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The villagers in the village called Shia smelled like shit.  Like they had no toilet paper, no 
bathrooms, not enough water to clean themselves. 
 
Our Ghanaian host Kufogbe contacted Mariama who called Francisca who told us about 
Ibrahim who suggested Margaret Mary who called Kennedy to take us to the farming 
village just south of Bolgatanango where his non-profit, non governmental organization 
was trying to organize women to improve their economic lot.  We thought we were going 
to see a women's cooperative processing shea nuts into cosmetic cream. 
 
Kennedy led us to the village meeting ground adjacent to their mud hut, mud-wall 
enclosed compound:  a pile of granite boulders, some blocky like breadboxes, others big 
as Peugots.  Each rock was glazed by black lichen.  A leguminous tree draped over us, 
providing some relief from the heat, but looking anywhere but down required squinting. 
 
Slowly, we were joined by 40 villagers, 4 guinea fowl, 1 goat, 2 chickens, 2 chicks, and 
two ribby dogs.  Aside from four nursing mothers, their infants, and three grandmothers 
the rest were men with traditional facial scars from nose to jaw hinge.  Men with nothing 
better to do. 
 
Able-bodied women were off gathering fuelwood, a task that used to be possible before 
breakfast.  Now their nearby trees are so depleted, women leave home in the dark and 
have to rest three and four times before getting home.  At 3 PM they were not back yet. 
 
Others, men and women, were in the fields, bent double at the waist, coaxing sorghum 
and hacking weeds with their hatchet-like African hoes.  Sewing in Shia used to begin in 
March.  Now, first rains do not arrive until May.  They end in September or October, not 
in November like they used to.  Deforestation and climate change are drying up Africa. 
 
During the dry season there is no farming and no work.  That explains who was under the 
tree.  One toddler with kwashiorkor.  Three kids with orange hair from lack of protein.  
One drunk.  Those without the wherewithal, education, drive, personality, or intelligence 
to flee the village to join the throngs who fill Ghana's cities.  Some succeed in the cities, 
others become street hawkers hoping to earn enough pennies to avoid the penalty of 
returning to the village farm. 
 
We visited better villages, healthy, robust people who smelled clean and whose kids were 
thick and muscular beneath their clean brown and orange school uniforms, but Shia sticks 
in my mind.  
 


