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CONTRIBUTORS 
Sonya Alexander is a health 2 PCV and aspiring 
fashion and shopping magazine columnist.  Her 
goal is to visit every major Rwandan market and 
never wear the same outfit twice.  Sonya comes 
from Baltimore County and went to Washington 
College (in Maryland) where she studied psy
chology.  She loves teaching camp songs, making 
oatmeal cookies, and coloring with the local chil
dren in Gitwe, Ruhango, in the southern prov
ince. 

 
Megan Foster is a health 3 PCV who is from all 
over Oregon.  She attended the University of 
Oregon, where she studied public relations, pub
lic policy, planning and management.  Her site is 
Kitabi in Nyamagabe district, right outside of 
Nyungwe National Park.  
 
Sara Gaul, an education 3 PCV, is from Beaver 
Falls, Pennsylvania.  She went to Duquesne Uni
versity in Pittsburgh, where she studied journal
ism and worked for two years as the editor of the 
school newspaper.  After graduating in 2010, 
Sara worked at the National Aviary, a bird zoo in 
Pittsburgh, and was a freelancer for Patch.com, 
an online newspaper.  Her site is in Kirehe dis
trict and she will teach English in Gatore.  Sara 
is looking forward to seeing a giraffe or a zebra 
out by Tanzania. 
    
Devin Johnson grew up in Daytona Beach, Flor
ida, where she spent her free time surfing and 
eating delicious seafood. She is a health 2 PCV 
living in Mulindi village with education 2’s 
Daniel Serwon. Among other things, she enjoys 
literature of the American South, pets, and telling 
Dan to wipe his muddy shoes off before he comes 
in the house.  

 
Nora Nunn, a health 2 PCV, lives in Kigali, 
where she works with Akazi Kanoze Youth Live
lihoods Project.  She grew up in Atlanta, Georgia 
and went to the University of Virginia, whose 
most famous dropout is Edgar Allen Poe and 
whose most famous aluma is Tiny Fey.  Her fa
vorite sandwich: báhn mi. 
 
Annie Pexa is an education 2 PCV living in 
Rwamagana.  Before joining the Peace Corps, she 
lived and worked in Minneapolis (America’s best 

kept secret) as a pediatric nurse.  Annie currently 
teaches Senior 2 Biology and appreciates the op
portunity to do something outside of the health 
field.  She loves living in Rwanda, but she misses 
live music and the change of seasons more than 
anything else.  
 
Jarod Ring is a health 2 PCV who considers Fa
yetteville, Arkansas his hometown.  He gradu
ated from Arkansas Tech in Russellville, where 
he majored in Emergency Administration & 
Management (FEMA, disaster relief, and hu
manitarian type work).  His site is Banda Village 
in Nyamasheke district in the Western province.  
Jarod loves music, playing the guitar, writing 
songs, playing the drums, scaring Rwandan chil
dren, hot showers, nonleaky houses, anything 
that Sarah bakes, a healthy portion of akabenzi 
(inyama y’umubiri, of course), and finally, a nice 
lukewarm Fanta to top it all off!   
 
Mark Rodehorst is an education 2 PCV from 
New Orleans, Louisiana.  His favorite herb is 
rosemary, he really likes pistachios, and if he 
were a cake, he would be a carrot cake. 
 

Daniel Serwon is an education 2 PCV who lives 
in Mulindi with health 2 PCV Devin Johnson 
(who is terrified of demon possession, by the 
way).  He also lives with Kibirinka Irene, their 
cat Koboyi, and a sweetheart of an umukozi, Anu
alita, who pretends to be sick.  Dan hosts Pinoxo, 
the cat who belongs to PCV Lucy Sung, when 
school is out.  Whether it is Meddy, Simon, or 
someone else, Devin and Dan always seem to 
have company.  Dan’s personal hero is Mark 
Zuckerberg for stealing everyone else’s ideas.  
Because Dan is not very creative, either, he 
would do the same thing given the opportunity.  
Dan also really likes getting his feet really dis
gusting when he comes home because he wants 
to give Anualita something to do.  

 
Lucy Sung is an education 2 PCV in Gicumbi 
district, Northern province.  She hails from the 
city of Mexican tacos, frozen taro yogurt, and 
Lakers.  She enjoys watching clouds roll down 
into her valley during the rainy season. 
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THE MARRIED LIFE 

 
How long have you been married? 
Two years this week. 
How many children do you have? 
None. 
Why? 
Because we are practicing family plan
ning. 
Why? 
Because we don’t want children just yet. 
Oh…you must be stagnant! 
 
 They say the first few years of 
marriage are sometimes the most difficult. 
But what if the majority of those first few 
years are spent in a 3 world country in the 
middle of nowhere, with no electricity or 
running water, nobody to speak English 
to, no comfort foods available at the local grocery 
store, no friends or family to talk to when you are hav
ing a bad day, what then?  What happens when every
thing familiar to you is stripped away, when nothing 
makes any sense anymore, when you can identify with 
absolutely nothing, nothing except for your better 
half? 
 
 Most of you would probably say that serving 
in the Peace Corps as a married couple would make PC 
service much easier.  And although I have never served 
as a single person, I would have to say you are proba
bly right.  You can never put a price on having your 
own built in support system with you 24/7 or hanging 
on to the single most important thing to all the while 
leaving everything else behind, especially when that 
one thing speaks discernable English to you.  Not to 
mention is also beautiful and shares a bed with you.  
Who can argue with that? 
 
 There is no doubt that serving as a married 
couple has its benefits.  To be honest, I would have it 
no other way.  And to be even more honest, I am not 
sure I would make it two years at our site alone.  Two 
years of odd lip smacking sounds, an array or grunts 
and weird moans reassuring someone that you are lis
tening, the strictly observed, prompt and punctual 
meeting times (yeah right), the extremely accurate esti
mate of all distances and time frames (please), the ever 
so pungent smell of the breath of your translator beside 
you during some Rwandan gathering, the discouraging 
2 hour hike straight up the mountain just to catch a 

bus another 1 ½ hours to the nearest PCV, not to 
mention an endless line of awkward situation waiting 
to unravel themselves on you around every corner…
yup, not sure I could handle two years of that alone. 
 
 But I would be lying if I said that serving as a 
married couple is a cake walk.  On the contrary, it has 
its share of difficulties, frustrations and hard times.  
Married life here in Rwanda is so unlike anything we 
have ever known before.  In Rwanda, more specifi
cally in Banda Village, gone are the days of 810 hour 
work days, fighting the traffic rush home just to 
spend a few evening hours together, have dinner to
gether and hear about each others day.  Yes, those 
days are long gone, vanished, lost in a hazy memory 
of amazing food, restaurants, movie theaters and 
countless other entertaining past times.  You can all 
identify with that.  Now, it’s all us all the time, every 
meal together, mostly every morning, afternoon and 
evening together.  Peace Corps life has brought on a 
whole new dynamic to our marriage.  But, it’s only 
natural to cling to what is familiar when everything 
else is taken away, right?  Who wouldn’t do the 
same?  However, there is no doubt this 24/7 close
quarters living has brought on its own new share of 
frustrations.  I mean let’s be honest.  One can only 
handle so much Jarod before they are ready to spon
taneously combust.  There are times when Sarah flat 
out says, “I need a break from you for a while.”  At 
first this was tough to hear, but I have come to un
derstand her more over time.  There is no girl time 
here, no girl talks, girls night out for pedicures, din

 Peace Corps Life as a Couple 
By Jarod Ring 

Photo courtesy of Jarod Ring 
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ner and a movie or whatever it is that girls do on girls 
night out.  And I clearly don’t fit that role well. 
 
 Also, the necessity to cling to what is familiar 
(in my case my wife) can lead to a sense of identity 
loss.  Sometimes you feel you are slowly morphing 
into one blob together, your independent self and 
identity slowly fading away.  I understand well that 
being married requires a giving of yourself, compro
mising, sharing and in some ways even meshing into 
one person.  However, married life in a PC rural vil
lage takes this concept to a whole new level.  This has 
been something we both have had to learn throughout 
our PC experience, to live with, deal with and make 
the best of.  It’s usually a simple as one of us taking off 
for the morning or afternoon somewhere in the vil
lage, spending some time alone.  Other times it may 
require man time, wielding a machete on some tree 
branch for me or a girl talk for Sarah.  Either way, we 
have learned over the past 19 months (and 3 years of 
our marriage) to handle these issues. 
 
 Another frustration of being a married couple 
in PC is the exclusion that comes along with it.  This 
one is tough to explain but there is no doubt we are in 
a different category as a married couple and therefore, 
in some ways (that we don’t necessarily love), treated 
differently. Whether it’s not being invited to a party 
or gettogether, not being included in a conversation 
or not being invited on a trip, the “they’re married” 
card definitely comes into play at times.  And, I am 
fine with that.  It’s true.  We are married, happily.  
This has just been tough learning to deal with and 
accept because back in the US, we both had many 
friends, single or married, that we were able to fre
quently hang out with. 
 
 All in all, as I mentioned before, I wouldn’t 
trade life in PC as a married couple for anything, ex
cept maybe some boneless Asian zing wings from Buf
falo Wild Wings, just kidding, but seriously.  The 
benefits of having the love of your life with you in 
such a unique and special place, sharing each and 
every experience with you, not knowing what each 
new crazy Rwandan day will bring is priceless.  
Knowing that no matter how many eyes glaze over as 
I recount stories of our life in Rwanda, our experi
ences, our encounters, Sarah will always be able to 
relate and understand.  We will always have our 
memories here, experiences, and good as well as awful 
days in Rwanda that we will never forget.  That can 
never be taken away from us.  And that is something 
special. 

The happy couple exhibiting good health practices. 
  Photo courtesy Jarod Ring   
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GLOW 

One...We're here to GLOW! 
Two...We wanna show! 
Three...That we can be 
More, More, More, More!! 
 
 This was the cheer about 55 young Rwandan 
girls recited multiple times each day during the 5 day 
GLOW camp that I helped organize along with about 
12 other volunteers.  GLOW stands for Girls Leading 
Our World.  It's an initiative that was started in 1995 
by Peace Corps Volunteers in Romania and has since 
spread to Peace Corps countries all over the 
world.  This is technically the 3rd year PC Rwanda has 
hosted GLOW Camp but in the previous years there 
was one camp for the whole country.  This year they 
decided to divide it up by regions.  This is all entirely 
volunteer run and those that wished to host a camp 
could but it wasn't mandatory.  In all, I think there 
were about 5 girl's camps and 2 boy's camps (my group 
chose to do a girl's camp only).  We applied for a 
$5,000 grant from PEPFAR (a U.S. funded, worldwide 
antiAIDS initiative started during George W's presi
dency) that paid for everything from supplies, to food, 

to transportation as the camp was entirely free for 
the girls. 
 
 The goal of GLOW is to empower girls to be 
confident and to make good life decisions.  Here in 
Rwanda, I can count on one hand the number of girls 
in my classes that speak up on their own ac
cord.  Although the Rwandan government is pushing 
heavily for gender equality (Rwanda has the highest 
percentage of women in Parliament in the world), on 
the ground there are still major disparities.  In Amer
ica, we are taught about selfesteem, to be confident 
and that it's okay to be different.  Even though these 
lessons begin at a young age these are still things 
most of us struggle with, but here kids are never 
taught any of it.  For example, last term in the girl's 
club at my school I did a lesson about embracing our 
differences.  When I asked the girls if it's okay to be 
different, they immediately responded that "No, it's 
bad if people are different and it would be better if 
everyone was the same because then there wouldn't 
be any conflict."  I do believe this response has a lot 
to do with Rwanda's history, but nonetheless, a stark 

GLOWing Bright 
By Annie Pexa 

PCVs of Kayonza district with their GLOW campers 

Photo courtesy of Annie Pexa 
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contrast to the answer you would get from a group of 
American kids.  
 
 GLOW camp is an opportunity to give these 
girls a chance to be themselves and to feel good about 
who they are.  Each day we had 3 lessons which in
cluded topics like selfesteem, goal setting, HIV/
AIDS (this was a requirement for the grant), commu
nication, etc.  After lessons the girls could choose to 
dance, play soccer, or make beads and necklaces and 
they all tiedyed tshirts.  Each night after dinner we 
had more group activities.  Tuesday there was a carni
val with games, on Wednesday we had a "bonfire" (it 
was moved indoors because of rain) and an "I can't" 
funeral.  In America, of course, a bonfire is a camp tra
dition, but in Rwanda having a fire something that is 
done at funerals.  To combine both traditions we had 
the girls write a statement on a piece of paper of 
something they have been told they cannot do or be
lieve they can't do and then burn it in the fire.  It was 
a great activity which we topped off with s'mores!  On 
the last night we had a talent show which inevitable 
turned into a dance party.  
 
 GLOW was probably the best experience for 
me here as a PCV for so many reasons.  The best part, 
of course, was the girls: to see them open up, let loose 
and just have fun.  Starting at such a young age they 
have had so many responsibilities: babysitting, cook
ing, cleaning, fetching water, gathering firewood, and 
the list goes on.  But for five days they weren't asked 
to do anything; they were able to have fun, make new 
friends and reflect and learn about themselves in a 
positive and encouraging environment.  I think my 
favorite part was the carnival on Tuesday, as it was 
clearly an experience none of them had ever had be
fore and they were so happy running around to each 
game with huge smiles on their faces, and it was so 
much fun to watch them.  
 
 What also made GLOW such a success was 
the allstar group PCVs I worked with planning the 
camp.  Our camp honestly went off without a hitch, 
which would be an accomplishment for any camp but 
especially a camp in Africa and this is because of the 
hard work everyone put into it.  We joked all week 
long that we were just holding our breath, waiting for 
things to fall apart, but they never did, not even 
close.  We were lucky from the beginning with awe
some leadership that delegated well and pulled every
thing together while everyone else pulled their own 
weight.  When I joined the Peace Corps, I knew that I 
would learn so much from all the people in my village, 
but I didn't expect to learn so much from my fellow 
PCV's.  I'm so lucky to be here with such a motivated, 
generous, and truly exceptional group of people.  

Annie and some of her GLOW campers 
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BEGINNINGS:  

Education 3 
By Sara Gaul 

After a long three months of preservice training, 
the Education 3 group finally took the oath on De
cember 15 to serve in Rwanda for the next two 
years. Some of us have dreamed of this since child
hood and some decided to apply during college, 
but it is now a reality. As part of this new group, I 
am happy to say that we are officially Peace Corps 
Volunteers.  
 
During our swearin at U.S. Ambassador Don Ko
ran’s house in Kigali, we munched on an American
style buffet with meatballs, pizza, guacamole and 
a massive cake. On the Ambassador’s sprawling 
porch with cushioned furniture, we conversed with 
Peace Corps staff, current volunteers and Rwan
dan government officials. We marveled at his 
Christmas tree, complete with ornaments and gar
land.  
 
But what our life consisted of a few days ago 
seems so far from reach now. In our own homes 
across Rwanda, we replaced the Ambassador’s 
Christmas tree with smaller fiber optic versions, if 
any tree at all. We are lucky to have any piece of 
furniture, even if it comes without cushions. In
stead of a porch, we have muddy compounds. Or 
we have just a single room to ourselves.  
We knew the Kigali life could not last forever, and 
to complete our service we had to eventually step 
out on our own. Like with college graduation, we 

have the initial panic moment of “What do I do 
now?” and we spend a few days to dote upon our 
past. Maybe we no longer have the help of Mama 
wanjye or an umukozi, but we do have the knowl
edge of what we learned during training to guide 
us. And we have the security and comfort of our 
own house when we get too overwhelmed.  
 
Armed with basic conversational skills in Kinyar
wanda thanks to our phenomenal LCFs, we will 
begin integrating into our new communities. After 
practicing English and ICT lessons during model 
school, we will teach Rwandan students in our 
own schools.  
 
Although we were anxious to leave training and 
excited to become Volunteers, Kamonyi District 
had become our safe haven. We knew we were 
only a short walk from each other if we needed 
help. We knew the best shop owners, who were 
more than happy to make us a crepe or an omelet. 
Now, we must reestablish ourselves, and this time 
we must do it alone.  
 
But this is the Peace Corps experience; it is what 
we signed up to do. Our new communities are ex
cited for our help and we are anxious to learn from 
them. We are as ready as we can be for the chal
lenges of serving as a Peace Corps Volunteer.  
  

The newly minted Ed 3 PCVs at their swearin ceremony 
Photo courtesy of Sara Gaul 
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Best Price!: The Roll of  the Second Hand 
Clothing Trade in Africa 

 Across West Africa, used garments are 
darkly nicknamed “dead white man’s clothing.” It’s 
an apt title, as it encapsulates the ambiguous role 
of used garments in the African market place. Sec
ond hand clothing, or SHC as it is commonly trun
cated, merits both the associations of affluence that 
accompany whiteness and the dubiousness of gain
ing something out of death. At once, the trade is 
charged with generating work and income for 
hundreds of thousands of small traders across the 
continent while simultaneously undermining the 
strong life force of industry. Unequivocally, the 
rapid growth of the SHC trade has had a signifi
cant impact on African markets. It has grown by 
tenfold over the last two decades, and represents 
over a billion dollars annually. As we explore the 
processes at work, let’s ask ourselves: are our Afri
can friends really paying best price by allowing 
SHC to flourish? 

The ethical puzzle begins with the dona
tion of the clothes, as in fact most garments in the 
SHC  trade begin their journey. It’s the first, and 
most trivial, in a graduated series of ethical dilem
mas: believing that their clothes will be given to 
poor people abroad, Westerners are frequently en
snared by unassuming metal bins, posing as con
venient receptacles for tangential altruism and 
closet space nuisances. Convenient indeed, but the 
truth is that many such collection bins situated in 
parking lots across America and Europe are actu
ally owned by forprofit organizations that sell the 
clothes in bulk to Global South nations. In Ger
many, such companies are known to purchase the 
Red Cross’ logo to place on their collection bins 
naturally, donators believe that their clothing will 
be used to benefit the Red Cross. 

  Still, not all of the raw product is gener
ated through deception; much is donated to chari
ties that resell the product to SHC traders and use 
the capital to sustain their benevolent work. Ac
cruing ethically or not, piles of donated clothing 
amass in forprofit warehouses, primarily in the 
US, Germany, Canada, the Netherlands, Belgium 

and Japan. Before being taken to market, the 
product is cleaned and sorted. Workers pick 
through the clothes by hand, dividing them by 
style, type and quality. They are then washed, 
and bundled into rectangles about the size of a 
Peace Corps trunk. According to style and qual
ity demands, the rectangles are sold to midlevel 
vendors and shipped to various destinations 
around the world, the biggest market for SHC 
being Africa. 

One of East Africa’s main points of entry 
for SHC happens to be through our neighbors, in 
Dar es Salaam, Tanzania. Here in the African 
marketplace is where the ethical dilemmas esca
late. In much of Africa, SHC is charged with con
tributing to, perhaps even catalyzing the decline 
of local textile industries. In correlation with the 
sharp increase in SHC imports in the mid 
1980’s, textile factories and African cotton pro
duction suffered sharp declines in revenues in 
several nations; while in the previous period, 
many nations supported efforts to industrialize 
by enacting import substitution, which generally 
consisted of high tariffs on clothing imports and 
fixed cotton prices  on imports. These drops in 
indigenous production aligned with market liber
alizations, which also brought the import of new 
clothing from Asia, as well as the import of cot
ton. Leading up to the liberalization of markets, 
several nations saw consistent growth in both 
textiles and domestic production of raw goods, 
which suggests that perhaps the SHC trade is 
but one element, albeit significant, in a network 
of contributing factors related to the liberaliza
tion of markets. 

The liberalization of markets is a compo
nent of the metaphenomenon of globalization, 
which has also increased African exposure to 
western media and culture. This exposure has 

By Devin Johnson 
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garnered an increase in demand for western styles. If 
the western styles offered by the SHC trade have 
hurt the production of African fabrics (i.e., igitenge), it 
follows that the informal sector of tailoring, which is 
linked and largely dependent on the textile industry, 
would also be affected. Still, as an informal sector, it’s 
difficult to track the impact of the SHC trade on tai
loring, and there has been little scholarship following 
such trends. Proponents of the trade suggest that the 
import of western styles doesn’t undermine the tai
loring industry, but rather supports and compliments 
it. Imperfect fits must be taken to tailors for altering. 
They further propose that western styles and tradi
tional tailored clothing are not competing products; 
rather, they fulfill differing sets of demands accord
ing to different cultural circumstances. 

Unlike other parts of Africa, SHC in Rwanda 
hasn’t played a particularly controversial role in un
dermining the textile industry; such industry in 
Rwanda is practically nonexistent. Today there is 
only one textile manufacturer in Rwanda, UtexRwa, 
and their goods are produced primarily for export. In 
this country, used clothing comprises upwards of 
80% of the total value of clothing imports, and sig
nificantly more of the total volume, the rest compris
ing of cheap imported clothing from Asia. In January 
of this year, Rwanda’s Bureau of Standards banned 
the import of used underwear citing cases of skin dis
eases that were purportedly conveyed across conti
nents on used garments. The Rwandan government 
expressed the hope that the ban would catalyze new 
industry.  When asked to comment on this recent 
ban, representatives of UtexRwa expressed doubt 
about Rwanda’s readiness to domestically manufac
ture a product to replace this sudden dearth. Perhaps 
the SHC trade has prevented the growth of industry, 
rather than undermined a preexisting system. 

 In the complex mosaic of elements contribut
ing to the failing textile industry, it’s hard to deter
mine the precise role SHC has played. Certainly, SHC 
has helped to stunt the industry’s growth, if not to 
singlehandedly cause its demise. In Rwanda, SHC is 
consumed literally by all sectors of society, including 
the cultural minority of American Peace Corps Vol
unteers. Whether it has had a net positive or negative 
role in Africa is an opaque topic in comparison to the 
trade’s role in our daily lives. In personal terms, our      

our neighbors and friends sell the clothes and 
make a living off of them, we enjoy the catharsis of 
sifting through western cultural relics, and we 
delight in an occasional private joke provided by 
the absurdities written on people’s shirts. As 
PCV’s it is our job to participate in our communi
ties as we find them, and I don’t think there is 
anything wrong with enjoying second hand cloth
ing as it fits into our lives. 
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REFLECTIONS 

Living  in  Rwanda  very  much  reminds  me  of 
growing up outside a small town of 636 people in north
eastern Oregon.  I was a mountain kid,  ten miles out of 
town, and one of the few exceptions for weatherrelated 
tardiness.  Now,  even  though  I  live  ten  feet  from  my 
health center,  if  it  is pouring down rain,  it  seems  I am 
expected to be late. Having traveled half way around the 
world to a country a fifth the size of my home state with 
three  times  as many people,  I  find myself  living again 
on the edge of a wilderness, or maybe in this case a jun
gle.  My  site  outside  Nyungwe  Na
tional  Park  hosts  kilometers  of  tea 
covered hills mingling into the dense 
monkeyridden  forest.  They  even 
grow wheat  here,  if  the  agricultural 
similarities were not enough already. 
Granted, our forest back home is not 
littered with monkeys.  

Walking down the hill  from 
the  health  center  and  my  house,  I 
can  almost  name  all  of  the  families 
along  the  way  and  people  stop  me 
just  to  chat  for  what  seems  like 
hours  at  a  time. One  of  these  days, 
maybe  a  rusty  old  pickup  with  a 
farmer in a cowboy hat, chewing on 
a  long  strand  of  grass  will  pass  by 
me  as  I’m  walking  the  dirt  road  to 
the  tea  factory,  and  I won’t  even  know  the  difference 
between  here  and  home.  Although,  it  is  much  more 
likely that the hat will be leopard print and fuzzy here in 
Rwanda than those back in Oregon. 

I  am  even  beginning  to  see  an  interconnected
ness and invisible mesh of community relations emerge 
within each passing experience. Beginning a project  to 
develop a directory of organizations in my community, 
cooperatives, clubs and outside groups,  I  find that all  I 
need to do is ask one person any question and I’m sent 
on a very detailed and successful mission to attain infor
mation from several other places in my community. At 
this point I could probably ramble down any back way 
and  run  into someone  I know, whether here or  in Ore
gon,  or  at  least  someone who knows me  and  calls  out 
my name in greeting.  

I set out to visit  the honey cooperative and the 
women’s basket weaving cooperative in Nyungwe, only 
to be sidetracked by a new acquaintance  (and husband 
of my  coworker) who  takes me  to  the  site  of  a  tradi
tional Rwandan village/tourist  lodging  to be completed 
in December. Next, I swing by the Nyungwe park office 
and  meet  who  turns  out  to  be  my  nextdoor  neighbor 
and discover that my tailor’s sister works there. I adven

ture  onto  unmarked  dirt  roads  leading  back  amongst 
the hills and I wave at every passing car, greet every 
passing person. After, an RDB pickup pulls off on the 
side of  the  road with  some  friends who offer  to  take 
me along on  their driving  tour of  the park.  I walk  to 
the environmental university to teach English and run 
into two United States Forest Service employees from 
Hungry Horse, Montana,  a  town  just outside  of Gla
cier National Park (one of my all time favorite places 
in the world). I make it home for lunch just before the 

daily rains come, and a morning is spent 
in my small town Rwanda.  
Dirt  roads  twist  and  intertwine  with 
footpaths endlessly amongst  the hills of 
my  site. Often  I’m  not  sure which  it  is 
I’m traveling down. Some places are so 
narrow, I’m completely sure a car could 
not traverse it and the next thing I know, 
I’m  stepping  into  the  bushes  to  make 
way  for  a  tea  company  truck.  I  often 
pause  to  take  pictures  of  rutted  roads 
disappearing  into  uncertainties  around 
the  bend  or  over  the  hillsides.  I  could 
probably fill a whole album with similar 
photos  of  favorite  back  roads  taken  in 
Oregon. Comparing all of these pictures 
I’ve  ever  taken,  it  would  probably  be 
hard for me to distinguish the location of 

each of these nameless roads that hold and have held 
some importance to me over the years.  

I attend events, church, and awkward visits to 
my  coworkers,  neighbors  and  community members, 
which are often spent in fumbled discussion and usu
ally a great amount of laughter. I receive a consensus 
of community concern for my future and for my cur
rent  state  of  being,  often  in  the  form  of  queries  sur
rounding my marital status. I find myself dressing the 
part  in  igitenge  as  I  venture  out  amongst  the  occa
sional  “muzungu”  cries  of  children  intermixed  with 
words tumbling out of me in what I can only assume 
is actually a semblance of Kinyarwanda. I meet some
one new each day whose name I unfortunately forget 
as  I  am  conversing  with  them.  I  unexpectedly  see 
these people wandering  the streets of Kigali,  at wed
dings, in restaurants, at the MTN store in Butare. I see 
people  who  know  me,  who  call  out  my  Rwandan 
name and wait for my attempted acknowledgement as 
I search desperately to find their place in my memory. 
I’m very lucky that Rwanda reminds me of home, and 
that my home in the United States will always remind 
me of Rwanda.  

By Megan Haggerty Foster 
Small Town Rwanda 
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WELLNESS 

 Peace Corps service is really hard. It’s “The 
hardest job you’ll ever love.” How realistic is this slo
gan? What do I love about my job? Shouldn’t it be 
something more like – “The hardest job you’ll ever 
make it through with a fondness for what you accom
plished and survived.” When I ask myself this I think a 
lot more about the things that I don’t love, like being 
stared at, getting cheated at the market, dysentery, and 
worst of all: travel policies. I could go on for a long 
time about the things I don’t love about this job de
pending on the day that you catch me. All of these 
things crush my spirit. This is exactly where most con
versation goes to whenever I am with other volunteers. 
We of course talk about a lot of things other than what 
we do love like where to get good pizza, what books 
and movies we have finished and the cool things that 
we have done at site and in Rwanda, but the things we 
don’t love are more prevalent and hard to avoid. 

 When I have sat through a session or talked 
about the Peace Corps Rwanda Peer Support Network 
(PSN), I have had a lot of thoughts about what we are 
discussing. The main topics that have been discussed at 
trainings are stress and active listening. I tend to inter
nalize these things; whenever we have had this I can 
get really upset, and I am likely to need to talk to 
someone more than when we started even though I 
was probably making a smartass comment about what 
we were discussing. I am also likely to tune out and 
think, “Who is ever going to call the PSN? I will 
probably just call my friends if I am going through 
something.” My friends and family back home know 
me really well, but they are really far away and don’t 
have the context to really support me.  I am usually 
thinking about this when I say I will call my friends. It 
is easily forgotten in the mess of all of the acronyms 
that are thrown at us that the PSN includes all of the 
volunteers. 

 If you are a PCV, by default you are part of the 
PSN. Therefore, whenever you are talking to your 
friends that you met up with to get a Primus at a blue 
bar about all of the things that you don’t love about 
this job you are actually using the PSN. The PSN rep
resentatives are just another resource that are there for 

you to use. They are not professional counselors or 
anything like that, but many of them are fairly quali
fied (not me though so if that’s what you are looking 
for you can call PCV Kerianne Hendrickson or an
other one of the PSN reps). The only real difference 
between the PSN representative and all other volun
teers is that they have been selected by the other 
PCVs to go learn how to better support them. 

 So that’s what we did this last weekend for 
our PSN workshop. It felt a lot like the other Peace 
Corps trainings I have been to except Mup wasn’t 
there and we had to buy all our own food, but I hear 
that you have to do that in PST now. I miss the days 
when they would pay for this kind of thing. We did 
get to stay at the Case de Passage, and I was able to 
put the cat puzzle back up on the wall. The showers 
there are so nice. For the workshop we discussed a 
variety of topics that included facilitating meetings, 
confidentiality, referrals and challenges PCVs face. 
Then we talked about what we want to make the 
PSN into for the future, hence my writing an article 
for SOMA. 

 Even though the training manager wasn’t 
there, Dr. Laurent was present, and for once it wasn’t 
to give us shots. Dr. Laurent created the PSN be
cause he thinks we can benefit from it. In his accent 
that we all love he couldn’t help but make another 
comment on Niger, “If you were in Niger you proba
bly would always be sick, but if I asked you, ‘How are 
you?,’ you would say to me, ‘I am okay.’ In Rwanda 
you have better nutrition, but there are many more 
who have emotional problems.” I was a little sur
prised to hear this from him. Is there really some
thing that is worse in Rwanda than the seemingly 
hardest place to live in the world? Haven’t I heard 
Peace Corps Rwanda referred to as Posh Corps? 

 Rwanda is unique. For some reason it was 
left off the list of post conflict countries that Brook 
published in the newsletter that told us that volun
teers have refrigerators  and 3G coverage in other 
African countries. Rwanda has come a long way since 
their collapse in 1994, but it hasn’t even been a gen
eration yet and the victims and perpetrators never 

Why We Have PSN 
By Dan Serwon 
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stopped living together as equals. That has never hap
pened anywhere else in modern history. I am not go
ing to pretend to know what that is like, but I can feel 
the effects of it as I constantly attempt to integrate 
into it. 

 The doctors are our best resources when it 
comes to our physical and emotional health, but they 
know that for situations that are affecting our emo
tional wellbeing we are not as likely to call them. We 
are far more likely to turn to each other, and if at that 
point we don’t know what to say we may refer you to 
the doctors. 

 We are still trying to figure out how we can 
live in this country. The program is still very new, 
and our administration does their best to prepare us 
for whatever we may face but we still have to figure 
most of it out for ourselves. Our administration knows 
how to manage volunteers, but because this country is 
a special case they still need to figure it out too, even 
if they have been working for Peace Corps for their 
entire adult lives like Gordie. While we are all trying 
to figure things out we get discouraged by a dark 
cloud that seems to follow us wherever we go and 
what was important to us before doesn’t seem to mat
ter anymore. 

 We are all still in Rwanda because we still 
believe in whatever it is that has gotten us this far. 
Our happiness is not determined by our external cir
cumstances, but instead by how we view, process and 
address them. That is why we need to help lift up each 
other out of the valleys and back up on the mountain
tops. Then we can love this job even if it is really 
hard. 

PSN Representatives that want to help you love 
this job: 

Sera Muniz Nyanza Region  0782847376
 Elected leader 
Nicole Palmer Gisenyi Region  0784325688
 Elected leader  
AJ Bisesi Rusizi Region  0785364269 
Anna Cowell Kigali Region  0722369668 
Sally Dunst Huye Region  0722625184 
Kerianne Hendrickson Musanze Region 0785657848  
Caroline Lloyd Ruhango Region 0782847377 
Annie Pexa Rwamagana Region 0782847356 
Allison Radke Bugesera Region 0782848534 
Emmett V. Reeb III Rusizi Region 0725034043  
Brittany Elise Russell Kibuye Region 0782841013 
Dan Serwon Gicumbi Region 0782848539  

Allison Snyder Musanze Region 0782846648 
Deanne Witzke  Kibuye Region  0782848524 
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POETRY 

Let me live—inside your brain 

inside that cottage sprouting from that sloping mountainside with only palmer stars 

 and levitating mountain goats for neighbors 

inside a hovel along that leisurely riverside who knits intricate sweaters out of that textured snow 

inside a tepee surrounded by that reposed plain who will never be awakened by a 

 screaming a car horn  

inside a hollow in that crooked auburn tree who stretches its limbs in worship to the sun 

 who will never tell it that it is crooked 

inside that clearing with its speckled pebbled pathway connected to that rocky beach 

 who will never know what it feels like to be buried in concrete 

inside that infinitesimal shack along the banks of that faded stirring sky dwarfed by the 

 unblemished mountain trinity it bows to 

inside a canoe docked on that unnamed island just beyond the breakers which lead to a  

 shoreline who will never smell the burning stain of sweet crude  

inside that tower who mimics the moon but will forever shine since it’s not subject to 

 stratospheric whims 

inside a barrel going over that waterfall which feeds that crystal blue stream who knows 

 nothing about heavy metal poisoning or industrial runoff or eutrophication 

inside a mound near that eternal and topless pine who will never worry itself over slash 

 and burn farming or desertification 

inside that world that is so outside this one  

To the Late Bob Ross of  PBS’ The Joy of  Painting 
Fame 

By Mark Rodehorst 
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A year ago plus some change, we ED2 volun
teers rolled in deep onto the cobblestoned streets of 
Old City, Philadelphia, played games at Brussels air
port to ukulele strums and Genevieve Williams hums, 
and took in the charcoal perfumed night air at the Ki
gali Airport parking lot.  October 22nd marked our one 
year anniversary in country and the first week of Janu
ary will be our one year anniversary at site.  A game 
we like to play is, “Who sat at your table and what fact 
about Rwanda did you give during staging?” I remem
ber fondly at those round tables sitting between Hope 
Lewis and Stephanie Mulhern (we all lived and studied 
in Philadelphia) and thinking, “Who the heck is this 
dude (Ian Ross) and how does he know the numbers in 
Kinyarwanda?”  Almost everyone remembers Dan Ser
won and his fact, “Rwanda is in Africa.”   

The first year of teaching brought in surprises.  
“Expect the unexpected,” became our motto, as many of 
us were the first PCVs at a new site and the first sci
ence, math, and ICT teachers in PC/Rwanda.  We at
tended village meetings and reburials during Genocide 

Memorial Week and slowly built our Rwandan circle 
of friends.  We also lost some of us, but they go living 
the dream and we gained new friends from the land 
which Mark Rodehorst claims is quite magical.  We 
saw our students improve over the school year in 
their language skills and confidence and we experi
enced pride during GLOW/BE camps as we watched 
our students grow and mature.  

To help paint a picture of our experiences as 
the second education group, here are some stories, 
memories, and words. 

 
During PST, Tashiya and I were walking 

back to the house when we heard someone scream, 
“HELP! HELP!”  Tashiya immediately started to yell, 
“OMG! Hello? Do you need help? Sarah, we got to 
help them!” We looked around and couldn’t find any
one. We gave up and realized a local wouldn’t have 
yelled for help in English. It was a goat. – Sarah 
Doyle 

Finished Year One, One Year Left To Go: A 
Collection of  Snippets, Memories, and Words 

from ED2 
Compiled by Lucy Sung 
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At the end of Term 2 and an unsuccessful at

tempt to teach computers on the small and annoying 
OLPCs (On Child Per Laptop), I was grading exams 
in the teacher's room. As I flipped through my 135 S1 
exams, I discovered the best answer ever to any exam 
question: 
 
Q: "What key on the keyboard is used to make the 
space between words?" 
A: "Is a space mouse" 
 
I don't think I have ever laughed that hard. I then 
found myself creating a mental image of a mouse with 
a tiny jet pack flying around space and, of course, sav
ing the universe.  Keira Brooks 

 
Only in Rwanda will your body overcome car

sickness by necessity.  
Only in Rwanda has talking about bodily functions 
become a frequent and not unpleasant part of our con
versations. 
Only in Rwanda would I eat a plate of rice, pasta, 
boiled potatoes, fried potatoes, and plantains and con
sider it a nice meal. 
Only in Rwanda would I discover french fries to be a 
pleasant addition to an omelet. 
Only in Rwanda would you avoid going outside be
cause there is a cow being slaughtered on the basket
ball court 20 feet from your house. 
Only in Rwanda would a man fervently and affection
ately dance with another man, and be straight. 
Only in Rwanda could you get a fine for having dirty 
clothes or yard with "bad hygiene". 
 
My favorite quote from a student was on a GLOW 
application: 
"I will not be a long door." = I will not be a wrong 
doer.   Deanne and Aaron Witzke 

 
I have read two hundred and thirty three 

books since we arrived.  Allister Stanton 
 
Peter and Jacques meet me in front of the Pri

mary School. –MorningHow are you? I am fine We 
move towards the school’s garden, a collage of col
lared greens. –Today we have a burial A what? –A bur
ial, I think, we say in English –We say a funeral –Yes, it is 
true –For who? A young Primary Six student What did 
she die of? –Poison 

 
Poison is a big thing here, he says. 
 
I stare at Peter and Jacque briefly. Poison, the 

visitor meant to say and I would learn later, is the cul
turally appropriate English translated euphemism for 
all forms of destructive diseases; the umbrella term for 
the plethora of pestilences that pervade East Africa: 
Malaria, AIDS, Influenza, etc. 

 
What time is the funeral? Ten, or eleven Okay. 

I guess I won’t teach today –No, you won’t. The priest will 
tell us the time. He is very serious 

 
Two p.m. The casket arrives. The fidgeting 

ceases. Silence replaces the omnipresent noise of pre
pubescence. The soft cries of mourners gradually chip 
the calm away. A wailing woman enters the church. 
Hers is the only sound I now hear. Behind her, four 
men dressed in tshirts and jeans carry in the casket. 
The mood abruptly sours. 

 
A young man of eleven tears through the 

crowd. Mourners take their seats in the front four 
pews. He collapses over the coffin. His cries synchro
nize to those of his mother. He is the younger brother. 
The deceased was only sixteen. 

 
Thunder and lightning enclose the small 

church. It begins to rain. The priest continues to lead 
the congregation in prayer. Lightning strikes, the 
lights flicker, the amplifier explodes, the mike shocks 
the priest. He continues. Jean Baptiste’s wife leads the 
student body in prayer. It is a call and response pslam 
but I don’t know this one. She continues for one hour. 

 
We’re outside now, making our way to the 

cemetery. The mourners all move slowly. I follow in 
the rear of the immense parade of parishioners, gradu
ally weaving through the trenchlike path down the 
mountain to the plot. The priest blesses the grave and 
lays several student bouquet’s down. The head teacher 
of the Primary School gives a speech, reminding the 
students that this girl was their colleague and to keep 
her in their prayers. The priest gives a signal. The 
men begin to fill in the grave. A Senior 2 student of 
mine begins a concluding prayer. Gradually, the fu
neral attendees begin to depart, returning home, to 
school, or to work. 

The family remains.  Patrick Malone 
 
You might be a Peace Corps volunteer in 

Rwanda... 
You refuse to walk outside in even the slightest 

drizzle 
6:30 a.m. is sleeping in, and 9:30 p.m. is a wild and 

crazy night. 
You refer to people as “that one there” and it no 

longer feels even a little rude. 
You even occasionally refer to yourself as “this 

one here” and it just feels so right. 
The majority of your budget goes toward buying 

toilet paper, candles, and phone credit. 
You know that there’s always room for one more 

person on the bus. 
You are at least one hour late to everything…and 

are still the first person to arrive. 
You recognize the four major food groups as salt, 

sugar, starch, and oil. 
You curse Belgium for leaving behind post

colonial politics but not waffles, chocolate, or 
good beer. 
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The only snap, crackle, and pop that you hear is the 
sound of insects exploding in your candle’s flame. 

You walk around your house with small objects bal
anced on your head. 

You hate the dry season, until the rainy season be
gins.  Then you hate that too. 

The preschoolers in your village are all trained to hug 
you. 

You no longer give clothing the sniff test, because you 
know that you’re going to wear it anyway. 

It’s weird to see grown men walking beside each other 
and not holding hands. 

You do a doubletake when you see someone carrying 
a backpack on their back instead of on their head. 

 Kay Howell 
 
During Independence Day weekend, I had all kinds of 
plans to be productive over the holiday but instead I re
laxed and took some time to reconnect with my site. That 
Saturday I spent two hours tossing an avocado back and 
forth with some kids, and I can honestly say it was the 
most meditative and wonderful two hours I’ve had all 
month. 
 
I also bought sugarcane at the market for the first time 
ever, which turned out be quite an experience. In Rwanda, 
it’s considered impolite not to conceal food you’ve pur
chased unless you plan on sharing. The problem with sug
arcane is that it’s only sold in eightfoot sticks, making 
discretion impossible. Sharing was also impossible because 
I was in the middle of a marketplace full of people and had 
I decided to share I would have ended up without any for 

myself. So I did the only thing I could do. After 
making my purchase, I marched briskly and defi
antly through the town square, pretending I 
couldn’t hear the horde of children chasing after 
me and screaming for “agasheke.” I think my vil
lage enjoyed the spectacle. 
 Gelsey Hughes 

All artwork by Mimi Chuong 
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THE POD 

Grammar Girl: Quick & Dirty Tips for Better 
Writing 

Host: Mignon Fogarty 
Corporation: Quick and Dirty Tips 
Frequency: Weekly 
 

I always knew that grammar could be sexy.  But quick 
and dirty?  This was a revelation. 

 Host Mignon Fogarty plays the foureyed yet 
chic librariantype who enlightens her audience about 
the vagaries of English grammar.   Linguistically suc
culent titles such as “The Serial Comma Kerfuffle” or 
“When to Capitalize Cocktail Names” or “How to 
Search a Corpus” will tantalize languageloving listen
ers.  Is Fogarty a knowitall?  Well, yes.  But that’s 
not necessarily a bad thing.  After listening to a bite
sized podcast (the average length is seven minutes), 
you’ll be glad that she is.  Because at the end of the day, 
it means that you’ll know more, too. 

 Fogarty, author of bestselling books such as 
The Grammar Devotional, has a mission to elucidate the 
rules and regulations of the English language—not 
because she’s a pedant, but because she believes that if 
you can communicate (i.e., write) effectively, you’re 
more likely to get what you want in life.  A typical epi
sode may cover anything from punctuation to verb 
tenses to flat adverbs. 

 The one drawback of the program is the 45 
seconds or so that Fogarty dedicates to plugging vari
ous products of her sponsors at the beginning of each 

By Nora Nunn 

episode.  Still, it’s a small price to pay in exchange for 
a morsel of grammatical savoirfaire. 

 Fogarty, who is a grammar nerd and proud 
of it, pragmatically takes requests from her listeners, 
so the topics respond to the grammarphilic commu
nity’s needs.  I’m still waiting for her to answer my 
query about umlauts. 

 

The Strand 

Hosts: Debonair British man or sophisticated UK 
femme 
Corporation: BBC 
Frequency: Weekly 
 

 A truly cosmopolitan podcast, the BBC’s The 
Strand transports its listeners to various cultural 
nooks and artistic crannies of the globe, narrating the 
journey in its everso charming British accent. 

A typical 50minute Strand podcast would go some
thing like this: first, ChineseAmerican cellist YoYo 
Ma discusses his musical collaboration with cele
brated bluegrass artists on the album The Goat Ro
deo Sessions.  Next, a cultural critic explains the Harry 
Potteresque hype of cultstatus Japanese writer Ha
ruki Murakami’s anticipated novel 1Q84.  Then, we 
are transported to Venice to learn about the premier 
of Lars von Triers’ controversial preapocalyptic film, 
Melancholia.  After that, we jet over to London to dis
cover the mellifluous poetry of a Somali spokenword 
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festival.  Finally, we listen to a review of Johnny 
Depp’s newest film adaptation of Hunter S. Thomp
son, The Rum Diary.  Is it just a “vanity project” for 
Depp?  You’ll have to listen to find out. 

 

The New Yorker fiction podcast 

Host: Deborah Treisman 
Corporation: The New Yorker 
Frequency: Monthly 
 

 This podcast is my box of chocolates.  By 
that, I mean that I love it—and that I never know 
what I’m going to get. 

 Each month, fiction editor Deborah Treis
man invites a writer who has been featured in The 
New Yorker magazine to glean the archives and select 
a short story by a different writer.  The guest author 
discusses why they chose the story and alerts listen
ers details to observe before reading the text aloud. 

 As a faithful listener, I’ve had the pleasure to 
savor some stories by my favorite writers such as 
Edwidge Danticat and Loorie Moore.  But the pro
gram has also introduced me to writers whom I had 
never read before.  Jhumpa Lahiri (author of Inter
preter of Maladies) chose the story, “A Day,” by Irish 
writer William Trevor, which chronicles the malaise 
and regret of a British housewife.  Before and after 
she reads the story, Lahiri explains to Treisman how 
Trevor influenced her own work.  In a different epi
sode, Nigerian author Chimimanda Ngozi Adichie 
reads Jamaica Kincaid’s tale of a Caribbean child’s 
occupation with death in “Figures in the Distance.” 

 Some of these literary chocolates are ones I’d 
rather spit out.  Orhan Pamuk’s reading of Vladimir 
Nabokov’s “My Russian Education” left me bored 
and listless; Salman Rushdie’s selection of “The 
Bodyguard” reaffirmed my dislike of Donald 
Barthelme. 

 Still, I never regret listening because in do
ing so I’m transported to another world, and I’m al
ways grateful for it. 

 

 

 

 

 

Planet Money 

Host(s): Adam Davidson, Jacob Goldstein, Zoe Chase, 
et al. 
Corporation: NPR 
Frequency: Weekly 
 
 “Money makes the world go around, faster 
and faster everyday.”  That’s the tagline of this NPR 
podcast, which applies economic principals to current 
events in layperson’s terms.  As someone who fool
ishly avoided econ classes back in college (hindsight is 
20/20), I’m indebted to Planet Money for teaching me 
the basics of Keynesian theory and macroeconomics. 

 The episodes, which run an average of 20 min
utes each, address how money operates in this quickly 
flattening world.  A sampling of titles includes: “Why 
do we tip?,”  “Libertarian Summer Camp,” “When 
Congress Plays Chicken,” and “What is Occupy Wall 
Street?”  The hosts (one of whom moonlights for This 
American Life), take their listeners on investigative 
adventures, sneaking into political fundraisers, explor
ing vaults of the US mint, and rubbing elbows with 
the 99% in Zuccotti Park.  Also, interviews with high
profile economists and academics including Esther 
Duflo, Abhijit Banerjee, and Fareed Zakaria, nicely 
complement the banter between the hosts. 

 Planet Money’s Achilles heel?  The woefully 
Eurocentric/American focus.  (Though their rare Asia
centered episode on North Korea’s illegal economy 
was captivating.)  Yes, the precarious state of the Euro
Zone is a pressing issue, but would it kill the team to 
explore the economy of Africa? 

 At the end of each show, the hosts exhort au
dience to provide feedback.  Well, Planet Money’s bias 
towards occidental matters piqued this listener, who 
wrote an email to request they turn their attention to 
other continents.  That was three months ago.  To this 
day, still no response.  Yet still I listen, yearning to 
make up for my salad days where I shirked Econ 101. 
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GAD 
Engendering Development 

Peace Corps Rwanda is pleased to introduce 
their Gender and Development Committee (GAD).  In 
our early stages in Rwanda, we are joining the forces of 
other Peace Corps countries in their mission to im
prove and integrate gender issues in the development 
process.  Currently, we are an interim committee of 
seven PCVs and DPO Gordie Mengel and are estab
lishing our bylaws and functions before formal elec
tions are conducted.  

 
Mission Statement: 
To support and empower PCVs, Peace Corps 

staff, and host country nationals in their work towards 
gender equitable development by:  

Providing gender sensitive resources, training, and 
project ideas 

Facilitating partnerships with organizations that 
can help with gender sensitive projects 

Supporting regional GLOW/BE camps and school 
based GLOW/BE clubs 

 
Interim GAD Committee 

National Coordinator: Mackenzie Drutowski 
Vice National Coordinator: Caitlyn Griffth 
Media and Resource Manager: Lucy Sung 
Program Development Coordinators: Sarah Doyle 

and Hope Lewis 
Members: Alma Aldrich, Joel Atwood, and Andrew 

Udelsman, Jeff Monsma 
 
Future members of GAD will be elected by sitage dur
ing their IST (three members per training group).  A 
position is also open for the National GLOW/BE Co
ordinator who will oversee all regional GLOW/BE 
camps and all schoolbased GLOW/BE clubs.  
Through SOMA, we will provide information and tools 
for integrating gender sensitive perspective into pro
jects.  For this inaugural column, we start at the begin
ning with the history of GAD and why it is essential 
for development work.  The following text was taken 
from “The Exchange: Peace Corps’ Women in Devel
opment Newsletter,” October 2003. 
 
History of WID and GAD Internationally1 

 

International development interventions historically 
focused on community development, which involved 
working with or through traditional leaders to design 

projects. Traditional leaders were often elite and male, 
therefore projects focused on their needs rather than 
the needs of the larger community, the majority of 
whom were poor and female. As a result, many of these 
projects failed. In response to this, development practi
tioners surmised that in order to achieve effective, sus
tainable development, women needed to be included in 
the process. In the 1970s, Women In Development 
(WID) approaches emerged as a way of addressing the 
needs and concerns of women. Women’s exclusion 
from the development process was highlighted in Ester 
Boserup’s book, Women’s Role in Economic Develop
ment2, as well as at the UN’s First World Conference 
on Women and Declaration of International Year of 
the Woman in 1975. The rationale behind WID ap
proaches was that development would proceed much 
better if women were more fully incorporated into it. 
WID approaches tended to focus on women’s produc
tive role in society, and special projects were designed 
to improve women’s economic situation. Critiques of 
WID concluded that activities failed to take into con
sideration the multiple roles that women play in society 
and the various demands on their time. As a result, 
GAD approaches emerged in the 1980s. GAD empha
sized the relationships between women and men. 
Rather than treat women as a homogeneous group, 
GAD recognizes that women are a diverse group 
and that their needs may vary according to age, 
ethnicity, socioeconomic status, etc. Central to 
GAD is an understanding of the gender division of la
bor and gender needs. The rationale behind GAD is 
that it is women’s socially determined roles that limit 
their ability to be full partners in the development 
process, not just their economic status. When all this 
was happening on the “outside,” what was going on in 
the Peace Corps? 
 
History of WID and GAD at Peace Corps 
 
As part of the emergence of WID approaches in the 
1970s, the Peace Corps Act of 1961 was amended when 
the Percy Amendment was passed by Congress in 
1978. The amendment stated: 
 

“In recognition of the fact that women 
in developing countries play a signifi
cant role in economic production, fam
ily support, and the overall develop

1Messner, Lyn. The Exchange: Peace Corps’ Women in Development Newsletter, Oct. 2003: 1213.                             
2 Boserup, Ester. Women’s Role in Economic Development, St. Martins Press (New York 1970).   
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ment process, the Peace Corps shall be 
administered so as to give particular 
attention to those programs, projects, 
and activities which tend to integrate 
women into the national economics of 
developing countries, thus improving 
their status and assisting the total de
velopment effort.” Peace Corps Act 
Section 2502(d) 

 
As a result of the Percy Amendment, the WID Office 
was established at Peace Corps headquarters. The 
WID coordinator position was created in the 1980s to 
ensure that the agency fulfills the mandate of the Percy 
Amendment. In accordance with prevailing thought at 
the time, the Peace Corps had WID projects and WID 
Volunteers who initiated separate projects for women. 
This would later change, however, with the recognition 
that all Volunteers need to incorporate WID and GAD 
into their work. When WID projects began to disap
pear, Volunteer WID committees emerged. In 1991 the 
Peace Corps authorized a WID policy to ensure that 
women have access to the skills and technologies of
fered in all Peace Corps activities. This is accomplished 
through overseas staff development, preservice train
ing, project plans, the integrated planning and budget 
system, and the program and training framework, as 
well as through written and visual materials produced 
by the agency and documented in all sectors. In the 
1990s the Peace Corps embraced GAD as well as WID. 
In support of this effort the Peace Corps entered into 
the Women’s Organization and Participation agree
ment with the U.S. Agency for International Develop
ment. 
 
Beginning in the InterAmerica and the Pacific region, 
a number of workshops were held. A major outcome of 
these workshops was the formalization of a gender
sensitive approach to participatory activities called par
ticipatory analysis for community action (PACA). 
Communitycontent based instruction (CCBI) was an 
application of PACA to the educational process. The 
final product of these efforts was the Gender and De
velopment Training/Girls’ Education manual. This 
manual provides modules for training staff and Volun
teers in GAD and PACA. In 1999 the Peace Corps for
mally changed from WID to WID/GAD to reflect the 
inclusion of both approaches in the Peace Corps’ work. 
Since that time, regional GAD teams have been 
formed. The teams are made up of male and female host 
country national staff from all sectors to ensure sus
tainability and sociocultural relevance. The purpose of 
the teams is to serve as mentors and trainers in GAD 
and gender analysis for posts in their regions.  
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 Guhaha 101 

      What Would Rachel Berry 
Wear on GLEE?  

1.Flower Dress, 2,000 Frw, Muhanga Market.  2. Green Jacket, H&M, 3,000 
Frw,  Kamembe Market. 3. Yellow Dress, 1500 Frw, Muhanga Market.  4. Blue 
striped dress, 500 Frw, Buhanda Market. 5. Shoes, 1,000 Frw, Buhanda Market. 

6. Red Dress, 3,000 Frw, Gitwe Shop. 

 

1 

2 

4 

5 

6 

 

All images by Sonya Alexander 
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horoscopes 

Aries:  
You are either in a very good 
place right now or you soon 
will be.  Not America  you are 
in Rwanda for the long haul.  
You are surrounded by friends 
and work is going well.  Hold 
on to these memories, they 
will shine a light for you in 
darker times. 
 
Taurus:  
Meditate.  Pray.  Center your
self however you please.  The 
answer you seek will come, 
but only when you have 
calmed yourself and given 
enough time to the question. 
 
Gemini:  
?desufnoc yrev uoy erA  Things order seem of out 
do?  Deos nnithog mkae ssnee?  Nvjr eqpoh mfvro 
mvronh?  Okay, I just mashed my hand on the key
board for that last one.  The point is that sometimes 
you can understand something better if you change 
the way you look at it. 
 
Cancer:  
Adventure.  Excitement.  A PCV craves not these 
things.  Craving chocolate and ice cream is normal, 
though.  So, feel free to indulge yourself any 
chance you get. 
 
Leo:  
You will go back in time to prevent SkyNet from 
becoming self aware and taking over the world.  
When you return to the present time, however, all 
PCVs will have been replaced by RoboVolunteers.  
You and Dr. Brown have quite a bit of work to do 
this month. 
 
Virgo:  
Sometimes letting things run their course is the best 
option.  Sit back and watch this unfold organically.  
You will be surprised to find out that your involve
ment is not needed in every step of the procedure. 
 

Libra:  
The stress of it all is wearing 
you out.  Time to take a 
break and relax.  Listen to 
some music.  Make a blanket 
fort.  Get some exercise.  Do 
a puzzle.  Eat some fruit.  
Visit a friend.  Watch 
'Empire Records.'  You'll feel 
better in about a week. 
 
Scorpio:  
Guys, what is it called when 
your back hair grows into 
your neck hair grows into 
your regular hair?  I don't 
know either, but you have it.  
Also, ladies, do you mind 
that your face makeup does

n't match your neck?  When I squint, you look 
like a circus clown. 
 
Sagittarius: 
A wise man once said, 'never trust a fart.'  Here 
are some other things you must not trust this 
month to avoid some nasty situations: clouds, 
clowns, shoe strings, hand shakes, blanket forts, 
and time travel. 
 
Capricorn: 
A case of Giardia is coming your way fast.  Dress 
appropriately. 
 
Aquarius: 
Misfortunately, the planification for to teach your 
lesson of English is no going what you like.  This 
is somehow not your question.  Continuing to 
teach your students and slow by slow it comes to 
them.  Just. 
 
Pisces: 
What we had together was great, but its OVER!  
Stop calling me at work!  My manager says that if 
you call one more time, then he will fire me.  I 
need this job!  Stop harassing me or I'll call the 
cops! 

by the great mentok 
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How to reach us: send your comments or submissions for the next issue to somarwanda@gmail.com.   

 

Enquiries: send your enquiries to Peace Corps Rwanda, BP 5657, Kigali, Rwanda, Attention: Mary 
Abrams. 

 

Disclaimer: SOMA is a quarterly freeform journal published by Peace Corps Rwandan Volunteers.  
SOMA also means “read” in Kinyarwanda.  The contents of this publication are of the sole contributors 
and do not reflect any position of the U.S. government or Peace Corps. 


