Add to book
The Dapaong market was open every day and was much larger than the Bogou market. We enjoyed learning what foods were available, and getting to know the market women. Soon we had our “favorite” vendors. 

Scorpion under mat

Mali: Women used henna to stain their skin and the soles of their feet. The stain could last several weeks.

The food in Burkina and Mali had so far been less spicy than the street food in Togo. 

Women gave small babies enemas, as a matter of daily routine, to empty them out so they can put them on their backs, diaperless, and they wouldn’t poop. 

Why no third year

Tchamba hat acquistion
Hard to know how much to pay people. Too much and you create envy and resentment, too little and you are seen as stingy.


Poverty is the lack of hope, not how little you have. 

Clothes reflected a lot about people’s religion and tribe and social status. The Muslims wore enormous flowing robes, embroidered at the collar. Women in general dressed in startling combinations of bold-colored cloth wraps with clashing shirts, headscarves, and veils. Many men wore the pajama-like outfit called a “complet,” with trousers and tunic in flowers or bright patterns, embroidered at collar and cuffs. Government employees, called fonctionnaires, wore polyester blend business suits with short-sleeved jackets and matching trousers. School children wore khaki shorts or skirts. The gendarmes, or national military, wore a French-influenced uniform with black box hat, khaki shirt, and shorts, brown knee socks, and black shoes. The Army wore green fatigues and big black boots. Modern or more affluent women wore elaborate outfits of ruffled shirt and long skirt made from matching cloth, or Western-style dresses. A few wore pants. One sign of a “liberated” Togolese woman was long hair. Most women kept their hair very short, or tressed it into tiny braids or pom pom patterns. Artificial hair was woven in to make longer braids, which were woven into patterns. Some women grew their hair long, but to keep it from standing up into an afro, they had to grease it down. 

Both men and women often had their faces scarred when they were young, to denote their tribal membership. The Moba had four small scars on the back of their necks. Many people had scars on their cheeks, and it could be quite attractive. Ashes to ensure scarring.

Another favorite local concoction was tchouk (short for tchoukoutou), a fermented, beer-like drink made from millet. Certain women in each village were tchouk makers, and this skill was passed on to their daughters. To find out where to buy tchouk in a village, you looked for small aluminum pots, called marmites, along the road in front of their house. Served in calabashes “washed” without soap between uses. Cooled by evaporation.south of Atakpame you start finding more palm wine and sodabi with special anis seed and roots to flavor some of the distilled liquors. Tchakpalo is filtered. Tchoucatou is not. First it was putting the sorghum in water to let it germinate and grow little tails. Then drying it by spreading it out on the pounded earthen floor of the compound. Then to the mill and grinding it into flour. Then into the massive pots with lots of water and some special herbal ingredients for boiling for a day. Then adding the yeast to begin the fermentation the night before market day. In the morning it was sweet. By midday it was perfect in my opinion and with a good amount of alcohol. By evening, it was potent and contributed to lots of bonne fetes! She was one of the biggest producers in Barkoissi, with probably 20 of those big plastic buckets. Tchakpa is more filtered and usually made with millet. It’s not as strong as Tchouk. the yeasts live in loofa sponges that are kept in the dark parts of thatched roofs.

(How women got money from men by selling them beverages.) 

Volunteers were not allowed to ride their motorcycles out of their region.

We took 500 mg of chloroquin a week to suppress malaria. It had some strange side effects, including itchy skin and hair loss. 

Friday night we had Chinese food at the Golden Crown. Excellent.

Lomé was in many ways more “developed” and “western” than many cities I had been to in the States. There were many expensive places to shop and eat. There were few cultural activities, and once we had explored the streets and markets, there wasn’t much to do except eat, drink, and socialize. We had to eat all of our meals out, and it was either 25 cents for fufu and sauce at a street stall, or five dollars for any sit-down place. On our stipend, that added up quickly. 

Togo was divided into five regions, north to south, called Savanes, Kara, Centrale, Plateaux, and Maritime. Each region was divided into several prefectures with a prefect, and subprefects appointed by the president.
I’d never in my life been depressed. Existential angst. 

Describe house and neighborhood when we first arrived, also weather and tall millet. 

If you live to five you’ll live forever. 

Crops: rice, cotton, millet, sorghum, peanuts, tobacco, manioc. 

Tensions and uncertainties of the beginning. Finally a sense of belonging, confidence, and comfort sets in. Then a winding down as the cycle draws to a close, new beginnings and old realities loom near, fears and uncertainties threaten a secure world. But in the end a new strength, a sense of self, a broader perspective, an acceptance of life’s challenges, ambiguities, ups and downs?
We mostly loved having volunteer visitors, but occasionally it was tiring if we had too many, or if someone was messy, demanding, or overstayed their welcome. But we couldn’t and wouldn’t turn anyone away. Volunteers needed to be able to count on a safe haven if they couldn’t make it home by dark, if they were having a bad day and needed cheering up, if they had motorcycle trouble, or any number of other scenarios. 

Volunteers hooking up with locals and other ex-pats. Rules? It was our age.

Define Harmattan when first used

Guinea hen or fowl?

Letters and phone calls after returning; dreams for years

Kidney belt for motos

Reasons for polygamy

French influence on food: baguettes, café au lait, pastry

Bars on our house windows

Place names may not be spelled correctly and may have changed

Yamaha DT 100 dirt bike.

Étienne Eyadéma changed name to Gnassingbé after crash. Thus Stevie.
Why I used miles instead of kms.

Small country, so could get to any place fairly quickly

Assibi story: selling her beignets in Yembour.

Organize by phase (honeymoon, etc.)?

Density of volunteers: 110 when I was there. Easy to gather. Not isolated. See each other frequently. Small country, fairly easy to travel.

Terms to search and replace for consistency:

· Pate

· Ignam 

· Social affairs

· km to miles

· Paillot or paillote?

Exchange Rates:

507 CFA per dollar in March 1985

473 CFA per dollar in June 1985

424 CFA per dollar in Sept 1985

340 CFA per dollar in March 1986

365 CFA per dollar in June 1986

330-335 CFA per dollar in Sept-Dec 1986

304 CFA per dollar in 1987

Dave Goodrich song lyrics

Steve Frayer comments:

Is the book about the emotional impact on me, or Africa’s impact on me? (Both I think.)

How does my PC experience affect my views now? How has it affected my life?

PC changes you inside more than the world outside.

For Steve, the value in PC was making connections with people. 

PC vols are the cheapest political goodwill ambassadors available.

Carole’s Rwandan stepmom’s comment about PC folks living in poverty rubbing the locals the wrong way. 
Themes: young, tough time of life to do this, angst, time to be finding partners

Why never went back to Togo?

At age 27 and 25, David and I were a year or two older than most of our fellow volunteers. Now that seems utterly irrelevant, but at that age it seemed a bigger gap. 

Dave Goodrich comments in FB messenger.

Books about aid and what works. Options for volunteering. 

From Bill Piatt:

Yes, that as an awesome evening! We are all so lucky to have had a chance to experience these things! Yes, the astronomy lesson was most likely from me. When I was a PCV in Sotouboua I had a great star book and taught myself “88 constellations” (that’s the number that jumps into my head), including their primary stars and for about half of them, their secondary ones as well.

Mimi’s official title was APCD, which stands for Associate Peace Corps Director. There were four - Mimi, Marc Dagbovi (later replaced by Tchao Bamaze, our first kabiye management staff), Kodjo Amesefe (Ag) and Ellen Dedo (Admin). Etienne Apelete was the Training Coordinator.

We topped out at 147. That was probably 1984. Yes, the bulk of the expats were French, followed by a sizable Lebanese community.
