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In order to protect the privacy of the characters involved, all names have been changed. For the same reason alienation and masking have been applied. Any sharing of names or other resemblance with actual individuals, be they diseased or alive, is therefore unintended and purely accidental.


All rights reserved




Name: Stephen


Current location: Accra / Ghana


About me:


I’m honest and trustworthy, down to earth and a good listener


Requests:


Looking for genuine, reliable, long-term friendship


Hobbies & interests:


Listening to music, reading, cultural exchange, online friends, my dog


Name: Linda


Current location: Vienna /Austria


About me: Just find out!!


Requests:


Interesting people from all over the world who really enjoy exchanging thoughts and experiences


Hobbies & interests:


Writing poetry, painting, plants, travelling, my little dog




13th of July 2011


Hello Linda,


This is Stephen from Ghana. Really liked your profile and would love to get in touch with you.


As for me, I’m basically fine, just as a single parent I sometimes feel a bit lonely. So I’m looking for reliable friends that I can share my life with, even if it be from a distance.


I have three children but I own only two, a boy and a girl. David is twelve and he likes music. My only daughter Mary is ten by now and she is truly daddy’s little girl. I can honestly say that she and my little dog Penny are my daily joy. My ex-wife owns our oldest son John, aged sixteen, and my relationship with both of them is still quite complicated.


How about you? Have you got any children?


I have to confess that at first I always feel a bit inhibited about asking personal questions. On one hand I don’t wish to appear nosy, but on the other hand I am aware that if I don’t ask, it could also be interpreted as a lack of interest …


You know, it happens so often here on this webpage that people chat with you one day, and you actually enjoy a very nice conversation, but then you never hear from them again …


I would like to find a few honest friends from all over the world to build up significant long term friendships.


It bothers me so much when I see that many users have settings that block messages from African countries. Believe me, not everyone from Africa is a scammer! I am definitely not! I am a hardworking man from Accra, holding a job in a local hospital. I love my work, even though I don’t like the pay so much. But I get by. Sometimes there are extra jobs at the weekend in private hospitals. Those are well paid and I can even save some money at times.


Well, my potential friend from Austria, I wish you a wonderful day!


Hope to hear from you soon.


Yours,


Stephen


14th of July 2011


Dear Stephen,


I really enjoyed reading your mail! And I love African countries! [image: ]


You mention that you “own” two of your children. Funny way to express that! [image: ]Do you just mean that they live with you?


… By the way, my daughter Lori is also interested in music. She’s got the possibility to do music at school for free as part of the regular school programme. She plays several instruments, and she’s also twelve. Her sister Kate is fourteen and prefers sports. I also have four grown-up children who don’t live at home anymore. The father of my first two kids was a Spanish intellectual, but later I married a man from Vienna. With my oldest daughter I have no contact. My only son is already married. He is a computer expert and enjoys making music with his own band. My daughter Clarissa is doing the most amazing acrobatics and fire shows. Alicia still attends a business college, but her love is singing, I guess.


Besides, we also have a small dog, named Cora. I send you a picture of her.


Would you mind sharing a photo of Penny?


As for me, I teach German and English privately to make a living, but I’m a painter and a writer of poetry as well.


I don’t know so much about Africa, and about Ghana I actually know nothing at all. I originally joined this platform because I wanted to find someone to practice Swahili with (that’s a language spoken in Kenya and Tanzania).


But in the meantime I got so many interesting mails from people all over the world that I decided to get myself a circle of international friends. I just love far away countries, and if I could handle it financially, I think, I’d visit every country in the world at least once. But unfortunately travelling is a very expensive hobby these days.


How about you?


(By the way, my Viennese husband and I separated long ago)


Linda


15th of July 2011


Hi, Linda,


So good to hear from you again! I can’t believe how sweet Cora is! Lovely picture! What kind of race is this?


As for Penny, she is of mixed race, and I hope I can breed with her as soon as she is old enough. This can be good business here in Ghana because you can sell a puppy for about 350 Dollars. Well, you also have to pay for the male to get her pregnant, and that costs about 300 Dollars; but if she gets four puppies you can still count on quite a good profit.


Due to the fact that our money buys nothing abroad, international travelling is out of my reach. But I plan a journey to the north of Ghana next year. This has been a dream of mine for a long time, and I think the moment will come soon. I’ve heard that there is a lake with halfwild crocodiles!! They actually come out of the water, and one can pet them and take pictures!!


I really long to see this …


Referring to my words “I own two of my children” … In my African language we would use an expression that could best be translated with “own”, when talking about child custody. Might not be the “correct” term in English, but I think it explains spot on the responsibilities involved. Like housing, feeding, medical care, education and discipline. It’s your obligation to care properly for whatever you own!


What countries have you travelled to?


And how did you get Cora?


Sleep well, my friend!


Yours,


Stephen


16th of July 2011


Hi, Stephen,


Oh, I travelled to quite a few countries. I especially liked Sri Lanka, Cuba, Venezuela and Kenya.


Thanks for the pictures of Penny and your family. Penny is a cute little darling, and your son’s quite a handsome fellow.


Please understand that I don’t wish to send pictures of my kids to people I haven’t met in person or known for a very long time because I feel this would violate the privacy rights of my children.


Cora is also of mixed breed, and it is not sure what all might be mingled inside of her.


It all started when our hamster died. Lori was just so heartbroken, and the very next day she had to go on a summer camp. That day I talked to her sister Kate and found out that she also loves dogs. This was new to me since she had never mentioned it before. Lori, on the other hand, had already asked me quite a few times, and I had always explained to her in detail why having a dog was too big a responsibility for me.


But, considering the fact that there would be three of us to take care of the animal, I started to seriously think about it, and I also had in mind that this could be a joint project to unite us more as a family …


So I searched the internet a bit and instantly got in contact with all kinds of people who offered so-called “mini dogs”. Since I do not fancy dogs myself, I had the idea that it should be as small a dog as possible. Just for fun we went that night to a place where they offered Chihuahuas. They were little, but I don’t know… They somehow didn’t touch our heart. Next, we still went to another family’s home where they also offered a “Chihuahua” which looked quite different from the ones we had seen before.


As we entered, the woman ordered the handymen to stop drilling. She proudly showed us a huge aquarium for turtles which was still under construction.


Then she explained that the dog we had seen in the advert had already been sold, but that she still had this puppy’s sister. She grabbed the creature from the transport box under the table and swiftly placed it into my daughter’s arms. ”Still very little and cute”, she said. “Sold with chip and passport. Vaccinations and worm treatment also included. Won’t get bigger than one and a half kilos!”


The puppy snuggled up in Kate’s arms.


“Oh mommy, how sweet! Look at this! I want this dog! Please, mommy!”


“Well, you know that we don’t want to buy a dog now”, I answered, “we have booked a holiday in winter and when we come back, then it will be a good time to pick up our little doggy. So, it should be born around the end of October or the beginning of November. This will give us some time to study up on how to take care of it. Besides, we should visit the puppy beforehand several times and get to know it step by step until we finally take it home … “


“But mommy, I want this dog! Look, it is here all alone and those people are not nice to it. They lock it inside a box and let it stand here, in this noisy place. The children in the other room don’t even play with it! “


“Let me see!” I picked up the wee little something. It felt soft and had a wonderful “baby smell”.


“Please, mommy!”


“Well”, I said, “I agree that this dog is exceptionally sweet ... And if you are a hundred percent sure that it is this dog you want, then we would have to take it now because in four month this puppy will of course not be here anymore.”


“I am sure, mommy! This is the right dog!”


Well, Stephen, the end of it was that we bought that puppy. The lady wrapped it into some old baby blanket and told us that it only liked very fresh water. As we left, Kate carried the puppy, and I was handed an animal passport from Slovakia.


When we arrived home, it was already quite late, and we arranged our laundry basket for the little one right next to my daughter’s bed.


The following day, I noticed to my surprise that this dog couldn’t walk properly. It moved its little hind legs in a strange way and had a tendency to topple while it intended to get forward. At first I feared it might have a paralysed leg, but luckily we found out some days later that our sweet one was just too weak to walk. My daughter named her Cora, and a few days later we took her to the veterinarian. There it turned out that she had no chip and that her passport was a forgery. Obviously she had never been to a vet before. We were also informed that the puppy’s age of two month, according to documents, didn´t match its development and that it was probably no older than six weeks. Too young for legally crossing the border and in an age where it should still be with its mother!


You can imagine this was quite a shock!


At that time I didn’t know anything about the fact that especially in the Eastern European countries there are many people breeding dogs under horrible conditions, just trying to make as much money on them as possible. It also turned out that this dog was definitely no Chihuahua. The mother might have been a Chihuahua, but the father was probably a Yorkie or whatever.


Cora soon recovered, and after three weeks, when Lori came back from camp, she was already fit and fine. Since Kate had chosen and named the puppy, there wasn’t much left for Lori, so I decided to proclaim the dog a “surprise”. Yet, I was well aware that it was way too early for Lori to bond with a new animal. She still needed time to get over the loss of her hamster. Lori has a genuine intensity, and she is very loyal when it comes to love. She isn’t the kind of person that would quickly replace one animal with another one.


Anyway, this was how we got Cora.


It would be interesting to hear how Penny entered your life! I’m sure you also have a story to tell!


Can’t wait to hear it!


Take care,


Linda


17th of July 2011


My dearest Linda,


Wow!! What a story! I didn’t know that such illegal things could happen in a civilized place like Europe.


Well, get ready to hear Penny’s story:


Seven months ago, my former dog had an accident. Unfortunately there is a street crossing right through our property. In the past few years the cars got more and faster all the time, and by now it’s getting somewhat dangerous.


Well, my dog Rex was hit by a car that didn´t even stop afterwards. Someone called me to come quickly, and I ran out to the dusty street where my poor dog was lying in a poodle of blood. I cradled him in my arms and we moved away from the street. I’ll never forget the desperate look in his eyes while he whimpered with pain. There wasn’t much I could do. I just held Rex close to my body until his eyes turned blank. I told him what a great dog he had been and how much I loved him. Then he died right there in my arms, and I was just so totally heartbroken and devastated. My eyes were blind with tears, and I just kneeled there on the barren ground next to the street for timeless moments, caught in a state of infinite grief.


Then, all of a sudden, there was this little boy who sat down next to me, his eyes filled with tears of sympathy. In his hands he had a tiny puppy, and he just quietly placed the little creature into my arms and insisted that I should keep it. This just touched my heart so much!! I could barely believe it …


Well, this is how Penny came into my life and she was very special from the start. You know, she is quite attached to humans! Most dogs in Accra, even if they have owners, prefer to be out in the street to fellowship with their own kind. Penny, on the other hand, loves to be at home. She prefers our comfy sofa to the porch, and she likes to sleep in bed with my son. She is also fond of human food, so we hardly ever buy any dogfood at all but rather share some chicken and rice or burgers with her. Whenever I come home, Penny runs to the door to welcome me, she jumps up and tries to lick my face, and she makes those excited squeaking noises … It’s just so good to have her! Dogs can make you feel so immensely loved … I’m sure you know what I mean since you have Cora. She also seems to be very special. As I said before, some dogs are almost human. Maybe they are humans in disguise. But in so many ways they are practically better than humans, so maybe they are even angels in disguise. Who knows!


Well, my friend, I hope you have enjoyed hearing about Penny.


Looking forward to your next mail.


Yours,


Stephen


18th of July 2011


Dear Stephen,


What an amazing story! I can imagine that this must have been a very special day in your life, and I really feel with you …


Thanks for sharing this experience with me.


Say, why is there a road with heavy traffic crossing your property?


Sorry, but I don’t have time to write more tonight. It’s already late, and I am deadly tired.


Take care,


Linda


19th of July 2011


Dear Linda,


I was very happy that you still wrote a few lines before going to bed.


Well, let me try to explain why there is a road cutting right through our private estate.


Many years ago my father bought a nice piece of land here in Accra. In those days Accra was a lot smaller, and there were very few cars around. I still remember how our land looked when I was little. It was very green, and there were many old trees that gave us shade on hot days and delicious fruit in their due season. We had huge mangoes, about the size of a small melon. When you cut them with a knife, there ran so much juice out of the fruit that you could fill half a glass with it. We also had mangosteen, coconut trees, and bananas. Our whole property looked like a tropical garden. Like a little paradise! The plants made the air feel so fresh and clean! At that time there were only four little cottages. In two of them my father and his brother lived, both with their families, the biggest house was inhabited by our grandparents, and the fourth unit my father had already built for one of his children. In those days when we all were still little, he could rent it out. This brought a welcome extra income for the family which of course could always be needed. As years moved on, the children got married, and more and more houses were built for all those new and rapidly growing families. Besides, some other relatives moved here, and in the meantime there are about 13 individual little houses right here on this piece of land. I couldn’t tell you exactly how many people live there altogether, it’s gotten a little bit out of hand. There are of course endless conflicts between all these families, each ruled by different parents who have all individual ideas and standards when it comes to housing or raising children and so on. My sister for example cultivated the most delicate and colourful flowers that really pleased the eye of everyone who passed by, yet when the kids of her cousin who lived next-doors grew old enough to play outside on their own, they always picked them, which resulted in a long-term conflict. In our cousin’s opinion these “greens” were not that important, but my sister was emotionally attached to her flowers and definitely not willing to give in …


In the past some of us also tried to grow their own vegetables on a small patch next to their house, yet others wanted to keep a goat or some chicken. Now you can imagine that those animals often destroyed the fields of a neighbouring brother, which has all lead to endless arguments and fighting amongst the family members. As for myself I try to keep contacts to a minimum, but you always get involved somehow. There is hardly a day where I don’t have a relative coming up to my house because he has some kind of a problem to sort out. And everybody calls for my support, of course. On one hand it feels nice to be respected by the family, and they do respect me, due to my job at the hospital, but on the other hand it drives me crazy. Sometimes I feel a very strong wish inside of me to live somewhere alone in complete peace and quiet. I don’t know if you can understand me. It sounds so mean to talk in such a way about your family, and sometimes I feel bad about it.


Well, I have to get back to how we got the road. At the time when my father was already quite old, the property had changed dramatically. Trees had been removed to make room for more houses, and most of the land had become barren. At some point the state wanted to construct a major road right through our property as to connect the outskirts of Accra with the centre of town. At first my father proudly refused to sell the needed square metres, but in the end he allowed them to build that road because he was offered a nice piece of money for it, which, of course, came in hand. Around here you cannot expect to get anything like a pension that you could live on decently in old age, so you have to keep using opportunities that provide you with some extra cash.


So I hope this has answered your question. I’ m actually feeling a bit sad right now. I have to admit that I miss the beauty that this piece of land had when I was a child. But well, Linda, times have changed …


By the way, how do you live?


Tell me about it!


I have to stop writing now.


Hope you are not so tired today.


Sweet dreams!


Your friend always,


Stephen


20th of July 2011


Dear Stephen,


It was interesting to hear about your family property. I found it strange that on one hand you all live so close together, but on the other hand you don’t even know how many people there are.


Ok, since you have asked, I’ll tell you something about my personal housing situation.


Four years ago I moved to the place where I live now. Before that I had lived for eleven years in a rented apartment, which had been a very complicated financial situation, due to huge housing bills. You have to know that exactly around the time when I separated from my husband, my mother got sick with breast cancer. Sad to say, she never recovered again and died after three years of treatment. At that point I had already five children, two of them in their teenage years and a baby. The flat in Vienna used up all the money I could earn, but suddenly I had to pay the bills for my mother’s property in Spain too. Believe it or not, it took altogether eight years until the inheritance was finally settled. Unfortunately that year the rent for the flat in Vienna went up again, this time to a level which I definitely couldn’t afford anymore. So, with good luck, I was able to sell my mother’s house, and I bought a flat in Vienna instead. I was amazed that this actually was possible at that time because my mother had moved to Spain during a period when prices there had been about half of Austrian standard. But as you already mentioned in your last mail, times had changed in the meantime, with the result that even a house in a rundown condition, like my mother’s, could be sold profitably. So I felt tremendously lucky when I moved into my new place. Until the very end I was horribly afraid I might become victim of some kind of fraud. I knew that this was my only chance. I mean, the man who sold me the flat wanted to settle the whole deal in his brother’s office since that sibling happened to be a lawyer. I was so extremely mistrustful. I even ordered that man to show me his valid licence. And then I asked him to show me the payslip that proved that he had paid the current bills of his insurance. He was quite surprised, as you can imagine …


And deep in my heart I was never sure that I would really receive the money from Spain on my bank account. I even said so when I signed the preliminary contract. I told them that I was a hundred percent willing to buy, but in case I had fallen victim to some fraud in Spain, I would have to resign because the profit from selling the house was my only possible way of financing this new flat. But all worked out fine. So around Easter I received the keys, and a few weeks later the purchase contract was settled.


From then on my situation improved greatly, since I didn’t have to pay that high monthly rent anymore.


The flat is located in a house with four floors, and I live on the first one. All my windows face the south side, and I have flower-boxes in front of them. There I grow tomatoes and strawberries. This summer I have even planted a little fig tree and a kiwi plant, and due to excessive sunshine and lots of water, it looks like there will be a satisfying harvest.


And I just love my view: Right in front of the house you can see a beautiful old tree, and in the background there is a church with a park. The church tower strikes the clock, one strike for quarter past, two strikes for half past, three strikes for quarter to and finally four strikes when the hour is full. Then it changes the sound and indicates the hour by striking for example five times for five o’ clock and so on. I hope I haven’t explained this too long-winded.


This tree is very special to me. It was the first thing I saw of this flat because as soon as you open the door, your eye is directed to the windows, and in the windows you see that tree in all its beauty. And you can watch the whole cycle of nature because in winter one glance out of the window, even from my bed, can tell me if there is snow. It looks so magical at times! In winter you can also see all the branches in detail and marvel at the amazing built of such an ancient monument of nature. I have to say, that to me, trees are probably the most wonderful and advanced life-forms on earth. They are just strictly awesome …


To get back to my tree, in spring you can delight in the tender new green that will later change into mature foliage. And finally in fall, one gets to witness the changing colours of autumn that can fill our heart with excitement, even after all the flowers of summer are gone …


Oh, yes, and talking about plants, I also have to mention a place that I like to call “not my garden”.


Well, I have to explain, there is a backyard that belongs to our building and when we first moved here it looked truly awful. Full of junk and rubbish. Seems, some people got new windows in the past and just didn’t bother to clear away the broken glass that eventually fell down into the yard. There is a tree and a few hedges, and in some extended spots the grass fails to grow due to an obvious lack of light, whereas in other parts there is a huge patch of a seldom species of moss that stretches out like an asymmetrical carpet of almost artificial appearance. But as I learned later from a friend who happens to be a biologist, this highly resistant and evergreen moss might have well lived on the face of the earth since the last ice-age.


Anyway, I decided to adopt that little garden. First I cleaned it for many hours. I think, in the end there were about five kilos of broken glass and ten big black garbage bags, full of other waste material that had been left there to rot away quietly, probably for decades. Then I started to plant flowers but initially failed because there was not enough light in this dark yard. Later I found a solution to the problem. I left the plants in pots and placed them on the one end of the garden where at least some sunshine comes in. And as soon as the plants started to sprout blossoms, I moved them back to the deep shade where I actually wanted them. It turned out that the blossoms had a very long life that way since sun and heat make flowers flourish quickly.


In the end the garden looked beautiful. I put up a small table with chairs in a sheltered corner and placed a plastic pool with four goldfish right under the tree. I started hanging out in the yard, and sometimes other neighbours came down and marvelled. And people started to call this place “Linda’s garden”, to which I, of course, always replied that it was not my garden. Since actually it wasn’t. It was everybody else’s garden just as much as mine.


Oh, Stephen! I’ve totally forgotten the time while writing. I can’t believe how long this mail has developed. Seems when I start writing to you, I just never run out of words. That’s incredible!


I really have to stop now.


Hope to hear from you again soon.


Yours,


Linda


21st of July 2011


Hi, my wonderful friend,


What a beautiful mail! Thank you so much for sharing all those things with me. I could practically see and smell the flowers, the way you described them so vividly. I’m happy to hear that you are now living under such fortunate and fulfilling circumstances. You really deserve it after all those hard times you’ve gone through before.


“Not my garden” – what a creative expression; so playful. I wish we could sit there together now sharing some tea and a joyful conversation. It would be so nice. Actually I think this garden is truly yours – even if not your property – because things tend to become the belongings of the people who care for them.


Say, why were you so afraid when you sold your mother’s house and bought one in Austria that you could be a victim of fraud? I`ve always thought in European countries the laws are very good and one can trust things to be handled legally. Not like in Africa where rich people can do whatever they want. Is this just an unexplainable fear of yours or do those trust issues derive from bad experiences you actually had or witnessed in your close surroundings? I would be interested to know, but if you feel, this question is too personal, just tell me so. I want you to be comfortable with our conversation.


Don’t worry that your mails could get too long, I’ll never get tired of reading them. I’m so glad that you don’t just want to have a bit of shallow chatting here on this platform when you are bored, but that you actually exchange something meaningful and honest with me.


Really, Linda, by now you have become a very important person in my life and I never want to lose you again. This would be like falling back into a stage of utter darkness.


I hope I will always be worthy of the trust you show me.


Your true friend always,


Stephen


22nd of July 2011


My dear friend Stephen,


I’m afraid I’m going to destroy your illusions about Europe with this mail.


Well, talking about fraud when it comes to finding a flat, I’ve already had quite a few unpleasant experiences myself, even here in Vienna.


After I had moved out from my husband’s place, I had at first a very small but well-kept apartment, which quickly became too small after the birth of my new baby. So, an intensive and timeconsuming search for more adequate housing stretched out over the next few months.


The first promising offer came from a man, who had a flat to rent out in the same district. This guy was a real country-bumpkin. Already his dialect was so extreme that you automatically trusted him. He just seemed too simple a person to be a scammer. Yet, I was very cautious. And I guess something was fishy because all of a sudden he wanted to exchange keys for cash in a café instead of doing so directly in the flat. I refused and he just never called back again. Many weeks later I received a letter from him. He tried to encourage me to meet him in this place to have sex, mentioning that he had well noticed, how much time I had been taking to inspect the bed! (Well, I had looked at the bed indeed for a longer time because I was trying to estimate how many of my children could sleep in it.)


Some weeks later I ran across an ad, offering a three-room flat for an incredibly cheap price. This fact alone should have made me wary, I guess, but after having already seen quite a few flats and suffered one disappointment after the other, one just hopes that maybe one could finally land a lucky catch. Well, I went to see this lady, with my new born baby daughter along. She came to the appointed address with her two smaller kids, kind of building up trust from mother to mother – so to speak. After showing me around, she offered tea and cookies, and we had a nice chat about all kinds of stuff. Then we agreed to settle the deal. She presented me a contract that we filled in together and finally signed. It is the custom here to make some kind of a down payment at this point of the transaction, so I handed her the money, and she gave me the keys. I tried them out, and they matched the lock, so everything seemed to be correct. She just kindly asked me not to enter the flat before the first of January, claiming that her grown-up daughter was unable to move out before the end of the month. Of course, I agreed.
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