
10 À L’Hôpital 

lle a 3 mois,” La Sage announces when she and the woman return. Céline frowns. 
The young girl is three months pregnant.  

Why such long faces when so many other young girls walk around the village 
pregnant? What’s the difference? Right in this moment, an older man enters the room past the 
increasingly sulking woman with one foot in the door. They allow men back here? He wears a 
small, flat, cylindrical hat that stands up from the middle of his thinning, miniscule, white curls. 
His robe is pure white and long with short sleeves and brown and green embroidery stitched along 
the V-neck. He sits down right next to the young girl that is three months pregnant on the bench 
before the baby-weighing machine. What a shame that she is pregnant and all she has is her 
grandfather to take care of her.  

“C’est son mari?” through successful straining I understand La Sage interrogating Céline. 
“Unnnnnh,” Céline says ‘yes’ giving her signature, deep version of ‘unh huh’ without taking 

her eyes off the record book she checks in her hands. I do a double take. This eighty-year-old man 
is her husband?! First I see a vagina-less vagina, now this? What is going on in Zragbi? Women 
have the short end of the stick for sure. A teenager has to carry the child of some old man. Will 
she have more? 

A few women in the room show interest. Other women don’t care or are used to such sights 
just wanting to get their consultation and go. It doesn’t happen often enough to desensitize La 
Sage but often enough that the older man shows no shame in his face. His 6’3” frame does, 
however, shrink a bit being surrounded by so many women and no way to hide the truth which 
all of Zragbi soon knows. The silence says abortion is not an option and that isn’t done in Zragbi 
anyway.  

The trinity willingly crashes after a long day of baby weigh-ins, pregnant mother vaccinations, 
consultations, urine testing, and all other problems that women have out here with no easy access 
to a well-supplied and staffed hospital and prescriptions for medicine at the pharmacy they can’t 
afford. The quiet of the early morning returns to the room and I am gladly not the cause of it this 
time. I’m tired and I don’t even do anything. I sit back up on the doctor’s table and stare out 
into space. Oyo, Céline, and La Sage do the same. I have seen blood, pee, poop, and heard the 
private matters of so many women I don’t know and may never get to know the names of.  

“E 

Copyright © 2013 Books By Raven   All Rights Reserved      “Padre!” Chapter Excerpt by Raven Moore 
Give a review of what you’ve read so far Review Now and/or Pre-order 

1 

http://www.booksbyraven.com/reviews/
http://www.booksbyraven.com/contact/


How do they do it? All day long in this tiny little room, allowing five or more patients with 
babies on the hip in the room at once, never knowing which language they’ll have to help or 
consult in, and sometimes having no language in common at all—having to step out the door or 
over to the market to find a willing translator. That is the strength of the hospital; taking 
whoever comes, whenever, however, and using whatever resources they have or can create to solve 
the crisis. This is what a hospital should be. So much paperwork and money is involved in getting 
treatment in the States and even then you might still get a horror story. Imagine the trinity with 
more supplies, Oyo and Céline with more training, actual salaries, and free medicine. Whew.  

Oyo sucks on an ice cold and tellingly spicy gingembre sachet, Céline has profoundly purplish-
red bissap showing on her tongue every time she laughs wide, and La Sage finally gets to finish 
the lunch I place on her desk a couple of hours ago. Céline pulls up a chair to the left of La Sage 
who faces me now in the patient’s seat, and Oyo is seated in her chair to the right close to the 
other window.  

They talk for a while, but I am far out in my thoughts, my skin seething from the heat 
bubbles trying to break into sweat down my face. What am I supposed to do with all this 
newfound information? How do I start a project from all of this? Luckily, I am not too absorbed 
in my mind’s confusion to miss the entire conversation. A few words pique my interest and turn 
on my French strain meter. 

“C’était comme ça!” Céline cries out in astonishment while simultaneously gliding her hands 
across each other in opposite directions creating a loud slap. “Il n’y avait rien en bas! C’était quoi 
ça?” 

Oyo merely shakes her head and sticks out her lips in an ‘I don’t know why’ gesture with her 
eyes to the ground and then focuses her eyes off in the distance. “Je ne sais pas pourquoi c’est 
comme ça. Ils faisaient ça depuuuuiiiiiis...” 

“Il font ça encore?” My mind rewinds to play back the conversation from the beginning. 
Céline’s hand gesture and the words ‘en bas’—they are talking about the pregnancy yesterday. 
Céline is astonished that the girl had nothing below. ‘Flat like a board’ she signifies. All Oyo can 
say is that they have done that since time immemorial. 

“Who is ‘they’?” Céline inquires to Oyo whose Senoufo ethnicity is obviously one of the 
ethnicities that perform female genital mutilation.  

“It’s the women that do it.” The women do it to each other? “The women gather a bunch of 
little young girls each time and do it one after the other.” 

“What?” Céline goes on in disbelief, but La Sage just listens having finished her meal. “I 
couldn’t do that. They did that to you, too?” Her probing shocks me.  

Oyo simply answers with a nod. Then, even though it appears as if she will go no further, she 
quickly contributes, “I don’t feel anything.” 

“With your husband?” Céline seeks confirmation but more quietly now.  
“Nothin’. I don’t feel nothin’.” Oyo’s lips stick out again. She zones out at the floor for a few 

seconds, a moment of silence which the two grant, and then up at each of them and for a moment 
over at me. Time stops to allow this personal share. She keeps shaking her head back and forth 
resigned to the fact but resultantly also showing a tinge of satisfaction at the thought that her 
husband can’t satisfy her no matter what he does. It happened long before him, but he is clearly 
not valuable enough to her to elevate him to more than what he will never be able to do for her.  
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“I couldn’t give up my...” and then Céline gives a sweet grunt and squeezes her legs tight 
giving out a loud shout of a laugh. La Sage gives her a look of agreement then glances back at 
Oyo with concern. 

“But, I didn’t do that to my little girl. I don’t see why. It’s not necessary,” Oyo adds. La Sage 
nods and smiles lightly. “I’m never going to do that to her... unh um.” 
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