Tom’s Ghana Notes

Day 1 – Wednesday

We arrived in Katoka airport in Accra about 11:00 AM local time, approximately one hour early.  We were likely early because the Ghana president’s (President Flt Lt. J. J. Rawlings) wife was on our plane.  Everyone had to wait while she got off and was presented flowers by those who met her.  Once we got off the plane we went through customs and immigration very quickly.  However, we had to wait about 45 minutes for our bags to appear.  As soon as we left the airport building we were approached by someone who grabbed our bags and told us to follow him.  He looked official as he had an airport badge.  Since we were still early Sarah hadn’t arrived at the airport yet to meet us.  I waited with the bags while Becky went to call Sarah with the help of the official-looking Ghanaian.  She called Sarah who was about to leave for the airport and told her that we’d get a cab to our hotel and meet her there.

The official-looking guy escorted us to a cab and accepted $5.00 (way more than necessary) for the help and phone call he supplied.  The cabby took us to our hotel (Goklen) which was within 1.5 miles of the airport and only charged us $10.00 (highway robbery).  Sarah was waiting out front of the hotel.  The hotel was very nice with a small garden and courtyard.  It was however on a very run down unpaved street.  We checked in and went to our suite.  A large bedroom with two double beds, a television and air conditioning.  The second room was a sitting room with a couch, desk, refrigerator and private bathroom.  We relaxed and caught up with Sarah for about an hour or so.  Sarah looked thinner but fine otherwise.

After relaxing a bit we went for a walk with Sarah.  We walked by the Peace Corps compound that was about three blocks away and went to a small food store.  I bought two 1.5 liter bottles of water and a small box of graham cookies.  Next Sarah took us to the American Club for a snack.  The American Club is a combination hotel, bar, swimming pool and tennis courts that most of the American embassy people are members of.  As a PCV Sarah has automatic membership.  The club has it’s own power generator and filters it’s own water.  It’s a small piece of American in Accra.  We then returned to the hotel and had dinner, our first meal in Ghana.  The cook put too much pepper in everything.  The food was good but too hot.  We then returned to our room and slept.  Since we were all tired none of us had trouble sleeping the first night.

Day 2 – Thursday

We started about 7:00 with a “shower.”  The room had a hot water heater that you turned on when you anticipated a shower and off after you were done.  There was a tub in the bathroom with a hand held showerhead.  Since we could not drink the tab water one had to be careful to keep his mouth shut while taking a shower and to use bottled water to brush teeth.  After showering we went down to the hotel dinning room to breakfast, eggs and toast.  Once again the cook put pepper on everything.  After breakfast we went over to the Peace Corps compound to check in and to introduce ourselves to the administration people.  We had an appointment for 10:00 AM but had to wait until around 12:00 before we could see everyone.  In the meantime we met lots of the Peace Corps Volunteers (PCV’s) who were in Accra.  There were many as the teaching semester was over.  We met lots of folks and agreed that we’d stop back in after we had toured Ghana and before leaving to return to the US.  After leaving the Peace Corps compound we caught a cab to the Osu section of Accra, western style markets, hotels and restaurants.  We changed our first American $’s for Cedis at a Fourex in Osu.  I think we got 4200 Cedis per $.  The largest denomination bill Ghana has is a 5000 Cedis bill so after changing $200 I had a wad of Cedis.

Next we went to lunch at Frankies, a Ghana hamburger joint.  The food was good but the service as is very normal in Ghana was very slow.  After lunch we went to a communications center.  Ghana has lots of communication centers probably because telephone communication is so difficult and there are no coin operated phones.  You need a phone card; think about it; how many Cedis would you put in the coin slot.  Sarah called Carl to tell him we had arrived OK and we called AT&T to try to make it more likely that they would connect Sarah when she attempted to make calls from Mim to the USA.  They said to tell the operator that you want to speak to a supervisor as soon as the operator comes on when attempting a call.  Sarah will try this.  Next we called Hertz to find out where their office was (Golden Tulip Hotel, across the street from the Peace Corps compound).  By this time we had had two cab rides and had seen the Tro-tro’s from the outside and I, for one, did not want to drive in Ghana.  

We then took a cab to the Golden Tulip Hotel and made arrangements with Hertz for a car and driver for nine days beginning about noon the next day, Friday.  The cost was $50.00 per day plus .15 per kilometer for the car and $10 per day for the driver plus $5.00 per day additional for driver room and board for each day outside Accra.  We returned to the Goklen hotel and relaxed a bit before dinner.  Sarah took us to the American Club for dinner. We had dinner with cokes and ice.  You’ve also got to be careful about using ice in Ghana as they mostly make it from tap water.  The American Club is sensitive to the needs of Americans and filters all their water.  Sarah had to get a new pictured ID card for the club so we met the club administrator.  We also ran into Vicky, an embassy secretary with whom Sarah had spent her first Christmas in Ghana.  We had a nice talk and agreed we’d call her after we got back to Accra from seeing the rest of Ghana.  Sarah met several more PCV’s at the American Club and introduced us.  After dinner we returned to the Goklen hotel and slept.  I didn’t sleep as well the second day as the first.

Day 3 – Friday

We went to the American Club for breakfast and after breakfast packed for our trip in the interior of Ghana.  Sarah got me a cab to the Golden Tulip with some shrewd negotiation on price.  The Hertz people were waiting for me and I was able to use my Visa card for the $450 to cover the 9 days and I used Cedis to pay $135 to Rashid our driver for the next 9 days.  Rashid would turn out to be a very careful driver and very helpful in many ways during our trip.  We got to know him fairly well since we were with him from 9 to 12 hours each day for the 9 days.  Rashid drove to a Shell station to fill up.  Gas was about 1100 Cedis per liter which I think comes to about $1.25 a gallon, cheaper than Cary.  We returned to the Goklen and picked up Becky, Sarah and all our bags.  The car was a Daihatsu four door station wagon with air conditioning.  It had about 88,500 kilometers on the odometer when we started.   Our plan was to drive to Mim, Brong Ahafo by way of Kumasi.  Mim is Sarah’s home village.  We left Accra on the Accra to Kumasi road at about 1:00 PM.  The road was paved but had large (measured in yards) pot holes and no centerline during some sections.  The drivers in Ghana are unlike any I was used to and the traffic rules both official and unofficial are very complicated.  There is continuous use of the horn by all drivers in many situations.  There are multiple sequences and spacing of the beeps, which seem to have some meanings.  In many situations in which I would have used the horn Rashid didn’t.  In many more he used the horn to no discernable affect.  There are a number of traffic lights in Accra (none in the countryside); some of which actually work.  However, the best I can figure is that the color of the light when you first catch sight of it determines if you can go through or not.  If its green when you first see it you are free to go through.

On the way to Kumasi we saw many very close calls; mostly with tro-tro drivers passing when a sane person wouldn’t even think about passing.  The mix of vehicles on Ghana roads is kind of interesting.  My unscientific guess is that about 1/3 or greater of the vehicles are cabs (all cabs appear to be required to paint all four of their fenders orange).  1/3 is tro-tros and the final 3rd is a mix of trucks and private cars.

Tro-tros are an interesting collection of vehicles.  They are typically old Toyota vans that have been refitted with more bench seats.  Anywhere from 16 to more than 20 people are crammed into them for inter-city trips.  One time we had two tro-tros passing his at the same time so we were three abreast on a two-lane road.  The absolute worst situation arose when a large truck decided to pass both us and the truck in front of us at the same time on a hill.  Another truck came over the hill and he had to cut in quickly.  He cut the truck in front of us off.  The guy swerved to the right; back to the left then to the right and up on the right side wheels only.  I thought he was going lose it right there but he recovered and swerved back to the left and up on the left side wheels at greater than a 30-degree angle.  Then he did lose it and rolled his truck down the highway right in front of us.  Finally, he slides off the left side of the road into some trees on his top.  Last we saw him the driver was crawling out the window of his over turned truck.  Rashid would not stop in spite of Becky’s request.  He told us that the accident was not unusual and that the man was obviously OK, as he was able to crawl.  Next thing we knew the tro-tro behind us passed us and started chasing the offending truck (he had not bothered to stop or even slow down) driver.  Last we saw him he had overtaken the truck and forced him off the road.  For all I know they dragged him out of his truck and beat the living hell out of him (not unusual according to Rashid).  

The road to Kumasi was littered with tro-tros; cabs, trucks, buses and private cars that had been in sever accidents.  According to Rashid there is no ambulance, towing or garage service between cities.  We arrived in Kumasi about 6:00 PM.  I was worn out from the strain of the trip.  I cannot imagine how I would have felt had I been driving and not just a passenger.  We stopped at the Peace Corps sub-office in Kumasi and met several more PCV’s who were there.  At this point we decided to stay in Kumasi overnight.  Becky had previously scouted the hotels in Kumasi and we decided to go to Rose’s Guest House, a western style hotel connected to Ryan’s Pub.  A number of the PCV’s planned to go there for dinner so me made arrangements to meet them later.  Rashid found Rose’s dropped us off.  Rashid made his own arrangements for the evening with the help of the Peace Corps sub-office guard who rode with us to Rose’s.  We checked into two rooms, air conditioned and then went to the bar for dinner.  The other PCV’s had arrived by this time and Sarah had dinner with them.  After dinner Becky and I returned to our room to watch a bit of TV and read.  Ryan’s really rocks on Friday nights, as it was so noisy in our room that Becky couldn’t sleep.  I slept like a log.

Day 4 – Saturday

We had breakfast at Ryan’s; paid our bill and by the time we checked out Rashid had arrived with the car.  We then started out for Mim by way of the Sunyani road via Tepa junction.  The roads got progressively worse until we arrived at Goaso, the last town before Mim.  They had just finished a new road between Mim and Goaso of about 20 kilometers.  I think we got to Mim at about 11:00 or so.  Mim is a very small village with one paved road down the center of town and no gas stations.  Sarah’s school, Mim Secondary School, is about a mile out of town off the main road.  Our first challenge was to find the guest house Sarah had made arrangements for us to stay at, Lilly’s Guest House.  Rashid got us there and we all checked in.  We had one room with private bath and a fan for around $3.75 per night.  It was clean and had its own little courtyard and a nice porch to view the village over the compound wall.  Becky quickly made friends with the neighborhood children.  One, Katy, was particularly interested in us and very friendly.  Next we drove up to Sarah’s school and she took us to her house.  We unloaded all the goodies we had brought for Sarah and met several of her neighbors.  Sarah has part of a house that includes her bedroom, a kitchen and a bathroom.  It was quite hot and dusty in Sarah’s house and she didn’t even have a fan to cool off with.  After unloading we made arrangements for Rashid to come later to pick us up and then walked around Sarah’s school.  During the walk we met several more of the people Sarah works with including the Matron, the Headmaster, the Accountant and other Teachers.  Yes, they all have names but I would murder the names that I could remember.  The people were all very friendly and seemed to like Sarah very much.  Sarah seems to have several “mothers”, “brothers”, “sisters” and even a “husband” at the school in Mim.

The sun sets about 6:00 PM every day and rises about 6:00 AM every day.  Once the sun sets it gets dark in a hurry, as there aren’t many lights around even when the power is on.  Once it got dark we said good night to Sarah and Rashid took us back to Lilly’s.  Shortly after we got back and finished dinner at Lilly’s both the power and water went out; so we didn’t even have a fan to make a breeze in our room.  After a couple of hours the power came back and so did the community television in the lobby of Lilly’s next to our room.  It kept me up to “late” probably 10:00 or so.

Day 5 – Sunday

We had made arrangements to meet Sarah about 8:45 to go to mass at the local Catholic Church.  As usual we were up early and ready to go about 7:00 after having breakfast at Lilly’s.  We went out on Lilly’s porch and Katy and her friends wanted to come up on the porch.  Becky told Katy and her two friends, Julianna and Doug that they could.  We talked to them and Becky took their pictures.  Pretty soon there was a whole lot of other kids just outside the wall wanting to come in.  Becky decided to go outside and teach them the Hokey-Poke.  In no time she had roughly 50 kids doing the Hokey-Poke with this whole end the village laughing.  I took a few pictures.  

After finishing this up we decided to take a walk with Rashid.  We ended up walking to Sarah’s place with just enough time for all of us to walk back to Lilly’s and drive to church.  

Church was long.  It lasted 2 hours and 50 minutes and was entirely in the local language so we understood nothing.  There were however two collections just like at our regular church.  After church we returned to Lilly’s and walked to the Mim market.  Sarah bought some bread and I bought some pineapple.  We continued on to Sarah’s and had a light lunch provided by Sarah.  After lunch Sarah showed us around some more and then I attempted to fix some of the PC’s that were not working at the school.  We started with the head master’s PC, which was working.  All he seemed to need was instructions on how to use it and a mouse.  The PC’s in the Science Center were another mater.  There were five PC’s of which one seemed to be working fine.  They were all configured the same.  They were running Window’s 3.1 in 8 megs of real memory, with one hard drive, a sound card and a CD-ROM.  I was able to get one more working by reloading all the software after doing a format c:.  It’s likely that one more could be made to work by switching the hard drive that seemed to be working on one to another system with a broken hard drive.  The hard drives on two of the systems had failed and there were no spares.  It’s wasn’t difficult to see why they had failed.  The environment is very hot, humid and dusty It took Sarah and till about 4:30 to finish looking at the PC’s.  We returned to Sarah’s house and prepared for dinner.  The matron had invited the three of us for a Ghanaian dinner.  It was served outdoors and consisted of fufu in groundnut soup.  Groundnut soup is made from peanuts.  One eats fufu with you fingers and you’re not supposed to bite it; just swallow.  That’s what I did.  It was a good meal.  We returned to Lilly’s after dinner.

Day 6 – Monday

After breakfast we returned to Sarah’s place.  We were a bit late and Sarah’s neighbor, Gideon had been waiting to give us some presents.  He presented Becky with a boubou and me with a native shirt; very nice gifts.  We then went to the headmaster’s office with whom we had made arrangements to travel to the highest spot in the Mim areas so we could get a good view of the surrounding country.  The headmaster had an emergency and couldn’t go so he sent the accountant with us.  Mim-Byoh is the name of the local hill.  It is privately owned and we would need permission to climb it.  It turned into a real adventure.  Just north of Mim we turned off the main road and went through an unattended gate to the grounds of the man who owned it.  After driving about a kilometer we came to another gate that was attended.  The school accountant explained that we wanted to climb the hill and that we were visitors from the US.  We were given a hand written pass that got us to the next gate.  At the next gate the pass got us through to the gate to the factory grounds.  Seems the owner was the original owner of the local timber company, which had been nationalized by the government sometime in the past.  The former owner then decided to turn his land into a palm and cashew plantation.  We were stopped at the factory gate for about 45 minutes while the foreman was located.  Once he came he took us into the factory and showed us the process they were using to make cashew brandy from the cashew fruit (bet you didn’t know there was a cashew fruit).  After the tour he gave us a sample.  It was good.  Finally, he led us to the base of the mountain and gave us directions on how to get up.  The mountain looks a lot like Stone Mountain outside Atlanta (without the carvings of course).

The climb was very hot and hard but worth it once we got to the top.  The owner had a little guest house built for him and his family on top.  He has had a garden and a swimming pool built up there.  From the top you could see the plantation in one direction and a national forest in another.  Coming down was a lot easier.  After leaving we returned to Mim and Sarah’s place.  We had been invited to supper at the Matron’s that night for a supper supplied by the head master.  It was a good supper of chicken and Guinness.  We returned to Lilly’s after supper. 

Day 7 – Tuesday

We had breakfast at Lilly’s; checked out and returned to Sarah’s to say our good-bye’s prior to leaving the Mim area.  We were presented more gifts at this point.  The head master’s wife had made matching outfits for Becky and me in one day.  Becky was presented with a beautiful dress and me, a shirt in matching material.  We both modeled the shirts.  Unfortunately, we had not brought appropriate gifts for everyone who had been so nice to us.  We plan to mail them some gifts.  We said our final good-byes and were off south back to Kumasi.  After looking for the City Hotel which turned out to be closed for renovations we decided to stay at Rose’s again.  We checked in and then drove to downtown Kumasi and the Cultural Center.  We toured the Cultural Center and bought some souvenirs.  We watch the weaving of Kente cloth; watch a potter; some cloth being dyed and heard about the lost wax process for making brass figures.  We bought a wood stool and a brass figure.  Sarah bought five wooden elephants.  We had to go to a Ghanaian official to have the souvenirs certified as being not of cultural significance.  This cost a few thousand Cedis.  The Cultural Center was definitely worth seeing.  We then returned to Rose’s and thought about dinner.  

We had dinner at a Chinese restaurant.  We sat outdoors under hanging vines and had to put the coasters on top of our drinks to keep the bugs from falling into them.  The food was good.  We then walked back to Rose’s and relaxed for the rest of the evening.

Day 8 – Wednesday

After breakfast at Ryan’s we left to do some shopping in the small craft villages north east of Kumasi.  Our first stop was Bonwire for Kente cloth.  We visited almost all of the Kente cloth booths in the entire village.  Sarah picked three pieces that she was interested and then with Rashid’s help returned and bargained for them.  Sarah eventually bought two pieces of Kente cloth.  Each was nine strips wide and cost 150, 000 Cedis each.  After Bonwire we tried to cut across to Ntonso, the Adinkra cloth village on a road designated on the map.  After going a couple of kilometers on the road it was clear it was a lost cause so we turned around and went back to Kumasi and out the main road to the village.  We made a couple of stops in the wood carver village but didn’t see anything we wanted.  Sarah bought a large white and black Adinkra clothe.  By this time I was both hungry and tired and wanted to return to Rose’s.  Sarah however, told us that we would regret it if we didn’t at least take a look at the Kumasi open market, the largest in Africa (and maybe the world).  So hot and tired we agreed and she was right.  

The market is hard to describe; but here goes.  Imagine the largest open stadium you’ve every seen.  The market is not a stadium but it does occupy about a 50-100 acre depression in the center of Kumasi.  The predominant color is brown.  The whole area is a mixture of moving people and temporary booths separated by one-person wide isles.  We emerged ourselves into this mass of moving people and immediately lost all sense of direction.  It was very hot; very noisy and there were many smells; some of them were sweet; but some were close to nauseating.  We saw smoked bats on a stick; we saw raw meat out in the open being butchered; we saw every type of button, cloth, container; electrical connector; fruit; vegetable; bead; etc. that can be imagined.  At points you could look down a narrow isle for what appeared to be two to three hundred yards; move 15 feet and look down another of the same length.  It seemed to go on for every.  Once in the market the sun is blocked out by the booths mostly overlapping each other and the aisles.  A train track runs through the market but most of the time it’s not visible.  When a train arrives everyone and everything in its way has to move.  The track is raised slightly and can be used as need to get one’s bearings.  Quite and experience.

We took a cab back to Rose’s and had had dinner at Ryan’s.

Day 9 – Thursday

After breakfast at Ryan’s we checked out of Rose’s and left for Cape Coast by way of the gold country.  The roads were terrible.  In Obuasi there was a “lake” that stretched across the entire road.  Rashid got us to Cape Coast late in the afternoon after getting lost several times.  We checked into the hotel and had some lunch.   After lunch we toured the slave castle in downtown Cape Coast.  There was also a movie of Ghana culture.  Ghanaians were held in dungeons in the castle until there were enough of them to load the slaving ships headed for the New World.  The castle was under renovation.  The tour was worth the money.  After the tour we returned to the hotel and had dinner.

Day 10 – Friday

After breakfast at the hotel we set off for Kakum National Park.  We got there about 9:00 and signed up for the tour and canopy walk.  We had two Salesian students along with us on the tour.  The canopy walk was first.  Aluminum ladders have been strung from the tops of several of the largest trees in the forests and wood lay over the rungs.  One person at a time is allowed to walk from one tree to another.  There are lines and webbing attached to the ladders to help.  We saw lots of butterflies and birds but no other wild life.  Seems the natives have eaten most of the animals.  It was very hot and at points you’re as much as 40 meters above the floor of the forest.  We all made it.  The walking tour was through the jungle.  Our guide pointed out all the various trees and plants.  They included rubber trees, mahogany, and lots of other types some with 2 to 3 inch thorns growing out of their bark.  After the tour we drove back toward Cape Coast and stopped at the Botel for an outdoor lunch on an island in a crocodile infested lake.  The crocs weren’t interested in the stale bread that Sarah threw them.  The food was OK.

After lunch we returned to Cape Coast and visited Elmina castle.  We didn’t tour it but walked around it and the nearby city.  There was a market right near the castle and some very aggressive young people begging for money and trying to get us to take their addresses so that we could send them letters with more money. We found one of the posuban shrines after walking several blocks through the city.   We sat on the beach for a bit and watched the ocean.  The ocean was pretty but the beach was littered.  After the castle we returned to the hotel.  I read a bit but Becky and Sarah went out again to do some clothes shopping at the Women’s center in Cape Coast.  We had dinner in the hotel.

Day 11 – Saturday

After breakfast at the hotel we returned to Accra via the Cape Coast road.  After driving for an hour or so we entered a tremendous rainstorm.  Rashid kept driving even though at times it was near impossible to see.  Our first stop that morning was at Saltpond to visit the Peace Corps training center.  Sarah had spent her first two months in Ghana in Saltpond.  There was a flock of vultures on top of one of the buildings at the training center.  We also stopped at Sarah’s home stay mother in Saltpond.  She was very glad to see Sarah and we visited with her for a bit.  On the way out of her house Sarah found a one Pesewa coin, the smallest value coin minted in Ghana.  It is worth .01 Cedis.  It would take approximately 600,000 of them to make $1.00 at the current exchange rate.  Our second stop was at the largest posuban shrine in Ghana.  It was in the town of Mankessim.  As we were walking up to it one of the men nearby started to tell us all about it.  He even got chairs out for all of us and gave us a good history of Ghana and posubans in general.  When he finished I handed him some Cedis for his trouble.  He then told me that we had to give another man standing nearby some money as well since he was the caretaker of the posuban.  That’s when Rashid stepped in and told them very forcefully that they weren’t getting any more since there was no sign and they had not told us anything about the charges up front.  The rain stopped after a bit and we turned off the main road onto a dirt road that led to center for teaching dancing and drumming in Kokrobite Beach.  The road was about 10 kilometers long and was absolutely the worst road I’ve ever been on.  We finally made it and returned to the main road on a different route.  We had previously made reservations for our last three nights in Ghana at the American Club.  On our way we saw the second accident right in front of us.  A speeding private car lost it after passing us and slid sideways into the bus in front of us.  Once again Rashid slowed and drove around the accident without stopping.  Finally, we made it back to the Golden Tulip Hotel.  I paid off Hertz and gave Rashid a nice tip for all he had done to make our tour successful and retired to the bar in the American Club for lunch.  

Day 12 – Sunday

After breakfast at the American Club we walked about a block to St. Michael’s Catholic Church.  It was a much larger church than the one in Mim.  I estimated that it could hold about 600-800 people.  It was Palm Sunday and the church was overflowing.  There must have been several hundred people outside as well.  We arrived early and got a seat.  Once again the services lasted about three hours.  There was some very nice singing accompanied by drums and other native instruments.  We were the only white people in the church and the priest had us stand to be introduced to the congregation near the end of the service.  After Mass and a little lunch we took a cab to the National Museum in Accra.  It was rather small but had several interesting exhibits.  Most of what was on display looked like it hadn’t been maintained for a good while.  However, the museum people were nice and helpful.  There was a small courtyard across from the museum that had a number of interesting statues.  There were two identical statues of Nkrumah; both of which were broken but in different ways.  Apparently they had been toppled during changes of government sometime in the past.  During the cab ride to the museum we had seen the National Technology Museum about a block away so we decided to walk over to see it.  It was a very imposing, modern building; but as we walked up we could see that there wasn’t anything in it.  We were about to turn around and leave when a man nearby motioned for us to go off to the left and down a hill.  We did.  The old National Technology Museum was located next door.  It was a one-room museum with odds and ends of electronic equipment crammed into it.  Most of it wasn’t labeled in any way.  In the back of the room there wasn’t even any room to walk around the stuff.  We spent about ten minutes walking through it.  We then took a cab and returned to the American Club for dinner and sleep.

Day 13 – Monday

After breakfast at the American Club we took a cab to the Jamestown section of Accra.  It is among the oldest sections of the city and is right on the coast.  The population density is very high and with open sewers the odors were terrific on the day we were there.  We walked by two castles that had been turned into prisons.  Broken glass bottles had been embedded along the tops of the walls.  We saw the small Jamestown lighthouse but it was locked so we couldn’t go up in it.  We walked through Usshertown and stopped to look at the National Cultural Center.  We visited a jewelry store that was air-conditioned.  It was a brief welcome relief from the heat.  We didn’t buy anything.  After leaving the Cultural Center we walked to Independence Square.  It is a huge thing.  It reminds me of pictures that I’ve seen of Red Square.  It has large open areas and bleachers.  Becky tells me it was designed and constructed by the Russians as a gift to Ghana.  From Independence Square we took a cab back to Osu for lunch and to visit a couple of more stores.  Walking in Osu we ran into Rashid our driver.  He was waiting on another customer he had taken to a store in Osu.  What are the odds in a city of about 1,000,000 of running into the one native you know?  By this time we were all tired and took a cab back to the American Club for dinner and sleep.

Day 14 – Tuesday

Tuesday was the start of our return trip.  When we had reconfirmed our Ghana Airline reservations we had been told that they had moved the take off time of the flight from 11:00 AM to 1:30 PM.  However, on calling the airline again at 6:00 AM Tuesday we're told that it was now 11:00.  Sarah got us a cab and we arrived at the airport at around 7:00 AM.  The airport was open and we could see the Ghana Air people at the check-in stations but the man (apparently there’s only one) who runs the X-ray machine that checks bags into the airport had not arrived.  So no one with bags was allowed into the airport.  A long queue formed at the x-ray machine.  We were about 5th in the line.  At about 8:15 AM he showed up and things got started.  After the x-ray one has to go to a Ghana Air clerk who checks your tickets and puts you in one of the queues to actually check in.  This took about 15 minutes.  Since we were 5th in the x-ray line we were first in one of the check-in lines.  However, just as the clerk started to check us in she was called away to help what appeared to be about 50 people in a tour group.  After about 5 to 10 minutes she returned and completed our check in.  It took another 15 minutes for this.  The clerk told us that the flight was scheduled to leave at 11:00 AM.  At this point it was about 8:45 AM and we said goodbye to Sarah and passed through Ghana customs to the departure lounge.  It was air conditioned and rather comfortable.  However, there was no restaurant.  At around 11:00 AM the flight was called and we were directed down a long hall and queued up at the end.  The queue was to x-ray our carry on luggage.  This took about 30 minutes.  Next we were led into yet another departure lounge (air-conditioned) with yet another clerk checking our tickets.  This queue took another 30 minutes.  It was now about 12:00 noon and we waited a bit over an hour and 30 minutes in the second lounge.  The next step was to board the buses to the plane.  They had to make several trips, as there were not enough buses to carry everyone at once.  We were on the last load.  Once out on the tarmac the buses were unloaded and they flight attendants would allow a slug of people to climb the stairs until the stairs were full.  Then would let that slug enter the plane before allowing another slug to climb again stopping when the stairs were full.  I could never figure out what the logic in doing it this way was.  We were all standing out in the sun anyway.  We were all on the plane at around 2:00 PM and the plane finally took off, non-stop for New York at 3:00, four hours late.  We were in the air only briefly when the pilot announced that we’d be making a “technical” stop in Dakar, Senegal.  Turns out that the Accra runway is not long enough to accommodate a DC 10 fully loaded with a full load of fuel.  So after about one and a half hours we landed in Dakar to refuel.  It was a surreal setting.  It’s a large city on the coast of Africa.  It was twilight and a bit hazy.  We stayed on the ground exactly one hour.  From Dakar it really was non-stop to New York.  We arrived about 11:00 PM and breezed through US Customs.  However, it took Ghana Air one hour to get our bags.  By this time our American Airlines flight to RDU had left two and a half hours earlier.  We opened our suitcases and put some warm clothes on.  It was cold and rainy in New York.  We took the bus to the American Airlines terminal.  The last American flight had left some time ago.  There weren’t even any agents around to ask when the next flight out was.  So we called American and told them our problem.  The nice lady on the phone informed me that since it was Easter week the best she could do was to get me an American flight from Kennedy on Friday morning.  I told her I’d call her back if I decided to fly American.  We talked about it and decided to call Hertz to see about renting a car and driving.  Finally, at 1:30 AM we started driving to Raleigh from the Hertz terminal.  We had been up 23.5 hours by this time.  We made it to the New Jersey, Delaware border and checked into a motel.  It was about 4:00 AM.  We slept for about 3 hours; had breakfast and continued our drive.  We arrived home about 4:00 PM.  Our trip was over.

