He says he doesn’t want a second wife; one is enough. He also says three children are enough. He used to say how much he loved his wife. But for the last few months he's been yelling and screaming at her, and the other night he hit her. Also, he has girl friends over for the night - many different ones, and fairly often. Last night he had the gall to ask, in front of one of them, if we minded! His wife is also somewhat of an enigma. As Togolese husbands go, Adia is one of the least obnoxious. Yet she seems to deliberately jeopardize things by disobeying him, talking back, forgetting to feed him. In a traditional village society, that is very strange behavior for a woman.

The other night Adia arrived in one of his “boisson” stupors. We steeled ourselves for another of his slow speed, monotone orations, in which he rambles on and on disconnectedly about all manner of unclear things. He told us the villagers say we never work, have a cush job, don't earn our money, make a fortune, are stingy with it. Stoves is silly work. Oh well. 

Had a meeting with the UNFT women in Dapaong. 60 women came. Very positive. We will start formations in August (between two vacations and motorcycle training!).

Dambe, Adia’s sister, is turning out to be more and more neurotic. Poor D’wog begs for attention from her and just gets slapped all the time. Dambe’s been here for the funerals, causing trouble and discord next door (she and Adia’s wife can't stand each other). Luckily, she's been leaving me alone. Hopefully she has gotten the point that I'm no longer too fond of her.

I watched bread baking in Barkoissi the other day. In a round, limpet-shaped clay oven, sealed with a wood door and wet burlap. They can do two to three loads before the oven cools off. Women bake 25 kilos worth of flour once a week on market day. 

Kids crave attention, and affection, and get very little. They do obnoxious things for attention, so I get mad, yell at them, and they laugh and refuse to leave. If I'm nice to them, give them attention, they take advantage, ask for things, touch stuff, get bold. Last night at the funeral (full moon) Falabout fell sound asleep on my lap. Both her mom and dad said they’d find some place to put her. An hour later they still hadn't. Instead of finding a pagne and a corner in a in a hut they just took her from me, woke her up, and told her to wander around.

Tuesday June 24th

I'm depressed this morning. Depressed about my marriage, which feels at a stalemate (stale mate). Depressed about the book I'm reading, which lured me into its depths, and is now degenerating into total lunacy. Making me angry! Love, Etc. by Bel Kauffman. Depressed by yet another day of puttering in the village. Down time for work, which is ok, but I've lost momentum, and don't know where to go with work and new projects. I wonder where I'll find energy - but know I always do. Looking forward to vacation - new perspective, time away from village eyes. I always feel they're judging us. Are they? Do I care?

Saturday June 28th

The flies are here, arriving with rainy season moisture. There is moisture everywhere, but they go for mouth, nose, eyes. And they're tenacious - hanging on for a split second after you shoo them. They swarm over the table, and somehow into the house, despite screened windows and door. With the flies are mosquitoes, though luckily not as abundant. Scar season begins. Image of a small child, snot running onto his upper lip, covered with flies. Flies in the corners of his eyes and mouth. He ignores them completely, as well as the snot. 

Children who barely get enough to eat are always hungry. If we threw compost into the yard, they’d eat it. People do work for food as a reward. “I'll come work in your field all morning if you'll feed me lunch, or just beer.” We have overpaid from the start, and it's a hard precedent to break.

Once, in Yembour, the village west of us on the Ghana border, I was with Gary and Renee, a Canadian couple living in Dapaong, and their three-year-old daughter, Katherine. As we stood by our motorcycles, preparing to leave, a middle-aged Puhl woman, who’d been sitting in the back of a bush taxi near us, got out and approached. Puhls are a mocha-skinned people, much lighter than other black Africans with nearly Caucasian features: a narrower nose, thinner, flatter lips, a more oval face, and less kinky hair. This woman's right arm hung hunched up from her shoulder, slightly shrunken and malformed. Her face was like Arizona leather, thick and fissured from a life in the sun, but somehow radiant, with smile wrinkles. As a matter of fact, I think she was smiling during our whole encounter. Anyway, she walked up to us, a tiny woman, hardly as tall as Katherine in her mother's arms, and handed the little girl fifty francs! We were shocked. Never have I seen an African give a white person money. It turns out the woman was from Ghana and spoke some English. She was a licensed “traditional healer,” and had papers to prove it, which she quickly produced. We gathered round to marvel at the fragile yellow document, crisp around the edges, bearing the photo of a much younger woman, and a personal history of dates and numbers and places. Number of children, 7. Date of birth, 1938 (same as my mom, yet my mother, in comparison, looks young enough to be her daughter). She seemed delighted by our attentions we expressed our amazement at her giving money to Katherine, and such a sum, for 50 francs is a fair amount. “Where I come from we give children money,” she proclaimed, “and besides, we're all whites, you and I.” (Because the Puhl people are so light skinned, they are sometimes referred to as whites.) And then she reinstalled herself in the taxi, a proud, tiny woman, looking at peace with her surroundings. I had the feeling she could sit waiting in that taxi for hours, perhaps had been there for hours already, and wouldn't grow crabby or impatient. 
We're beginning to realize that our chosen African family is a bit abnormal. They argue and quarrel continually. Grandma and mom scream at the kids, and the kids pick on each other in descending order of size. When the children are scolded or hit, they're often not told why. And they rarely know there are rules, and that if broken, they will be punished. Even other Togolese have remarked on the turbulence and tempers of this house. When the sister from Naki or the brother from Pana come to visit, it gets even worse. Adia even joins in occasionally.

Tomorrow we begin our vacation to Ghana! Today was spent cleaning and packing.

Sunday June 29th

Day one, more or less, of our Ghana vacation. Another taxi ride from Dapaong to Kara - one of the more miserable. A chicken underfoot whose squawked every time I moved, the engine in front of my knees, toasting my toes, and one cheek on each of two seats, different heights, a gaping hole in the middle. 
All is very green, and being from a place where it's green year round, it's hard to imagine it will ever turn brown here again. It's as if the land has healed after a long illness. I imagine the bushes growing year by year, turning into trees, and re-covering the denuded land in forest, whereas in reality the landscape remains somewhat stagnant, the long, dry season undoing the gains of the previous season's growth, so that each year it effectively starts from scratch.

Tuesday July 1st

Bus Kara to Lome. A deluxe one - only one person per seat! Greyhound style seats - a retired German tour bus. It's said to be owned by Stevie's brother in law? The large picture windows don't open, so at our frequent stops children can wave and stare, but no one can thrust their wares in upon us. This is also a disadvantage because if we're hungry we can't buy any of the goodies proffered. Typical traveling fare: bananas, white bread, peanuts, crackers. If we're lucky we might find grilled corn or colicos (yam fries). Stopped in Adjengre. A little girl, her round eyes rimmed with dusty blue paint, making them look even bigger and more innocent. She leads an old, blind woman, helping her to beg. It’s very common. A young child from the family, not needed in the fields, is sent to help an old, blind relative beg each day. Seems like a strange life for a small child [30 years later, I no longer think that].

A young boy with no legs, and a stump for one hand. I remember him from training here - he gets around by using his hands.

The bus ride was interminable, but at least fairly comfortable. It's hot, though. We stopped continually, every half hour it seemed, mostly for the driver to run various personal errands.

Image: conical straw roofs of northern huts floating above millet fields, as if on a green sea.

Filth at Anie market, walking over feces, garbage, and green slime to pee.


We stayed last night with Mr. Gbengbertane, our landlord, who is the director of the hospital in Kara. Interesting to see the behind-the-scenes life of a high-ranking functionary. Nothing special. His house, given to him by his service, is falling apart, dilapidated, a rambling network of hallways, doors, and empty spaces. [I’m confused; I thought he was the director of the hospital in Lome; see next entry…]

Friday July 4th

A lovely dinner with our landlord and his family, here in Lome. A salad with shrimp, two kinds of fish, couscous and a yummy sauce. Beer and wine. Then we watched The Streets of San Francisco on TV! 

Monday July 7th

We crossed the Ghana border. No signs, few uniforms. Hard to know who wanted our passports, and who just wanted to find us a taxi, or “help us out.” We zigzagged back and forth through five or six checkpoints. Nothing was labeled, just hit or miss.

Lots of people grabbing at us for taxis, but not too obnoxious. I feel that being nice here actually works! The taxi stand - a maze of cars. We'd been told to take a 504 - a bit more expensive, but they’d leave sooner and be less crowded. But the ones we saw looked dilapidated and uncomfortable. We opted for a Volkswagen van. Comfortable seats, higher clearance for the reputedly awful roads, and a friendly loader. A loader is the guy who loads the van, collects the money, and prepares everything for the driver, who doesn't appear on the scene until the last moment. Lots of smiles. Fun to hear Ghanaian English. Prices here reflect the black market exchange rate - twice that of the bank rate.

Lots of turkey tails! These are popular because they're cheap. Composed primarily of chemicals and fat, they are shipped in by the boatload, purchased overseas by entrepreneurs for practically nothing.

