
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Life in Meanok Kaeut, Cambodia  
 

Khmer phrase of the 
month: 

 
“Row-um Mee-kay Jueng” 
Direct translation: dance 

twist leg, Row-um is 
dance in Khmer, and “the 

Mee-kay Jueng” is a 
dance move that came 

out with a new song right 
before Khmer New Year 

 
This song had been 

playing almost 
constantly in my life 

since Khmer New Year.  
To “Mee-kay Jueng” 
you extend your right 

leg, heel in the ground, 
and twist to the beat.  
After every line of the 
chorus, you hop and 

switch legs, then switch 
right back to your right 
leg before the next line 
starts and you continue 

to twist your leg. 

Third time’s the charm; so much joy in the (Khmer) New Year! 

 

the Mey family and I visiting Kampot Province over 
Khmer New Year, photo cred: Monica and Sarun’s 

beloved selfie stick 

     April has been both my favorite 
month in Cambodia so far, and my least 
favorite.  April has brought Khmer New 
Year (my new favorite holiday, sorry 
Thanksgiving!) and many new 
adventures and moments with friends, 
but it is also the hottest month of the 
year in Cambodia…. (except now there 
is speculation that with the drought and 
climate change May might be just as hot 
this year…)  Cambodia has broken 
many heat records already in 2016, and 
I have doubled my personal record for 
how much I can sweat in one day.  In 
addition to being uncomfortable, and 
great for ice sellers, the heat (and lack 
of rain) in this season has brought some 
pretty serious problems to mine, and 
many communities in Cambodia as 
wells run dry, and cows cannot find 
enough food to eat. 

Loke Ta Peang 

   This past Sunday my friend Pol came 
to me and said “”come, we will dance 
today for Loke Ta Peang.” And because 
I love to dance, and have become 
accustomed to not understanding 
anything in my life until after it happens, 
I went with him.  We went to a tent set 
up in one of the dried up rice fields, 
where we found most of my village.  It 
was explained to me that Loke Ta 
Peang was a grandfather in my village 
who died a long time ago; he was a very 

respected man, so every year we 
celebrate him.  The day involved a 
community meal, and a LOT of dancing.  
I probably danced for more than six 
hours, and as I looked around the dance 
floor, I was amazed at how many people 
there I call my friends.  The celebration 
of Loke Ta Peang gave me a sense of 
belonging that I hadn’t felt before, 
having many of my friends in one place, 
and never lacking a dance partner 
helped me feel like I really do belong 
here.  In the middle of the dance party, a 
huge baby powder fight broke out, and 
as I hadn’t brought any baby powder 
with me I couldn’t do much but laugh as 
all my friends, and students 
“strategized” on how they were going to 
take me down, and that they did. 

 

Khmer New Year 

   Cambodians celebrate three different 
New Years, International New Years 
(Jan. 1), Chinese New Years, and 
finally, Khmer New Year.  Khmer New 
Year was talked up quite a bit before it 
happened, and to be honest I was pretty 
skeptical.  Many of my friends would tell 
me it was going to be AMAZING, but 
couldn’t tell me what we actually do…. 

   Life With Dignity, the organization I 
live and work with had the week off of 
work for Khmer New Year, a three day 
holiday, so we celebrated the week 
before at our office.  I woke up on 
Thursday (which also happened to be 
my birthday, and I couldn’t have planned 
a better way to spend the day), and I 
was somehow already behind on the 
festivities.  All of my coworkers were 
creating decorations and shopping lists, 
and the tech guys had the music 
blasting before 7am.  We spent all day 
preparing decorations, and getting a 
head start on some of the eating and 

“BIG Budha” 
One of the stops on a trip to Kampot 
with my friend Sarun and is family 



 

 

 

Prayer requests: 

 For the other YAGMs 

currently serving all 

over the world, and 

everyone who has 

just been placed to be 

a YAGM next year! 

 For rain, and the 

water sources in 

Cambodia to flow 

abundantly, providing 

for the people here 

 For peace in my last 

ten weeks here 

 

 

 

Carrying sea salt in Kampot 
province on our YAGM retreat                  

photo credit: Jessica Moes 

 
 

 

 

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/ 

 

 

dancing. 

   After we completed our preparations, 
and took a much deserved nap, we just 
enjoyed each other’s’ company.  
Eating, fighting over the “best” pieces 
of beef off the grill, and dancing for 
longer than we could stand up.   

   The next day was another early 
morning, as we were all up and 
preparing for the monks to come bless 
our office at 6 am, which ended in them 
throwing candy for us to collect (and 
again, fight over) and giving us a group 
“bath.” (poured buckets of water over 
us, fully clothed as a blessing for the 
new year) 

 

my staff and I getting a bath from the monks 

   I spent the week vacation for Khmer 
New Year with my supervisor, Sarun, 
and his family, and there were many, 
many more days of good food shared 
with good friends.  Khmer New Year is 
simply a time in Cambodia to be with 
people you love, most Cambodians 
travel back to their homelands to 
connect with all of their relatives and 
bring offerings to their ancestors.  It is 
probably the equivalent of Christmas in 
the United States, but it’s a week long, 
and there aren’t any presents to 
distract you from simply being with your 
family. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Vuthy, Serey, and I on a monitoring visit to a spillway, 

checking the work, and playing in the water 

“Ot Tuk” 

   “Ot Tuk” translates to “no water” and 
is unfortunately something I hear 
almost every day.  In constant 100 
degree heat, one of the best, and only 
ways to cool down is by splashing 
water on your face/body and taking 
multiple bucket showers a day.   

   I teach English to the school 
teachers in my village after school 
everyday, and when we finish our 
lesson there are always families 
bathing and doing laundry at the well 
because their homes have no water.  I 
have made quite a few friends by 
helping kids push their bikes up the hill 
at the gate of my school because the 
10 or 15 gallons of water they are 
bringing back to their houses make 
their bikes too heavy to pedal.  Rice 
fields are brown, and cows have 
become skinny, leaving reminders of 
how desperate the need for water is all 
around me. 

   Learning more about the water crisis 
in Cambodia, and the effect climate 
change has had on bringing it about 
has often left me speechless, and as 
LWD attempts to learn more about and 
combat this problem, I have learned 
that the only real thing I can do right 
now is pray.  My frustration and anger 
won’t bring rains for my Cambodian 
brothers and sisters, my planning to lie 
a “greener” life in the future won’t help 
my overheated neighbors grow 
vegetables today, but constant prayer 
and sharing the need for water in my 
home with others who can pray 
alongside me, and I do believe that 
can bring some water to this place. 

 

 

 

 


