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	Suddenly, I say:

	— Please, Valentine, I would like to speak to you; either to you or to Christine.

	— What do you want to talk to me about, Adelaide?

	— About me, about who I really am I will see and I will tell you, as what I wanted to say was not work related, the next day I said to Valentine.

	— I would not like to talk to you during my work time.

	I will check with Christine and keep you informed.

	Valentine and Christine are the checkout managers at the Leclerc hypermarket where I currently work as a checkout hostess. If the idea of talking to them spontaneously came into my head, it is because the behavior of some of my work colleagues has changed towards me, in particular that of Annie. Annie was more than a colleague. For me, she was a friend who helped and supported me a lot when I needed it.

	For about ten years, I have had strange sensations in my body. They tire me and bother me a lot.

	I end work at 9:15 p.m. And at that time there is no bus to take me back. I had to walk about 40 minutes to get home. So, it was Annie who took me back. Even sometimes, when she got out early, she still waits for me to take me back home. That touched me a lot. And to please her, I asked her what she would like me to bring her back from my trip to Benin at the end of the year.

	— I really like African outfits, she replied.

	So, I promised to bring her some back.

	To make the outfits her size, I asked her to give me one of her t-shirts so that the designer could have a size reference. We agreed that when I returned to France, she would come home with her partner to eat a Beninese dish.

	When I returned to France on January 31, 2022, I was not able to return to work because of health concerns. I was admitted directly to the emergency room and hospitalized.

	Annie and I were texting each other and she was telling me she would come home once I got home. I was released from the hospital on February 22, 2022, and on March 10, I was supposed to start chemotherapy sessions.

	After the first chemotherapy session, Annie no longer responded to my messages. On March 19, I decided to text her this:

	Hello, Annie, hope you are well and your parents too. I’m still surprised that you haven’t come to see me yet. Give me your news.

	Finally, she texted back:

	— I’m very tired; I’m working a lot of overtime. I’m not available at the moment, so I’m leaving work and going home to sleep.

	Her answer intrigued me a lot. This is not the Annie I knew. On March 22, 2022, my son took me to go shopping and I took the opportunity to give some gifts to some of my colleagues. Annie wasn’t there; She had already finished his work. So, on Saturday, March 23, I left him this message: “Hello Annie, I went to Leclerc yesterday to deliver gifts to those concerned, and you had already finished work. I hope you are well, and so is your family. You can come to pick up your outfits”.

	On Monday, March 30, Annie replied: “Good evening, I wanted just to tell you that I did not appreciate the authoritarian tone of your messages as well as the fact that you called the central cash register to say that I had not responded to your messages. I’m not going to come to your house. Like everyone else, I have my own worries; whether financial or family. I think it is better to stop there. We can be good colleagues, but no more. It’s up to you to find the energy within yourself to regain morale and be positive even in the most serious situations circumstances.”

	I was never authoritarian as she claimed. If I had called the central cash register, it was because I was worried about her. I thought maybe she was sick or something had happened to her mother since she had some health issues. It was just out of love for her that I called the cash register central to hear from her.

	After Her last message, I was sad, very sad. I wanted to understand her attitude, but she didn’t want to explain herself. So, on July 14, 2022, I sent her another message: “Hello Annie, a little hello to hear from you. I hope that You are fine and so are your parents. I had surgery a third time on June 11 and was hospitalized for a month. You can move on to home to collect the pretty outfits that you so deserve. The weather is amazing today, you could wear them.” But I got no response.

	On October 4, 2022, when I returned to work, I brought her back the outfits, and I told Annie:

	— Annie, if I could finish the year 2021 to have My entire thirteenth-month salary be thanks to you. I was able to please my family. So, the outfits I made for you deserved them. Please take them.

	Then I added

	— If you wear them and they’re big or small for you, the lady who does my alterations can make them to your size. She won’t charge me much.

	— Okay, she replied.

	She took the bag I handed her and didn’t thank me. From then on, when we had the opportunity to meet, I asked if she had tried on the outfits and if they were going. She answered me:

	— No, I don’t have time.

	Two months later, I said:

	— Annie, it looks like you don’t want to wear the clothes I bought you. If so, then bring them back; they will make someone else happy.

	— OK, she replied.

	Seven days later, she returned the bag of clothes. She hadn’t even taken the time to look at what was inside the bag.

	This behavior change made me think a lot and made me ask myself questions.

	I finally realized that Annie shared the same last name as Monique, the cashier at the Super U store where I had previously worked. Was it Monique who had smeared me again in connection with Annie? When I asked Annie if she knew Monique, she said no. However, the way she responded left no doubt.

	Annie’s behavior, to say the least, made me feel sad.

	I also noticed that some customers going through the checkout lines made the same gestures while paying.

	They scratch the front of their nose with their right index finger, and they wipe away tears when they are not crying; they scratch behind their ear; some cough before typing in their card code; some sniff; others gesture at the checkout counter or the trolley when I speak or when I meet their gaze some sniff as they put their items on the conveyor belt. People who meet me on the bus or on the road suddenly start coughing. When I pass by or in front of certain people, they lift the soles of their feet slightly and put them back down. Some start shaking their legs. Many people say “hello” to me or try to talk to me. When I answer, they immediately put their fingers on their nose or start scratching it. I feel like there is a mark on me that makes people recognize me. I see people following my steps and immediately starting to smoke their cigarettes: I have the feeling that the ashes of their cigarettes are falling on my body. Some people wait for me at the bottom of the building where I live or around my work, holding a bottle of water in their hand, and when i pass in front of them or next to them, they start to drink. One day, a man holding a black trash bag in his hand, filled with who knows what, ran towards me. As soon as he passed, he stopped running and started walking normally. When I check certain items like cold meats, cheese, bread, alcohol, paper towels, or toilet paper, some customers put one foot forward. If I pick up another item of that kind, they shift their other foot forward, and so on. One day, when I took a carton of eggs from a customer whose items I was scanning, the man behind me immediately inserted the index finger of his right hand in his rear. Some people rub the bottom of their lips when they hand me something. Some parents go so far as to ask their children to do things like wipe their faces, scratch in and behind their ears when they go through the checkout, and even cough when they pay. Seeing all this, I asked myself this:

	— Am I the worst person on this earth that everyone rejects me and turns against me?

	The hardest part is going under the bridge. I hear a noise like someone hitting a hammer on concrete, and at night, I feel like all the sand that was used to make the bridge is falling on me.

	I reserve the right to tell what happens around my apartment when I’m at home.

	Maybe these gestures and behaviors have nothing to do with what I feel in my body. But I’m rarely wrong.

	If my imagination is wrong, then I apologize to all the people who say hello to me and to whom I don’t respond; who talk to me and to whom I do not answer either, especially my colleagues at work for fear that they will send dirt into my body.

	But if my sixth sense is right, and all these gestures have a connection with what I feel in my body, I would like to tell all these people who rebel against me that there is a God for the innocent and the weak. His name is: The Eternal, the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob, our ancestors.

	After much thought, I told myself that if our cashiers listened to all those who had problems, they would have to have big heads.

	Valentine did not follow up on my request.

	Reflecting on what had pushed me to suddenly ask to speak to Valentine, I then understood that the Eternal wants me to tell the whole world about my suffering, my struggle... and above all, to testify to the graces he has granted me to this day.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Our grandparents told us that our dad was a gift from God.

	My grandparents were from Hozin, a small village in the Ouémé department of Benin.

	My grandparents’ parents did not know Jesus; they worshiped Vodou. Vodou is an earthly deity. It is represented either in terracotta or in wood. There is the vodoun that does good and the vodoun that does harm.

	But I had not thought to ask my grandparents who their parents worshiped. What interested me at the time was their own lives.

	After their union, my grandparents lost five infants. All of them died one after the other. When my dad was born, very early, he was ill. My grandparents immediately thought that he was going to die, too. They had taken him to the hospital in the city of Porto-Novo, also located in the department of Ouémé. Once at the hospital, the doctor ordered that the child take neither breast milk nor his bottle. He had to be fed only by IV.

	My grandmother was forced to express breast milk and throw it away each time. My dad had, therefore, remained on IV for seven days. He cried with hunger. It was very hard for my grandmother. But on the eighth day, he took the bottle and breast milk.

	At the hospital, our grandparents had heard about Jesus. When they were released, they decided to go and meet this wonderful Jesus. That is how they left their village, Hozin, and their parents to settle in Cotonou, the economic capital of Benin, located in the Littoral department.

	At first, they were hosted by an acquaintance and friend.

	A few months later, my grandfather was hired by the “Port Autonome de Cotonou”. My father fully recovered his health.

	In their quest for Jesus, my grandparents joined forces with other people of good will to build a small church where people came to listen to the holy word.

	They then had two daughters and another son. Until their deaths, they remained united, which was very rare at the time in Benin, Polygamy was in full swing.

	My maternal grandparents already knew Jesus. They lived in a small village called Gomé, in the Collines department. They were Catholic and very practicing. They loved each other very much. They had my mother and another boy who was called Edouard. My grandmother could no longer conceive.

	When he reached CM2, Edouard died suddenly. My grandfather’s family pushed him to take another wife to conceive other children. The reason was well-founded because the family lived only from agriculture, and to cultivate the fields, they needed work force. Despite his good will to remain faithful to my grandmother, my grandfather was forced to have children with another woman. From this one, they had three girls and two boys.

	Just after the CEP (Certificate of Primary Studies), mom fell ill. She could no longer continue her studies. A few years later, she received the vocation and wanted to become a nun.

	Dad, who had become a teacher, had come to teach in the village Gomé. When they met, it was love at first sight, but their union at the time was impossible because Dad was a Methodist Protestant. At the time, the union between a Catholic and Protestant was not approved. But their love was stronger. They did get together anyway.

	Dad was posted to another village and became a school principal. He took Mom with him despite my grandparents’ reservations about their union. But to Mom’s great surprise, Dad had a wife with whom he had two children. Mom gave birth to a daughter, called Lynn. He had told Mom that this woman had been imposed on him by her parents and that they were no longer on good terms. But they still lived in the same compound.

	In the house next to their compound lived a family whose mother was pregnant and at term. One day, Dad heard the woman’s moans. Having rushed to the house, he found that the woman was about to give birth. The father of the family was insensitive to the pain his wife was feeling, so dad decided to take the woman to the hospital in his own car. The woman gave birth to a boy. A few weeks later, Dad’s three children were bitten by a dog. They all fell ill.

	A village elder made a revelation to Dad, telling him that his assistance to the pregnant woman had triggered the wrath of the witches and that in retaliation, they would have decided to take his three children; for them, they brought their food to their mouths, and Dad snatched their food.

	So, thinking he was doing good, Dad found himself facing the world of witchcraft.

	It was only when Lynn began to bark like a dog that Dad realized the dog had rabies.

	At the time, the anti-rabies vaccine was not available in hospitals; it had to be ordered, and by the time it came to Benin, Lynn died, as well as the eldest child of Dad’s first wife. The third child was rescued in the nick of time. In the space of two weeks, Dad lost two children. It was a tough blow for him, and it made him lose the desire to teach. Seeing his suffering and to help him forget this tragedy, the government assigned him to the Ministry of Education in the administrative capital, where he took care of the files of scholarship holders.

	So affected by the death of his children, Dad left the village to settle in the city of Cotonou.

	Mom gave birth to Alfred, then two years later to the twins Maxime and Marcel.

	After the twins were born, Dad passed a competition to do a two-year internship in France. Mom, with Dad’s agreement, started typing lessons. And when she went out to her classes, the first woman sent letters to Dad to tell him that she was cheating on him. Mom told us that one night, while she was sleeping, a man entered her room while the doors were closed and tried to rape her. This man was the cousin of Dad’s first wife.

	Mom, with the little savings she had, sent food products that Dad liked to eat by Air Freight hoping that it would please him. But when she received the rare letters from Dad, he did not thank her; he told her that all he wanted was her faithfulness to their love. And Mom replied that she would never betray him, not knowing that the first wife was telling lies about her.

	When Dad came back to Benin, he started mistreating Mom by calling her an adulterous woman. Over the years, as Dad despised Mom more and more, and our grandparents decided to take the two women to the village to clarify the situation. The two women then had to appear before the court of the family elders. The family elders chose the day the women had to appear, and that day coincided with the day Mom was due to have her period. In reality, it is a tradition that our ancestors established to dissuade women from committing adultery. This tradition has existed for centuries. But in the tradition, the woman in her period was not supposed to approach the place of the ceremony. When speaking of her concern to her mother-in-law, the latter said to my mother: “My daughter, I know that you are innocent of everything that people say about you, If you talk about the day of your period, they will think that you have really committed adultery and that you are looking for reasons not to go before the wise men. Do not say anything and let the glory of the Lord be manifested in your life.” Mom was very worried and sad because she said, since the return of menstruation after the birth of the twins, she had never had a late or early period and that she got out of bed on the exact date in the morning with her period.

	The day came, and mom got up in the morning, but did not have her period until the afternoon when she presented herself before the elders of the family. The ceremony consists of keeping a small clay pot in your hand, in which there is a little water. If you are guilty, the pot will weigh in your hands so much that you cannot bear the weight. This is exactly what happened to the first woman, and she named three men with whom she slept. When mom took the pot, in turn, it did not weigh and did not give the sign that she was innocent. So the elders asked her to tell the truth. She maintained that she did nothing and that she had nothing to say. She suddenly remembered what had happened with the cousin of the first woman. And one of the wise men put a broomstick in the hand of the latter, ordering her to deliver mother from the divinities with whom she had locked her up, and each time putting the broomstick in the pot and taking it out each time she mentioned the name of the divinity. Each time she put the broomstick in the pot, she said: “In such and such a place where I have locked you up, I am taking you out”. When she mentioned the name of the last deity in which she had locked Mom, the water started to boil in the pot, and Mom was thrown to the ground, and immediately her period appeared. All those present then applauded and called her “Gnignongbé”, which means “Faithful and honest woman.” This is how, in addition to the esteem and affection of her in-laws, Mom gained the esteem of all the members of her in-laws.
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