea. The author’s journey is very fascinating and his
tenacity and work ethic is remarkable. One thing you could clearly see from reading this book is



how humble the author is. He doesn’t credit himself to most of the successes he enjoyed in life,
he is quick to point out the people who helped him get there whom he calls angels without
wings.I truly enjoyed reading the book but I would have liked to see more details which I think are
lacking in the book. For example I would have loved to read about his experiences on being a
father for the first time, the decision to adopt his kids, what happened (and why) after the
company was closed down and decided to move back to the US. Having said that, this is still a
very fascinating book that gives a glimpse of the kind of man Dawit truly is.”

Logan Davis, “A powerful personal story. Humble and appreciative to those most important in his
life.. Dawit takes us through a journey of a young man and his home country. Although Dawit now
resides in the US, it is obvious that he is still very much involved with and influenced by events
taking place in Eritrea, his place of origin.Those of us less familiar with the historical and political
climate in the Horn of Africa gain perspective in the intimate account through Dawit’s
experiences. Through his personal story, we are able to share his pain, misfortunes and the
ability to overcome adversity via the belief in himself, the goodness in others, and sheer
determination to make the most out of any difficult situation.Along the way, we learn of many
individuals who took an interest in Dawit's wellbeing. Dawit never forgets the contributions those
"Good Samaritans" made to his life and this account offers his sincerest appreciation. Often, his
situation seems to have no possible positive resolution, but somehow he finds his way onward
with the support and guidance of the “Angels without wings” he meets along his journey.In
Gratitude in Low Voices, not only does the reader follow Dawit’s personal story, we experience
the real human cost of war and its lasting impact on those involved. His captivating account
gives the reader a first person perspective and draws us in through the final pages. While we
follow Dawit throughout his youth, he relentlessly adapts to new cultures and societies while
continually following the teaching of his mother to appreciate those who helped him along the
way.”

SDDC, “Amazing level of detail. I loved this book! The level of detail that the author provided was
impressive, both in terms of recalling details from his life and his harrowing immigration story, but
also in terms of providing more of the historical and cultural context for Eritrea's fight for
independence. I've read a lot about this time in Eritrea's history, but this book finally helped me
to imagine what life was like on the ground. I have purchased this book for friends and family and
they loved it too. America is not a monolith, we all have different stories. I want to read more
stories like this!”

Traci S, “Interesting, well-written, inspiring. I enjoyed this memoir for the author’s positive attitude
and the regard in which he holds those who helped him along the way. I knew nothing about
Eritrea, and his story gives a heartfelt look at the country and its long struggle for independence.”



Yafet zereou, “A well written personal account. This is a well written book shedding some light on
Eritrean history and culture. Dawit should be proud of his achievements and should be forever
be grateful for the parents that he had, especially his mother. A very easy read, managed to
finish it one sitting.”

The book by Dawit Gebremichael Habte has a rating of 5 out of 4.4. 55 people have provided
feedback.
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