
A day in the life of a Dodi Volunteer:  
 
Sam Leach 
 
The day starts with a blast of Ghanaian Hip life, bounced off two radios. 
The sound goes right through my hammock and I know it’s soon time to 
wake up. The rhythmic “shush, shush” of the broom, dragged over the sandy 
floor lets me know that one of the small boys is up. I open my eyes and it’s 
still dark outside, the moon clearly visible. Two dark faces appear at the 
edge of my mosquito net “Sir, fishing!”, they exclaim with excitement, 
clearly looking forward to taking a visitor on the boats. I swing my legs out 
of my hammock, throw on a shirt and we’re off walking towards the beach. 
I have with me a bottle of water, some flip flops and that’s all for the next 
few hours.  
  
One of the boys hops in the front of the canoe and we push it out into the 
water. They jump in smoothly as the canoe glides out, I land in the canoe 
and it wobbles precariously. I’m told to sit down, preferably out of the way 
of these seasoned hands; James is 14, Collins 11 and Isaac 9. I seat myself 
on the bench and shiver a bit, its still chilly at 5.45 in the morning; the sun 
won’t be up for a while. Using the paddles the boys direct us to the floating 
jerry cans. Left yesterday, they are the starting indicator of over 100 metres 
of fishing nets, held afloat by polystyrene, empty coke bottles and anything 
that floats. While Isaac at the back directs the boat, James and Collins pull 
in the net with practised skill, flicking the floats into the folds. 
  
“Fish!” I call out as I see something glinting in the water. The boys smile, 
nobody usually shouts out for the fish, it’s an everyday thing. Tangled in the 
net is a 12 inch long menacing fish with large teeth and an expression of 
anger. Collins untangles it and throws it up the canoe; it bounces on the 
floor and lands in the bow.  
“Sometimes, when you throw them, do they land in the water again?” I ask. 
“It can happen,” James replies. 
  
We continue this rhythm: they catch the fish, I exclaim in joy until we have 
the whole net collected in. The sun is now rising into the sky, unlike the 
Northern Hemisphere the sun jumps up into the sky, no long, drawn out 
sunrises. As we come in to beach the boys have de-scaled the fish and 
twisted them around themselves, the tails through the gills, ready to go into 
the smoker. I’m fed a breakfast of steamed plaintains (the delicious savoury 
banana equivalent) with spicy fish sauce to dip it into.  
 
 It’s now 8am and time for school. I bath, then throw on a shirt, grab my 
books and head out. While the new school is being constructed we teach 
under the thatch roof one. I take my pick of the three classes, primary, 
intermediate, or pre-junior school. I start with the youngest and we work on 
“head, shoulders, knees and toes,” I want to give them some vocabulary and 
also to have them enjoy learning. After this I do some easy maths, the kids 
are pretty good, for those that get full marks, I give out a gold star sticker I 
have brought with me. 
 
 



 
 
We take a break and I work with the intermediate group. Their reading is 
good, but they sometimes struggle with phonics. I spend a good hour and a 
half teaching them the sounds of letters. This immediately improves their 
sight words and ability to read without guessing. 
 
 

 
 
School children in a lesson 
 
We stop school and I walk back to Mama Atta’s house for lunch. It’s rice 
with fish sauce, the building blocks of a good diet. I finish my lunch and sit 
back in my chair, its 1pm and the sun has been turned on full blast, now its 
siesta time. Some of the kids will go fishing again if they have access to an 
outboard motor, others will relax. I take time to watch a game of cards, 
played with much gusto and hilarity, the cards slammed down with an 
expression of “Ey!”. Arguing ensues, ending with laughter that can be heard 
around Mama Atta’s compound. I sit under the eaves of a house and read 
my book whilst a small breeze blows in from the lake. 
After siesta the children decide to play some football on a pitch by the 
school. The ground is brutal and it takes me a few steps without shoes 
before I put mine back on. The children ignore the full size bamboo goals 
and opt for waist height stones which you have to hit to score. Their 
accuracy is uncanny.  
 



 
 
Village football 
 
We play until the light starts to go and then return for dinner. We follow the 
path back and eat a hearty meal of banku (pounded cassava) and smoked 
fish sauce. I sit with everyone and watch the kids use torches to read books. 
By 7.45 my eyes are closing and I bid everyone good night before swinging 
into my hammock, the goats bleating and the stars visible through the trees. 
It’s been another very good day. 
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