
                                                          Supplemental Affidavit                                  August 1,2005

My name is Alemtsehay Haddis. I am living in Sana’a, Yemen. My brother Robel has asked me to write the detail about my persecution and imprisonment I faced while I was back home in Ethiopia. Sorry for not writing in detail as what happened to me in the previous affidavit, because I was giving emphasis about his detention. I am giving this supplemental affidavit in support of my brother’s asylum application in the US. 

I was forced to flee to Yemen in December 2003 after I suffered harassment and persecution by the Ethiopian security agents. I had no option but to flee from the country I loved when the security forces who persecuted my brother turned on and arrested me. Specially, my brother has been imprisoned, fired from his job and tortured because of his ethnic identity and out of jealousy. All this harassment happened to our family even if our mother is an Ethiopian. I was persecuted by security agents even if it is not as severe as they did to Robel.

After Robel left the country, one Thursday night on November 20, 2003 in the evening around 8 pm. There was very loud and violent knocking on the door of our house. Belaynesh, who is a woman that stays with us, and helps do our housework was the one who opened the door. Two armed security officials in a uniform came to our home and asked the whereabouts of Robel. My mother and I kept silent; we didn’t tell them that he had left for the US. We told them that he was not at home . They kept on asking me and my mother where my brother was. We told them, out of fear, that he had left home and never returned back and told them that we had no communication with him at all. We learned later that the security agents had come over to our house to arrest Robel following the arrest of his friends. One of the security agents said that Robel is accused of complicity with his Oromo friend’s sabotaging the computer system in the airline and transmitting intelligence information to the OLF whose office was in Asmara Eritrea. All these accusations leveled against him were just because Robel had an Eritrean blood and he was working together with his friend  in the airline in the same department. 

The security agents came home and asked us about my brother. My mom replied to the security agents that he had left home and never returned back. They interrogated her to investigate where he was by cross-checking beginning the day he left home and his whereabouts. She told them that she was also worried for his security for he never made it home after he left without any trace. They were angry with my mother’s response and humiliated her by pushing her to the cauch and started searching the house. They were searching all the documents that Robel had around his table and tried to see what he was doing at his computer. When they couldn’t get any trace of evidence to prosecute him, they took the computer, the document and diskettes on the pretext of further investigation. The two security officials were talking outside after they left our house and were arguing to each other. At first we didn’t had any idea as what they were discussing to each other until they came back home and scared us threatening “you have hidden that traitor!”. One of the agents shouted on my mother “We are going to take your daughter until you bring your son from wherever pit he had been hiding from”. My mother and I shouted that they couldn’t take me. They had searched the whole house prior to that lest Robel has hidden himself somewhere in the surrounding. 

After we learnt that there was nobody that would come across to rescue us from the oppression of this dictator regime, we started begging them to let me go peacefully. But they were insisting on taking me to jail if we don’t cooperate, unless we handover Robel unto them. My mother insisted that she didn’t have a trace as where he was and even she was worried that he was lost somewhere out of her reach and being afraid of him being harmed. She told them that she didn’t know where he was. But the agents were angry. When my mother realized that she couldn’t save both of us she tried to tell them that he left outside of the country. They didn’t believed her so they take me forcing me to go into the car that was parked outside. They were angry and took me threatening my mother she will bring him from the hole he was hiding when he realizes that his sister had been taken into custody. My mother put her self in front of the car door crying and asking them not to take me. One of them roughly pushed her aside from her shoulder. I was very angry and distressed. I tried to break away and help my mother, but they held me strongly and I could not resist. They took me inside the car. Two of them sat beside me one from each direction. The officer sat beside me was bald and thinner. Another driver drove the car. As we left, I could hear my mother’s voice weeping. It was depressing for me to go through all this misery and fear at the same time. They were threatening and shouting on my face calling me all kinds of names like you traitor “ Tafia Shaebia” meaning you useless Eritrean, You will bring your traitor brother otherwise you be stinking in the prison. The driver took 15 to 20 minutes to the wereda 17 police station. When we arrived they took me out of the car and led me to an office inside the security construction. The office was a small room, with a desk. One chair behind the desk, and two other on the other side. The officers entered with me. They told me to sit down. I did as they asked. They remained standing up. The bald officer then asked where my brother was. I replied to him as if I don’t know. He was standing above me in a threatening way. He intimidated and punched me. They were forcing me to confess by beating me. After I suffered a lot of beating that I confessed that he has left for the United States. The whole session lasted around an hour. At the end, he ordered the other who was with us in the room to take me to the cell. Then they escorted me to the jail area. I was being dragged some of the time, and walking-with much difficulty-some of the time. It was very painful for me to try to move after all the beating I had suffered. In the prison cell there were three women prisoners. The cell was small with boxes in the floor on which the prisoners were sleeping. There was no window. No ceiling and the roof was a corrugated iron.

That day I was shocked in my life that I gave up hope to live. People are imprisoned and killed without justice just like that. I felt as if I lost my right to live as a human being. So that I gave up hoping to lead life in Ethiopia after all the persecutions that my family faced. I was thinking that they might rape or even kill me the next day without a trial and justice just because of their pretext and dishonoring the rights of other people. I didn’t sleep the whole night weeping and crying as what my fate would be.   The next day the prison guard came to my cell and called my name. I followed him to the same room where I had my interrogation. I was very scared that they will do something violent to me. When I entered the room, He told me to sit down and warned me that I could be released until further investigation. They told the same thing to my mother and my mother found her friend a business women and succeeded bringing  me out of the prison cell and took me home. 

After I got out of the prison, I was scared of being imprisoned again and was suffering nightmares. I decided to leave the country for fear that they might imprison me again and even rape me since I heard people suffering the same thing. I couldn't afford risking and sacrificing for vain, putting me and my family in danger. I had decided to leave the country as I have seen what has happened in my brother's imprisonment. And also his friends were spending their time sentenced in prison. I was scared even more after what has happened in my imprisonment of the days I spent in the prison cell. 

I decided to use any chance I got  to get out of the country for safety. After successive attempts to get out of the country, I heard from some friends that there were agents help get you out of the country by helping you get a visa to Yemen. So I went where I could find this kind of people. It was near the national theater where this kind of people spent time. So I went there and after asking so many people I finally managed to contact a Somali national whose name is Mohamad. He charged me fifteen thousand Ethiopian birr and got me the visa. Prior to that a friend whom I don’t want to mention his name here secured me an Ethiopian Passport with the exit visa sealed on it.  I succeeded to land on Sanaa Yemen on December 24, 2003. After I landed in Yemen I tried to contact the Ethiopian Community and the Ethiopian Evangelical Church in Sanaa to try to find a way to live. After a few weeks I applied for asylum to the Yemen government and refugee to the UNHCR office in Yemen. While I was processing my asylum application the Ethiopian community succeeded in securing me a job in Yemen who can sponsor me for a Yemen Residence visa and Permit. So I followed all the procedures and after awaiting for long processing months I succeeded on getting a temporary residence permit and then finally got my residence Permit.   

I vow and assure that the above testimony I gave is true to the best of my knowledge and ask the United States government to grant an asylum to my brother.

Alemtsehay Haddis

[Signature]

______________________________________________________________________

I, Liya Akalu, certify that I am fluent in both the Amharic and English languages and that I am competent to translate this document. I have translated the attached document completely and accurately from Amharic to English to the best of my abilities on August 12, 2005. My address is 2205 14th St. N.W Suite 301 , Washington D.C. 20009.

__________________________________________
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