








First we met Mr. Michael Padi, andfunny, he's the one who helps all the new priests 
learn Krobo! 1 will meet him later for an interview. 1 saw the rest ofthe grounds, met 
Paul the catechist and one ofthe sisters. The facilities are incredible, and I'm told that 
their services are even more African than the Presbyterian church! Interesting, the 
foundation ofthe original chapel was still on the grounds, just rotting away. They had 
built the new buildings around the old one. In America, we'd either flatten it or make it a 
historical landmark. 

Things often went as they did this afternoon. I'd get all frustrated with the signs 

of western culture creeping into the traditional ways, and then 1'd find myself questioning 

the validity of my research. Of course, in these moments, I was faced with another sliver 

of evidence, and I was reminded of the reality of my work. Church life in Krobo-

Odumase was by all means Ghanaian, but what prevented me from seeing it at the time 

were my changing attitudes and perceptions about Christianity and its cultural influences. 

I had come to understand Ghanaian culture, at least to some degree, and so I overlooked 

the details that really made Krobo-Odumase's Christians unique. 

Church routines were quite different in Krobo-Odumase than in America. First, 

everybody walked to church. The town was small enough, and not many people have 

cars, so most people walked to Sunday services and activities throughout the week. 

Second, although there were designated worship times, people usually just waited to hear 

the ringing of the bells before heading to church. If the rains came, people waited. If the 

pastor was not ready, people waited. Yet, if the bells tolled, people headed out to church 

immediately. Finally, church was not necessarily a family affair, as it often was in 

America. In Krobo-Odumase, the women's groups, elders, men's fellowships, youth 

groups, and choirs sat in different sections of the church. It was rare that a family sat in 

the same section because more often than not, Sunday morning was the only time during 

the week that families were not together. This, of course, was completely due to 
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Ghanaian cultural influences and not the work of the missionaries, as the western 

tendency is to consider Sunday 'Family Day.' With this in mind, I will describe one of 

my most memorable experiences in Ghana, an evening revival service at Zimmermann 

Presbyterian Church with a guest Pentecostal evangelist. 

It all started when Auntie had me sit in the side pews up front at the Presbyterian 
revival service. I knew that I'd become a target, and the focus 0 fa revival that wasn't 
mean to have an emphasis on color. That's just what happened, ofcourse, leading up to 
the big 'incident, ' there were a few classic indications ofthe upcoming incidents. The 
evangelist screamed and repeated the same phrases over and over, expecting a response. 
He jumped around and danced and was a show to watch. He said "Praise the Lord" 
whenever he didn't know what else to say. He yelled at his first translator for not doing a 
goodjob and made her sit down after humiliating her. He didn't understand that 
translations can not always be direct. He told people to 'huny up' with the readings, 
that they should be 'fast, fast. ' He didn't have time for the Word ofGod, but he sure had 
time enough to talk himself! 

Then he preached solely to me and turned his back on the congregation for 
extended periods oftime. Funny how he told me my 'Godly role J might be to give money 
to a poor congregation. As ifI wasn't already ticked! Then he came and screamed at 
me, telling me God would surprise me. Finally, after everyone else had had the laying on 
ofhands, etc., he called me up front andprayed with/for me. He said God would use me, 
blah, blah, blah. Then he told me 'my verse:' Jeremiah 3:3. Oh what a kind verse: he 
suspected I was a prostitute. I was so beyond angry that I just sat down. 

When the service ended, I thanked the original translator lady and wanted to 
leave. As we walked home, Auntie Adelaide and her sister the catechist asked me how I 
felt. This was the worst part ofthe whole evening. I was humiliated and my faith was 
doubted simply because ofmy color. Then Auntie tried to make it seem as if that wasn't 
what happened. I wanted to talk to the evangelist, but I was too furious. I wasn't even 
sure I could continue my research at Zimmermann Presbyterian Church because ofthe 
congregation's reaction. The only good thing is that he prayed in Englishfor me, so 
many ofthe people didn't understand. 

This was an experience that I never thought I would encounter. The evangelist 

was actually a Nigerian who stood close to seven feet tall and had a voice that literally 

made the church walls shake when he spoke. I could feel myself getting more and more 

angry as I thought about what had occurred. I knew that the entire group had been staring 

at me, some of them understanding the evangelist's words, others just staring at the white 

girl. Either way, I felt like a target because of my color. I couldn't figure out why it had 
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to be this way, which might have been silly, but I guess I had never experienced racism 

before. When I was called up to the front, I'm sure I just blushed and cringed as the 

evangelist started praying for me. I looked out to see the eager eyes of over 200 people 

waiting to see my reaction to a man who I had very little respect for but who they treated 

almost as royalty. The church was quite large, sat nearly 1000 people, but we were 

concentrated in only one area that night, and it felt like the wooden pews couldn't get any 

harder or closer together. I felt like a complete spectacle, but I had no choice but to 

pursue my goals and continue with my research. 

Children are constantly passing by and I hear shouts of 'Brofuno, ' and 'Obrunie' 
and 'Hey Lady!' I am sofrustrated! I hate to be called any ofthose names and I don't 
even understand why the children are taught such names. Now the children are trying to 
figure out how to ask my for money, and I keep wondering ifthey will actually askfor it 
or if they will just keep getting closer and closer. I'm glad that the children are trying to 
speak English, but this country will never progress ifthe people are allowed to call us by 
names - any ofus - white, black, yellow, red. What adult wouldn't stop his/her children 
from calling someone those names? And how is "Hey white lady" supposed to result in 
any sort ofrespect? I can ignore orfight back, yet to fight back doesn't often work 
because I cannot communicate in their language. Ofcourse, all the elders say is that the 
kids mean well, and I shouldn't worry. I do not believe that for a second! They know 
perfectly well not to call their elders "Hey Black Men" so why do it to a visitor? 

I struggled with the "Hey White Lady!" scenario throughout my time in Ghana, 

but it was particularly frustrating in Krobo~Odumase. I was hurt because I felt that I 

actually had true relationships with these people, yet "Obrunie" made me feel as though 

they still only saw me as the white person. I wanted to be Lori, not "White Lady." 

Sometimes I ignored their calls and sometimes I stopped to explain to them why I didn't 

appreciate their words, but mostly, I just got angry about the situation, which didn't do 

me any good. I didn't know how to explain to them that I didn't want the special 

treatment. They didn't feel like they were offending me, and they couldn't understand 

why I didn't respond when they called my by what I was, a white lady. I couldn't explain 
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the history of racism or the implicit superiority that such tenns brought with them, so we 

basically ended up calling it a draw. My close friends learned not to call me "Obrurue" 

or "Brofuno" and word traveled. By the end ofmy stay, I could walk through town and 

hear whispers of, "She's the one who doesn't like to be called..." Still, I refused to let 

my research suffer because of this daily frustration. 

Sitting with Rev. Lawerteh [pastor ofZimmermann Presbyterian Church}, I 
wanted his thoughts on my experience with the evangelist on Monday night. As I shared 
my concerns, we were able to talk about a lot ofthings. He agreed that things had gone 
wrong, or at least gOllen offtrack, and he even mentioned that there was a point at which 
the event became focused on me instead ofon God. We talked about the evangelist's 
false exegesis ofthe text, about how his education was lacking and yet his charisma was 
plenty. As we talked, I realized that my frustrations came because I wanted the 
evangelist to understand my motives as a researcher and a Christian, and this would 
have been nearly impossible for him. At the.same time, I wanted to understand his 
motives for selecting me. I wanted to understand him, and that was not a possibility. 
Rev. Lawerteh did say that he sensed my frustration and skepticism, and I'll admit that 
both ofthese reactions were genuine. However, since our altitudes were so different, I 
learned a good lesson. I was reminded that God uses us in different ways, and often we 
don't even know how we are used. More importantly, we forget that we are seen by many 
and they react to what we are doing, how we live and conduct ourselves. I realized that 
my good intentions are only as good as I make them intelligible to others. 

Here I realized that my research was useless if the people didn't understand why I 

was interested in their practices. If I didn't explain to them how I would use their 

infonnation or how my church at home could benefit from my work with their 

congregations in Krobo-Odumase, my work was in vain. I worked on finding ways to 

explain my project to locals, and with Auntie's help, I was able to talk to a few key 

congregation members about the intentions I had for my stay. I realized that as a 

researcher, I was nothing special, but as one who came and planned to incorporate her 

findings from Ghana into her life in America, I was a unique gift, of sorts, to both 

communities. 
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Somewhere along the line, pastor asked me ifI'd be willing to speak briefly on 
Friday at the youth revival service. This is just too much! Maybe I'm mixing research 
and personal goals, but I feel like this is what I need to do. I'm very nervous; I feel like 1 
have been given one chance. The evangelist man stopped by, and 1 set up a time to see 
him ... Maybe the revival did help me! 

My attitude about the evangelist changed as the days went by. I realized that the 

people were not at all scandalized by his actions, and in fact, they got a lot out ofwhat he 

had said. After talking with the pastors, 1realized that I might receive a better response 

from the congregations if they knew even more about who 1was and what I believed. 

For this reason, I chose to speak at the youth rally. Auntie wanted me to speak on proper 

dress, speech, and ethical codes for youth, but I felt something else. The theme was 

'Holistic Living for the Youth in the New Millenium.' I opted to talk about faith as a part 

of all aspects of our lives, not a separate entity. It fit right in with my own position at the 

time, recognizing that even though I was conducting scholarly research, faith was at the 

forefront of my experiences in Ghana, and there was no way or reason to deny this. 

So 1spoke. It felt great! 1 enjoyed the challenge and 1 think they group 
understood at least some ofmy message. This afternoon, Mr. Evangelist came over to 
chat with me, as scheduled. He basically kept saying, "God told me to tell the people 
that the body ofChrist is not divided." He got all passionate and blah, blah, blah. He 
lectured me on the 'cult' ofthe Roman Catholics and would not stop talking. Finally, 
when I was allowed to speak, I let out all ofmy frustrations. 1 mentioned Scripture use, 
time for Scriptures, translation issues, selecting the white girl, turning backs on the 
congregation ... He listenedfor awhile and then launched into explanations, none of 
which were decent in my opinion. Just like many other evangelists, he doesn't take time 
to think; he responds. He doesn't discuss; he tells, he hears, he tells, etc. There was no 
way that we were going to make progress, and I really didn't want to. 

This was probably the first time that a woman had attempted to put the evangelist 

in his place. I didn't want to embarrass him or destroy his ministry, but I did feel as ifhis 

logic was faulty and his approach was questionable. He came to my house with a peace 

offering of chocolate, and we chatted for nearly an hour. Whenever he got excited, he 
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would stand up and use his anns to make emphatic gestures. Too bad he almost 

decapitated himself with the ceiling fan each time ... Auntie joined us for the discussion, 

and the dynamics were quite interesting. By the end of our talk, the evangelist (Derick, I 

had learned) had thanked me for talking with him, and we set up another time to meet. It 

was the beginning of an odd but valuable friendship. 

I met Mr. Boatey at the palace tonight before meeting the chief The man is 
incredible, a true role model for me. On Sunday, when he led the choir at Holy Trinity, I 
was amazed. The song was traditional African music with Christian application, and it 
was beautiful. Mr. Boatey had rewritten and arranged the entire piece. The Konor 
startedpraising Mr. Boatey's many talents this evening, and I realized how incredible 
this experience is - I get to 'drop by' the chiefs place, hang out with amazing people like 
Mr. Boatey and Mr. Odzawo, and experience family and church life with Auntie 
Adelaide! 

My time in Krobo-Odumase was almost surreal; I was experiencing the things 

that I had read about in countless studies on the Africanization of Christianity. Mr. 

Boatey was a brilliant example of a Ghanaian who was using all of the resources he had 

in order to better his life and the lives of those around him. Mr. Boatey served as the 

chiefs senior linguist, yet he never hesitated to say that he was a Christian. People tried 

to dispute the idea of Christianity and traditional practices co-existing, but I was 

experiencing what happened when they did blend. I watched as people went to church in 

their finest African garb, and the first thing I was asked every Sunday morning was, 

"Where are your beads?" Cultural nonns said that beads were worn on special occasions, 

and Sunday was an occasion ... Women pressed their clothes the night before, and 

children took baths on Saturday night in order to prepare for Sunday services. Seeing 

people center their lives around five-hour church services was something I hadn't 

experienced back in the States. My hometown pastor was once told that twelve minutes 
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would be the cutoff for any good sermon, but here they preached (and people listened) for 

hours. 

The Konor was right - Fr. Lauer is brilliant! He had a lot ofinsight as to the 
workings ofthe Roman Catholic Church and its many innovative approaches to faith. 
When I asked Father about denominationalism, he gave me the answer I've been seeking 
out - mainly that denomination does not matter but beliefs and actions do. The case was 
similar with the Roman Catholic response to libation and Dipo - that the prayer is 
important. The result is more important that the methodology. Father Lauer was 
inspirational yet totally practical. He even met with a few women during the interview 
who stopped by to have their beads blessed Amazing, the Church doesn't require the 
blessing, but their culture does. Now, instead ofgoing to the fetish priests and 
priestesses, the people come to the Roman Catholic Father! 

The office was quite spacious, and when I arrived, Father was upstairs watching 

Ghana play Brazil in the V-I? World Cup Soccer Tournament. I looked around only to 

see a traditional Ghanaian stool (once a symbol of the soul ofthe Ghanaian people) 

sitting atop the bookcase. On top of the stool was a western portrait of the Virgin Mary. 

A picture of Jesus with white skin and chestnut hair was placed next to the stool, and a 

cross hung next to it. The office was crowded with books, papers, and random sacred . 

objects which seemed like proof that Father Lauer really was a student of his own faith. 

When the women came in to have their beads blessed, I could barely contain myself, as 

the evidence supporting my thesis was within an arm's reach. The women were 

obviously market sellers, with tattered clothes and quiet demeanors. They quickly 

explained their situation to Father Lauer, prayed with him, and left. I remained stunned, 

realizing that my research was not in vain. 

OK, before dinner tonight, Auntie and I had an interesting conversation about 
death, burials, mortuaries, andfunerals. I don't know how it all started, but we ended up 
talking about Auntie's mother's death. Auntie mentioned that she bathed her mother 
before calling the ambulance, and I was confused. As it turns out, when a person dies at 
home, the family is responsible for taking the body to the mortuary. At the mortuary, 
bodies are kept in the fridge for preservation and they are naked except for the 
underwear. On the day ofthe wake-keeping, the family goes to get the body and usually 
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just brings the body home in a taxi. Auntie just hired a car and rode home with her 
mother in the back seat! Then they bathe the body and dress it for the wake. You can 
hire people to do this, but they don't do the bathing, just the hair and dress. The body is 
laid in state on Friday evening, and people come for viewing and songs. The 
Presbyterian Church does not endorse wake-keeping anymore, but it still happens. On 
Saturday, you put the body in the casket, bury it, and party all day! I asked Auntie how 
she got through bathing and dressing her dead mother, and she said she really didn't 
show emotions until they put her mom in the fridge. I couldn't imagine. 

This was the norm. In Ghana, death is so much a part of life that people are 

accustomed to dealing with the dead and burying their loved ones. They do not approach 

death as a loss but rather as a moving on to the next phase in life. On any given weekend 

in Krobo-Odumase, three funerals would. take place. A funeral, however, is not a somber 

occasion. Generally, a family hosts a reception, of sorts, complete with soda, snacks, 

music, dancing, and fellowship. The larger and louder your family's speaker system, the 

better the funeral. The more soda and cake, the better the funeral. The longer and later 

your party can continue into the night, the better the funeral. The funeral is not a time for 

mourning but a time for celebration, and the Ghanaians celebrate. 

Everybody OWIlS at least two funeral cloths, one made out of red cloth which you 

wear when a close (blood) relative passes, and a black cloth for all other funerals. This 

way, people know who the mourners are and who the supporters are. These cloths used 

to be worn for weeks after the death of the loved one, but now, after the Sunday funeral 

rights are performed, it is the individual's choice as to how long they keep the garb. Still, 

on Saturdays, it is not uncommon to see hoards of people walking from party to party, all 

dressed in black or red prints, family members generally wearing clothing made from 

matching cloths. Ifa body must be transported from one location to another, they load it 

up into a pick-up truck or a flat-bed pushcart, and the funeral goers pile on top of the car 
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with instruments. They sing and serenade the body all the way to the next town, and if 

that means a four hour drive, no one hesitates to jump on board. 

With the coming of Christianity, western funeral practices also spouted in Ghana. 

However, funeral customs are one area in which the Ghanaian culture overrules 

Christianity. The Ghanaians have not embraced our mournful ways. Instead, they have 

remained true to their local customs and insist on honoring and praising their dead, but 

not worshiping them as some researchers have thought. The entire process is so different 

from what we know as westerners that it is difficult to comprehend while one witnesses 

it. To see people singing, dancing, and partying until four in the morning is not what one 

expects at a funeral, yet this is the standard in Ghana, and they'd be happy to take you 

along to experience it for yourself. When is the last time you took a friend to a funeral? 

The chiefshowed up halfway through today's worship service at Zimmerman. It 
was the induction ceremony for the new district pastor, so I stayed to hear the chief's 
comments. To actually witness worship here proves one thing to me - that 
"Africanization JJ is happening, and often times the congregations don't even realize it! 
Christianity faces many dtfferent obstacles here, yet it continues to thrive. This is not to 
say that the Christians don't acknowledge their current problems andfrustrations. They 
do, and they respond. It's amazing to witness all the theories and ideas I've read about. 
There are subtle d~fferences and glaring adaptations, all under the umbrella of 
"Africanization. " 

My observations proved my original thoughts: Africanization was occurring at 

alarming rates, but oftentimes the congregations did not realize it. I experienced the 

Africarllzation of Christianity when traditional songs and instruments were used in 

worship, when scriptures were interpreted using local phrases and ideals, when the 

congregation divided itself by interest group and not by family. The studies were 

challenging considering the language barrier and time limitations, yet the results proved 

worthy. There was no question in my mind that Krobo-Odumase's Christians were 
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experiencing a unique time in the life of the Church in their village, and I considered 

myself blessed to have been a part of it. 

During a discussion with a local authority on Ghanaian Christianity, Mr. Odzawo 
made this comment, "The reason I like Lori is because she's a researcher and a 
Christian." That made me feel very proud ofmy work At least one or two people 
understand that education andfaith can co-exist! 

And here was the key to my research: I was a scholar and a believer. Some 

people struggled with this combination, myself included. However, when I ended my 

time in Krobo-Odumase, I knew I had completed my research with integrity and with 

respect to my academic and faith communities. I had enjoyed worshiping with my 

friends at Zimmennann Presbyterian Church and Holy Trinity Roman Catholic Church, 

yet I had not compromised my scholarly study of the Africanization of Christianity. 

When one of the locals recognized the balance between academics and faith that I had 

been trying to achieve, I felt as if all of my fieldwork was justified. I had reached my 

goal and was proud of my accomplislunents; the challenge then, was to share my 

experience. 
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