
My visit to Ghana to visit Enyonam Sekle.  

On Thursday 28 June I had the privilege of visiting the World Vision project in Dangme West, Ghana and meeting 
my little friend Enyonam (our sponsored child). Here is the account of my special day.  

First thing in the morning Issac, the WV driver picked me up and drove me through the backstreets of Tema, past the 
‘Glory’ hairdresser and ‘God’s Own Garage’ to the main road leading to Dodowua.  
It is the rainy season here and I was startled by how green and lush the landscape looks. Isaac educated me about 
farming along the way. Big mangoes come from the small trees he told me, and small mangoes from the big trees.  
We also listened to the radio. The presenter was lamenting Ghana’s defeat to Brazil in the World cup which was ap-
parently due to favoritism by the referee. The radio programme was played at full volume with comments added by 
Isaac. I was left in no doubt by the end that there was indeed a conspiracy by Fifa!  

When we arrived at World Vision I was greeted by 2 Ghanaian ladies dressed in suits made of hand-dyed fabric. 
Their outfits had been made by local women in a WV capacity building project. I was given a welcome to the staff 
and an insightful introduction to the district, its problems and the role of WV in the community. Instantly I was struck 
by the amazing qualities of the staff working here—resourcefulness and practicality, a deep understanding of the 
problems faced by many living in this area, and a heartfelt compassion for the poor.   
I was then invited to view a craft exhibition. At school in this area, I am told, the children learn by rote and are not 
taught to think for themselves – just recite back to the teacher what is said to them. WV aims to encourage creativity 
and innovation amongst the children and so has community volunteers who come to the centre and run a craft club for 
around 500 children.  

From here we went by car to the local health post. As I am a nurse with particular interest in 
community health in Africa, the staff had arranged for me to see the health facilities and talk to 
the resident doctor. Malaria, respiratory infections and diarrhoea are still the biggest killers of 
the poor in this area – all largely preventable and treatable. The HIV prevalence is thought to 
be about 6% and there is a great deal of stigma attached to it. WV are going to build a clinic 
and drop in centre for HIV services and adolescent health needs which will be a great addition 
to services already provided here.  
Next we go to the nutritional support clinic where they identify and treat malnourished babies 
and children. I am impressed by the set-up but also shocked at the sight of the babies looking 
so sad and thin – like little wizened old men. I meet Princess who is almost 4 - the same age as 
my son Stefan but smaller than my 2 year old Rebekah. She has kwashiorkor which resulted 
from a poor diet after another baby was born to her mother, depriving her of the protein-rich 
breast milk she needed to grow healthily. She has little energy to respond to me and sits listless 
on her mother’s knee. For a moment I want to cry, but my attention is suddenly drawn to a 
mother arriving with a round and happy baby. He is being discharged - a success story for the 
clinic.  

Now to meet Enyonam and her family. I wonder nervously as we drive along – what will she think of me? What are 
her expectations - will I be a disappointment? Have I brought appropriate gifts? Will she understand me? 
As we arrive, I hear the wonderful sound of African drums and singing. The whole village has turned out to greet 
meet me – I discover that as a sponsor, I am an honoured guest.  
Just then, Enyonam runs out from the crowd to greet me. She is beautiful! I try to say hello in her language, she looks 
confused and replies in heavily accented English. As I smile at her she brushes away a tear. I can see that this is over-
whelming for her. For me it is so, so special.   

We are unable to communicate much but I am assured by the project worker that 
she is pleased that I have come. The next thing I know is that I am being pulled to 
my feet to join in with the dancing and singing. Enyonam and I dance a sort of 
‘funky chicken’ sort of dance together and everyone laughs. I am relaxing and be-
ginning to really enjoy myself. The people here may live in poverty but are so 
friendly and welcoming. I am given the opportunity to address the people and then 
the village leader gives a vote of thanks to me as a sponsor and World Vision for 
the help they are giving the people of the area. I am offered a glass of a clear sub-
stance which is refused on my behalf by the project workers. Apparently it is the 
local brew – very potent and alcoholic! We have ‘sodas’ instead and Enyonam 
willingly helps me with my Fanta. I wonder if she has ever tasted it before. Then  
Enyonam presents me with a gift – a lovely beaded necklace, anklet and bracelet 
that she made herself. I am so touched – how can it be that out of her little, she 
wants to bless me? I will treasure them.  



Next I distribute my gifts to the family. It seems 
to go down well that I have learned the names of 
her siblings and cousins. They are a lovely fam-
ily. 
Finally I greet the Aunt and Uncle who have 
cared for Enyonam and her brothers since their 
parents died. The project workers tell me that no-
one talks about the reason for their death so I am 
left wondering what Enyonam has been through.  
It is a joy to meet the family, it can’ t be easy for 
them living in a small house made of mud and 
straw with 7 children to feed, clothe and care for. 
I take the opportunity to pray for their household 
wishing that I could offer them so much more 
than words but knowing that my blessing is 
somehow valuable to them too.   

We say goodbye to village and head for Enyonam’s school – a basic 
school, extended by World Vision but still a far cry from the luxuri-
ous environment that our children enjoy.  
Enyonam sits with me in the front seat – she tells me that she has 
never ridden in the front of a car before and I think she enjoys see-
ing the countryside whizz by as we drive along. The school children 
are a delight. I see her classroom and meet some of her 
schoolfriends who all exclaim in delight as I photograph them and 
show them the picture on the small screen of my digital camera.  
Loretta the project worker tells me that Enyonam will now be fa-
mous in her village and a champion among her friends. I look at the 
shy little girl beside me and hope that it is a fame she will enjoy .  

Then all too soon, it is time to say goodbye. I want to hug Enyonam but feel that it may rob her of her dignity 
in front of her school friends. I settle for a smile and assure her that I will soon send pictures. And with a final 
wave – we are gone, us to a restaurant for a lovely African meal, Enyonam and her brother back to their danc-
ing village. It has been a wonderful day. 
As we leave the district the rain comes. A torrential downpour that is unrelenting. Safe and dry in the comfort 
of the World Vision land cruiser I look out at the rain and begin to mentally process some of the things I have 
seen. I wonder, how will Enyonam keep clean and dry in her house of mud and straw? Will Aunty Georgina be 
able to build a fire to cook something for the family tonight? What about the malaria carrying mosquitoes lin-
gering over the puddles near their home? And most of all I think – what more can we do to make life a little 
less difficult for someone like my little Enyonam?  


