
 

 

Today is Sunday and we had a lot to do. We got going about 8:00 am, more or less. We waited 
a while because the people all come walking and sometimes from a distance. This is part of the 
experience here. There are not many heavy people owing to the fact that food is a challenge 
and everyone walks everywhere unless it is  necessary to take a long ride somewhere.. First we 
went to a small school room where the Muslim community has their school. Fr. Sylvester asked 
the imam for permission to have mass in the school room of an old building that they are 
actually still using. We drove along the main road and met a woman and her three children, two 
infants and a ten year old girl. They were carrying the babies, two plastic chairs for Fr. S and I 
and a plastic table for the altar. Yes, they were carrying all these things on their heads except 
for their children, which they put in cloth bags and carry them on their backs. We put them, all in 
the back of the truck and continued to our site. It was very humble. It is an old classroom still 
used with an old blackboard with all kinds of things written on the board. There was information 
about history, quadratic equations and social studies all along the length of the board. We 
counted 48 desks stuffed into the classroom and nothing was new. Part of the corrugated tin 
roof on the porch was peeling away in the wind and creaked and groaned the whole time. There 
was also a meeting of the Muslim women's group right outside which included drumming and 
chanting. They finished up right as we were starting. They looked with curiosity and kept moving 
on. The Catholics who came included a few mothers with twins. There was a lot of breast 
feeding going on and I was struck again by the cultural difference and similarities. A baby cries 
the world over and they are fed. The difference here is that it does not matter where or when, 
one just does what is necessary. Throughout the mass people continued to arrive. The total was 
about sixteen, including the elder who helped us meet the chief. Only father and I took 
communion as the others are wanting to be catholic, but have not taken the classes yet. The 
elder who attends  knows that he cannot take communion owing to his having two or three 
wives. They began by singing and chanting and it all felt very normal, except it was in Akan, 
which is one of the local languages. Father S. celebrated the mass and afterwards I got to 
speak and he translated.  I brought the greetings of St. John the Baptist and St. James parishes 
and told them that we were happy to help them with their project of building a school and a 
church. I have pictures of the building that is crumbling and falling apart and Muslim owned, but 
this where the Lord comes to his people. His humility is matched by theirs. After a report on the 
collections ($25.00) we left the church and headed to the second sight.  
Yapei is the name of the small town where we next went. The church is in the middle of a 
collection of grass huts and some small buildings which also have corrugated roofs. The 
structure is made of block cement, with decorative cement stone for windows. It is painted blue 
and white in honor of Mary, although it is dedicated to St. Francis Xavier. There are ceiling fans 
over the congregation and some small lights. The procession started a few minutes after ten 
and with a visiting priest from the diocese of Damongo and me there were three of us. The 
visitor spoke to the congregation twice, once in the homily and once after mass to explain a new 
diocesan program. The mass was long but featured a great choir with a young man playing 
some traditional African drums and leading a choir. It was very lively and very reverent. I was 
struck by the spirituality and the prayerfulness of the people. They do many things as a 
community including the Anima Prayer after communion as a common reflection. (body of 
Christ, strengthen me, blood of Christ wash me, etc.) it was very moving to hear  this prayer 
attributed to St. Patrick being so prayerfully offered by this congregation thousands of miles 
away from another country once converted by a missionary.  
(Right now, it is night and as I sit in the little courtyard in the field where the house is located two 
bats are flying close enough to me so that I can hear their wings flap. The other priest is here 
and neither of us are moving and he circles around eating bugs. It actually helps to have him 
near as the Mosquitos and other insects are trying to stay out of harms way. Unfortunately for 
them bats are quiet hunters). At the end of mass, again I gave a short reflection about being 
here and then got to bless the young people who are taking important exams tomorrow that will 



 

 

determine whether they can go onto the next level of education. We prayed through the 
intercession of St. Joseph of Cupertino, the patron  saint of students taking exams,  for their 
success. The last person to speak was a man from the finance committee who got up to report 
the collection and show anyone who wanted to see the receipts for the money that was spent 
the week before from the collection. It included the electric bill and some bus money for the 
Catechist's trip to the diocesan center for training. It was received with approval. They also 
spent  a little money on food for the priest which was very edifying.  
After Mass we spoke to a number of people outside. A small boy wearing a motorcycle helmet 
showed me his arm which he had broken a few days earlier. His "cast" consisted of a circle of 
long popsicle sticks held together with some old string. He was full of life, but careful with his 
arm. All the people were kind to him and helping him. I also took his picture and he told me that 
this is something that many white visitors do, take pictures of him and his fellow townspeople.  
We next returned to the presbytery (African version of the Rectory) for lunch and talking. There 
was a woman with us, who had come to help the priest with the people asking questions about 
the new program he was announcing. I was struck by the fact that every time the priests glasses 
got a little empty, she immediately got up and served them more. She also did not speak unless 
spoken to. This was the first time I saw this dramatic cultural difference between us and this 
community. At lunch, I suggested that ladies go first with the food, but it was given to me and 
she helped to serve. As I considered her a colleague of the priest, it was a little strange to me, 
but she didn't seem to think different and may have been embarrassed by my attempt to let her 
go first. There are many differences of course but these are just a few of the ones I have seen 
that are most glaring.  


