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  Gbe gbɔgblɔ ɖeka mede blibo o.

  One language is not enough.




  The texts of Ewe personhood constitute a multiplicity of the person, yet an extremely individuated (not individualistic) self. The uniqueness of each Ewe life history is grasped through its participation in other lives, communities, histories,....

  Judy Rosenthal 1998 The University of Virginia
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  Dedication


To women who carry the load: The head trading women, the two trade women, the single income household women, the health carers and child bearers, the child labourers. The fu fu pounders and tenders of the cooking fire. The women who laugh and tell stories, the women who listen and fall silent. The savers of small, small monies in the hope of lifting the load from the next generation.


Proceeds from this book will help towards funding the Bicycle Depot for women who trade from head trays in the Volta region of Mafi Kumasi.





  Foreword


Life opens up a road, a red dust road. We walk it, back and forth, crossing the years and the long miles, to and fro, the potholes and the ruts and the bends. In the distance perhaps is the place we are heading for. It takes sometimes the longest of times to get there. We carry the weight of the load on the road, back and forth too. And we carry our stories along life’s winding path. It seems sometimes that the road never changes, or forks or offers up any kind of different choices. It seems sometimes that our body won’t carry the load. Often our head hurts not just with worry, but with the physical weight we carry. Sometimes just putting one foot in front of the other in the heat and the dust, the same path ahead of us can feel impossible at times, hard on the body and even harder on the mind.


How can we give our daughters a different life to this one, this one of walking the red dust road for miles a day in high temperatures always carrying the heavy load? What other choices might be possible?


These stories illuminate and inspire. Vivid and energizing, they are call and response, they are conversations and monologues: they are the single voice and the multiple one. Together they make a whole. The to and the fro of the talk is the back and the forth of the road. Here are the voices we want to listen to, telling stories we often don’t get to hear, and here are the companions we want to meet on the road. If we are to be accompanied on life’s long red dust road, then stories are surely the best companion. They tell you that you are not alone, and that other paths might be possible. They give you hope and courage.


It takes more than one tongue to tell a story.


These stories make me think of all the women who have travelled many miles barefoot, and yet who have kept something of themselves, of their spirit. You can pick it up on the road — spirit, laughter, a sense of the other road not taken. A chance, perhaps, another life, hovering, waiting just round one bend and then another - perhaps within your reach. The story takes your hand and walks with you along the red dust road. To lose your way is sometimes to find it. You can walk for miles thinking you are nowhere till suddenly you are somewhere.


One story joins with another and together they build a luminous book.


Strong and vibrant, Volta Voices will make you want to hear more, and make you want life to offer better and different choices.


The voices here are the fork in the road. Turn the corner. Turn the page. Long may your ears be greased!


Jackie Kay

Scottish Makar - poet laureate and author of Red Dust Road

July 2016





  2020 Update


15 bicycles have been bought and maintained from funds raised by the sale of Volta Voices. These are used by younger head traders and by community health workers and midwives to enable them to visit outlying villages much more easily.

The bikes are hired to women head traders but loaned without fee to health workers.

2 motor tricycles have been bought to assist the women farmers with bringing crops into town to the head traders. Their maintenance and repair is paid for from hire fees.

Funds have been used to start a small loan club and hardship fund for women traders.

These projects are run by the women themselves assisted by Mafi Kumasi clinic.


How You Can Help

Your support is needed to continue maintenance, repair and replacement of bikes used by health workers. This outreach work is vital to the health and wellbeing of the rural community and supports the work of the clinic.

To find out how to support the project go to sheilaryan.co.uk/volta-voices.

Sheila Ryan and Samuel Komla Tsamenyi
January 2020







  Introduction




  Gbe gbɔgblɔ ɖeka mede blibo o.

  One language is not enough.




Story

We are all storytellers. In telling the story of our lives we give them purpose and meaning. With each new, attentive listener, our stories take on renewed life. At a time when borders are closing against the poor and the displaced of the world, it seems even more important that stories are portable, that they travel round the world, making a neighbour of a stranger.


This is a short collection of women’s life stories and testaments from in and around the Mafi Seva village clinic. We have decided to begin with sharing something of the lives of rural women in modern Ghana, because it is rural women’s voices which go largely unheard. Here in the Volta region live the Ewe people of South East Ghana. The Ewe are religious people, often holding to both traditional and Christian beliefs. They revere the ancestors but do not worship them as gods - they remember them and are guided by them making an oral history tradition central to Ewe culture. Family, clan and community are at the heart of Ewe life. This is a rural fishing, farming and trading economy, with people living in small villages, spread along the Volta and clustered around market towns. Traditionally governed by kinship, shrine priests and local chiefs, the Ewe still rely more on local custom and practices to maintain order and resolve personal issues and disputes than they do on state provision.


The oral story tradition in African village life belongs to the recent past and also to the present in some areas. Less than five years ago, the outlying villages in the Mafi Kumasi area, including Mafi Seva, had no electricity. Sitting round the cooking fire in the evening telling stories (proverbial, ancient, modern, factual and mythical) brought young and old together. Story and proverb are still very much alive in the Ewe language even while the traditional storytellers are dying out. In many areas their role is no longer being passed on. Literacy brings a move from ear to eye - the lights come on and so does television, if only for the few for now. (There was a TV for a little while at the clinic in Seva, shortly after electricity came, but it was soon sent packing when the younger apprentices became too fond of it) Mobile phones connect people in the villages, for trade, Internet, entertainment and news. At a funeral recently, it still seemed odd to see a row of very elderly women farmers, each holding a mobile.


These life stories told to us here are in translation; from oral to written, and from Ewe or Ewe-English into written English. I wonder how we can read them as if our eyes are closed? As if we are sitting together in an Ewe village perhaps listening to the wind in the Neem tree, the vroom of a motorbike kicking up dust or the thump of pestle on mortar while women laugh and talk, E and Ao. (Yes and no.) Now, listen to the whoop of children and the silence of the women as they wait patiently for their turn at the clinic. Somewhere along this whispering line of translations from one language to another, from one culture to another, from one sense to another, the stories must lose something of their vitality, their rhythm and cadence, but they must also gain something else, the imagination of a new attentive listener/reader.


Homeopathy: People, not diseases

Over a decade ago, Emperor (Samuel Komla Tsamenyi) and the safe water team asked for homeopathy to be introduced into the clinic at Mafi Seva. They were looking for a safe and effective system of health care that could also be afforded by a Bare Foot clinic, as it was then. The task has been to learn how to share the homeopathic way of healing, in the context of an African village clinic, open 24 hours a day, 365 days a year, serving people from birthing to dying and with every kind of ailment, illness and accident in between. Until the last few years, there were no trained nurses or midwives at Seva, and the nearest hospital, at Adidome, often had no doctor in attendance.


Homeopathy is a principled act of witness. Homeopathy treats people with disease rather than the diseases people have. It’s success pivots around receiving the patient’s story, within which lies the individual, characteristic case on which to prescribe a remedy, the healing stimulus.


Homeopathy’s guiding principle for prescribing, is Like Cures Like. A homeopathic remedy is chosen on the basis that it can cause symptoms in a healthy person similar to those from which the patient is suffering. The other core principle is, Minimum dose. That is, just enough to stimulate a healing response. (see Homeopathy – 20 Questions Answered, School of Homeopathy 2016)


Patient Listener


  Dzigbɔɖi wo tsɔ kona anyidikpɔa eƒe dɔkaviwo.

  It is with patience you dissect a bee.




Let me introduce you to Emperor who runs the Primary Health Care Centre and safe water project at Mafi Seva. The way he receives a villager who has come as patient to the clinic, is the same as he would welcome a guest or traveler. He greets them and invites them to sit awhile.



  Woezo. Efoa? Me fo. Wo ha efoa?

  Welcome, how are you? I am fine.
And how are you?




The name Tsamenyi means Wild Bee. The Ewe proverb attached to this name is: We don't hunt for wild bees in the day time, but at night, to avoid being stung, meaning Know when to do the right thing at the right time. This sums up Emperor’s approach to receiving the case. He takes time to enquire about the patient’s trip and about their family. This is in the style of an Amanie, a traditional Ewe listening to the story of a journey.


Emperor has been listening to villagers’ stories all of his life. He is an elder of his clan and naturally takes responsibility for the well being of the people. He began to study homeopathy over a decade ago as a way to further help patients at the clinic where he was a health auxiliary. It soon became clear that he had, as he puts it, found his mission. In this book, Emperor listens to the women’s stories, mainly in Ewe, and along with others, translates them into English, mainly verbatim, sometimes bringing his own narration and synthesis to the story. This is especially so if he has known the woman for some time, or, in some cases, all of her life. His patient listening to the story takes us back, from the recent past to antiquity, to the long nights of flickering firelight where a community heals and renews itself through storytelling.


Witness


  Amedzro ŋkugaa, menya xɔdome mɔ o.

  Even a stranger with big eyes cannot know the secret paths of the community.




It is as a witness, schooled by thirty years in clinical practice listening to patient’s stories that I have come to record these life histories and testimonies at both Seva village clinic and outreach clinics. I have come to know Emperor and the Seva clinic over more than a decade of visits and regular phone calls in between times, returning there is as if to a home place. I am one of many outsiders to the clinic, another yevu volunteer, a witness as participant observer and one with no more than a dozen words of Ewe. It is thanks to Emperor and the generosity of the clinic teams over the years and the patience of patients, that I am able to get even a gist of the story.


The story behind the case.

While sitting with Emperor on the hot, slow days, in between busy early mornings and long nights, when babies are born and fevered children brought in, we would talk about the difficulty of prescribing successfully for some people in the context of their lives. People whose occupations meant that giving a remedy was like, as Emperor has put it, pouring water into a basket.


How can a farmer, needing to labour with worn out joints, recover her joint health by any means other than surgery? That surgery is, of course, not generally available. How can a woman trader receive the benefit of a homeopathic remedy for her particular case of severe chronic headache if, after sitting to tell us about it, she gets up to hoist the heavy load of cassava or cloth back up onto her head for another twenty kilometre walk?


We felt we needed to listen to the story behind the clinical case in order to understand more about maintaining causes and obstacles to cure. That is, those life issues which hold people in a pattern of illness and injury. As well as working practices, these may include beliefs, social exclusion, education deficit, farming methods, diet, lack of medical and health care and other poverty related factors.


These stories show how life is changing very fast for rural Ewe and also the ways in which it remains the same. They provoke discussion about futures, beliefs and the role of women. The stories are co-created; many voices contribute to each story. There is the woman’s life history at the centre of course. There are the people she brings into the tale. There are the listeners, the translators, the camcorder, complete with wind distortion and motorbike traffic noise, and now there is you, dear reader and audience in the style of the traditional Ewe storytelling circle. As such, you now become a participant in the stories, a listener with your own empathies, questions and concerns. You are invited to listen with greased ears, as the storytellers would have said, to listen for that spark of life we share, and to pass the stories on, for once read, they will become your stories too. When it comes to sharing life stories, Gbe gbɔgblɔ ɖeka mede blibo o - One language is not enough.


Sheila Ryan May 2016




  Stories







  1. Mabel and the Prayer Camp


Wandering About


  Mabel Agobo’s story is introduced in the manner of traditional Ewe story telling.(1)



Storyteller: Listen to the story.

Audience: So, let the story begin.
The story comes from very far off, and falls upon Mabel.

It falls upon her.
It falls upon her husband.

It falls upon him.
It falls upon her mother.

It falls upon her.
The story falls upon the prayer camp.

It falls upon it.
The story falls upon madness.

It falls upon madness.


Storyteller: And this is Emperor, whom Mabel Agobo(2) has come to visit today. He leads the clinic here at Mafi Seva so mind your manners! We come first to pay our respects to him. How are you, Emperor?

Emperor: I am fine.
Storyteller: And this is Mabel, who has walked over from the Prayer camp(3) today to see her old friend and mentor, Emperor. How are you, Mabel?

Mabel: I am also fine.
Storyteller: And this is Sheila, holding the recorder. Woezo. You know that much Ewe don’t you? Welcome! And how are you this morning?

Sheila: I am also fine.
Storyteller: So, my fine people, I am going. I will leave you to talk. I will return at the end to tell you if you are telling a good story or not. And I will know, reader, if you have been a good audience or not and have listened with greased ears!



  
    
  

  
    
  

  (4)

  What follows now is verbatim, transcribed conversation between Emperor and Mabel. To bring the story back to life, as if you are indeed listening to it with greased ears, try reading it aloud, try reading the parts with a friend.



Emperor: Good morning, Mabel. And are you really well?

Mabel: Yes, I am well.
And your family, are they also well?

I am not knowing about my family.
You are not knowing about your family? Because you live at the Prayer Camp?

I escaped. I am running around.
You escaped? This morning?

Not escape. I was thrown out.
You were thrown out? Why?

My husband didn’t pay the money.
So, now you can no longer live at the camp?

I am wandering about.
So, we know it, but we still ask. From the beginning,

Mabel, tell us your Amanie(5)

My husband took me to the camp
He took you there?

He said I was sick.
He said you were sick, so he took you there.

He said I was talking too much
Insulting people?

Yelling at people.
So, your husband took you to the prayer camp because you were yelling at people?

Insulting him.
So, for how long have you been in the camp? How many days, how many months?

It is four months now.
Four months, so you have been in the prayer camp for four months now?

Ee
So, what do you normally do everyday at the camp?

Just praying Praying and singing?

Ee
So, you pray in the morning?

Every time you pray
Do you do any healing?

(Shakes her head)
Then how do you get yourself healed? Say your husband said you are sick. Do they give you some medicine?

That medicine, that medicine is no good. That medicine is too much. It throw you down. (Gestures arms throwing down)
It throw you down (gestures)

Throw you down. (Gestures)
Is it a liquid or..?

It is a liquid, liquid (impatiently)
Boiled in a gallon?

Gallon.
So, how many cups are you taking a day?

One (One finger up)
After taking the medicine, you get drunk?

Ao! (Reproving look)
Ee?

Ao (Gestures arm pushing away palm up, dismissing his question)
So, are you getting better now?

(Mumbles)
So, are you still taking the medicine?

I stop. It is too much for me.
So, what is the medicine?

It is too bitter (Hand to mouth, face screwed up, in disgust)
It is too bitter?

(Smiles towards him)
So, you have been there almost four months now, are you getting better?

Maybe (Palm open upwards)
And do you know you are sick really?

I am not sick.
You are not sick?

Ao (Shaking head, dismissively)
You are not sick, and you tell me you are getting better.

(Looks away, behind her towards the camp which is on the outskirts of the village) I am insulting persons too much!
You have been insulting people too much?

Too much!
So, do you still insult people?

Only my husband, I am insulting him.
Why do you insult your husband?

(Sits back, mumbling)
Why?

(Sitting back) Because my husband is not a good man. (Mabel gestures with her hands, palms and fingers open and spread upward, moving in circles) Too much!
Your husband has been going out with other women?

Too much!
And so, because of that you have been insulting you husband everyday. And your husband feels you are mad or you are insane, or that you have some mental problem and that is why he is taking you over there. But your mother, your own mother, was also involved?

Mmm
Your mother thought you were getting crazy?

Ee (Slaps knee as if ‘you have it!’) I’m not crazy. They are crazy. They should get to stay there. (Points towards the prayer camp)

(Claps hands, both laugh)
You told me the Pastor came and packed your things?

Pay some money!
Pay some money! How much are you supposed to pay?

Eight million.
Eight million. You pay eight hundred new Ghana Cedis. And six plastic chairs?(6)

And since you were not able to get the money, the Pastor said you had to go?

(Laughing together, Mabel gesturing, putting something on her head, as if her possessions, she then had to carry home from the camp)
Because you can’t pay you have been driven away! You have not escaped, but been driven away.

So, I go there at 6 o’clock
And what do you do when you get there?

I start praying.
And singing?

Ah, singing.
Will you sing one of the songs for us?

(Much laughing together.)

Vovome Vovome

In freedom, in freedom

I belong to Jesus Christ

He has made me myself

Because of me, he created the earth

So, I have the power to walk on the land

And to have a lot of fun....

(Mabel laughs and getting up out of the chair sashays a little before sitting back down, laughing and abashed)
Is this the only song you sing or are there a lot of songs?

Aah?
Do you have many songs? This is enough anyway... so you sing a lot of songs?

Mmm.
So, how many people sleep in the room at the same time? Do you have different places for men and women?

Mmm. (Shakes her head) Together. All together. (Brings her hands together in prayer position)
Sleep all together in the same room on the same mat?

Ee.
You were telling me sometimes you are bitten by ants?

(Mabel shows where she is bitten on her arms and legs.)
Yes. Do you fast too?

I get hungry. Fast only one day (laughs)

(Mabel is frequently looking behind her down the road to where the prayer camp is)
And how long are some people there? Are people there a long time?

Some are there a long, long time before I went in.
So, some are there about a year? And do they chain some people? Do they tie some people?

They tie some people. He is here (Pointing away) and he is here too. (Pointing towards the prayer camp)
They chain him?

Not chain him again (Hands crossing in a ‘no more’ gesture.) He is drinking the tea.
I think two have been released because they are drinking the bitter herbs?

There is only one of them now.
Is he getting better?

It is because he is beating people he is chained. You come. If you come, he will slap you.
Is he beating the Pastor too?

Ao! (Gestures, hand driving away)
You say all the people are scared of this man and the Pastor will drive him away if he beats him. You only arrived recently (4 months) but what I learned is that many people were chained. Chained to what?

To trees (Points to trees)
Is it in the day or the night too?

The whole day. When the night come, he will sleep there too. You will sleep outside.
Does the Pastor beat people?

(Shakes head) He prays... (Gestures hand at her head as if a mouth yelling at her)
He has been insulting you, yelling at you?

Mmm.
And you were saying, people normally fall down.

They are falling down (Hands up and falling, as if in dance)
Why?

(Shrugs)
You don’t know. Does the Pastor go near the people before they fall down? So, the pastor also falls down?

(Lies back in the chair, laughing)
So, if the Pastor falls down, who wakes him up?

(Arms rising) You will be praying and he raises up.
If you all fall down at the same time?

(Singing Vovome vovome)
The whole crowd of you singing?

You will be shouting, praying, we wake up. (Hands rising)
Mama, so, you believe that it is the praying and the singing that wakes everyone up?

Ee. (Sings Vovome vovome... mimes rolling on the ground while sitting in the chair)
Rolling on the ground - and it is only people who have, or whose families think they have some psychiatric complaint, who go to the camp?

Ao! People with disease also go.
But always with diseases? Mind or body?

Ee, mind, mind and body also.
The people believe that bad spirits are causing some harm to the people so they are taken to the Prophet to send those bad spirits away. So, it is not only the mentally ill people, but other sicknesses too. So, mama, do you have many sick people?

Sunday, many people come to the church.
So, how many came to the church yesterday?

Three or four hundred.
Yesterday I saw them coming and I heard them singing throughout the night So, who cooks for you there? So, you cook your own food, all the relatives come and cook for them?

(Hand gesture as if ‘maybe some’)
What happens when you go home to your husband?

(Mabel yawning. She is getting tired of all the questioning)
Do you like it when you go back home to your husband?

Ao. (Shakes her head)
Do you like to stay at the camp or go back to your husband?

I like to stay there. (Pointing to the camp.)

(Mabel is often looking away towards the camp, and pointing to it. I can feel the pull of the camp for her. The hours of singing and praying seem to be as if inside her, ready to burst out into song and dance and laughter at any moment)
Why? You be singing Vovome vovome?

Ee.
So, you don't go to farm you just stay there, singing and praying? It’s better than being at home with the children. You have four children I think?

Four children.
So, you leave the children behind and you go there singing
Vovome

Ee, I am praying for them
You are praying for them?

Ee.
And the whole family. Do you pray for me too?

I pray for my uncle, aunties, in laws...(Wipes hands together and laughs)
Do you believe you have some bad spirits chasing you?

There are no bad spirits following me!
Then why do you keep there?

That place is the house of God.
So, it is the house of God. So you are there for God to save you?

Ee.
So, when God is saving you, when you are no longer insulting and walking around..

I am happy (Sits back in the chair, raises arms clenched fists)
You not yell at your husband anymore?

Hmmm. (Shakes head)
So, mama, if you see your husband with another woman what will you do?

I will just go to the camp. I will be crying, crying, crying. (Claps hands) I’m not crying again. I just be cooking, eating and go to the camp.
Not cooking for your husband and children?

No, just for me. Just one (Raises finger)
So, now you cook your own food, go back to the church at 6pm until the following morning.

Uhmm.
So, it means that you have given way to your husband to marry 2 or 3 or 4 wives?(7) So, you will be happy?

(Shrugs, open hands)
So, if the Pastor asks you to stay there and be one of the Pastors, will you like it?

If the spirits fall on me... I know how to pray and sing, E? (Claps hands together, wiping palms)
Someone like me, I hate singing and praying! I hate it so much but some people love it.

(Mabel is sitting back in the chair, looking tired of questioning, looking over her shoulder a lot, aware of who is walking along the road)
Is your husband taking girlfriends “behind your back” as we were talking earlier, or is he taking more wives, in the traditional manner, do you think, Mabel?

It is the same.
Before Mama, when you were young. So nicely dressed, so happy.

Ee, when I was first married. Now I am crying, crying, crying. Now there is no sex.
No sex?

No sex.
Only God, no sex.

(Mabel sucks her teeth at Emperor.)
I am going.
Where are you going? To the prayer camp or back to your husband?

I am going. Not to my husband. Nothing there.
Now, you have no clothes. Your husband does not provide for you. You are not his wife any more. He spends all the money on the new girlfriends.

No sex. I am crying, crying.
It is important to be a wife?

It is all.
You do not belong anywhere, and this is terrible for you?

It is terrible.
And your husband, he deprives you?

Ee. I am still young.
You were so young and beautiful, Mabel, with your husband. And now you are floating about, like the cornhusk you are.

I am crying, crying.
How do you live, Mabel?

The peel from the cassava, I sell it for animal feed. Small, small.
So, you actually cannot afford to feed your family, only yourself, just about?

I only eat.
And now you are wandering, between the prayer camp and home?

I am wandering about.
And do you have any friends or other family to help you?

One woman. I talk with her.
An older woman, a friend who takes care of you?

Ee.
And today, you are here with us at the clinic.

I am here.
And we are your friends, Mabel.

Singing

Vovome, Vovome.

I have the power to walk on the land

And to have a lot of fun!



Storyteller: Ah, a sibling, or in this case friend, is more valuable than cloth Ee?

Is that it? Are you finished? How will Mabel’s story end? What say you audience? Does she leave her husband and become a sister of the prayer camp? Does she go home to her husband and children? Or does she continue to wander, like so many other lost souls, excluded from village life through mental ill health or loss of family.

I think it must be an old woman who told me this story on my way here to meet you.

Audience: Is that so? Then long may your tongue be oiled.
Storyteller: And long may your ears be greased!



  
    
  

  
    
  

  (1) Traditional Storytellers are generally elders who pass on the local culture and values through oral story telling. Stories, plots and characters familiar to all, notably in Ewe, Ayiyi the trickster spider, are given a new telling by each individual storyteller. As literacy and electricity come onto the scene so the storytelling fades out. In some areas of the Volta region however, this oral tradition is still going strong. The audience at a story performance is not passive but joins in, calling out, singing, getting up to dance and generally getting into it!


  
    (2) Agobo (Corn husk) means the cornhusk will float whilst the heavy stone drowns and is perished. We are told about this person that weight and size don’t count in determining strength, and Mabel Agobo is certainly a strong character!

    The naming of an Ewe child is of huge significance. Names indicate familial inheritance, religious purpose as Se, (Soul) and Christian religion as well as destiny. Ewe people are given at least three names including the day of the week upon which they are born. The child is given a day name while the elders wait to see signs of their character, after which they will be named again. These names, like Agobo, often contain proverbs. The child may also be automatically named for their birth order in the family. The manner of birth and physical characteristics may be taken as signs for naming. The child is examined for hints of Dzoto (ancestral soul) Traditionally; an ancestor who guides them to fulfil their soul’s purpose accompanies Ewe through life. They may be told to avoid certain foods and given amulets to wear. The names reveal something of the child’s expected fate in life. Since colonial and missionary times most Ewes have Christian names too.

  


  
    (3) Prayer Camps and Mental Illness: A local Christian Prophet runs the Seva camp. (Unlike the Northern Ghanaian so-called Witches’ camps, that are run by local Fetish priests.) The belief in good and evil spirits, fostered at the Seva camp, fits together with traditional belief in Doze. (Derogatory term, Ju Ju, meaning Toy.) Doze is ritual practice intended to safeguard spiritual, family and community wellbeing. Suffering and illness of all kinds is deemed to be caused by ill wishing. It follows that prayer, incantation, libation and other ritual practices would be a cure. Psychiatric illness, seen in a Ghanaian context, is as much to do with collective, normative values as it is individual, clinical diagnosis.

    The Witches’ prayer camps in Northern Ghana are notorious for the poor conditions under which unwanted widows and other women, branded witches, sometimes with their children, are kept. These women have been accused of causing all kinds of misfortune. Various NGOs support the women, as do some families who have had their wives and mothers forcibly taken from them by villagers who believe they have wished ill upon them. Are prayer camps sanctuaries for outcast people, unwanted women, the mentally ill and disabled, or do they conspire in persecuting them? It depends of course on the camp. One pastor, from a camp near Accra talks of the use of the bible in his prayer camp as if it was a therapeutic CBT tool. We use scripture to help renew the thinking of the person.. to change their feelings which will then change their behaviour. (The Borders of Sanity BBC Radio 4 June 2016). At most camps, it is at the discretion of priests and pastors that people are held, treated and freed. Personal autonomy is obviously an issue. While in the UK police services are still used to control some patients with mental health issues and so many of the homeless have mental health problems, it is clearly not a case that Ghana and the prayer camps are the only institutions which need to be researched and changes made.

  


  (4) Cloth Motifs. Ewe Kente cloth is traditional, hand woven cloth studded with symbolic motifs of people, plants, animals and objects which enhance the colourful weft blocks and geometric designs and are associated with proverbs and cultural meanings. The chameleon here used to illustrate Mabel’s story, is a symbol of patience and versatility. Oral legend traces kente back to the hands of an exhausted hunter. Upon taking rest this hunter began to observe a spider weaving its web. This inspired an imitation of the process on what is now called the children’s loom. These highly prized cloths are worn as wrappers for rituals and represent status and wealth. The cover to Volta Voices shows the weft blocks of colour; pink for the female essence of life, yellow for preciousness, wealth and fertility and red for political and spiritual life, bloodshed, sacrificial rites and death.


  (5) Anamie: Performing the news at the end of the journey is what makes the journey sweet (Northern Ewe song). Amanie is the traditional narrative art of the telling of a trip or telling of the news from the beginning of a journey from one place, or point, to the end place, here and now. Children may be asked by their elders to tell of an errand or trip and the skill with which they report the journey, the naming of who they met on the road, and what they saw, indicates the level of their maturity.


  (6) Plastic chairs have almost become a currency, the churches and prayer camps value them because they need to accommodate their swelling congregations.


  (7) Polygamy: Ewe society is traditionally patriarchal and polygamous. In the past, a man would take on more wives once he had the land and animals to support them. Ideally, the women would support each other and share childcare. These days, it tends to be that men who take on more than one wife, cannot afford to support them or more children. Most often, a woman is left for a new wife or else a man visits and lives off several wives. It is this corruption of polygamy that leaves so many women as sole providers for their children. In Mabel’s case, her modern ideals of a monogamous relationship clash with her husband’s and mother’s more traditional, albeit modern version, of polygamous norms.


  
    On homeopathic intervention

    Mabel came to the clinic earlier on in the day to sit with Emperor. She asked him for help to not be Crying, crying, crying over her husband. He took her homeopathic case. The theme of chronic disappointed love, characterised by withdrawal into anger and suffering, seems at first to indicate the remedy Natrum Muriaticum. This is sea salt. It is a remedy for those who are stuck in grief; like Lott’s wife, they only look back. However, the characteristics of Mabel’s case of disappointed love are that she is Wandering about. She is restless and goes from place to place. (Even before she was thrown out of the prayer camp.) She is vexed by the loss of sexual relations with her husband. She has nothing, hardly any clothes to wear or food to eat. Singing and praying and praising the Lord seem to be what gives her solace. These are the features of the remedy, Veratrum Album, the White Hellebore. In Ewe society, to be excluded is a terrible fate. Mabel feels left out by her husband, forced to float about like a Cornhusk. With only the near worthless cassava peels to sell to support her, she is reduced almost to a beggar. We will see what order and direction the remedy can help Mabel to bring to her life. Until then, she continues, as she says, to be wandering about.

    Follow Up, three months after the interview and remedy. Emperor reports that Mabel is calmer now. She has returned to her husband, who in turn, is restricting himself to one extra wife. Mabel is being looked after, she says. For now, at least, Mabel is no longer ostracised or wandering about.

  






  2. To get lost is to learn the way

  Schooling: A tale of two lives



Anita

Life is not a straight path


Anita is a smart, strong, capable, woman of thirty-five. She looks after the Seva Health Centre compound, kitchen, and GHP volunteers.

Anita tells her story, in Ewe, to Emperor who recounts it for us here.


When Anita was young, she stayed with the auntie. The auntie was a cloth seller - she moved around selling cloth. Anita’s mother had 13 children and she could not afford to look after them, so she transferred some of them to relatives. That is how Anita came to live with the auntie. Other brothers and sisters were distributed among other family members. An elder sister had stayed with this auntie before her. The auntie had her own children too. From the beginning, Anita thought of the auntie as her mum. She was sent far away from home, to the northern part of Ghana, to live with her auntie, and didn’t see her own mother for many years.


One day, when she heard that her father had died, she felt homesick and told her auntie that she wanted to come back and see the mum. She returned home to the village, just here, behind the clinic. By this time, Anita was fifteen to sixteen years old.


Anita went to school, on and off, until she was fourteen. But children are sometimes whipped at school, with a cane, even though the practice is outlawed. Anita went to school one day and saw a child being whipped, and that sent her packing. So, when she came home to her mother, she wanted to return to school. There was a teacher in Kumasi who was prepared to pay her school fees, but as the proverb says, Life is not a straight path.


For now, disaster falls upon Anita.

So, What happened?
The story falls upon the Volta fishing communities.

It falls upon them.
The story falls upon child labour.

It falls upon it.
The story falls upon lost schooling.

It falls upon it.


One of her brothers came to pick her up to take her to the fishing village around the lake in order to work for him. She was there for 5 years. (1) She had no money, not even to buy her panties. Her brother did not care to provide for her in any way. So, since her brother and mother refused to send her to school, and as she was in dire need of money, she befriended somebody, who was giving her money, and that gave her the first son. She has had six children with three fathers. One of the children died. Three of her children are with her former husband. The two she has with her; they have come to the Seva compound to eat with us.


None of Anita’s 12 brothers and sisters were sent to school for long. Anita tried to join a school for fashion designing at Adidome, but the school wasn’t functioning, and so she stopped going there. Then, when the children kept coming, she decided it would not be good for her to return to school and leave the children
at home. Her intention, now, is to get some money for trading.


Anita’s aim is that her own children should go to school so that they can do anything they want to do. At the moment, she is not saving any money so that her ambitions for herself and for her children are in jeopardy.


She wants to trade in fabric and panties, children’s and adult wear. It would cost about 1000 Ghana Cedis (£250) to start up in trade, and at the moment, Anita has no means of saving for this or for her children’s future education. The patients pay little, little money to attend the clinic so that Anita can only earn a token each month for her services to the Health Centre.


Every day, Anita gets up at 4 or 5am to sweep the compound. She makes food, and then goes back to the house to see to the children, to get them ready to go to school. She moves back and forth between Seva clinic and the house. She does the cleaning, washing, food preparation and marketing for the homeopathic clinic, which could not run without her support.


Annabel

Life Moves On


Annabel is a big woman in every sense of the word; from her appetite for fun and jokes, to her passions and ambitions; she is a big woman who is going places. She is currently working as a nurse at Mafi Seva Health Centre, living here with her mother and 5-month-old daughter, Queen. Her husband lives in Ho, a large town to the North. This is Annabel’s Amanie, as she told it to me, in English


I’m from the Accra region. I schooled in the Volta region and we are supposed to choose where we want to be. I didn’t choose Volta region, but they said, because I schooled in the Volta region, I have to serve in the Volta region. That’s why they brought me here to Seva. From the very first day, I was crying. I cried a lot because I had never been in a village before. This is my first time. I was brought up in a city, Accra. As life goes on, I just got used to it, and I came here to work, I love the work and I love everything about it. Esia? (2)



  Aɖaata sɔ ha, mɔ le eme.

  Although the reeds look green with equal height, there are ways through.




Actually, when I was growing up I had three things in mind to be: to be a journalist, to be a nurse and to be a customs officer. When I completed exams I wrote into the journalism school in Accra. So, I am there, my final year. I am supposed to write exams. So, the financial crisis, because of money issue, I have a grandfather in London, who was able to send out money for my final year and school fees. So, the money came for my final year, so, I had to look for some person to keep the money. So, when it is time to write the exam, or the registration time, I go for the money and then pay for the registration. So, time was due for the registration and I went to this person, and the person had just squandered the money. I wasn’t having any bank account by then so I gave it to somebody to keep.... There was nobody to turn to. I became a school drop out. Esia?



  Afɔtude me mu na de o.

  A stroke of the foot cannot fall a palm tree




So, I left the journalism school. So, from there, I came to the house. My mum sells cloth. So, I had to start selling cloth, then, sometime, I moved from her and just started my own business. I started selling credit, selling water, a whole lot of things, selling toffees and biscuits and those things.


And so, until I applied to the nurses training, and God being good, I was admitted to the nurses training. I was selling and saving some money. It was really hard, but with God all things are possible, and so I was allowed to get into the nursing school. That’s where everything turned around for me. I am here now. At least I am working. At the end of the month I get something to send to my parents and to send to my younger ones. I overcame a lot of things. I had good grades. Esia?


The thing was, that mum wanted me to be educated. Because she is educated, but not that... she didn’t get the privilege of further education, of senior high school. So, the time I was joining her, she was OK with it, because I’m helping her. And that time too, I was getting small, small money to buy one or two things. So she was OK. But she always tells me that I should be what I want to be. Since my first ambition to be a journalist didn’t work, I tried my second one, which was to be a nurse. And then it worked. My third is to be a customs officer. I just love their uniform. I love they way they do at the ports, their barriers. I just love it. That’s all. To be a nurse, I just love human beings. I have pity for people. I just love the work, to save life, to help people. That’s all. Esia?


There is someone there now, to help the business, now my mum is here. Her niece stays there. My younger sister is at school. She has not completed yet. My older brother has finished university. He’s not working now. He is looking for a job. I believe in God, that he will get. It’s like this. Even when I was in the nursing school, I would bring some cloth to sell it to my nurses. And I will be going round the hospital. And I will be crediting it to them.(3) Then at the end of the month, I would go for the money. So, when I was at the Nurses’ School that was the business I was doing to help myself, small, small. Until they started giving us allowances. Esia? Now I am 29 years. I have worked hard for a very, very long time. I have struggled a lot in life.


Two Cedis(4)


Nowadays, I don’t know if it is the same in your western countries, but here in Ghana, no man would like to marry a woman who doesn’t work. Because they can’t be doing everything for we, the women. So I said to myself, I have to get to a certain stage before I marry and before I give birth. The one funny thing was, my husband used to be my boyfriend and then we got separated for about a year. Then he came back again, and we got married. If you marry a man who isn’t working, the whole burden will be on you. So now, the man brings one Cedi, you also bring one Cedi, makes into two Cedis. That’s it. Then there is peace in the house.


This is my third year at Seva. I married last year. I gave birth October. That is Queen. My husband is in Ho, and I am also here. I prefer to live in Accra than here. He is a Voltarian. I have to go to Ho. I have to be close to my husband. Sometimes he comes. It is on and off. We will be separated for a very long time. More than one more year. I want to further my education. So if I finish it and I complete, I will ask them to take me to where my husband is. I need to be close to my husband. I want to go to the midwifery school to better my midwifery so that I can become a great midwife. Being one of the best midwives in the region. Life moves on. Esia?


How different is it, reading and listening to a story in the third person, as Anita’s story is told to us by Emperor, and hearing one first hand, from Annabel? The way in which we record voices and stories raises the question, whose story is it anyway?


Stories, like lives, make their own journeys, snaking between teller and listener, reader and writer, one language to another, connecting us one to another.



  
    
  

  
    
  

  (1) Enforced child labour is still happening in the Volta fishing villages. Some as young as five or six years old are working, without pay, and with barely enough sustenance. It is estimated that over 24,000 children are in forced labour in Ghana. The NGO, Challenging Heights, founded by ex-child fishing labourer, James Kofi Anan, works to rescue children working on the Volta. The charity provides education and rehabilitation for them and their families. www.challengingheights.org


  (2) “Esia” Have you heard it? Have you got it? The onus is on the listener to understand the Amanie, the story of the journey.


  (3) Small trading depends upon a complex weave of credit; goods bought on credit and good sold on credit. Trust plays a major role in trading in Ghana. Having a good name, a reputation for trustworthiness in the conduct of giving and receiving credit, is the basis of a successful business. It can take years to establish good credit lines, to build and then protect a reputation.


  (4) Cedi - Ghanaian unit of currency. One Cedi is divided into 100 Pesewas. There are about 5 Cedis to one Pound Sterling (2016)







  3. The Load will be lighter on the way home

  Testimonies from Village Women Head Traders Mafi Seva in the Volta region.(1)




  
  Here is Abla (on the left) and Janette. Abla head trades in bales of cloth and Janette in kitchen goods. Both are based at Mafi Kumasi, where the Health for Head Traders Bicycle Depot is located. They walk up to 40 kilometres around the villages each trading day.


Abla

The load will be lighter on the way home

Abla, (Born on Tuesday), known by Mabel or Mabel Adika (Meaning Challenge) is a head trader and farmer. She is forty-four years old and has three children. Mabel is youthful, strong; she has a sweet, shy smile. Mabel walks from Kumasi to Mafi Seva and then on to the surrounding villages, covering a distance of up to forty kilometres four days every week. She walks in temperatures of 22 to high 30 degrees. These testimonies, given to me in Ewe, are translated into English by Emperor.


Woezo Mabel

I go to farm and trade. I am going between the two trades, the farming and the selling. This is for money to cater for the three children. My husband abandoned me for the past seventeen years. With only one trade there is not enough money to support the three children and myself. The last-born is seventeen years because she was just three months when my husband disappeared. They are all at school. The other one has completed Senior High but I have no money to send this girl to the tertiary school. If I can she will be there until twenty-five. The first one is twenty-five, the other one is nineteen or twenty. There is no work here in the villages so the eldest one has left for Accra to look for a job. And right now I do not know the work he is doing. Even yesterday I sent him some money.


(Mabel, abashed, is laughing by now and brushing the lap of her skirt. It is unusual for her to be asked so much about her life.)


I started to trade when I was very young. I was sent to school by my parents but my mind was not open to book. I couldn’t study and so I stopped. I got to Primary 6 and then put a stop. My brothers and sisters are all educated.


I left for the Republic of Togo, another country, and then started cooking Kenkey(2) I was eighteen. I stayed there for two years. I had no relatives in Togo. I went there on my own accord. Then there was a tribal war in Togo, a severe war, and so I fled.



  Emperor: Many patients at the clinic they have fled from that war. They suffer traumatic stress even after this long while, and even after this long time, a homeopathic remedy can help them recover their peace of mind.




My mother is also a trader, selling cloth and porridge for sale every morning. I move together with her sometimes.


When things go wrong, it is myself to blame for not taking care of the business. If I get any success I know it is by the grace of God. If things go wrong you should not blame God.


I save some little money and use it to sponsor the children at school. I want them to be highly educated, to be responsible citizens in the community. If I can live longer, be very prosperous and cater for the children, I am fine. The load is heavy. If someone buys one or two cloths the load is lighter on the way home.



  Emperor: Mabel has been having severe headaches from the loads since a while now. I have treated her two or three times. I gave her the remedy Natrum Sulphuricum 200 for the heavy loads causing a headache. The headache is better, and then it is worse again. It is like pouring water into a basket to give her a remedy because she just takes up the load again(3)




Janette

It is as if the load is crushing me.

Janette is fifty-one years old. She is a head trader and farmer. She has three children and is divorced.


Janette lies back on the chair, rousing herself to answer questions. She looks tired. She is a slender woman grown wiry with hard work, yet despite her fatigue, Janette gestures with the gentle grace of the girl she once was.


She is presenting today at the clinic with a severe and chronic toothache which she has endured on and off for the past three years. She did have two teeth removed previously, and now this one, for which she cannot afford the surgery. Emperor will prescribe a homeopathic remedy for the pain and swelling based upon the individual features of the case. In this way, perhaps the tooth can be saved and Janette spared the eventual cost of dental surgery. When she has the toothache she develops a severe headache too.


Janette also suffers from chronic lower back pain, which she also associates with carrying loads on her head.



  It is as if the load is crushing me.




Janette was raised from the age of eight outside of the family. She was sent to live with some people near by. She is one of six and the parents could not afford to keep her. (This is common practice with village families. When there are too many mouths to feed, a child, more usually a girl, will be sent, sometimes far away, to a relative or sometimes to a neighbour, to be raised.) The other woman became like a mother to her and sent her to elementary school. She married then at twenty-four and her husband took her to the North Tongo district to live. She got divorced when the husband ran away from her to live with another woman and left her with the children. This was twelve years ago.


Her children are twenty-seven, twenty-three and nineteen years old. The eldest two are in education but the last one is at home as there is no money to send her to school. After her husband left her, Janette stayed on in Togo for two years and then returned to her parents’ home. Janette has not yet settled long enough to make sufficient income from trade, as this can take years to build up.


Janette, like most villagers in the area, believes it is God who is responsible for one’s fate in life. (Mawnfemor being the exception here.. see her story)



  I am always praying to the Almighty God that the future will be good.




This belief in God gives Janette hope when she might otherwise find it difficult to find any. It was terrible for Janette to have to return home after her husband left and these days it is better for her, she says, to think of him as dead. Such is the shame of returning home once married.


Janette is struggling now to be able to afford to send her youngest child to the high school. Once she can afford that, she says she will stop head trading. Janette lives in a typical village of about one hundred people. Even if she puts her things in a room to sell, nobody buys them. She must walk to all of the surrounding villages to find enough people in order to sell to them. The market towns are also quite small around here, not enough people come to your stall, which is in any case expensive to run.


It is at this point, as we are sitting under the trees discussing with Janette how else she might be able to trade, that a man on a bicycle arrives. The bike has large, laden panniers back and front. He parks the bike against a tree and goes to lie down in the shade. We three turn to look at the bicycle, and then we look at each other.....



  


And so the Health for Head Traders Bicycle Depot is conceived.


Here are some of the women who could benefit from a bicycle to carry their wares. Victoria, for whom the Bicycle Depot comes too late, tells her story.


Victoria

Victoria is a retired head trader. She has three grown up girls whom she has worked to educate. She can only limp now with the aid of a stick. She used to walk around the villages to buy cheese and meat, which she then took by tro tro(4) to Adidome, a larger market town, where she then took a ride in a vehicle to go and sell her goods in the Republic of Togo. She did this for fifteen years. These days Victoria is a farmer. She started farming after the death of her husband. He had not been a farmer but was looking after cows. Her pains and disability came on gradually, starting before his death, and worsening over the years since.



  


I had a bicycle I would not be suffering now

A typical journey for Victoria as a head trader would be to leave Seva village at around 1pm after a morning’s work and walk through the heat of the afternoon out to the cattle ranch where she would arrive in the dark of evening some six hours later. Here she would buy cheese, stay overnight at the ranch and make the return journey on foot the following morning with the load of cheese, on a tray, on her head. Her children were young at that time and would have been looked after by another woman of the village while she was away. She was saving, little by little, for their education.


She says that if she had had a bicycle back when she was trading, she would not be suffering now.


Dzigbodi

Dzigbodi (Patience) was a young woman of twenty-eight when she first came to the clinic at Mafi Seva some six years ago.



  


She presented then with palpitations and dizziness when walking long distances with the heavily laden tray on her head. She was well other than this and suffered these symptoms only when she was trading. Now, six years later she still gets dizzy spells and palpitations. Her head aches. She feels old, too old, she says, to learn to ride a bicycle now that there is a chance of one. Emperor tells her that there is help on hand at The Bicycle Depot to make the move from head to bike. He tells her that trading from a tray on her head is the maintaining cause of her suffering and that she will recover once she is free of that pressure.



In a Hurry

Mavis leaves Seva Clinic compound at a brisk pace. She is carrying a tray on her head loaded with smoked fish and herbs tied in bags. She carries a plastic container of home prepared food over her arm. She needs to work fast and walk many miles to visit as many of the villages around Seva as she can before getting back to her children who are at school. Hopefully, she will return with enough money to feed them today.



  


Her load is not heavy. Her balance is so good even at this fast pace that she does not need to use her arms to steady her load. She is young and she will swing that tray down from her head many, many times today. She will walk twenty or more kilometres today and she will do the same again tomorrow.


With a bicycle, she can visit many more villages and in half the time. She is a young woman in a hurry who needs a bicycle.


Red Dust Road

Faustina and Femor are passing by the Seva clinic compound on their way to a funeral. One is carrying firewood and the other cassava. They hope to sell their
goods at the funeral. Both loads are so heavy that the women need to steady their basins with an arm raised high over their heads. (Try raising an arm over your head and keeping it there for just 5 minutes.) They each wear a large pad on their heads on which they place the basins to help keep them steady and to protect their heads. The pads, however, only make the load higher. It is morning, about 22 degrees. Later the temperature will climb into the 40s.



  


With panniers, bungees, and a front basket, both these women’s loads would just about fit onto a bicycle. Because women have such good strength and balance, it is likely that most would be able to learn to ride a heavily laden bicycle with relative ease. There is also help on hand at the Bicycle Depot to make the transition from head to bicycle.


Head and Heart

This mother needs assistance to hoist her load because it is so high. She is selling bread and eggs. She needs both arms raised to balance her precious cargo of eggs and baby. Her young son follows behind.



  


The head trading women I met were nothing less than courageous, heroic figures. Modest, dignified and determined to not only provide for their children from the little, little monies they earned but to save for their education and even aspire to it lasting well travel the red dust village roads.



  
    
  

  
    
  

  (1) Head traders. It is traditional throughout Africa for women and girls to carry goods on their heads. However, running a small trading business means that women need to walk for long distances carrying the whole stock on their heads. It is this necessity which causes problems for them. Carrying loads upon your head can free your hands and arms for carrying a child on your back, for example. It can free your hands for dipping in and out of a money belt tied at your waist. You can use your hands and arms to gesture in conversation, balance your walk or reach up to steady the load. But what if that load is too heavy or unstable for you to walk without permanently raising one arm, or both, to hold it in place? What if the distance you need to walk every day and the number of days you need to walk it is too far for reasonable comfort? What if you are already tired from child rearing and raising and tending to another occupation, like cooking or farming the food for sale? Then the traditional way of carrying loads itself becomes a burden. This is what is meant by obstacle to cure and maintaining cause, a life situation which prevents a person from recovering health. Economic and logistical necessity imposes restraints on women head traders. It turns out that bicycles are the answer for at least some of them. Take the weight off the head and see those women on bikes kick up the dust!


  (2) Kenkey or Banku or in Ewe, Akple, is fermented, partially cooked cornmeal, generally served with groundnut soup. It is another Ghanaian staple, like fu fu, which is unripe plaintain and boiled cassava, pounded into a dough and often served with red red, a chilli, bean stew made red with local palm oil. The one thing these dishes have in common is that you need skill, practice and hard labour to make them. While one person pounds the huge and heavy wooden pestle, the other turns the dough in the mortar. This is more usually two women or a woman and child working together.


  (3) Natrum Sulphuricum is a remedy that produces symptoms similar to those seen in people who have suffered head injury; depression, headache, dizziness, piercing pains, crushing pain, spinal pain... The remedy is often indicated for people with chronic effects of such an injury.


  (4) Tro Tros are privately run transit van buses. As affordable transport they are usually crowded with people and luggage. Music plays, we bounce along on the back seats, heads on our bags or else smiling at babies. At every stop, head trading girls and women, selling small plastic pyramids of water, bread, betel nuts, doughnuts, men holding everything from road atlases to ties and football shirts, clamour at the windows. There may be fifty sellers, duplicating each others’ wares. A loaf of bread or a few bags of water are sold before the bus roars away.







  Health for Head Traders


The Bicycle Depot at Hope Homeopathic Health Centre Mafi Kumasi



  If you give a remedy to a woman with headache or back ache, but do not also provide advice or help to change the way she carries the load, it is like throwing water into a basket

  Emperor, Director of Mafi Seva Primary Health Care Centre and Homeopathic Clinic.



If you are a head trading women, that is women who carries the weight of goods for sale upon your head, then the Bicycle Depot is for you.

After some time, carrying heavy weights for long distances, you may suffer with ailments like these:


  	Severe and lasting headache

  	Depression, caused by injury to the head

  	Blurred vision

  	Jaw pain

  	Toothache

  	Neck pains

  	Arm and shoulder pains

  	Breathing problems

  	Backache

  	Waist pain

  	Abdominal pain

  	Menstrual difficulties

  	Hip and knee pains




The Bicycle Depot

See what happens when you move your stock to the front and back carriers of a bicycle;


  	You free your head and spine from pressure.

  	You can breathe more easily and recover the health of your lungs and abdominal organs.

  	You can exercise joints and muscles instead of straining and damaging them.

  	You can cycle farther than you can walk and therefore gain more customers.

  	The Depot becomes a meeting place for you.

  	Located at the Hop Homeopathic Centre, Mafi Kumasi, you can see a homeopath when you need one.

  	There is help on hand at the centre to learn to ride a bicycle, spread the load front and back, and keep your balance.




The Bicycle Depot works like this:


  	The bicycles are kept securely in the Depot at Mafi Kumasi Hope Homeopathic Health Centre.

  	You come to the centre in the morning and sign for a bicycle to use for the day. You can leave your tray or basin in safe keeping at the Depot.

  	You return the bicycle at the end of the day and contribute 1 Cedi for the upkeep and repair of the bicycle.

  	The Depot has a bike repairer already on site as well as storage facilities.

  	To use the Bicycle Depot and protect your health, see Emperor at Mafi Seva Health Centre or at the Hope Homeopathic Health Centre.







  LAMESẼKPƆKPƆ NA AGBATENUDZRALAWO




  Ne nye be eda gbe le nyɔnu agbatenudzrala si dze ta alo alidɔ ŋu eye me aɖaŋu ke eƒe lamesekpɔkpɔ ŋu o la,esɔ kple be na ku tsi ɖe kusi me.

  Aƒetɔ Emperor ƒe nyagbewo nye sia.



Ne ameaɖe le agbate tsɔm madzudzɔ abe ƒe ewo kple edzi vɔ̃wo la, ateŋu ana dɔlele vovowo abe:


  	Klo-veame

  	Ali-veame

  	Dzimegbe-ve

  	Asiɖoanyi ƒe kuxiwo

  	Aŋɔme/yɔmeɖu

  	Kɔ-veame

  	Gla-veame

  	Ŋku dɔlelewo abe nukpɔkpɔ fuli wo

  	Aɖu-ve

  	Gbɔgbɔtsixedɔwo

  	Taɖu-sese madzidzɔ

  	Tadɔ sesẽ si na be ame ƒe susu kuna be wo trɔ zuna ame susukukutɔwo.




GASƆ DZRAƉOƑE SI LE HOPE HOMOEOPATHIC DƆYƆƑE LA LE MAFI-KUMASE


  	Hope Homoeopathic Health Centre si le Mafi-Kumase wɔ ɖoɖo ɖe gasɔwo ŋuti be yatsɔ akpe ɖe tanudzrala alo agbatenudzralawo ŋuti.

  	Gasɔawo le afima be, na teŋu akpɔ aɣe hena fe vi aɖe ko xexe. Fe vi-vi siawo xexe ana be wo ateŋu adzra gasɔawo ɖo, ne nye be wo gble.

  	Azɔ la, gasɔ zaza si axɔ ɖe agbate tsɔtsɔ teƒe ŋu ade ame dzi le mɔ vovo wo dzi.

  	Gbã la, agbakpekpe tsɔtsɔ ɖe ta dzi nu na yi be dɔlẽlẽ siwo kplɔe ɖo hã nu na yi.

  	Evelia, ɣeyiɣiwo ŋudɔ wɔwɔ natsɔ afɔ nyuiee be tanudzralwo nateŋu aɖo woƒe asisiwo gbɔ kaba. Kpuie ko la, gasɔ sia ƒe vava ateŋu ado tanudralawo ƒe lamesenyawo ɖe ŋgɔ.







  


  
  Hope Bicycle Depot - Loading the bicycles for a day’s trading


  
  Children play-trading on the red dust road


  
  Emperor and Sheila, Mafi Seva 2006



How You Can Help

Volta Voices supports the women's projects based at the community clinics in Mafi Kumasi/Mafi Seva. The bikes are making a huge difference to traditional birth attendants and health educators as well as to some of the younger head traders.

The dusty and rocky roads between the villages are hard on the bikes which need to be regularly mended and replaced.

The small loan scheme and hardship fund can make the difference between school or no school for the daughters of the head trading women.

Share This Free Book With Others

Please share sheilaryan.co.uk/volta-voices with anyone you think may be interested  so that they can download their very own free copy of Volta Voices.

Donate to the Project

Donations keep the bicycle wheels turning and the women coming together in the loan scheme and bicycle depot in order to manage the projects and support each other.


To make a donation go to:

sheilaryan.co.uk/volta-voices





  4. Absent Women








Esianyo (This is well) and Tanyo (Good Luck)



  De wo ta na hafi zɔ na.

  One crawls before walking




The silence seems louder than the cacophony of prayer, which came before. The thin raffia birth mat upon which the woman lies is dark with blood. It is a moment before the exhorting and wailing begins again.....


Esianyo and Tanyo are both 18-month-old girls. They have both lost their mothers. Tanyo just a few weeks ago, Esianyo on the day of her birth. They come to the clinic at Mafi Seva on the same day and remind me of how many rural women’s lives are lost prematurely.


Esyano’s mother died from retained placenta just hours after giving birth. She had gone to the church to deliver her baby. Esianyo was then fed with formula for 3 days by her grandmother, before being adopted by an unrelated mother who had also given birth, to a boy, in that same month. 18 months later, her adopted mother, still breastfeeding both toddlers, brings Esianyo for a check up to Mafi Seva clinic.


Woezo Mother

Esianyo is thriving, her mother tells us, except that in comparison with her milk twin, she is late walking. She crawls and attempts to stand, holding onto her mother’s legs. She is quieter than her brother who is now toddling, kicking ball, and making lots of noise.


Esianyo is prescribed the remedy Natrum Muriaticum 200


The proverb, while literally translated as, One crawls before walking, reminds the Ewe of the need to overcome challenges through life. In offering Esianyo the remedy Natrum Muriaticum 200, there is acknowledgement that she was born into a grieving world without comfort of the breast. Being a little slow to walk may well signify that she is now reluctant to move on from the breast. Her adopted mother, who has a three year old at her skirts as well as her own eighteen month old son, is now pregnant again. In order to maintain her own health she needs to wean her toddlers. Village women breast feed their children for many months or years. This can be help with spacing out children, but not in all cases as some women get pregnant even while feeding. The health and birth control education work of the Kekeli (1) women and girls, and these days, men and boys too, is essential if women are to gain more control over their fertility.


Esianyo’s adopted mother returned with her to the clinic a short while after the remedy had been given. She felt that there had been no development in her walking or weaning. Emperor was inclined to watch and wait a while longer, but the mother was desperate for change. After reviewing the case, Emperor prescribed Silica 30 based on the physical slowness to develop rather than on the emotional case, which was in any case more interpretative than strictly observed. Thankfully, Esianyo responded and is now stronger in the legs. The case still unfolds and we shall have to wait and see what happens next


Esianyo would have been named after her mother’s death. She is blessed by her name, which reminds her that though she is now orphaned, all is well. In her case, since a kindly mother has adopted her, this has already turned out to be true.



  Ne kuxi alo tetekpɔ va ame dzi la,
wo me gblɔa nya bubuwo eteƒe didi na o.

  When the snake is in the house one needs not discuss the matter at length.





Tanyo’s mother, Nyadeva, died suddenly, from snakebite on the farm. She consulted the Shrine for guidance on treating the bite, but not the hospital. By the time she did go for medical treatment, it was too late.


Today is the day of the funeral. Traditionally, Nyadeva’s coffin would come from the morgue to Seva, her husband’s village, where she lived with him and Tanyo. However, her family has decided that she should not be shown in her husband’s village since this is where she died. They suspect that she has been ill wished and this is what has caused her death. The guns sounded this morning as the funeral car, with her coffin atop, drove through the village and out again on it’s way to her father’s village. Later, when the entourage arrived at Nyadeva’s village, it was refused entry. The husband was asked to pay twelve bottles of different alcohols before they could proceed. These would have been in part for libation, as an offering to the spirits of the ancestors. When he does so, Nyadeva is allowed in to her own funeral. Back at Seva, a funeral without a body is held. Instead of the traditional drummers through the night, the air crackles to the sound of recorded drum and bass, over distorted speakers, and amped up to roof trembling decibels. In the absence of a corpse, the elders wearied and saddened by the family and ancestral disputes, have all returned to their homes. Teenagers have taken over the traditional funeral night vigil, and are partying through to sunrise.


Tanyo is very close to her father. Her aunt also helps to raise her. She was not yet weaned when her mother died. By day, she is easily distracted from looking for her mother, but at night she calls for her. She sleeps with her father, and is comforted. For Tanyo, her name would seem to be prophetic. She had the ill luck to lose her mother at a young age and the good luck to have a loving, hands-on father.


The remedy Pulsatilla 30 is prescribed. This can help some children with weaning. The sudden loss of her mother’s breast is responded to by Tanyo in the characteristically, mild, tearful and easily comforted way of Pulsatilla. Her emotions are affected, but at least not yet in evidence is any interruption in her development as there has been with Esianyo.


After the remedy, Tanyo became even more clingy. Her poor father had to carry her on his back during the night as she could sleep no other way. At first, Emperor watched and waited (His favourite prescription, as we take time to heal, but are usually impatient for cure!) The father too was desperate and so he finally repeated the remedy, as Tanyo was clearly susceptible to it, raising the potency from 30 to 200. After this, the father was able to put Tanyo down to sleep in her own bed where she now sleeps peacefully through the whole night.



The Future

The short stories of these two little girls, tell us something of women’s lives in the village as farmers and as child bearers. Snakebites are an everyday hazard. Childbirth is dangerous. Families and neighbourly women step in to raise children. Where the father is an equal partner, economically and as a parent, then the child is not without love or hope either. It truly does take a village to raise a child.


Until recently, Seva village clinic had only Traditional Birth Attendants (TBAs).(2) The local hospital would more often than not have had no doctor on duty. Now there are nurses and midwives, as well as a lab technician, based at Seva clinic. TBAs still attend home deliveries. Kekeli has a place at the clinic where the facilitator stays and where people can come for advice. There is electricity; mobiles are plenty, as are motorbikes to assist some patients, and expectant mothers, in coming to and from the clinic and hospital.


Emperor can focus on homeopathy, instead of being on call 24/7 for 52 weeks of the year. (In the past, he would sleep outside the clinic building, on the ground, under a mosquito net, and rarely for more than a couple of hours at a time, as patients and their families; feverish children, women in labour, accident and cooking fire victims, would process through the night into the clinic.)


But sadly, not everyone comes to the clinic for health care and medical intervention. Belief in the powers of both Christian churches and traditional Shrines to administer to everything from childbirth to snake bite, is very strong in the villages. The evangelical ministries, including the prayer camp, run by pastors and prophets, have grown to 13 in this small village of Mafi Seva alone. The traditional Shrine Fetish priests prescribe ritual remedies, and both church and shrine attribute cause of death and illness to bad spirits or ill wishing, often blaming the spirit of a dead person for the misfortunes of the patient.


Patients referred by the clinic to the hospital, sometimes don't make it past the prayer camp, or else past the door of the minister of the nearby church, preferring to give themselves into the care of their ministry instead. Some die as a result. Esanyo’s mother was such a one.


The kekeli women and men, boys and girls, the health education promoters in the village, educate the villagers on hygiene, sexual and reproductive health. Now that the clinic is staffed by a full team of nurses, midwives and homeopaths, the intention is to invite the pastors, priests and prophets for health education too, so that in the future, people come to the churches for religious and spiritual needs, but to the Health Centre at Mafi Seva for medical care and the Hope Homeopathic Health Centre at Mafi Kumasi, for health care. In this way, there may be fewer absent women in the villages, in the future.



  
    
  

  
    
  

  
Adinkra symbol. Meaning All is Well. Originally Adinkra symbols were created by the Ashanti. They are reproduced on kente cloth and pottery. Ewe Kete cloth has it’s own symbolism. The chameleon and the chair from Mabel and the Prayer Camp story are Ewe cloth symbols.


  
Adinkra symbol. Meaning The ladder of death


  (1) Kekeli (Light) Godwin, based at Seva clinic, is a one of the facilitators of the Kekeli girls and boys. The young people in turn spread health education in the villages. Godwin talks mainly about reproductive health with a strong emphasis on abstinence as the best preventative measure against unwanted pregnancy. At the start, Godwin tells us, people didn’t want to know anything about reproductive health matters, but now, as we keep on, they are more open to hearing. I don't want them to be a victim of circumstances but to know what is good and what is bad he says. We give the youth information so that they can decide what to do for themselves. See chapter five Mawnfemor and the Kekeli Girls


  
Adinkra symbol indicating Good Fortune


  (2) TBAS. Traditional Birth Attendants in the villages are mainly older women farmers, without training, who rely on their own experience, as well as traditional beliefs and rituals. TBAs still attend home births and sometimes go with women who elect to go to the churches and shrines to deliver. In the clinics, their role is increasingly fulfilled by trained midwives.


  
Adinkra symbol indicating Times Change









  5. Mawnfemor and the Kekeli Girls



Keep Moving

Mawnfemor (God’s Way) is a 100-year-old farmer from the Mafi Kumasi district. A widow with ten children, six still alive, Mawnfemor has lived her whole life in the local area.


We met her at the Asieke outreach clinic held at the local government school. She came to sit with us under the shade trees, although, indeed, there was not so much the matter considering her great age. We asked her for something of her life history, and, after a hesitant start, answering questions with a wary E or Ao, she opened to us, giving her opinions and beliefs freely about modern living as compared with the days of her girlhood in the 1920’s and 30’s in what was then The Gold Coast.


Mawnfemor is a tiny spider of a woman at this age. She walks bent over from the waist, peering up with a hard alertness, not unlike Asyiyi the spider of Ewe fable(1). Her face is sculpted, her mouth set. Mawnfemor is a woman who knows her own mind. For the occasion of the clinic she is wearing a bright green patterned dress in modern style with matching bangle and jaunty green and red earrings. Her head is covered in the farmer’s headscarf, protection against long hours under the sun.


Mawnfemor’s case


  Woezo, and how are you this morning, mother? And what brings you here today?




This is what she tells us....


Six years previously she suffered a snakebite, feared to be from the deadly Green Mamba.


It is not uncommon for patients from the farms to come to clinic with snakebite (See Absent Women). Although many more people die in traffic accidents than from snakebite in Ghana, there is a great fear of snakes generally and in farming areas the risk of being bitten continues to fuel the fear.


At the time, the wound blackening and suppurating, Mawnfemor was advised to have the leg amputated below the knee in order to prevent paralysis and save her life.


She decided not to take the advice but instead to keep walking, because to stay alive you need to keep moving. Now six years later, she is still walking. The bite wound on her ankle is now a scar, faintly discoloured yellow and black, and, while continuing to give her some pain, it is only on the spot where she was bitten and a little into her foot, rather than spreading up her leg as it did at the outset.


She has a stony, hard tumour in her left breast, the size of a pea.


She feels heat in her skin, relieved for a little while by a cold bath and made worse for moving about, which she nonetheless continues to do as much and as energetically as she can.


Unsurprisingly, Mawnfemor suffers from a continual backache. She walks doubled over to relieve it and looks up at this awkward 90 degree angle in order to see where she is going.


Her peace of mind is bothered, she says, by the stubbornness of the youth. She dwells upon any slight, but especially when it concerns lack of respect from her grandchildren or if she thinks someone is interfering with her belongings or her property. She takes her time to react to them, looking to find a way to reassert her authority and her ownership, just like the trickster, Ayiyi.


Mawnfemor’s resistance to the potentially deadly snakebite reminds us of the elderly snakebite healer we met in the villages a few years ago. Emperor and I went to visit him in his dwelling. He was a tiny man also. His legs and arms were covered in mustard plasters, for each joint was horribly swollen and misshapen. He was sat upon a small stool, the only furniture in the clean swept hut. Beside him a gallon jar filled to the brim with alcohol in which swam the heads of many different types of poisonous snake. As we entered, he called out and a boy of about eleven years old duly appeared in the doorway. The boy went over to his master and stooped to unstop the jar. Taking a spoon from the pocket of his shorts, he tipped the flagon so that a few drops fell into the spoon. This he offered to the old man, who drank it up. For all of his adult life, since he had been called to the task, the snakebite healer had been sipping alcohol-preserved snake poison. Each time a villager was brought to him with snakebite he would first sip from the jar before offering a spoonful of the medicine to the terrified victim. In this way of healing by tautopathy (same cures same) he told us many lives had been saved even while he caused his own to be, increasingly, one of suffering. The young boy, his great nephew, was now the one chosen to take on the mission after his death. The old healer died soon after we saw him when the thatch roof of his hut caught fire during a Harmattan wind. I don’t know whether the boy has continued in his great uncle’s calling but I do wonder whether Mawnfemor hadn’t been bitten before by a snake during the course of her long life and whether that bite hadn’t granted her some immunity from the perils of her more recent encounter.


Mawnfemor is given a dose of Conium 30, the Water Hemlock. This remedy is often called for in the treatment of old people. At one hundred years old, it is as if Mawnfemor is becoming like a stone. She feels she has to move continually in order to prevent paralysis. Conium, like Mawnfemor, loves to wear their best clothes, perhaps a life-affirming gesture in contrast to the hardening of aging. At rest she looks sculpted. It is only when she moves to speak that she is animated by a fierce, hard energy. The small tumour in her breast has the characteristic stoniness of Conium. She walks bent over, which goes some way to relieve her backache. Conium is typically relieved from bending. Conium is a powerful poison. It is supposed to have been given to Socrates, causing his death from ascending paralysis. In this case it is the principle of like cures like that is in play. Conium is typically superstitious, related most likely to the fear of poisoning.


Mawnfemor has a strong fear of paralysis and an equally strong aversion to superstition, as we shall see.


Mawnfemor’s Guide to Life

Kofi, the translator for this outreach clinic, then walked with Mawnfemor over to the steps of the schoolhouse and asked her to share something of the life behind the case she had just given to Emperor and I. We hoped to learn more about her beliefs and values, what interested and concerned her. We hoped to hear something of the changes in health and wellbeing in the local community over the last century, and whether she considered these changes to be for the better.


The school children, on their morning break, gather round excitedly, the younger ones laughing and yelling Yevu (for white person, literally trickish dog) for in the villages the sight of a white person is still rare enough. Their big smiles and hoots of derision reassure me that they find me more amusing than scary. Mawnfemor turns on them suddenly with angry words to scare them away when they become too boisterous. Are we sure she isn’t Ayiyi in human form?


When I was a girl life was more enjoyable and peaceful. Nowadays things happen that you don’t expect to happen.


But one day long, long ago, something did happen. On 22nd June 1939, an earthquake of 6.6 on the Richter scale struck the Gold Coast, killing seventeen and injuring over hundred and thirty people. That day is still vivid in Mawnfemor’s mind’s eye, the terror of fleeing her home compounded by the memory of surviving the locust storms that plagued the region in the thirties.


After the earthquake the locusts came no more.


These events are entwined in memories of living through colonial rule by the British, which didn’t end until 1957. English is still the official language and Akan the most widely spoken. There are about eighty indigenous languages in Ghana, including Ewe, which is spoken in the southeast corner of the country and over the border in Togo.


Mawnfemor is an Ewe speaker. Younger Ewes educated to tertiary level also speak English. In Mawnfemor’s experience as a villager in the south of the country where land had been grabbed, minerals exported, and fishing waters poisoned through mining:


The rulers, they were ruining us. When they left we suffered for some time before we could even get cloth to wrap ourselves in.


Then we are surprised to hear her say:


In the olden days you hardly hear of death or illness, which is the opposite way nowadays.


Though why I am surprised by anything Mawnfmor says I don’t know!


And, again, there is the worry about paralysis.


Illnesses like paralysis. Cases were not rampant as compared to nowadays. Chemical in farming and flavours in our daily bread cause these things. At first we were using millstone and till the soil with hoe. Never use plough or chemical. The little you do can help you a lot, to keep the life moving and the whole family can live on that. These days we want abundance so chemicals are bringing about the illnesses. Everyday, so that I won’t get paralysed, I walk to farm and try to till the soil so that I sweat. This exercise keeps me alive ands moving.


Even though Mawnfemor lost four children before they were grown, she still thinks health is worse to day than it was in the past.


Stubbornness of the young was not there in the past, teenagers getting pregnant. Before, if you see or hear anyone getting married, it would be at the age of thirty. Now, girls at the age of fourteen or fifteen are pregnant.


Teenage pregnancy in Ghana has been on the rise for some time. The UK has the fourth highest rate of teenage pregnancy in Europe. The shared, though relative, experience of deprivation - economic, familial, social and educational - would seem to be involved in both countries. (See To Get Lost is to Learn the Way)


Two grandchildren look after me now that I am older. The six children that are surviving now are the breadwinners. One of my children died in infancy, another at nine, one at twelve and then at fifteen years old. One died of fits and the others of malaria. In those days, hospitals weren’t common.


Baba, Mama, baba - how sorry we are that you, like so many women here, have lost children to preventable illnesses and at such tender ages. No wonder superstition and fear persists when death visits so often. But that Ayiyi, he can even outwit death, or so I am told...


If you keep moving, you can stay alive!


Then Mawnfemor describes what we observe in clinic at Seva: the rise of chronic and often diet related conditions like diabetes, hypertension, cancers and morbid obesity.


The food we ate in the past is better. Now there are health posts but people are falling sick and dying. These days, the modern combine is leaving some iron in the food, which is causing sickness.


Multiple pesticides such as DDT and Lindane have contaminated the Volta. Secondary contamination in the food chain would bear out Mawnfemor’s concerns, for example in one study recently lettuce in Kumasi market was found to contain 400 micrograms of DDT per kilogram(2)


When asked about her beliefs, what causes ill luck and what brings good fortune, she replies with vehemence and always surprisingly, being the trickster she is...


Ao! I do not believe in evil spirits or superstitions. What you do will bring you a result. If you have a belief in witches and spirits they will visit you all the days. So, why do you believe in them?!


When thanked at the end of the conversation, Mawnfemor, the stern matriarch, smiles at us with her whole face.


So, let’s hear from some of those stubborn young people Mawnfemor talks about. Here is a classroom of some twenty eleven-to eighteen-year-old girls. Most are involved in Kekeli (Light), the local volunteer health and birth control education outreach programme in the villages.


Kekeli Girls

Here is Toulasi (Gun in hand, meaning her ancestor was a warrior) an eleven- year-old and the first to speak up in front of an intimidating panel of elders: their teacher, Emperor, Godwin, who teaches the Kekeli volunteers, (See Absent Women notes) and myself, loaded up with camcorder and camera.


Toulasi shines, her eyes shine, her bright mind beams and she smiles to outshine the sun. She is a true Kekeli girl, a daughter of light. She tells us that she is in Kekeli so that people who are not here can learn about the health programmes we have for them.


When she grows up she would like to be a seamstress like her mother. She is the only one in the class who would like to follow in her mother’s footsteps. No one in this classroom wants to head trade or to farm. Over half the class would like to be either a nurse or a midwife. (None can quite aspire to being a doctor.) Two girls would like to be police. Oddly perhaps, though they seem to like their gentle teacher, none would like to become a teacher. All are concerned with avoiding early pregnancy so that they can stay in education.


Toulasi asks: Can a girl go back to school if she falls pregnant?


The class agrees it would be difficult and that it is better to prevent it if you can.


And if you can’t?


Angela, fifteen, suggests that the girl with a baby would no longer be interested in school. Another older girl stands up to suggest that she might be able to delay her schooling and return. This conversation interests the girls very much. It is clear that the wall dividing those who lose out on education through early pregnancy and those who make it through to their mid and late twenties, still single and in education, is starting to tumble, and falling first where it needs to, in the minds of these bright young women.


Twenty-four is the age to get married.


Then: 

If you don’t have work or a profession, wait longer.

Then:

And what if you can’t afford to stay in school?


The question comes from a quiet girl at the back of the classroom. The room is silent for a moment as their collective fear is voiced. A beautiful young woman of eighteen stands to ask, shyly, whether if an older man asks a girl to marry him, saying that he will pay for her education, should she do it? The general buzz is that she should be sure to get the money first!


The lively discussion spills over into break time and before we head out into the heat of the morning we all clap our hands to the girls’ futures and chant together


We can do it!


Education is a priority in Ghana. The Guardian newspaper reported in 2015 that 90% of children were enrolled in school, which is both free and compulsory between the ages of four and fifteen. (3) There is a gender gap in literacy and marked differences between urban and rural areas as well as between the North and South of the country. In the rural Volta region, it is still the case that without the endurance of mothers who work two and three trades to save, little by little, for their daughters to continue in education, a lot of these young women will follow in their mothers’ footsteps. They will walk to farm, just like Mawnfemor has done for nearly a century. They will stoop to lift the heavy trays of cassava or firewood onto their heads and, with arms raised, walk the many miles to trade. And they will keep on walking, in a timeless, graceful, and weary parade along the dusty village roads, until we hear the rhythm of shared lives across the world, a rhythm that moves us to close the gap between rich and poor, in opening our doors and our hearts to a stranger. (4)


Storyteller: So, as we say, these stories were told to me by an old woman, on my way here to meet you, only in the case of Mawnfemor, it is literally true!

Audience: It is true. And long may your tongue be oiled.
Storyteller: And long may your ears be greased!



  
    
  

  
    
  

  (1) Ayiyi the Trickster. an Ewe version of Anansie. An archetypal character from around the world expressing our instincts for survival and manipulation. See Ayiyi stories Once Upon a Time in Ghana Traditional Ewe Stories Retold in English by Anna Cottrell and Agbotadua Togbi kumasssah 2007 Matador.


  (2) Fianko et al (2011), Darko and Acquaah (2008) and Laary (2012) all report unsafe pesticide residues in the food chain and natural environment.


  (3) According to The World Economic Forum, in 2013- 14, Ghana ranked 46 out of 148 countries for quality of education. In 2011, UNICEF concluded that enrolment in primary education, at 84%, was far ahead of the Sub-Saharan average. The gender gap in youth literacy (In 2010, 82% and 80%) is much less than in adult literacy, (78% and 65%) showing how education is growing and making the difference.


  (4) The Ghana Homeopathy Project is helping to open doors in supporting Ghanaian homeopaths, patients, clinicians and educators: In Mafi Seva and Mafi Kumasi, with the Hope Homeopathic Health Centre, in Accra, with PISHAM Homeopathy School and in the Northern city of Kumasi, with The Homeopathy Study Group. These three centres for homeopathic education and clinical practice were each founded by Ghanaian homeopaths and are supported by the GHP.







  About the Ghana Homeopathy Project


The Ghana Homeopathy Project (ghanahomeopathy.org Charity no. 1125981) is an international collaboration sharing knowledge and experience of homeopathic practice with interested participants in Ghana. Together we offer education programmes and outreach clinics to communities in need of health care in rural and urban areas.


For over a decade homeopathy has been a presence in Mafi Seva village, in the Volta region of Ghana, as part of a community education programme, medical clinic, midwifery centre, and clean water project. The inspiration for the GHP has been the experience of homeopathy in India, where, integrated within the Indian government health service, homeopathy is practiced widely at village level. Since introducing homeopathy to Mafi Seva, the pharmaceutical drugs bill has been cut in half while the reputation of the clinic has spread, with patients travelling to the clinic from as far away as the capital, Accra.


All those involved in the GHP share a passion for safe, effective and low cost health care to be available to all, in which mind and body are understood as intimately connected. African traditional medicine, being holistic in approach, has much to teach us in this respect.


As our work has evolved, the need to understand each other across cultures and continents, has been an ongoing endeavour. Volta Voices, researched and written by GHP joint founder, Sheila Ryan, and Mafi Seva clinic director, Samuel Tsamenyi, (Emperor) is an expression of this joint purpose.


Linda Shannon, Co-founder Ghana Homeopathy Project

Portland Dorset June 2016




How You Can Help

Volta Voices supports the women's projects based at the community clinics in Mafi Kumasi/Mafi Seva. The bikes are making a huge difference to traditional birth attendants and health educators as well as to some of the younger head traders.

The dusty and rocky roads between the villages are hard on the bikes which need to be regularly mended and replaced.

The small loan scheme and hardship fund can make the difference between school or no school for the daughters of the head trading women.

Share This Free Book With Others

Please share sheilaryan.co.uk/volta-voices with anyone you think may be interested  so that they can download their very own free copy of Volta Voices.

Donate to the Project

Donations keep the bicycle wheels turning and the women coming together in the loan scheme and bicycle depot in order to manage the projects and support each other.


To make a donation go to:

sheilaryan.co.uk/volta-voices
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