
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Life in Meanok Kaeut, Cambodia  

 

Khmer phrase of the 
month: 

 
“jeh yeoung muhy peht 

pbor tey?” : Translates to 
“Can we color?” 

 
On more than one 

occasion I have made 
new friends via 
coloring.  While my co-
workers find it hilarious 
that an adult spends 
her time coloring on the 
weekends, I find it both 
relaxing and a great 
way to play with kids 
without the language 
barrier being a big 
issue. 

 

God is present in the 
Everyday 

Something the Lord has 
been teaching me 

during my time here is 
to cherish the little 
things.  Helping the 

guards sweep the dirt 
around our building, 

learning how to butcher 
a chicken, and an 

afternoon stroll through 
the now dry rice fields 
are wonderful times to 
recognize the presence 
of the Holy Spirit, and 

how blessed I am. 
While I am still trying to 
find the joy of the Lord 
in having to do laundry, 
many other simple daily 

tasks have become 
opportunities to 
experience God.  

Christmas, teaching, and constant new adventures 

Merry Christmas from Cambodia! 

 

my final advent candle, lit as I worshiped                          
in my backyard on Christmas 

It is currently 91 degrees and sunny in my 

little Cambodian village, and instead of 

Silent Night and Jingle Bells playing as I 

walk around looking at Christmas lights, my 

Cambodian neighbors with a loud speaker 

have been playing Twerk it Like Miley and 

Sorry by Justin Beiber while I want them 

harvest rice.  Oh what a Christmas it has 

been.  On Christmas Eve the teachers at my 

school brought snacks to our English class, 

and I got to explain my family’s traditional 

Christmas meal to them before we started 

our lesson.  Afterwards, the kids who were 

taking a bath outside my school invited me 

to play and bath with them.  While I didn’t 

actually shower with them, there was a 

giggle-filled water fight that followed the 

invitation (they had the only buckets, so it 

wasn’t a fair fight, I lost).  On Christmas day 

I received many “Happy Christmas” 

blessings from my friends here, and one 

guard gave me three bananas as a 

Christmas gift (they were the bananas that 

taste like apples, and very much 

appreciated!).  My Christmas church service 

was an MP3 that my country coordinators 

emailed to me on Christmas Eve, and I 

listened to it sitting on our bench next to the 

chicken coop, getting bit by mosquitos. 

In many ways, my Christmas was different 

this year, but it was also filled with love and 

joy just like every other Christmas I have 

celebrated, and that is what I will remember 

about it.  Christmas is a day to celebrate joy, 

peace, and love coming to earth, and that is 

what I did on Christmas. 

“Neyeck Cru, Neyeck Cru, HELLO!” 

“Teacher, Teacher, HELLO, My name is!”  

Every time I walk through my village, I am 

followed by a chorus of people calling out to 

me, and practicing their new English skills.  

Regardless of the language I use to address 

people as I pass, the response is the same. 

“HELLO!” There are three kids in particular 

who are too young to be in my English 

classes, but have taken to walking with me 

through the village and giggling as I try and 

teach them more phrases in English. 

 

two of my fourth graders practising "How are you?"        
photo cred: Adam Erickson 

On November 1
st
, Cambodian school 

(finally) started, and I became a very 

enthusiastic 4
th
, 5

th
, and 6

th
 grade teacher to 

over 250 students.  I get to spend my 

Wednesdays and Thursdays laughing, 

explaining, dancing, and when all else fails 

pointing at pictures and repeating English 

words with these beautiful students.  Since I 

have stated teaching, there have been many 

other people in my village who have come 

up to me and asked me to teach them 

English as well, which I will hopefully be 

starting next week.  Having never wanted to 

be a teacher before becoming a YAGM 

volunteer, the first few weeks with my 

students where rather intimidating, only 

made more intense by what seemed to be 

all of the schools teachers peering in the 

windows of my classrooms all day.  

However, I have gotten more confident as 

more lessons pass, and I continue to learn 

more Khmer, and my students are so cute 

and enthusiastic, it’s hard not to love being 

with them. 



 

 

 

Prayer requests: 

 For my students to 

experience joy in 

learning both English 

and their other 

subjects 

 For Life With Dignity, 

and that they would 

be able to continue to 

expand the work they 

are doing 

 That new friendships 

would continue to 

form and grow deeper 

 That I would continue 

to approach each day 

with an open mind 

and willing heart 

 

 

Fishing in the river requires a 
lot of muscles and a 

willingness to get wet 

 

 

 

 

Interested in supporting 

the YAGM program?  

This website will help 

you make a contribution! 

https://community.elca.org/

yagm/give 

 

 

Want to know more 

about my life in 

Cambodia? 

Check out my blog: 

https://lindsayincambodia.

wordpress.com/ 

 

 

 

“Two is better than one, because they 

have a good reward for their toil.  For if 

they fall, one will lift up his fellow.  But 

woe to him who is alone when he falls 

and has not another to lift him up!” 

-Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 

There is no more fitting a place to read this 

verse than in Camodia.  The communal 

culture values sharing and helping people 

above all else, and it is a constant reminder 

of the way the Lord intended community to 

be. 

Every time I go to a meeting with Life with 

Dignity, we wait for community members to 

begin their walks home, so that we can offer 

rides to those who live far away from the 

meeting room, even if it means stuffing ten 

people in the cab of our truck because the 

bed is already full with twenty others.   

 

my LWD coworkers and I at our New Year's dinner 

My coworker Pol was reading an article 

about American culture the other day and he 

asked me why we are not allowed to ask 

people how many kids they have or their 

religious affiliation during job interviews.  I 

told him it was so employers couldn’t make 

biased hiring decisions based on 

assumptions they had about how hard a 

potential employee would work.  Pol was 

laughing now and said, “You have to ask 

those questions so you know if you will be 

paying people enough to feed their families.  

Maybe you have a little extra budget and 

you can increase someone’s salary because 

they have more than three kids.  It’s the kind 

thing to do.” 

My coworker Veary has invited me to her 

house on several occasions, and when I 

stay with her there is hardly a forty five 

minute period that I am not offered some 

sort of treat.  On the weekends when she is 

busy with something she cannot invite me 

too, she always makes sure to tell me what  

 

 

she’s doing and apologize that I cannot 

come with her, constantly letting me know 

that she wants me in her life, and that she is 

there to support me. 

 

 

A beautiful hike around the lake in Ratinakiri 

Sihanoukville and Ratinakiri 

The week of Thanksgiving was a 

Cambodian holiday for the traditional Water 

Festival.  Usually, the Water Festival would 

mean boats races between the provinces 

along the River in Phnom Phen.  However, 

the races and other Water Festival festivities 

were canceled this year due to the drought, 

which lead the other Cambodian YAGMs 

and I to spend a few days on the beach in 

Sihanoukville.  

 After celebrating Thanksgiving in Phnom 

Phen, we headed north with our country 

coordinators to the beautiful province of 

Ratinakiri, and were able to swim in an 

ancient lake and learn more about some 

indigenous people who live near the Laos 

border.  This week with these wonderful 

friends was a fun opportunity to see more of 

Cambodia, and begin reflecting on our time 

here and some of the basics of development 

work around the world. 
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