
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Life in Meanok Kaeut, Cambodia  
 

Khmer phrase of the 
month: 

 
“Rien, Ot?” 

Direct translation: Study, 
No?  But it’s used to say 
“Would you like to study 

today or not?” 
 
My friend Serey and I 

“have English class 
every evening” and by 
that I mean that we 
study on the days that 
we are feeling well 
rested and neither one 
of us has a headache.  
About twice a week.  
But when we aren’t 
studying we have 
developed a habit of 
looking at the starts 
together and talking 
about life.  Sharing joys, 
laughing about boys, 
and crying about each 
others grief; often my 
best days end by 
sharing this time with 
my friend. 

  

Learning more about love everyday 

 

Our new chicken coop, complete with 38 more chickens 
and many English lessons on the word “coop” 

I was asked today how much longer I 
would be in Cambodia, a rather typical 
question in my life, but as I responded 
“Bune Klai Dtiet” (four more months) I 
had to stop my jaw from dropping.  I 
simply cannot believe how quickly this 
year is going, and how normal life has 
become here.  This realization of the 
limited time I have left in my community 
came with both a deep sadness and, if 
I’m being honest, a sigh of relief.  The 
past two months have been pretty tough 
for me, as temperatures rise, my 
students attempt to get out of doing 
homework, and my optimism and hope 
are continually tested by what 
sometimes feels like a never-ending list 
of challenges for my Cambodian friends.  
2016 for me has not been a year of tried 
and potentially failed resolutions, rather 
a time of constantly re-learning how to 
listen well, and sitting in uncomfortable 
places with people that have become 
part of my family. 

 

“You chose good, simple words 
today! Thankyou!” –my supervisor 

Sarun after having to translate for me 

Perhaps the most unexpected part of 
my time here, for me at least, has been 
my role of attending meetings with my 
co-workers and being asked to “address 
the people.”  The first time I was asked  

to do this was actually in front of a group 
of farmers, and my joke about feeling 
like the queen of England was definitely 
lost on my friend Serey.   

I spent a lot of time asking my co-
workers what they wanted me to say at 
these meetings, and begging for 
translations of their little “speeches.”  
Outside of meetings with my co-
workers, a large portion of my year has 
involved listening rather than speaking, 
so this task seemed a bit daunting to 
me.  But the more I talked to people, 
and the more often I was asked to “say 
a little something” the more I realized 
that the primary purpose of my speaking 
in these meetings was encouragement.  
I am involved in other aspects of Life 
with Dignity’s work, but when I’m in 
meetings, people really just want to feel 
recognized for the work they’re doing, 
which is so simple, so beautiful, and so 
important. 

 

Me sharing a word of encouragement at the Agriculture 
Cooperative 2016 opening in Peam commune 

Recently I was talking with a vegetable 
farmer who has received training from 
LWD, but isn’t involved in any current 
LWD programs. We talked about her 
lack of water during the rainy season, 

My friend Prem, one of the 
most joyous people I know 



 

 

 

Prayer requests: 

 For the other YAGMs 

currently serving all 

over the world, and 

those applying to 

continue the work 

next year 

 For the land in 

Cambodia to continue 

to be fertile and 

provide for the people 

 For the second half of 

my year and a 

continued sense of 

joy and peace in my 

home here 

 

 

 

 

Our site dog, that my 
coworkers call “dog”… 

making sure we didn’t miss 
any meat 

 

 

 

Please consider 

financially supporting 

the YAGM program.  You 

can give online here: 

https://community.elca.org/

yagm/give 

 

 

Want to know more 

about my life in 

Cambodia? 

Check out my blog: 

https://lindsayincambodia.

wordpress.com/ 

 

and getting her grandkids to school, her 
favorite vegetables to eat, and the best 
vegetables to grow for profit; but just as 
I was leaving she grabbed my arm and 
said,  

“thank you for coming to visit me, 
sometimes I just need to be reminded to 

keep working hard for the children.” 

With tears in my eyes I said goodbye to 
her, got in the car, and wrote my next 
“small speech” to use at the village bank 
meeting that afternoon.  Nuen doesn’t 
know it, but she encouraged me just as 
much as I encouraged her, a beautiful 
example of service 

 

Nuen and her husband by the the well they use to water 
their vegetables 

Meet my friends! 

I’ve decided to start introducing you to 
some of my Cambodian friends; I hope 
that their stories will help you 
understand both my life here, and 
Cambodia’s culture and history a little bit 
better.  

 

Chea, Pol 

This is my friend, and LWD co-worker 
Pol.  He works at my office as the 
finance and logistics manager, and is 
incredibly dedicated to his work.  Pol is 
often the last person to stop working at 
night, and the first in the office every  

 

morning.  Pol also occasionally stays in 
my village with my on the weekends, so 
we have a lot of time to share stories!  

Pol was a rebel soldier on the Khmer-
Thai border after the Khmer Rouge lost 
complete control of Cambodia in 1979. 

Pol is from Battombang, the province 
along the Cambodia-Thailand border, 
and has seen the land there fought over 
for most of his life.  Pol was a cook for 
the rebel forces until he was shot in the 
chest.  He says he does not regret his 
injury because it was his disability that 
got him into an American-run school 
where he was able to start the second 
grade at age fifteen.  

As I said before, Pol is very dedicated to 
his work, even with his accounting 
knowledge, he has always worked for 
Non-Governmental Agencies, seeking a 
career that will have a positive impact 
on Cambodian people.  Pol remembers 
what Cambodia was like before the 
genocide, and hopes that Cambodia will 
once again be a strong country. 

I have learned a lot from Pol, he reads 
constantly and has taught me A LOT 
about the Khmer rouge, but Pol has also 
been a constant reminder of hope for 
me this year.  Pol always accompanies 
a sad story with a joke or explaining an 
old Cambodian proverb. My favorite so 
far is: 

 

Don’t let an angry man wash dishes; 
Don’t let a hungry man guard rice 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


