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Love Letters to Ghana

The sun deesw’t wise frene at 5:30am. J came from a countuy whexe the sun staits
sprinkling fex light cver the wold at 5:30am, life a baker lightly dusting wolled
out deugh. Jhen by 6am you are dowsed in golden sun ways. JThe cald sticky dew
infiltrates your nose and your hair and dances en your skin; beckoning you to
stand and come see the day that the sun has made. Jhough thete is a lot of
daskness in my countwy, its beauty may enthal you and have you exclaiming

that, “ch is there so much light!”

Bu the band I call my home is econamically bawvien. Not an opportunity in sight.
Merely a tuopical paradise for holiday seefers, but a wasteland for the wide
eyed and bushy tailed sons and daughtens of the soil. If I could change
anything, I would change our leadevs. The elders of yestenday have evenstayed
their welcome and fave consumed all that the land holds in place fox its youth.
The spinit of my country dies a little cach day and J fear that the light in fier eyes

may scen go eut like a dying stax.

Fexe, the sun deesn’t begin by tickling the world then slapping it with its big,

illuminating presence fox the rest of the day. Jt slowly trudges duting the spiing
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months and Cazily does fien placid dance acwess the shy, if at afl. Despite its hazy
monings, (mevica has lucidated many tuths to me- the most poignant of which
being my Blackness. Until my finst week at a PWI, I had never been aware of
my Blackness to the eatent that I could feel it screaming at me from under my
clathes, through my buaids and fuem beneath the heaviness of my accent. My
entine essence wanted to collapse an itself, to be less thueatening... to be less
triggering. Never have J so camnestly questioned my sfin as to why it daved to
give me away- but that is the price we pay for bettevment...fox salvation. If
could change anything, I would vid America of the contention she fas with fier
self-identify. I would ving the bell an the wnestling match (Amevica has had with
fiex hienitage for decades, so that the dichotomy of colour and powe becomes a

7 19t hilosophens and perioed-pieces.
thing of 19 century philesop petied-p

Wlthough, Umetica is viddled with fiex cwn plagues, she is the binthplace of many

shared in the aspirations of a nation te always de and be bettex.

But as my mind grows from a stream te a viver, the cuwvent wushes down my
threat and smocthiens the nack clustews. It washes the duckweed and the lilies that

once decorated its eutshivts, my accent covuupts, its character wetreats. Jhe
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graininess seeps out of it like a classic being remade by a bad ditecter and a
talentless cast. J can ne longer click my tengue and move my jouw te prencunce
the words my maother and J spaoke at hame. With all the graduation requitement
checkmarks J gain, a climbing pain crawls up my back, my posture sags in the
winter because thete is no sun to reach for. But the generasity of the Umerican
dream still brings me a dazzling wavmth. Small tewn Weaaster, Ohic has been my
safe haven from it all- the moon that blesses the night whien the sun xetives and

dartness threatens to. consume us all.



