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Returning Home 
Aan gathered with his neighbors both 

men and women from all over the  

region packed in the clearing of one 

village. An air of expectancy hung over 

the crowd so thickly that he could feel 

it. Today was a day that would change 

their lives. Finally, the organizers of 

the clean water project arrived. Today 

was their graduation, and today was 

the day they would all return home 

and begin something new. The project 

organizer smiled broadly and shook 

his hand. 

“Well done. You’ve worked hard and 

learned everything there is to learn 

about bio-sand filters. You’ve earned 

this.” He handed him a certificate with 

his name, the date, and the name of 

the project written in fancy script 

across the paper. The man moved on 

to the next graduate waiting and   

continued to shake hands and give out 

certificates, but all Aan could think 

about was the future. He had all he 

needed to start his own business    

producing bio-sand filters. His family 

would be able to afford more 

than a hand to mouth existence 

at last and his village, his    

neighbors and extended family, 

would no longer have to rely on 

a muslin cloth to filter their   

water. He could no longer keep 

the smile from his face. 

*** 

One Year Later 

Aan biked the last mile into his 

village, the second mold for the 

bio-sand filter perched          

precariously across the back 

wheel. Every hole in the dirt and 

gravel path threatened to send 

the whole thing tipping over. 

Somehow, he kept from losing 

his balance, and just as the sun 

reached its zenith, he entered 

the village. All his neighbors and 

their families stood ready to help 

him offload the mold and stored the 

bike in the shed erected for his    

business.  

The other men 

watched in         

interest as the 

ones he had hired, 

all from his village 

and tanners like 

him, gathered to 

begin the process of constructing the 

bio-sand filter. Filters plural, Aan  

reminded himself. Global Helps had 

provided two molds along with a kit 

to help their 

business along its 

way and over the 

last year, he had 

put them to good 

use. Most of the 

families in his 

village now 

owned a filter 

and the           

sicknesses that always threatened 

their community had reduced     

drastically over the year. Also, the 

men with him now had an extra    

income thanks to the slight profit 

Aan had made. The hiring had been 

necessary just to keep up with      

demand and to mix the concrete by 
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use of a tarp and by hand, but as Aan’s 

business continued to grow, he had 

hopes that more of the income would 

go to him and his family.  

Speaking of mixing concrete… 

“Alright, let’s get that concrete mixed 

and into the molds. Maybe we can get 

two more sets today if we push it. 

Who knows? Let’s get to work.” 

They started by hauling the second 

mold out of its storage and spent the 

next hour scouring away the rust that 

had gathered on the corners. Once 

that was done, Aan and the others laid 

out the tarp they used only for mixing 

and poured the right amount of    

powdered concrete for one filter. 

With each half-bucket of water added   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

to the powder, his employees 

gripped the edge of the tarp 

and folded the water into the 

concrete until it was well mixed. 

These were muscular guys, but 

when they finished, even they 

had to rest their trembling 

arms.  

After taking a short break, it 

took all of them including Aan 

to transfer the wet concrete to 

buckets and pour it into the 

steel mold. While that set, they 

got to work mixing a second 

batch and adding it to the other 

mold when it was ready. Aan’s 

calculations had been correct. With 

two more bio-sand water filter     

shells cast, the sun had finished its 

slow decline toward the horizon. 

They covered them with tarps to 

keep out the birds and insects and 

called it a day.  

Aan shook the hands of each of his 

employees, paid them what he owed 

for the day, and brushed the        

concrete dust off his fingers. Another 

day well spent and tomorrow, they 

could start on the sand and gravel 

layers for the filter itself, but that 

was tomorrow. For now, he had a 

dinner to eat and a wife and     

daughter to visit. A smile filled his 

face as he returned home to his  

family.    

Our clean water project is            
continuing to bear fruit. Just two 
months ago, our staff trained thirty 
individuals representing seven     
regions in rural India regarding   
constructing bio-sand water filters. 
Five groups have already returned 
home and are requesting funds to 
start businesses with the potential 
to bring clean water to thousands of 
India’s low caste. 
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