A Trip to Ghana

When | was dropped off at Manor House station at 6.45am on the morning of
Friday 14 March, dressed for higher temperatures than thagwailing in
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journey to a place | had not visited before. Would | cope with the heat and
humidity? Will the akconditioning work? Will | be attacked by clouds of
malerial mosgjuitoes? Will | be able to find my way to Obuasi? Will | be met?

| must admit to being totally unprepared for the heat and humidity. | noticed
on the flight information screen that, as we descended, the temperature was
rising alarmingly and, at 7.45pm ohat Friday, we touched down, came to a
halt and eventually emerged from the plane and into what felt like a fan
controlled oven. A very humid one.

| retrieved my suitcase, trundled my way to the arrivals area and, thank God!,
there was Georgina, ready tohask me away to her lovely and aonditioned,
house in Tema. Sadly, | was only able to spend a short time there as | was due
to travel to Obuasi the following day. Well, Kumasi, actually, where | was met
by Fr Garnet, the Parish Priest of Obuasi, andlmee the final 68 or so
kilometres to Obuasi in his landrover.
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Fr Garnet & myself after Mass at All Saints

14 &2dz (y282 S KI@gS | tAYy]l S6AGK !
be completed and | was there to take part in the Foundation Staneng
ceremony the following Sunday, assisting the Rt Revd Daniel Sarfo, the Bishog

of Kumasi.

What | was not prepared for was just how much work remained to be done.
The church was still very much a building site: the sanctuary a heap of rubble,
the windows not yet in place, the sacristy still a shell.
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All Saints Church a week before the foundation stone laying.
How would they do it all in the time?

Well, the next few days were a blur of activity: there was cement and paint to
be bought, money to bedrrowed from the bank (yours truly had to go along
with Fr Garnet to see the bank manager), workers to be paid. In fact, the
building of the sanctuary did not begin until the Wednesday; nor did the
painting of the building. Members of the congregation wedkinto the night.

One young man was busy removing the wood covering the concrete columns
near the roof of the church until the small hours of the Sunday morning of the
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precariously ora plank twenty feet above a hard floor strewn with brinks and
rocks, he worked away for hours. It was terrifying to watch and I, for one,
salute his courage and commitment.
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of seven days, to turn a ruinous looking building site into something

resembling a church building by the time the Bishop came. The sanctuary was
built, the painting done, the windows fitted, an altar and pulpit in place.

The Churchwardens



The local clergy turned out in force, along with their congregations, to greet
the Bishop in a service that lasted from 10am till 2.30in the afternoon.

| have to admit that | came as close as | imagine possible to actlisdlyiving
in the humidity and | was mightily grateful when the service finally came to an
end and | could return to the house.

Next day, at 4am, | was on a bus heading for Accra, where | was to pick up the
minivan for Ho, where | was to spend the next few dayf©iexdaompany of
Bishop Matthias.

Ho is in the Volta Region, about three or four hours drive from Accra and a
world away from the bustle of the big capital city. It is rural and the diocese is
much poorer that the much more affluent Kumasi. Bishop Matthiagesr

around in an ageing four wheel drive that breaks down on an almost daily
basis. It is kept on the road (just) by a pair of skilled mechanics who devote
time and energy to what is increasingly a losing cause. There can be no doubt:
the car is very muchbn its last legs (or wheels). It is, to be direct about it, a
wreck, being almost fifteen years old and driven vast distances along roads
scarred by sometimes fiendish potholes.




Bishop Matthias lives next door to his cathedral with his wife, Lucy asid th
granddaughter, Emmanuela. The household is completed by the goat and the
chicken, who seem to be great mates. Being-kefirted people, the goat is very
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the same can beasd for the chicken.

The Goat with Chicken



The diocese of Ho is very much in the Catholic tradition and the Bishop and
clergy are committed to building up the life of the parishes in their mission and
ministry. But there is no question that they struggle financially and need help
and friendship from the likes of us.

So please pray for Bishop Matthias, his priests and lgedfpope to return there
next year and find out more about how they are getting on.

Saying Mass in the Cathedral

Bishop Matthias outside the Cathedral



