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Clean as Rain 

My name is Amolika and I am twelve 

years old. I am the oldest daughter in my 

family and I do have a very important job. 

My job is to fetch the daily water for our 

family! Early in the morning, I set the met-

al pot on my head and walk to the well 

nearly four miles away. After a long while, 

my bare feet are cracked and sore, caked 

with mixture of dirt, dust, and cow dung, 

but it will be worth the trip if there is 

even a small amount of water in the 

bottom of the well for Mama to cook with 

and maybe even wash up a little.   

The garments I wear now are already 

sticking to my skin and soaked through 

with sweat and grime in several places. 

Both my younger sisters would love a 

chance to splash around in the old 

plastic tub we found in the         

rubbage heap awhile back,      

washing the filth and grime away 

and getting rid of that                     

all-persistent stink that clings to 

our clothes.  

One of my sisters had wanted to 

join me on the trip. In a year or 

two, I will be old enough to help 

my parents in the brick kiln and 

eventually she 

will take over 

my water-

fetching routine. 

She skips along-

side me, barely 

five years old 

and I glare at 

her with some 

envy. She seems 

to have a lot 

more energy 

than I do at the 

moment. My 

thoughts are interrupted as we 

arrive at the well. I lean over only 

to find that the water is almost 

completely gone! Only a few dozen 

centimeters remain! The recent 

drought was hard on my village, forcing 

us to go further for water nearly every 

trip. My sister finally stops her skipping 

and stands very still near by my side. 

“Amolika, what is it?” She tugs at my 

worn dress. “Amolika, what is it?” 

“Nothing good.” 

After a moment of defeat, I shrug off the 

shock and despair and decide to get 

what I can. Even a small amount as this 

could be used for drinking, if little else.  

“Come, help me with this.” Her eyes 

grow wide, but she hurries to compile. It 

takes hard work to successfully reach 

the water and store it in the large metal 

jars my sister and I carry with us, but 

soon the work is done and it’s time to 

head back. After arriving home much 

later in the day, we share the water we 

were able to collect. The water is brown 

 

“...I leaned over only find 

that the water is almost 

completely gone!“ 
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and gritty and leaves a horrible taste in 

our mouths, but we figure water is 

water, so why waste it? What we 

were able to bring back amounts to a 

couple mouthfuls each. 

A few days later, my sisters complain 

of stomachaches. Sweat breaks over 

their brows, and they double over in 

pain as they try to get up from the 

mats they had been using for beds. 

Neither of them makes it outside be-

fore they vomit. Pretty soon, I begin 

to feel the same symptoms. Wave 

after wave of nausea and vomiting 

rack my body until I am too exhaust-

ed to search for water or complete 

any of the odd chores and necessities 

that need   doing today. My mouth is 

dry and my throat burns. Wearily, I 

climb back onto my mat and lie down 

to rest. Something far in the back of 

my mind warns me not to sleep, but 

rest sounds so good. At least I am not 

vomiting anymore.  

 

Just a few days ago, a man from the 

city came into our village with a 

strange concrete box in the back of 

his vehicle. He called it a “Bio-Sand 

Water Filter”. He handed out some 

drawings and explained how the 

things we can’t see in our    water 

can hurt us and that people can 

get sick from drinking from pollut-

ed streams or old wells that sit 

stagnant during drought. (I 

thought back to my two younger 

sisters being sick for weeks from 

the water I had brought them). The 

man from the city said he would 

teach us how to make these filters 

for ourselves, and we already had 

most of the materials we needed: 

sand, rock, and concrete. While 

they unloaded the Bio-Sand Water 

Filter, we hurried out and gathered up the 

brown, dirty water we had been drinking. The 

city man then poured it in the top part of filter 

and the water started trickling back out the 

spout.  

In about a half hour, the same amount he’d 

poured in came out clean as rain and he said 

that nearly all of the “bad stuff” in the brown 

water that was making us sick was removed at 

the same time!  We all wondered at this  

amazing concrete box! It continues to clean 

our water to this day (even though it has only 

been two!). 

In the villages, clean water is a necessity. 

Without it, the inhabitants often drink from 

polluted streams or old wells that sit stagnant 

during drought. Our partners on the ground 

go out to these communities and teach the 

people how to construct Bio-Sand Filters. 

These filters are lifesaving and are made with 

three materials commonly found in every 

country: sand, rock, and concrete. Contami-

nated water is poured in one end and after 

forty-five minutes, it comes out clean.  

Cholera is one of the most common water-

borne diseases throughout Africa and South-

east Asia. Bio-sand Filters have proven to be 

extremely effective in eliminating the Cholera 

bacteria and making water safe for drinking. 

“In about a half hour, the 

same amount he’d poured 

in came out clean as 

rain…” 

Written  by, Michael Eash 


