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Chapter 7 

 

In Your Face 
 

 

The sun is already blasting brightness when 

we leave the Abidjan House at 6:00 a.m. and 

in another hour it will be dead heat. We 

catch an orange cab just outside, the 

preferred taxi color in Abidjan. Daloa cabs 

are green. As usual, the cab door is about 

one hundred tugs from falling off, but the 

cars run fast and well. All cabs and baidjans 

are unmistakably Toyotas, at least fifteen-

years-old, and fiercely maintained to last 

another fifteen. 

“Tu vas où?” asks the driver 

suspending his head over the passenger seat 

to see us, still keeping both hands on the 

wheel. 

“Can we just say to ‘la gare’?” I turn 

and ask Steve, not trusting my French past 

two words this morning. 

“La gare de quoi?” The driver 

responds quick on his feet, snatching the bit 

of French he can hear before we can get it 

together to direct our words to him.  
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“Le gare de NTT,” Steve swirls 

around to answer. 

“Tu va à Daloa là?” Yes, we are 

going to Daloa we nod. “Faut monter!” he 

besieges us in with just his voice. Steve and 

I look at each other and, although both 

visibly unsure about the French, start to 

comply.   

“C’est combien?” I stop to ask.  

“5 mille.” Get the fuck outta’ here. 

My New Jersey senses flood in. It only costs 

3,500 CFA from Abidjan to Daloa and we 

aren’t even leaving Abidjan! We just want 

to get to the gare first, okay? Our formateurs 

tell us it is an insult to accept the first price 

offered so we should always bargain, even if 

they don’t end up changing the price. 

Discarding money without a volley of 

conversation is a bit anti-social to Ivoiriens.   

“1 mille francs,” Steve quietly 

demands and looks away waiting. It’s really 

‘CFA francs,’ but ‘francs’ is faster to say.  

“Pour les deux, eh!” I quickly chime 

in ‘for two’ after Steve says the price. I add 

the ‘eh’ for exclamation in the same nasal 
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tone I always hear Cèline add at the end of 

every possible sentence.  

“C’est pas possible!” he cries, 

throwing his right hand up in the air and 

speeding off. What? Does he think we are 

rock stars, and not volunteers on meager 

stipends?   

Soon, another cab pulls up and it is 

the same mess except this time we are the 

ones to tell the driver no thanks. Are we ever 

going to get a cab and at least make it in 

time before the tickets sell out? Shit. The 

third cab asks for at least three mille. 

We are stolid by the fourth one, only 

moving our lips to speak. ‘500 CFA each,’ I 

stammer out. Driver number four looks off 

into the distance, nods in our direction 

without eye contact, and gets out the car to 

put our bags in the trunk. My soul says 

‘yeah!’ but my body trips moving forward to 

hand him my luggage. 

“Of course you know this means we 

have to give him something extra, him 

helping us with our bags and all,” Steve 

finally speaks again.  

“Whatever dude. How long we 

gonna’ be out here trynda’ get the right 
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price?” I don’t want to be here all day. It’s 

getting hot.  

Forget the Indianapolis 500. Weaving 

in, out, and around cars on the highway, 

makes the scenery nonexistent. We can’t 

catch a glimpse of it and my fear increases 

on seeing the gaping mouths of shocked 

faces in cars as we zoom by them.  

“Man. I hope he’s taking us to the 

right place. Maybe we’re being kidnapped. 

This brother is on a mission,” I look at the 

cab driver’s face in the rearview mirror. He 

is miles away, could care less what we say 

in any language now. 

From what I can squint in our mad 

dash down the highway, the common theme 

is garbage. There are only a few cities in 

Côte d’Ivoire that have access to modern 

amenities on a more regular basis; Daloa, 

Bouaké, Korhogo, Odienné, and of course 

Abidjan. The only thing that truly lacks in 

any of these places is waste management, 

which of course requires government 

awareness and investment. Far from the 

problem of recycling, I first need to say the 

words ‘garbage can.’ No local government 

funds set aside for waste collection, so the 
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people have to either create heaps on the 

side of the road or off in the middle of 

vegetation away from the street somewhere 

or they burn it themselves. It is capitalism 

gone wild. The influx of foreign goods does 

not match their capacity or familiarity with 

the need to dispose of things in a safer 

manner.  

Ivoiriens still live the mindset of an 

organic lifestyle. They are not used to things 

that heavily accumulate, but rather dissipate 

or can be used as something else. Having 

worked in New York City and knowing the 

massive amount of garbage each individual 

creates there hourly, I’m hard-pressed to 

find a good reason why Côte d’Ivoire should 

want to veer too far from their organic 

lifestyle.  

“That sign looks familiar,” Steve 

finally reassures me but I got a better idea. 

How ‘bout I jump out the cab like ‘007 and 

roll to safety? Naw. I would just be another 

splat on the highway. Relax Raven.  

Before I know it, we arrive. The 

traffic suddenly congests as anybody who’s 

anybody is trying to get their butt to the 

gare. Vendors charge towards our window 
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and thrust their wares against the glass. The 

driver keeps yelling, “Il faut partir!” but they 

keep coming. They stand holding up their 

batik cloth, their peanuts, their little bags of 

bissap not saying much but hoisting 

products in the air and as soon as they see 

us, their faces spread outward in a smile and 

they scream, “les blancs, les blancs!” Shoot. 

I - ain’t - White. You better say ‘le blanc’ 

and keep it singular.  

But, it is unstoppable. The color of 

our skin is a magnet; mine only a few shades 

darker than Steve’s. The cab driver is going 

crazy. “Quitte là! Faut faire attention! Oh!” 

Vendors are jumping in front of his car to 

get around to our windows. They don’t see 

the car. We are two White bodies suspended 

in space. This combined with the fact that 

the line of cars ahead of us unsuccessfully 

tries to split off into the gare directions of all 

its vehicles, leaves us at a standstill.  

“Even if you like something don’t buy 

it,” Steve warns. “We’ll never get out of 

here then.” The vendors are something else 

but the apprentis are even more creative. 

They are the young men you can see, mostly 

in their teens to early twenties, hanging from 
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the door of a baidjan. They collect the 

money of the passengers, figure out how to 

get and give back exact change so as not to 

lose their supply of coins, and climb on top 

of the roof to stack luggage as well as make 

sure it doesn’t fall off. They are supposed to 

attract clientele and are not aggressive about 

it but impostors give them a bad name.  

Young men run up to our cab 

screaming, ‘Bon arrivé!’ and ‘Il faut 

descendre ici!’ or the infamous ‘Tu vas oú?’ 

They welcome us. They try to convince us 

that we have already arrived at our 

destination or try to find out where we are 

going so that they can lead us there and then 

ask for money. They are young men with 

shoes, full of holes, turned into sandals 

because the shoes are too big for their feet or 

their heels smash down the backs of them.  

“Viens!” One yells, but where does 

this apprenti impostor want us to go? Steve 

and I look at each other confused. “Tu vas 

où?” he asks. I say nothing.  

“Gare de NTT.” Damn! Why did 

Steve answer? Our silence would have 

forced the kid to go away and Steve can see 

the gare just around the corner.  
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The young man looks around very 

anxiously. “C’est lá!” he exclaims. Okay. 

You know that we can see it for ourselves. 

But, he continues to stand there. 

“I think he wants some money now 

Steve.”   

“Faut quitter ici. On a déjà arrivé!” 

The cab driver is very annoyed and yells.  

That’s what I’m sayin’. Get outta’ here. 

We’ve already arrived. As hot and boiling as 

we are in this cab which probably hasn’t had 

running air conditioning since the 80’s, 

Steve rolls up the window. You’d think after 

that the impostor would give up but the 

youth runs to my side instead. If anything 

we’ve learned thus far, never give money. 

Because when you give away money, word 

spreads, and then we’ll have ten apprentis, 

five women selling batik, two peanut girls, 

and one ngyamakuji lady here. 

That is the problem of Abidjan. 

Young kids tired of working in the fields 

with their parents on land that is often 

owned by someone else, coming to the cities 

with an illusion of riches they never gain 

because they don’t understand the French 

economic system. They come with the 
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simple knowledge that there is more money 

in Abidjan. Once they get here, however, 

they are stuck with no money and nowhere 

to go, running the streets, hoping that some 

baidjan or bus operation gives them a job 

regardless of their level of formal education.   

It is hard for kids coming from a true 

village where people help just because they 

can, then coming to a city where everyone is 

fighting for themselves only. What can we 

do? One hundred CFA francs here and there 

will never burn a whole in our pockets but 

what is the greater solution for these kids? 

We are Peace Corps Volunteers and kids 

ourselves mostly in our 20s confused by the 

innumerable cultures, range of lifestyles, 

incurable and curable diseases, poverty, and 

richness all in the same place around us. We 

are not supposed to be intimidated by any of 

this. But, how can we help before having a 

firm grasp on the issues?  

NTT is our bus - a big blue bus with 

yellow letters that have the NTT on both 

sides of it. It is usually on time and packed 

without having to wait very long for tickets 

to sell out. Someone is always going or 

coming to this gare that goes to Daloa. 
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Maybe it is popular because the road it uses 

is an actual paved cement road. Unlike my 

gare from Daloa to my site, NTT is 

protected by two high walls and a fence in 

the front. We get out, get our things, pay the 

driver, and lug our luggage to the back of 

the gare. Stacks of bananas, grain, and huge 

boxes line the walls.  

“Is that going on the bus, too?” 

“I hope not,” Steve mutters.  

When we finally reach the back of the 

gare, there is only a wobbling, black iron 

railing that I am not so eager to use to pull 

myself up into the roofed waiting area. But, 

I succeed and turn back around toward Steve 

to hand up my immense red suitcase. An 

older woman, wrapped in a beautiful orange 

and green skirt and top, sits where I’ve 

stepped up. We look at each other with 

intrigue. But, my intrigue is how in the hell 

did she get up here with all of her wraps on 

when I barely managed to step up onto this 

3-foot high floor?  

The benches are long and placed as in 

a church. Either we are getting married, 

going to confess our sins, or butt naked. 

People stare at us and stare back at each 
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other as we walk down the aisle. Lines 

already form by the bus at 6:30 a.m. but 

when we reach the ticket window no one is 

there. Steve peers down by the part of the 

glass where the money goes. 

“There is a person in there,” he says.  

Window shades cover all the 

windows and they’ve been pulled down just 

enough to cut the cashiers off from view, but 

enough for you to see their hands when they 

take your money. These windows are old, 

stained, and the brightest part to the entire 

gare are the NTT busses alone.  

“Deux pour Daloa,” Steve requests as 

his face turns red from bending down and 

straining to look up at the cashier’s face. 

Looking back and forth between 

Steve and now I, also staring up at him from 

the small space below the window shade, the 

ticket man slips out the words “Sept mille.”  

3,500 CFA for me and 3,500 CFA for 

Steve. I slide my money under the window 

and Steve follows. The ticket man peers 

down and pauses at the 7,000 and then stares 

at the both of us still staring back up at him. 

I don’t know about Steve, but I’m looking 

just to see if this man runs off with our 
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money and how I’m going to find the door 

to get back there if he does.  

“What’s wrong?” Steve peers back at 

me. “Did we give the right amount?” I nod a 

quick yes and look back up at the cashier, 

trying to appear just as expressionless as he 

does. Man, this dude is crazy. There aren’t 

any windows in here. This small space is the 

only way he gets air. But, they are handling 

loads of money by the hour. They have to 

keep some sense of security I guess. People 

constantly putting down 3,500 is no small 

deal here. And, there is no perceivable door 

to the room. What do they do, come to work 

through the roof? After five long seconds of 

staring at us staring at him, he takes the 

money and produces two tickets.  

“Maybe he was surprised that I paid 

for myself,” I say. Steve shrugs and turns 

around. Or, maybe he didn’t want to be 

identified as the keeper of money.  

We twirl around to find seats and the 

people stare and look away, stare and look 

away again. They want to stare but don’t 

want to be caught staring. I hope that my 

staring back helps them make up their 

minds, not evilly but you know. We find a 
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space toward the back and crash down on 

the benches that sway to the sides a bit as 

the benches do at the Daloa gare.  

“I’m hungry,” Steve proclaims and 

out comes the last bit of a PowerBar. 

“Where the hell did that come from?” 

I cry out. People suddenly glance back at us 

unafraid this time. “Where did that come 

from?” I repeat softly.  

“I didn’t eat any breakfast,” he 

responds. I hadn’t either. We are starving 

and there is not going to be any rations 

sharing I see. 

“I’m going to get something to eat.” 

Steve announces popping up, not looking 

back down at me. 

“From where? We’re not supposed to 

eat any street food.” 

“Look at that store behind us. That 

doesn’t look like street food. There ain’t 

nothin’ in there but ice cream and stuff.” 

“There’s gotta’ be more than ice 

cream. Go ask,” I quickly change my mind 

about being picky. 

Discussion goes back and forth. Steve 

strains a little to ask what the stand clerk has 

and the clerk makes expressions of 
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confusion while raising water and ice cream 

bars to show what all he has. What a 

disappointment. Nothing! 

Steve sits back down and whips out 

what is left of his PowerBar. I stare. I don’t 

want it. It is brown and funny-lookin’. 

Definitely not in the States anymore. I’m 

sure we won’t find a PowerBar in the entire 

country. I’m sad but Steve has energy. . . . 

now after eating of course.  

“Maybe we need to put our stuff over 

there,” Steve is anxious. People are busy 

lining up to give their luggage to some man 

sitting in a shaded space up against the wall 

below. We jump down off the waiting area 

floor, dragging our luggage down with us. 

Oohw. Ugh. Awh. Heavy. The bus is parked 

alongside the shaded area. Bags everywhere. 

We receive a ticket for ours. But then, I 

regret it when I see what is being stacked 

under the bus along with our things.  

“My knapsack sure isn’t getting 

checked too,” I whisper to Steve. His eyes 

scan the lower compartment. The plantains 

that were piled in bags along the walls are 

now packed back against the sides of the 

bottom of the bus. Some plantains poke 
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through holes in the bags with gooey tips 

from being ripe. Some bags are full of 

bright, red palm oil seeds making red oil 

stains through their sacks. Overall, the 

bottom luggage area of the bus has a funny 

smell from a range of things placed under 

here at one point or another. Who knows 

what my suitcase will look and smell like 

once it is pulled from underneath here?  

I hold onto my knapsack tight and get 

on what appears to be the line for the bus. 

Where is the line anyway? People are just 

walking about and shoving their tickets in a 

man’s face. He picks tickets from the crowd, 

order known only to him.  Tall, short, 

medium heights. Deep brown, black, reddish 

brown, light brown, bluish black, coffee 

brown. Truly curly, curly straight, straight 

stiff, tight curls. Thick, thin, heavy-set, 

overweight, paper-straight. Babies, old 

ladies, men with canes, young girls, preppy 

young men. Merchants, teachers, doctors, 

farmers. In one single line, they have every 

kind of person and they all travel together.  

A community in the true sense of the 

word. No separations here. No wonder we 

fight and disagree in the States. No one can 
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expect to see this gamut of people with their 

different colors, shapes, languages, and 

probably beliefs all together in one tiny area. 

Here in Côte d’Ivoire, community is 

common. Common + unity = it’s common 

for everyone to be together. Everyone is 

moving, travelling, living, and breathing 

together. No unknowns to imagine the worst 

about. Everyone is right here, right in your 

face.  

We get on the bus towards the back 

and I sit next to the window putting my legs 

and knees up in the back of the chair in front 

of me. Either that or sit up completely 

straight for five hours. There is no other way 

for me to lean back. Steve’s and my seat are 

fused into one.  

“Shoot, I dropped my ticket.” I lean 

straight forward and reach down. I have to 

turn my head and body to the side, mashing 

my hair into the back of the seat in front of 

me, trying not to mush my nose into the 

window to the left of me.  

“You got room?” Steve gives me 

some space but my butt is unavoidably up 

against his lap. Worse than him stuck in the 

middle is the woman to his right who has to 
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step her right foot out into the aisle for 

balance.  

The seats are dark green and worn 

with holes in places where it has been worn 

down from body parts without enough 

space. The bottom window is not openable 

but the top one slides open after a few 

pushes, tugs, yanks, and grunts. Steve jumps 

up to assist me in the final push.  

“Il est poli,” comes from somewhere.  

“Look they’re calling you polite now. 

Better than ‘White man’ ain’t it?” We laugh 

a little but self-consciousness keeps us from 

laughing too hard. 

The wind is calm outside, but you 

wouldn’t know this by the way it roars 

through our window as we start to drive. It 

whips me in the face but Steve beads in 

sweat. 

“Il faut fermer la fenêtre,” I hear a 

lady’s voice directly behind my seat. 

“I think she said something about the 

window, Steve.” 

“It’s hot as hell in here. There’s no 

air-conditioning and she wants us to close 

the window?” 
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“Just a little? It’ll still be cool if we 

leave it open a little.”  

Steve makes a half gone mad, half 

worn-out face so I take that as okay and start 

to push it. It closes completely ‘cause I have 

to push it hard. I open it again and it comes 

all the way back. Wind bombards us. Hair 

stands straight up and back. Faces turn 

scrunched up and sour. 

“C’est quoi ça?!” a middle-aged, 

suited man behind us shouts.

 “Sayqwahsah? Saaayqwaaahsaaah, 

Saaayqwaaaaaahsaah,” I sound his words 

out under my breath. “quoi, c’est q . . .” Oh, 

it means ‘what is that?’ or with his tone 

‘what’s up with that?!’  

“Faut fermer la fenêtre! Tu es fou ou 

bien?!” another older man cuts off my 

audible reflection in a roar. Daaang! They 

are co-bustin’ on me. Don’t call me crazy! 

I’m just tryna’ work with this crazy-ass 

window! I should have left the damn thing 

the way it was. The same woman that 

complains first, complains again.  

“Oh! Close the window!” she wines 

in French placing her hand over her 

forehead. After a few nudges forward and a 
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few nudges backward, I achieve just the 

right amount of openness to keep big mouth 

lady behind me quiet and White man from 

drowning in his sweat.  

Being right underneath the window, I 

get the first hard whips in, of the outside air. 

As long as no one yells at me, it’s fine. Ugh. 

‘C’est quoi ça’ is right! What iiiis up with 

that? I put my head against the window to 

relax with eyes closed when a baby starts 

wailing out of nowhere. I open my eyes and 

it gets even louder. It’s the seat directly in 

front of me. Leaning up against the glass 

again, a little baby peers back at me then 

looks away. Each time she calms down, she 

looks back at me to get some more, and the 

look on her face makes me feel ashamed. 

Her eyes widen in surprise, her mouth 

slowly opens, and she starts shaking her 

head back and forth with her eyes closed in 

a ‘no, no, NO!’ head flurry.  

“I had that effect on babies back at 

Grand Noyaré,” Steve plainly notes. 

“How do you know that’s why she’s 

crying?” I protest. Before Steve can respond, 

the woman holding the baby answers. 
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“Il a peur de toi.” Afraid of me? Man. 

That’s bold to say. Never have I had my 

color thrown up in my face like this by 

White and Black, young and old, all at once. 

The woman in front of me finally decides to 

switch the baby from her left shoulder to her 

right which makes me feel worse, but what 

is more important, my pride or my damn 

eardrums? 

I settle back against the window 

again. The fear that the baby will look back 

once more to scream soon goes away and 

my attention veers off out the window. The 

city starts to disappear. No more buildings. 

No more street lamps. No more sidewalks. 

No more overhead bridges. No more big 

stores. This time to Daloa, I take everything 

in. Steve is in his world and I in mine.  

The sides of the highway immediately 

shoot up into steep hills that have shacks at 

the top with palm trees all around them. A 

few people walk up and down these hills. 

Masses of clothes lines with clothes hanging 

out to dry cover the hill. The clothes are 

discolored, worn, and torn, but their owners 

place them gently because those are the only 

clothes they have. But, soon even the clothes 
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lines disappear and the people walking 

through and around them disappear as well. 

The hills become higher and greener as we 

speed down the highway.  

“Haaaaaa,” I involuntarily exhale. 

Suddenly there is nothing, land explodes 

around us. I have never seen so much land, 

real land, stretching out as immensely as 

this. Land has its own identity. Land has its 

own rights.    

An hour passes. Two hours pass. By 

the third hour, we reach Yamoussoukro our 

third time. The stranded Basilica is around 

somewhere. My stomach growls. I still 

haven’t eaten yet. Steve hears my rumble 

and boasts, “I’m gonna’ get something 

here.” 

“We’re not supposed to eat off the 

street, man. Do you wanna’ get sick?” I 

whisper just in case someone by some 

chance speaks English too.  

“Man. I don’t care. I’m thirsty. I’ll 

just have to take my chances.” 

I frown, more upset that I am too 

afraid to make the same choice. Steve 

disappears off the bus and down some street. 

Shoot. Where is he going? I look at the 
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garages in this expansive Yamoussoukro bus 

terminal and off in the distance I see 

bathrooms. Looord, here’s my chance. If I 

don’t go now, I have a two-hour wait left.  

The bathroom is old but like any other 

bathroom. I open a door, take a step up, and 

close the door behind me. I turn around 

towards the toilet. Oh. Excuse me, hole. 

Another hole? I can’t take it anymore. Not 

like I’m gonna’ sit on public toilet seats, but 

at least a toilet bowl allows you to avoid 

looking straight down into the hole where 

everything goes. It is cramped in here and 

the hole is right back up against the wall. 

Facing the wall to do my business is not an 

option. Not even squat-facing the wall is 

possible without squirting everything in 

sight. The hole is flat and there is no semi-

igloo-shaped hood to curb the pee like 

traditional Japanese toilets would. The only 

option is to turn around with butt towards 

wall but how in the hell am I going to make 

it in the hole without rubbing my butt up 

against the wall?  

“Yuck.” Disgusting! I straddle the 

hole facing the door, keep my back straight 

to keep from falling forward, and lift my 
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butt up. Quite a physical feat.  “Shit!” I 

missed it. Hold. Reposition. Let’s try again. 

I make my back as straight as possible, lift 

my butt up as much as I’m able while 

holding both sides of the wall to keep from 

falling over, and go to town. It’s working! 

Done. I start washing my hands . . . Oh no. 

The bus! 

I bolt out the doorless entrance, down 

the stairs, past the garages to where the 

busses are lined up by the front of the 

terminal at the gate. So many busses have 

pulled up since I’ve been gone and all of 

them look alike! I run all the way up to the 

first of ten. I frantically run back to the last 

one. This isn’t it either. I run to the third 

one. I’ll just get on this one and check to see 

if it’s mine. But, how am I gonna’ know it’s 

mine unless I run all the way to the back and 

chance not seeing my bus leave? And, I am 

so worried about people noticing me that I 

never take the time to notice who else is on 

my bus.  

“Over here!” Steve yells just as I am 

about to get on a third bus. I run over to the 

second bus and Steve has his head sticking 

out the side window.  



Copyright © 2013   Books By Raven      All Rights Reserved 

Chapter Excerpt from “Padre!” by Raven Moore 

 

“I had to tell them to wait,” he 

exclaims when I reach my seat. We both 

know this is a big deal because that means 

he had to explain the whole scenario of me 

off in the bathroom to a hurried bus driver - 

in fucked up French. 

“Thank you so much. Going to the 

bathroom was a heck of an ordeal. Y‘ont 

even know. Whew.” I squeeze past Steve to 

the window and plump down in the seat but 

have to straighten back up immediately to 

conform to its flatness. Then, out of the 

corner of my eye I notice it - the wetness 

and coolness of it. Steve has bought a small, 

plastic sachet tied at the top in a little knot. 

This he turns over, pinches a bottom corner 

between his fingers and bites it off to suck 

out the juice. A chunk of ice floats in the 

middle because it is ‘bien glacé.’  

“Is it cold?” I ask just to drive myself 

crazy with jealousy.  

“Yeah,” is all he will admit, too 

concentrated on keeping the juice from 

squirting out.  

“I don’t care,” he squeaks out - about 

getting sick that is.  
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The sweat drops on his forehead 

slowly disappear. ‘Bissap’ is what they call 

it and the flower it is made from has the 

same name and color - a deep purplish, red. 

Ivoiriens boil the bissap petals in water so 

Steve knows it is somewhat purified. I was 

sick for two of the three months at Grand 

Noyaré just trying to figure out what to eat 

and how to eat it, always feeling on empty. 

Hear no evil, see no evil. That’s how I’m 

gonna’ get through this temptation. But then 

Steve pulls out another one.  

“You gonna’ be shittin’ all over the 

place, man.”  

“You can’t ruin this for me. We’re 

gonna’ get sick anyways so why not enjoy 

it?” Umh. Good point. There is no way to 

protect ourselves from everything out here 

waiting for us. The Ivoiriens get sick from 

unpurified water as well. How discouraging 

it must be for them to live this way all of the 

time.  

The universe conspires in my favor 

however with the young teenaged boy below 

now walking up and down the side of the 

bus with a styrofoam box strapped over his 

shoulder. 
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“La glaaaace!” he screams at the top 

of his lungs. I throw the window back and 

flag him down.   

“C’est combien?” I reach out the 

window before even knowing the answer to 

my question.  

“Ceeeeent francs!” Every time he 

speaks, he advertises. Where is my 100 CFA 

franc coin? Down in my jeans that I 

shouldn’t even have on as hot as it is, I get 

lucky.  

“Tiens,” I thrust it forward and he 

takes it. Vanilla ice cream wrapped up with 

a stick on the end and logo around it; this is 

made at a company and not at somebody’s 

house. Aaaaaaah. Cool, vanilla-tasting yes, 

and squidaly-oops-ah delicious. Before the 

young boy gets away, I produce another coin 

and he fumbles through his box to quickly 

get the most frozen one. When I turn to 

boast, Steve’s already got me beat on bissap 

number three. 


