
Unexpected Encounter with Ethiopian Super Mum 

 By 2 Wheels 2 Capes, "Moto piedzīvojumu klubs ''"apPasaule'''', Latvija 

 

We wind our way out of the morning bustle of the Ethiopian capital Addis Ababa. We 

are excited about the opportunity to hit the road once again. At the same time, we 

must admit that the three days we have spent in that city were unexpectedly 

productive: we got hold of our visas for the final leg of our African trip, visited the 

European Union Delegation as well as got some feel of the African metropolis. But 

still, but still... we want to quickly run away from this place. We want to see the 

famous mountain landscapes in the north of Ethiopia and historical evidence; 

besides, we have to hurry up to catch up with the overall schedule of our biking 

expedition. 

We have almost broken out of the city and reached the point where we can pick up 

speed when Mārtiņš’s navigator tells us to turn into a rather small and winding alley. 

It seems that it is definitely not the fastest way to the north. Can it be so that the 

navigation system is playing a joke on us again, as we are trying to find the 

shortcut? No, not at all. It turns out that everything is great with the navigation 

device and it leads us to one of the few geocaches placed in Addis Ababa. 

We stop at the sizeable metal gate, but the geocache description says that we have 

to go inside and talk to the locals in order to get to the ‘hidden treasure’. So we 

follow this tip and walk inside. We are greeted by the view of a cosy inner yard 

bustling with life. People do laundry and cook meals, while a bunch of small kids are 

playing around. There is a sort of a shop at one of the corners, and the owners are 

already expecting us. When we ask them about the hidden cache, they first offer us 

to go on a tour to understand what exactly is going on here, enjoy a cup of coffee 

and only then we get to sign the geocache logbook as lucky finders. 

We follow the local guide who begins to show us around the area and the premises. 

Right before our eyes there is colourful playground and classrooms, and gradually it 

becomes clear that we are in a school. It is not an ordinary school though. This is a 

place for children from low-income single-parent families. It is a kind of community 

where both children and their parents can spend the day. Children need to learn, but 

parents have to work to help maintain the school. The parents are engaged in a 

variety of different activities. Some cook meals for the schoolchildren or take care of 

the school premises, while others are busy in the workshops making bright-coloured 

clothes, accessories and crockery, which are then sold to raise funds for the school. 

Since we have come here at the weekend, it is a bit quieter in the workshops and we 

even have a chance to sit at one of the looms and to try to participate in the 
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weaving of a colourful head scarf. It feels just like in childhood when grandmother 

allowed getting in her huge wooden loom. 

Now it is time for coffee. We are invited inside a small shop combined with a café. 

Sitting on the low stools, we are watching the coffee ritual, which is a kind of aroma 

meditation. The coffee making ritual lasts for a good twenty minutes and is also an 

ideal time for a peaceful conversation. Our hostess is a pleasant lady of about thirty 

years. During the conversation, we find out that her name is Muday and the school 

is her own cherished project. She started it when she was only eighteen. Even then 

she understood how many children did not have access to education because their 

parents could not afford to cover the costs associated with schooling, such as 

clothing, food and learning materials. The state does not grant any support to them. 

Moreover, the situation is even harsher in families where there is only one parent 

left. Employers generally do not want to hire such parents, because they will have to 

think about where the children can spend the time when the parents are at work or 

what will happen in case of sickness. Single mothers often fall into a homeless status 

along with their children. So it occurred to Muday that she might set up a school 

where the parents themselves could help their children get an education and earn a 

livelihood for their family. She started to encourage single mothers in particular to 

send their kids to this school and also provide assistance by working for the school. 

Many families also lived in the school while their children were obtaining education 

and the adults managed to get back on their feet. 

Muday can tell you countless stories about how this school has transformed the lives 

of different families and individual children. She particularly points out that the main 

objective is to show these families that they can take care of themselves and that 

children should be given new opportunities by providing them with education. This 

young woman believes that asking for help from the outside is not really a solution. 

The main focus should rather be on how to help ourselves and others! For example, 

over the years she has learnt various crafts and trades and is now happy to share 

her knowledge, inviting parents to work in the school’s workshops and thus generate 

income for the school and themselves. 

After a while, we are joined by an eight-year-old boy accompanied by a nanny. He 

got to school about six months ago. Muday accepted him, as the child’s family did 

not want to take care of the boy who was born with developmental disabilities. The 

child was in fact abandoned to starve, without a chance for survival. Neighbours 

noticed it and brought the kid to Muday, because they knew that she would be able 

to do something about the situation. Now, six months later, the new resident of the 



school has recovered, started to take his first independent steps and also learnt to 

communicate with other people and smile. 

We are wondering how Muday can handle all the work and take care of so many 

people in need, which is by no means an easy task. Her answer is simple: life has 

blessed me with the ability to do things, endure and help. The more I do, the more 

energy I have. The next question is whether she has any time left for her own 

family. And the answer is a real surprise for us ... yes, there are twenty children in 

her family! We look at the thirty-year-old woman and think we must have heard it 

wrong. Then the explanation follows: three of the children are her biological kids, 

while the other seventeen are adopted. It turns out that 75% of mothers who bring 

their children to this school unfortunately have HIV/AIDS. When a schoolchild is left 

an orphan, Muday takes over the role of foster mother. 

Our coffee cups are now empty, but we linger in Muday’s company for a little longer. 

The shop is cosy and the story makes us think. Time seems to have stopped, and 

only the beeping of the watch on the hour reminds us that have already been here 

for a good while and there are 500 kilometres along the Ethiopian mountain twists 

waiting for us. As we are bidding farewell, there is yet another tricky task to be 

accomplished: we have to choose a keepsake from the magnificent crafts – 

crockery, fabrics and ornaments, which have been created in the school’s workshop. 

So each of us packs a colourful souvenir in his motorcycle bag, but before mounting 

our iron horses we exchange looks and draw the conclusion that this has indeed 

been a very unexpected and moving encounter. It needs no saying that this story of 

the African super mum must be kept in memory and told to Latvian schoolchildren 

and not only them. 

Those who want to know more or can help, please check out Muday’s 

website: www.mudayassociation.org 
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