Language:
Yes it is English plus others, however people change often mid sentence which language they are speaking which does at times make it difficult to follow. Their slang is totally different e.g. floating is flicking between internet sites or browsing I think, bored means being angry, and Charlie refers to everyone, and friends e.g. our use of mate. Also widely spoken (and I think in most age groups) is pidgin English - which is a total mix of English, twe and any other language people fancy throwing in. I'm told I will pick it up, the general pattern is nouns and verbs only with some 'd's thrown in. Oh my! Thankfully students are not allowed to speak this in school!

 

Streets & cars:
They drive on the wrong side of the road and there are no sign posts. A couple in the centre of town but generally there are no sign posts or street names. So in terms of postal addresses the address would be; City of God Church Centre, Behind the orange houses! You put the area on and then a description so the postie can find it! Anyway, cars. They honk but not as much as I expected. Two hoots means you are in the way, watch out or you can go! One hoot means the taxi car wants your attention to see if you want to hire it. Trotros which are minibuses with extra seats in are cheap public transport, they travel set routes and the driver's 'mate' (called mate) will hang out of the window making hand signals to show where he is going. If he points down, this means it's a local route. If he points up and beyond, this means the trotro is going to Accra centre. If he makes a circle or to me it looked like a wave of some description, this means he is going to 'Circle' an area in central Accra. You climb on, pay at some point along the ride when the mate requires cash and at times all pile out, so the person in the back can escape! Some are fairly decent, some have no leg room and some are very squished. But it's fun. I haven't yet been trusted to go on my own, presumably as i have no sense of direction here yet!

 

Shops:
Shops are generally found along any main road inside containers (the kind we would put on ships). I have been very surprised by the amount of positive religious signing around the place, whether on shops (By his grace delicious meals, God's provision refrigerator & AC services, God is great electrics, Prophectic investments!!) or on the back of trotros (God is great, God bless you, Jesus loves you). It's everywhere, really unusual for a westerner. Shops are higgdly piggedly placed and people will call out and ask how you are as you walk past.

 

I had a brief walk around the area today, I was propositioned for money once, greeted by complete strangers a few times and had many waves from young children. It was really nice just to walk about a bit and didn't feel threatened or too conspicuous (the constant taxi hooting reminds me I'm white)!

 

Yesterday:
Aim of the day was to meet the other geog teacher, Eric and be taken around the main food market near where I will be living. I arrived after a 30 min journey at the capital's shopping mall to be taken by someone else an hour across town to meet at the school's first site with Eric. We stop on the way to pick up mobile credit and arrive at 12.30. We were due to meet at 12, but Eric was delayed so he arrived at 1.40! We met, and that was really helpful as well as throwing up a hundred more questions! So it's now 2.30 and before going to the market, we grab some lunch. We wonder down to a local restaurant that one of the guys knows. He tells us our grilled chicken and rice (take away) will be ready in 15 mins. After an hour he emerges full of apologies, entreating us to return again. 4pm we sit down at the centre again in the shade to have lunch. We then decide it is too late to visit the market, so the next problem is how to get me home. At present, the Ghanaians don't trust me alone on public transport, I haven't yet got to the bottom of why, I think, they think I'll get lost, which is probably true! So having decided who is coming with me, three of us make our way to catch the trotro. We leave at 6pm! We then take 90 mins on a trotro to get back across town to the shopping mall where we pick up a taxi bus (taxi but it goes when it is full of people going to the same area). Awhile later we arrive where I am staying and my two very kind escorts make their way back to the main road to pick up another trotro to take them back to where we came from so they can go home. Life is highly entertaining here, slow at times, but hey! I'm going with the flow.


Generally I am still doing really well. It is warm and the food is good, although I wasn't so keen on spiced corned beef toasted sandwiches with onion for breakfast. But the fruit is great and the spice is fine. Water has been on all week, and only one minor power cut. So all in all a good first week. I've met loads of very lovely people who are working hard to help me anyway they can. School starts next week. That is a little nerve racking. Expectations are high, and this is a very different culture, but I'm sure I will figure it out!

