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Running in Ecuador hasn’t 
been easy. When I was in the sierra 
for training, I had the altitude to 
contend with. Three miles would 
feel like six, and the cobblestone 
roads made twisting an ankle a 
common occurrence. In my site in 
Manabí, I have to struggle in the 
heat. I’ve had to put more effort 
into staying hydrated than I’ve ever 
had to in the past. These challenges 
have taught me some very valuable 
lessons about training in altitude, 
foot placement, and proper 
hydration, but I feel that these are 
topics often talked about among 
runners. I’d like to share some more 
unique lessons my time running in 
Ecuador has taught me.

If a dog is chasing you, 
don’t panic; this is a good time 
to practice your finishing kick. 
Dogs chasing you are a common 
annoyance for runners, especially 
in Ecuador, but this shouldn’t 
discourage any would-be runners. 
This is an opportunity to practice 
one of my favorite 
drills: butt kicks. 
As your foot moves 
behind you and 
leaves the ground, 
kick it up harder 
than you would 
naturally, so that 
you kick yourself 
in the butt (hence the name). This 
drill will improve your finishing 
sprint. It’s great for anyone looking 
for an extra burst of speed at the 
end of a race, and it has the added 
benefit that any dog nipping at your 
heels will catch a swift kick to the 
jaw.

In a race, don’t assume 
that the traffic cops are doing 
their job. My first marathon in 
Ecuador was the Maratón de 
Guayaquil last October. It started 
quite early in the morning. For 
the sake of this story, let’s say it 
was 5:30AM. As the race started, 
we weaved our way through 
downtown Guayaquil. Running 
through downtown and doing 
some sightseeing is one of my 
favorite parts of a race in a big city. 
However, in this particular race, 
I should have been paying more 
attention to the angry motorists. 
Between miles three and four I 
reached an intersection and a car 
flew past the traffic cop, who was 

half-heartedly 
stopping traffic. A 
second later, the 
intersection was full 
of cars and runners 
vying for the right-
of-way. Runners 
were kicking and 

jumping on top of cars. Drivers were 
laying on their horns, and I was 
trying not to get run over. I also may 
have shouted some insults no one 
understood.

Sometimes, a typical water 
stand just isn’t enough. I was 
making good time when I hit the 
halfway point for the Guayaquil 

Marathon. I was a little shaken 
by almost being run over about 
ten miles back, but otherwise I 
was fine. Unfortunately, the sun 
chose to make an appearance as I 
reached mile fifteen, and it was as 
if Guayaquil had burst into flames. 
I live on the coast. So I’m used to 
the heat, but I work out in front of 
a fan, and I go running in the early 
evening, after things have cooled off 
a bit. Fortunately, as I approached 
mile twenty, traditional water stands 
gave way to people with hoses and 
jugs of water, which they would 
pour on passing runners. There’s 
nothing quite like a cold shower 
twenty miles into a marathon. 

100k is not a joke and 
should not be run on a track. I 
think this one should be obvious 
to everyone, but it wasn’t obvious 
to me last December when a friend 
(shout-out to Marisa Elliot) told 
me (with two weeks’ notice) about 
a 100k (about sixty-two miles) in 
Ibarra. At the time, I hadn’t been 
training very much, but I was so 
amazed that there was a 100k in 
Ecuador that I decided I had to try 
it. When I got to Ibarra, I discovered 
that the race was a circuit of twenty-
eight laps around an auto track. 
Circuits aren’t fun when it’s a 5k. 
Running laps for sixty-two miles 
is a superhuman triumph over the 
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power of boredom. However, I 
won’t be so arrogant as to say it 
was the boredom that caused me to 
run (sometimes walk) only fifty of 
the one hundred kilometers. Sixty-
two miles is really far. Again, this 
is probably obvious to everyone 
except me.

Sometimes there are two 
starting lines. The latest race 
I ran (or attempted to run) was 
a half marathon in Quito. The 
half marathon was being run in 
conjunction with a full marathon. I 
(stupidly) assumed that these two 
races would start from the same 
starting line. It’s what I was used to 
from the races I’d run in the US. I 
showed up to the marathon starting 
line to find that the marathon had 
started two hours earlier and that 
the half marathon starting line was 
“bien lejos.” There was no way I 
was going to make it to the starting 
line in time to run the race, but I 
didn’t let that ruin my trip to Quito. 
I was already dressed for a run and 
wearing my number. This was a 
lemons-into-lemonade moment. So, 
I unpinned my number from my 
shirt and ran my own half marathon 
around the city. I didn’t get a medal 
afterwards like the runners who 
finished the official half marathon, 
but I bet my run was more scenic.

Brent Williams is a Community 
Health Volunteer from Omnibus 104 
living in Chone, Manabí. When he’s 
not dodging cars while training for 
his next Iron Man competition, you 
can find him working on layout for 
El Clima.

1. Exercise! Any form of 
exercise will definitely get 
your endorphins flowing and 
put that smile right back on 
your pretty little face. 

2. Journaling. Keeping a daily 
log is a great way to see how 
far you have come. Reading 
about how you got lost every 
single day during your first 
couple of weeks in site will 
put things in perspective 
when you’re feeling down 
and out.

3. Take a walk with a friend 
or, if you are mentally 
exhausted and can’t even 
remember your own name in 
Spanish, go solo.

4. Try something new. What is 
something that you always 
thought about doing in the 
States, but never had time 
to do? Well guess what, now 
you’ve got yourself loads 
of time. Learn how to play 
a new instrument. Pick up a 
new hobby.

5. Start a group in your 
community. It could be a 
cooking group, walking 
group, book group, whatever. 
Just get out there and get 
involved; sometimes, getting 
out the door is the hardest 
part. 

6. Start an intercambio with 
a local Ecuadorian so you 
can practice your Spanish 
and they can practice their 
English in an informal, low-
stress setting.

7. Go visit a friend. Take a 
weekend for yourself. If you 
don’t have stuff scheduled 
or simply feel overwhelmed, 
don’t feel guilty about taking 
some “me” time.

8. YOGA! It’s a great way to 

de-stress. You can get tons of 
yoga workouts online.

9. Plan a vacation. Ecuador is 
a gorgeous country; enjoy it 
while you’re here.

10. Feeling totally 
overwhelmed? Shut all of 
your doors, disconnect, listen 
to some music, and RELAX. 
Pop in a movie and watch 
it in English. Ladies, I have 
all the episodes of the most 
recent Bachelorette if anyone 
wants them…

Lisa Bornt-Davis is a Community 
Health Volunteer from Omnibus 104 
living in Chone, Manabí.

      Peace Corps volunteers around 
the world have vastly different 
experiences depending on where 
they serve and what type of job 
they are assigned. Volunteers’ living 
arrangements simply add another 
element of diversity to their Peace 
Corps lives. Every Peace Corps 
country has its own rules and 
regulations for volunteer housing. 
Until now, volunteers in Ecuador 
have had options regarding where 
and with whom they live, although 
a volunteer’s site placement often 
defines his or her choices. Beginning 
with the next wave of volunteers 
(Omnibus 107), the Peace Corps 
staff is planning a shift in policy 
to require that all volunteers live 
with host families for the duration 
of their service in Ecuador. 
When asked to comment, Joshua 
Cuscaden, Director of Management 
and Operations in Quito, explained 
that Peace Corps Washington has 
mandated a number of posts in this 

10 Ways to De-stress at Site
By Lisa Bornt-Davis

Family Ties or Flying Solo? 
Perspectives on co-hab-
itation from current and 
former PCVs 
By Claire Davis
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region to make the switch. Peace 
Corps Ecuador has no choice in the 
matter, but staff members, as well 
as new volunteers, will be greatly 
impacted as they work to implement 
the policy and look for creative 
solutions to potential problems that 
are bound to arise. 
 The majority of volunteers 
currently serving in Ecuador prefer 
to move out after living with host 
families for the mandatory three-
month period at the beginning of 
service. Everyone 
has different 
reasons for their 
decision, but it 
is probably fair 
to assume that 
most volunteers 
appreciate 
having the right 
to exact some 
control over their 
accommodations. In order to fully 
grasp how the new housing policy 
might affect future volunteers, I 
asked a number of PCVs to share 
their opinions on the advantages 
and disadvantages of living 
with host families versus living 
independently. Volunteers weighed 
in on the various complications and 
complaints that often arise when 
living with families 
in a cross-cultural 
situation, and also 
on ways to adapt 
and compromise. 
Additionally, 
RPCV staff 
members reflected 
on their host 
family adventures and how those 
relationships shaped their overall 
Peace Corps service. Hopefully, 
these stories and perspectives will 
be useful to our staff and new 
volunteers as they undergo this 
transition and provide insight to 
those volunteers (Omnibuses 105 
and 106) that still have options 

when it comes 
to deciding 
where to live.
      Michelle 
Milberger, an 
HIV/AIDS 
volunteer 
living in 
Guayaquil, is an advocate for 
volunteers living independently. 
Michelle contributed this argument:  

      “Gringos are independent folks, 
and expecting us to 
adjust to having a 
family around and 
in our business can 
be overwhelming. 
On top of that, 
Latino families are 
the familiest of all. 
Being an American 
and trying to 
integrate into the 

culture of a Latino family can be an 
experience volunteers would rather 
not have for more than five months 
of service. 
      Another reason is sex. Unless 
you are one of the lucky ones who 
can sneak their partner in as a 
friend, living with a host family for 
two years means no sex. Everyone 
wants to have sex, sleepovers, and 

significant others, 
and what better way 
to experience the 
real Latino culture 
than to date it. And 
let’s be real here, 
dating someone 
while living with 
a host family can 

prove to be quite difficult, especially 
after years of college-style freedoms.
       I must address the pluses 
of living independently, yet with 
roommates. If I lose my keys or 
need someone to walk home with, 
I always have my roommates. I 
credit them with helping me living 
safely in Guayaquil. As well as 

my physical safety, mental sanity 
is just as important. Although I 
may not be the most fluent Spanish 
speaker around or have boatloads 
of Ecuadorian friends, I absolutely 
feel like I have a support system 
here. I always have people to vent to 
and Americans who understand me. 
Finally, Food! Sick of rice, soup, 
and guatita? Living on your own is 
an endless possibility of eating and 
cooking and yumminess.” 

      Naim 
Edwards is 
a Natural 
Resources 
Conservation 
volunteer 
based in 
Zaruma, El 
Oro. Naim also chose to leave 
his host family, but for altogether 
different reasons: 
      “First and foremost, I am not 
against living with host families. I 
am simply against being required to 
live with host families and having 
to live with them more than three 
months. I would have loved to stay 
with a host family my whole two 
years, but in my case that would 
have simply been choosing the 
more stressful option. If your living 
situation is stressful, or if you simply 
feel you’d be better off alone, get out 
now! I stayed with my host family 
(which was really just one woman) 
as long as I could. It was far from 
the ideal host family situation, but 
I won’t bother to get into that, just 
know it was not an environment 
where I felt I could be the most 
successful and effective volunteer.
      So after ten months, I got my 
own place. I am paying almost 
$100 less than when I was with my 
host family.  We will call that plus 
número uno. Secondly, some days 
you just want to wake up on your 
own accord or come home to peace 
and quiet. Nowadays, the only thing 

“Until now, 
volunteers in 

Ecuador have had 
options regarding 

where and with 
whom they live”

“Gringos are 
independent 
folks…Latino 

families are the 
familiest of all”
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that wakes me up are chirping birds, 
sunlight, or chickens, rather than 
someone cleaning, playing the radio 
too loud, or watching television. 
However, it’s 
important to 
mention that 
it may not be 
possible or easy to 
find a place to live 
solo that’s quiet - 
noisy neighbors, 
street traffic, 
howling monkeys, 
etc.
      Living alone, I am also 100% 
in control of how the interior of 
my home looks and what I eat. I 
can walk around wearing or not 
wearing whatever I want. Freedom 
and privacy are pluses números dos 
y tres. I’ll conclude with the social 
factors. Although I live alone, I 
can have guests whenever they’re 
available, and I invite them rather 
than needing to ask for permission. 
Finally, when you need your own 
space, you have it. You don’t have to 
search for it; you wake up in it.”

      Shantonu Kundu, a Youth & 
Families volunteer, lives with a 
host family in San Isidro, Manabí. 
Shantonu explains why he prefers 
living with a host family to living 
independently: 

      “I like 
living with my 
host family, 
but that’s just 
because of 
the person I 
am. I grew up 
in Springfield, Virginia and lived 
there all of my life. I chose to go 
to college nearby because I love 
my family and friends, and that 
has always meant more to me than 
traveling anywhere for anything. 
I don’t mind peace and quiet, but 
I’m always around people in some 
way. I’ve never been fond of alone 

time, so having a host family is 
great. I live in their basement and 
have a separate entrance. I cook 
and clean on my own, but I can go 

upstairs to hang out 
or play cards with 
them whenever I like. 
I think if I couldn’t 
do that, it would get 
pretty lonely. Living 
with a host family 
definitely helps me 
get by.” 

      Morgan Pardue, an HIV/AIDS 
volunteer living in Guayaquil, 
explains how she has adapted and 
compromised in order to remain 
with her host family:

      “I never 
thought I 
would be 
the type to 
like living 
with a host 
family, but 
it’s been one 
of the more interesting and 
pleasant surprises of self during 
Peace Corps. I’ve always lived 
an independent existence. I have 
a strong personality and would 
prefer to have the freedom of 
an independent living situation, 
especially given the fact that I 
haven’t lived with a family for nine 
years. All of what I knew of myself 
pointed to the liberty light at of the 
end of the dreaded three months 
with a family. My Guayaquileña 
family was exactly what I thought 
I didn’t want: they were highly 
social, always talking lightly, always 
together, very much in my space, 
treated me like a niñita, and were 
socially conservative.  
      However, I experienced 
difficulties towards the end of those 
three months that forced me to 
rely on my host family as people 
I could connect with. I began to 
realize that just because I couldn’t 

share everything with them, just 
because I don’t agree with their 
worldviews, I could still appreciate 
and enjoy them. I can find ways 
of connecting that are meaningful 
without expecting them to adjust 
to me. I began to appreciate being 
taken care of – how wonderful it 
is to arrive home and have a hot 
and delicious meal waiting for you, 
people wanting to sit down with you 
to converse while you eat and ask 
how you are doing. 
      My host family is one of the 
most important aspects of my life 
in Ecuador. I eat almost every 
meal with them, lay in bed with 
my 80-year-old abuelita watching 
TV, play with my 9-month-old 
sobrina, gossip with my cuñada, 
travel to work with my hermano 
and hermana, and spend all day 
working with my host mom. I know 
that I’ve lightened up because of 
them, become less frustrated and 
more accepting. I spend most of my 
work and free time with my host 
family, but I have also created my 
own space and my own life. I do 
go to my room and shut the door, I 
don’t go to every single family event 
with them, and I come and go as I 
please. I have close Peace Corps 
friends and see them consistently, 
with and without the family. I have 
a queer life that I do not share 
with the family, but that I don’t 
necessarily hide, either. We have 
found a respectful balance between 
our shared life and my private life. I 
never expected to be so fulfilled, and 
I deeply am.” 

      Dana Platin, Deputy Director 
and Programming and Training 
Officer of Peace Corps Ecuador, 
served as a Youth Development/
Community Health volunteer in 
Cotacachi, Imbabura twelve years 
ago. Dana has maintained a unique 
and special relationship with her 
host family ever since her days 
as a volunteer. Dana shared the 

“Some days you 
just want to wake 

up on your own 
accord or come 

home to peace and 
quiet…”
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following: 

      “I remember the day when I was 
at the casa comunal feeling down 
because I didn’t feel connected to 
anyone,  and two of my students, 
Paulina and Anita, invited me 
to their house to meet their 
mother. I hadn’t yet received any 
invitations, as it 
wasn’t customary 
to be invited into 
someone’s home 
until trust was built. 
It takes a long time 
to be accepted 
in an indigenous 
community. I 
remember walking 
through a large, dense field to get 
to Paulina and Anita’s home, and 
at the other side was this 4 foot 5” 
tiny woman with the biggest smile 
I had ever seen. I will never forget 
when I met Rosa Elena and how she 
looked me right in the eye and was 
so kind and sincere. That was not 
normal; the majority of the women 
in my community looked down at 
the ground and covered their smiles 
when I approached them. 
      It was at that moment that a 
friendship was born with Rosa 
Elena, and she became my host 
family. It was Rosa Elena who 
listened to me, who helped round up 
community members for meetings, 
who went door to door and finca to 
finca to introduce me to different 
people, who took care of me when 
I was sick, who invited me to eat 
lunch every day, who opened her 
home to me, who taught me the ins 
and outs of indigenous culture, who 
taught me Kichwa, who listened 
without judging, who just accepted 
me for who I was. At that time, I had 
been living on my own in a small 
place. Over time, I found myself 
wanting to stay with the family 
because being associated with them 
helped me build more credibility, 
and it was nice not to feel so alone 

in the campo. I started to sleep over 
in the community, spending a few 
nights each week in their home, and 
I ate lunch with them every day. 
      I can’t begin to express how 
my Peace Corps experience boils 
down to them. It wasn’t the charlas, 
leadership work, or workshops, 
but the cross-cultural experience 

I had with this 
family that made 
my experience so 
enriching.  To this 
day I still visit with 
them on a monthly 
basis, and I am 
in touch at least 
once a week; Rosa 
Elena still wants to 

know my whereabouts when I go on 
vacation or go climbing. She truly 
turned into a host mother that will 
last a lifetime.” 

 Joshua Cuscaden, Director 
of Management and Operations 
for Peace Corps Ecuador, was a 
volunteer in Kazakhstan. Joshua 
reflected on his experience:

 “Our group was the first to 
be required to live the initial three 
months at site with a host family. 
The older PCVs pitied us and called 
us suckers. My host family at site 
was very cool. Their 
role in helping me 
to integrate into 
the community, 
to say nothing 
of improving 
my Russian and 
Kazakh, cannot 
be understated. 
I learned how to 
take an engine apart, how to treat 
illnesses with vodka and red pepper, 
and how to slaughter a variety of 
ferocious farm animals for later 
consumption. Still, I started looking 
for a place when everyone else 
did. My host family threw me a 
going away party (which I barely 

survived). When the place fell 
through, my family allowed me to 
stay longer. After going through this 
process four more times (including 
four more going away parties), I 
eventually realized that perhaps 
the best place for me was with the 
family.  
 My belongings were very 
secure (we had a gigantic watchdog 
that I affectionately called Cujo 
when he was out of earshot), my 
privacy was respected, they loved 
it when I had visitors, and I really 
developed a great relationship with 
my family. Out of the sixty-some 
PCVs in my group, I was one of 
only two that stayed for two years 
with a family. Two years living 
with a family does wonders for 
your language and your cultural 
learning. It was great not to be 
stressed out about my stuff when I 
left on (always authorized) out of 
site trips. And maybe the coolest 
thing, my host family threw me a 
staying-at-home party when I asked 
to live with them for the duration. 
Now that was a party.”

      It is easy to identify with and 
appreciate all of the feelings and 
frustrations that volunteers express 
regarding the host family issue. 
The desires for more privacy and 

control over one’s 
environment are 
legitimate reasons 
for deciding to live 
alone. Living in a 
high-stress habitat 
can negatively 
impact a volunteer’s 
work and overall 
well-being. While 

some lucky volunteers are placed 
with wonderful host families, many 
are not so fortunate. When the 
new policy is put into place, Peace 
Corps staff will have to take further 
steps to ensure that volunteers are 
matched with fitting families who 
understand the specific needs of 

“I can find ways of 
connecting that 
are meaningful 

without expecting 
them to adjust to 

me”

“Five or 25 years 
from now, what 

remains will be the 
memories of all the 

things we shared 
together”
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American volunteers. Conversely, 
volunteers will have to rise to the 
occasion and adapt to the lifestyle 
and customs of their host families. 
After all, we volunteers were told 
to expect some hardships, and 
two thirds of our job description 
(Peace Corps goals #2 and #3) are 
about building relationships. The 
volunteer-host family relationship 
may be complicated, but for those 
who stick it out and try, it is often 
the most rewarding a volunteer will 
have. 
 That has certainly been my 
experience. I live in a tiny three-
bedroom, one-bathroom house with 
nine family members (including 
a baby and an energetic toddler), 
plus a dog, a cat, two birds, and 
occasionally iguanas and creepy-
crawlies. I often feel claustrophobic 
and need to put on my noise-
canceling headphones to tune it all 
out. Being the quiet, introverted, 
germaphobic picky eater that I am, 
I initially looked forward to moving 
into my own place. Ultimately 
though, I decided to stay with my 
host family – and it has been the 
best decision I have ever made. 
      A couple of months ago, I 
was at home in the States dealing 
with a real family crisis, and I was 
dreading coming back to Ecuador 
and saying goodbye again to 
everyone and everything I know. 
As I staggered out of the airport in 
Guayaquil, I spotted my host dad’s 
familiar face in the receiving line 
crowd. My entire host family was 
waiting in the car; they had driven 
the four hours to the airport in the 
middle of the night because they 
worried about me taking the bus 
alone. I will never forget the feeling 
of relief that washed over me at that 
moment. I realized that all the little 
things that grate on my nerves today 
will soon be forgotten. Five or 25 
years from now, what remains will 
be the memories of all the things we 
shared together and the knowledge 

that, in a distant corner of the 
world, there is a family that cares 
about me. Experiencing that feeling 
of connectedness, of having a 
relationship not based on similarity 
or biology, but simply on common 
humanity and goodwill, is quite rare. 
 I encourage all volunteers 
who have suggestions on how to 
improve the host family selection 
process or cross-cultural training 
for new volunteers to contact Peace 
Corps Ecuador staff. Continuing 
this conversation will help future 
volunteers and host families avoid 
uncomfortable situations and learn 
how to develop healthy, fulfilling 
relationships that last.  

They each take a card and set off 
to find their spouse. With only 
paper and pen, they imagine a 
life, a marriage, the dreams and 
disappointments of their pareja, 
and then, in a somber tone, they 
introduce them to the rest of the 
class.  

Señor y Señora Testiculo, Jefferson 
begins, have never been able to 
conceive. But they live a happy life 
and no one in town pities them. In 
fact, they are widely admired as an 
example of a good marriage. They 
are really very close. You never 
see one without the other because 
they’re always together.  

Dayanna introduces Señor y Señora 
Trompa de Falopio. A young couple 
with no money to their name, Mr. 
and Mrs. Fallopian Tube have been 
forced to move in with the suegra, 
the original Mrs. Fallopian Tube. 
She is a controlling woman who 
cannot accept that her son is a 
man now and regularly engages in 
penetrative sexual relations, so she 
forces the young couple to sleep in 
different rooms.  

Don y Doña Condón, Karen 
declares, have their problems, 
like all couples. Don Condón was 
born with a small hole in his head, 
and as a result, the couple has 
four children. Although they love 
their children, it is hard to find the 
resources to support such a big 
family, and Doña Condón is waiting 
for a happy time to tell her husband 
that she is pregnant once again.  

After each presentation, the 
adolescents nod and clap in 
appreciation of the representation of 
the poignant challenges of married 

A funny thing happened on 
the way to my charla…
La Pareja Feliz 
By Hannah Reed
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adulthood. As the activity draws to a 
close, anxiety about the pressures of 
coupledom gives way to the anxiety 
of never finding the pareja de mis 
sueños. Lucho presents a bearded 
Señor Espermatazoid. He is one of 
three hundred thousand in his clan, 
Lucho says. But without a woman 
to call his own, he just can’t help 
feeling so alone.    

 
Hannah Reed is a Youth & Families 
Volunteer from Omnibus 104 living 
in Loja, Loja. She’s happy to swap 
charla stories with you any old time.

*Disclaimer: Perdón que está en 
Spanglish.  

Why did you decide to stay in 
Ecuador a third year to be a 
PCVL for the Youth & Families 
program?

Porque me dio demasiada pena para 
irme, ni pude pensar de ya irme 
de Ecuador. Two years just isn’t 
enough. I actually remember back 

in training when we had third-year 
PCVs as co-trainers and thinking 
how cool it would be to stay a third 
year and have that opportunity. 
I’m really excited to have this 
opportunity to continue my service 
in Quito, and I look forward to 
continuing to learn new things and 
supporting the current volunteers 
and trainees.  

Tell me about your main projects 
that you will work on as a PCVL 
in the office and as a volunteer 
with a local organization in Quito.

As PCVL, I would really like 
to develop a working group and 
supportive materials for starting 
community banks, microempresas, 
youth entrepreneurship projects, 
and financial education projects. 
I also want to develop manuals 
for working with community 
journalism, mass media youth 
groups, and Luna debates. Of 
course, I will also help with training, 
conferences, and anything else 
needed at the PC office or training 
center.

Mi contraparte será Fundación 
CRISFE, esa organización se 
enfoque en la responsabilidad social 
empresarial, la educación financiara, 
el aprendizaje microempresarial y 
la inclusión educativa de desertores 
del sistema educativo. I will be 
collaborating at two of their centers, 
one in the historic center of Quito 
and the other in Lloa, a parroquia of 
Quito.

Would you have stayed in your 
site (Arenillas, El Oro) for a third 
year? 

I thought about it, and although 
I love Arenillas and spent two 
incredible years here, they haven’t 

been the best two years for my 
health. I’m hoping living in the city 
magically cures me. 

What is the funniest thing that has 
happened to you in Ecuador?

Phew, so many funny, awkward 
moments to choose from. I will tell 
you the most recent one. Recently 
I was traveling on the always fun 
fourteen-hour bus ride to Quito 
with a youth group member. In the 
middle of the night, I took off my 
flip flops and slid them under my 
backpack under my seat. About 
eight hours later, I woke up only 
minutes from the terminal and 
started gathering my stuff. My shoes 
were nowhere to be found. Some 
ladies realized I was searching for 
something, and after I explained 
I had lost my shoes, they started 
searching the bus with me seat 
by seat. No luck. I could tell my 
youth group member was dying of 
embarrassment for being associated 
with the barefoot gringa. Everyone 
started getting off at the terminal, 
and I started searching the bus again 
for my sandals (Note: they were the 
only shoes I had with me, it was 
cold and raining, and we had to 
catch the Metro to Rio Coca to get 
the bus to Tumbaco). 

Better Know a Volunteer: 
PCVL Sarah Edwards
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After searching the whole bus again, 
there was still no sign of my shoes. 
I assumed they must have been 
stolen. So I got off the bus barefoot, 
mortified that I might be traveling 
to the training center this way, and 
I went up to the ayudante, who was 
unloading the cargo, to see if he had 
seen my sandals. He screamed out 
to the driver to help him look for 
the gringa’s shoes. Now everyone 
around this part of the bus terminal 
knew I was barefoot and had lost 
my shoes. I have no idea where or 
how they found them, but about five 
minutes later, the bus driver got off 
the bus and had my sandals! I got a 
round of applause from about thirty 
bystanders. Needless to say, it was a 
slightly embarrassing moment. My 
recommendation to all volunteers: 
Always put your shoes in a safe 
place on the bus, or keep them on!

Tell me three interesting or 
unknown facts about yourself. 

After two years living in Arenillas, 
I am now certified in cooking 
bananas (I took a course with 
Bananito Amigo – did you know 
there are more than fifty ways to 
cook a banana?), as a puppeteer 
(after an intense one week course), 
at washing my hands and teaching 
others how to wash their hands, and 
at being a locutor (radio show host) 
at the local radio station. 

If you were stranded on a deserted 
island in the Galápagos and could 
only have one other Peace Corps 
staff member with you to keep 
you company, who would it be and 
why?

I would have to say the NRC PCVL, 
Ian Robinson. We made it through 
the ups and downs of service as site 
mates in Arenillas for two years, so 
I’m pretty sure we could survive 
being stranded in the Galápagos 
together. 

What has been your favorite place 
to visit in Ecuador? Or, what 
especially memorable trips have 
you taken during the past two 
years?

I really haven’t traveled to many 
places; I was a bit of a site rat. One 
unforgettable trip I took was to 
Guaranda for Carnival. Guaranda 
knows how to play Carnival like no 
other city!

In your opinion, what is the most 
useful Spanish word?  

Most fun word: Vecijue. My youth 
group members say it all time, 
although I’m not sure if it is coastal 
slang or just an Arenillas thing. It 
can be used to mean qué bestia, 
bacán, qué sopresa, qué increíble...
basically anything positive. 

Tell me something you wish you 
did as a volunteer in your site.  

I always wanted to do a World Map 
project, but there wasn’t enough 
time.

 If you could give only one piece 
of advice to incoming volunteers, 
what would it be?  

Two years in site will fly by before 
you know it, so take advantage of 
the time you have and enjoy every 
minute of it. 

Interview by Claire Davis, a Youth 
& Families Volunteer from Omnibus 
104 living in Machala, El Oro. 
Claire is the Volunteer Life Section 
Editor for El Clima.

Hi, Bibi! Thanks for talking with 
us. What is your current position 
with Peace Corps-Ecuador? 
I am a Program and Training 
Specialist with the Community 

Health 
Program. 
 
Where are 
you from 
originally?
Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania.

What three 
words would 
you use to 
describe 
yourself?
Energetic. Shy. Welcoming.

What were you doing before you 
came to Ecuador?
I was the Country Director for 
Manna Project International 
working in Chillos Valley southeast 
of Quito.

You also served as a PCV here, 
correct?
Yes, I served from 2003-2005 in Los 
Bancos.

What is the best thing that 
happened to you during your 
service?
Meeting my partner.

What is the biggest difference 
between being a PCV then as 
compared to now?
Internet, not doing laundry by hand, 
and cell phones – in general, people 
didn’t have cell phones when I was 
a PCV.

Do you have any hobbies?
I collect Smurfs. I also play 
basketball, and I like to bake.

Your favorite phrase in Spanish?
“Ve!”

Favorite book?
Ender’s Game. And Hawaii by 
James Michener.

What is currently playing on your 

Better Know a Staff Mem-
ber: Bibi Al-Ebrahim
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Dear Ronald, 
On Facebook, my host mother 
listed her relationship with me as 
“complicated.” Should I look for 
my own place? 
Thanks for your help,
Confused in Cotopaxi

Your first mistake was friending or accepting the friend request of your host 
mother. I won’t fault you for that too much because I, too, have made the 
same error. But the past is the past, right?

Your situation is a bit precarious, because you obviously did something 
wrong.  It was probably the language thing: You “falta-d” in using your 
–itas, or perhaps there wasn’t enough cariño in your voice when you 
talked to her. Qué mala educación on your part for not sprinkling every 
possible statement, mandate, interrogative, whatever, with a little cariño. 
When you asked that she serve you less rice, did you ever think of saying, 
“Por fis, señora, no sea malita…solamente un poquito porcioncito de 
arrocito.” Instead, you said, “Señora, puedo tener menos arroz?” Maybe 
if you had tried a bit more, like Peace Corps told you to, you wouldn’t be 
in this conundrum. But no, you didn’t do that. No, you chose to be a rude, 
thoughtless American coming here—on your own time—leaving  what I 
presume was a place with consistent hot water for some cold, oxygen-less, 
campo site. Your effrontery is despicable. 
Still, all is not lost – yet. Hang in there for a bit longer, only this time when 
you interact with her, think about being a bit more polite. Remember, it’s 
not about your Si’s and No’s, the Por favors o Graciases. It’s all about your 
–itos. Think diminutive! 
Good luck Paxi, show some moxie!

Dear Ronald, 
The girl I like at site has finally agreed to go out on a date with me. 
I’m torn between taking her for roast chicken or chifa: She really 
likes chifa, but her family only eats it once a year at Christmas, and 
I don’t want her to get the wrong idea and think we’re more serious 
than we are. On the other hand, roast chicken is an everyday meal. Any 
suggestions? 
Nervous in Naranjal

Listen, Nervs. I’m not sure if you’ve realized this or not, but you’ve already 
won the battle. For some reason or another your repugnant gringo charm 
has this girl smitten. There’s no more need to impress anybody. Why go 
out when you can eat in? I say you invite her over one time and have her 
taste test your whipped cream grin-gini sundae (bikini sundae—watch the 
late ’90s classic Varsity Blues if you’re CLUELESS as to what I’m talking 
about). One handsome helping of you and she’ll be taking you out to 
dinner, insisting that you make the just desserts.
Oh and a few more things: (1) – Make sure she washes her hands before she 

iPod?
A podcast about Alexander the 
Great.  

If you could have a superpower, 
what would it be?
The ability to fly.

Favorite music/artist?
Tracy Chapman.

Favorite Ecuadorian food?
Encebollado.

Favorite place you’ve ever lived in 
or visited?
Lived: New Orleans. Visited: Petra, 
Jordan.

What was the last movie you saw?
Los Pitufos – in 3D.

What is one thing you would 
change about the world?
Better food distribution so 
everybody could eat.

What is your dream job?
Something where I could be my 
own employer, maybe a business 
owner in the food industry.

If you could meet one person, 
whether they are currently dead 
or alive, and have a conversation 
with them, who would you meet?
Barack Obama.

Where would you like to be 25 
years from now?
Living on a farm, probably in 
Ecuador, with a lot of dogs and a lot 
of grandchildren.
Interview by Jordan Shuler, a Youth 
& Families Volunteer from Omnibus 
104 living in Guayaquil, Guayas.

Ask Ronald! 
By Ronald Ikechi-Ogbonna
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eats the sundae. No one should eat with dirty hands, you 
know? (2) – If things escalate a bit while you’re eating, 
make sure to use your dental dam handkerchief or your 
trusty, electronically tested preservatorio.
Pilas.

Dear Ronald, 
How do you stay in such great shape?! 
Sincerely, 
In Awe in Alausí

AWE shucks! Thanks for complimenting my seemingly 
godly bod. I wish I could attribute my success to a 
diligent workout routine replete with beating down old 
men in the street with my machete or running kilo upon 
kilo from the barking dogs that surround my house. 
However, I can’t. The truth is I was born this way. 
Yep. I popped out of the womb with killer biceps and 
washboard abs.  
Right now you’re probably asking yourself, “Well, do 
I have a shot at getting such a bod?” Probably not, but 
here’s some real advice: 

1. Starting eating right: Instead of eyeing that 
salchipapa in the street, vaya no más to the 
mercado and get yourself a pitahaya. It’s recom-
mended that you get a healthy serving of 3-5 
porciones of fruits and vegetables a day.

2. Get up off your nalgas. Take a walk. Play some 
vólei—include your female friends. Play some 
fútbol. I’m pretty sure it’s recommended that 
you do some type of exercise that keeps your 
heart rate elevated for AT LEAST 30 minutes 
every day. So do that, too.

Also, I just noticed that you live in Alausí. I honestly 
don’t know where that is, but I’m going to assume it’s at 
some high altitude. For this, I suggest that while you’re 
following my awesome advice you also buy yourself an 
oxygen tank, because you’re probably going to need it.

Hey Ronald, 
The town drunk has taken to falling asleep on my 
doorstep and ordering breakfast from me the next 
morning. Up until now I’ve obliged, but I’m down to 
my very last chicken. What should I do? 
Fed Up in Flavio Alfaro

Wow. I hear you, Flavio. I once knew a guy who had the 
same problem in Guangaje, let’s call this guy Georgaje. 
After weeks of trying to figure out why this poor lad 
wasn’t making his own breakfast, it dawned upon him 
that his own cooking was just too good. You see, the 
problem with Georgaje is that he had a tendency to cook 

with love—the ingredient of all ingredients. Love is so 
good, it puts crack cocaine to shame. I have to assume 
you do the same thing—there’s a lot of love in your 
cooking. So what did Georgaje do? He started spiking 
the guy’s tomate de árbol with tears of sadness. The 
guy was gone in less than a week. I’m not telling you 
to stop putting that little bit of “extra” in your sopa de 
papa; I would never do that, mainly because I want to 
try what you’re cooking. You just want to consider some 
alternative ingredients.
On the other hand, you might want to keep cooking 
after all; I hear Waffle House is looking to open a 
franchise in your neck of the woods.

Do you know anything about training a rooster to 
crow at 6am instead of 3am? 
Sleep Deprived in Súa

So here is the thing about roosters: they usually crow 
when they wake up. If your rooster is crowing at 3am 
without any sign of dawn, I say there is a problem 
with its circadian rhythm. One’s circadian rhythm is 
pretty much an internal clock dominated by a light 
exposure, namely the sun. Nicknamed the “Third 
Eye,” the superchiasmatic nucleus is responsible for 
the functioning of the circadian rhythm in humans. I’m 
not that familiar with avian neuroanatomy, but I would 
guess the rooster has some analogous nucleus which 
operates in a similar fashion.  
So what do you do? If the answer isn’t obvious enough, 
you simply need to blindfold your rooster. When? The 
best time to nab your male chicken is when it’s asleep, 
BUT don’t remove the blindfold until around 6am, or 
whatever time you want for that matter. After a week 
or two of blindfolding, your rooster’s biological clock 
will start to adjust to this new schedule. The only 
thing you’ll have to worry about is that you may have 
obviated its use as an alarm clock because you’ll be 
waking up before he does.
By the way, I knew all that stuff about circadian 
rhythms BEFORE I fact checked myself with various 
web-based resources. 

Ronald Ikechi-Ogbonna would be delighted to continue 
this discussion on roosters’ circadian rhythms, or 
any other pressing issue in your life, either within 
these pages or when you visit him at his site in Santo 
Domingo, Santo Domingo de Los Tsáchilas. He is a 
Community Health Volunteer from Omnibus 104.
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In an effort to introduce some of 
the newer faces among us, here’s 
a brief and incomplete timeline of 
events from various members of 
the two newest Omnibuses to arrive 
in country. 
Let us look 
back with 
fondness on 
the rewarding 
aspects of 
training and 
the first few 
weeks at site, 
and let us also 
remember 
with 
reverence 
the mantra 
that got us all through the more 
challenging parts of those times: 
Poco a poco…

During Training…

On the first day of training, Natt 
Balder OMN 105 leaves the house 
and shuts the door behind him, 
thereby locking himself and his 
host mom into the backyard. After 
unsuccessful attempts at scaling 
the wall, they start yelling for help. 
Eventually, the neighbors come to 
their rescue.

On the first day of her training 
homestay, Kristin Farr OMN 105 
gives her clothes some tough love 
on the piedra, with instructions from 
her host sister, and hangs them up to 
dry – unmentionables and all – for 
her new host family to see. Don’t 
worry, Kristin, you’ll be an expert in 
Ecua-washing in no time.  

On April Fools’ Day, 
OMN 105 puts a 
rooster in Jeannet’s 
office in the training 
center in an attempt 
to share an American 
holiday. Jeannet does 
not enjoy this cultural 
exchange.

At the bus terminal in Quito, 
Elizabeth Stokely OMN 106 pays 
the attendant a quarter for a $0.20 

turnstile ticket. 
The attendant 
asks, “No 
tiene los 20 
centavitos?” 
and goes next 
door to track 
down a nickel. 
That’s when 
Elizabeth 
develops a 
business plan 
for a suelto 

shop to supply 
change to storeowners who don’t 
have any. Please keep us posted on 
your progress, Elizabeth.

Whitni Ciofalo OMN 105 acquires 
the nickname “Buckshot” because 
she went to Bucknell and is pretty 
much Annie Oakley reincarnate.

On the second day of the 16-hour 
bus ride to visit site, Elizabeth 
Stokely OMN 106 finds herself 
sitting behind a nun whose seat is 
fully reclined; two rows in front 
of a canary; and directly beneath a 
Korean slasher movie playing at full 
volume. Just when she thought she 
was getting better at being patient 
and culturally sensitive… 

During the twelve weeks of 
training, Benjamin Niespodziany 
OMN 106 climbs to the summit 
of Ilalo, swims in the volcanic hot 
springs of Papallacta, learns to 

play Cuarenta, learns 
to cook humitas and 
pristinos, participates 
in a traditional folkloric 
dance, creates an 
Ecuadorian version of 
Romeo and Juliet, swims 
in the Pacific Ocean 
four times, discovers 
an electric eel washed 

up on the beach, gets sick on a 
twelve hour bus ride, makes bread 
in Zuleta, paints with niños, helps 
fourth graders with their math 
homework, gives six charlas in four 
days, teaches a nine-year-old how 
to juggle, gives a commencement 
speech on behalf of the Youth and 
Families program, and shaves his 
head in anticipation of the Machala 
heat. (Slow down, Benjamin, you’re 
making the rest of us look bad.)

On Swear-In Day, Manuel 
Menendez OMN 106 realizes that 
“The only thing I know after three 
months of training is that all the 
training I did...I did by myself...I 
did out on the streets, trying to be 
myself and trying to be someone 
else, failing and succeeding 
somewhere in between the two...I 
did it with the other trainees, 
strangers they were on the first day, 
and some of my favorite people 
now.”

Welcome to Site…

Christina Forbes OMN 105 lives 
in freezing cold Chimborazo with 
her host mom and makes friends 

A Brief Timeline of Events 
in the Lives of  
Omnibuses 105 & 106 
By Claire Davis  
and Jordan Shuler
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with her warm and 
fuzzy pet rabbit 
named Moo.

In an attempt at 
maintaining a rice-
free diet in Ecuador, 
Whitni Ciofalo 
OMN 105 tells her 
host family she does 
not eat rice. Her host family gives 
her a spoonful with every meal 
anyway, in case she changes her 
mind. Whitni does, however, eat a 
clove of raw garlic every morning.

Sarah Everly OMN 106 adjusts to 
city life in Guayaquil day by day. 
“I have already begun relationships 
with many of the youth in my site…
This makes me optimistic and 
hopeful about my next 2 years here 
working with them!” That’s the 
spirit, dale, chica!

Alex Helpenstell OMN 105 builds 
an earthen oven at his site in Tena. 
Let the baking begin.

Kristin Farr OMN 105 gets “lost 
in translation” and unwittingly 
agrees to purchase three lycra and 
spandex tops for $45 from her host 
mom, who holds the twenties up to 
the light to make sure they aren’t 
counterfeit and then walks away 
happy as a clam.

Orrin Tiberi OMN 106 arrives 
in “Friobamba” and struggles to 
surf and not sink in the tsunami 
of sounds that is Spanish speech. 
“Some days I feel like I am just 
keeping my head above water, my 
Spanish level just barely enough 
for me to want to keep treading 
water.” (What was that taller about, 
anyway?) In the end, he decides 
he’s a pretty good swimmer. Siga no 
más, Orrin…poco a poco.

Claire Davis and Jordan Shuler 

are Youth & Families 
Volunteers from 
Omnibus 104. Claire 
lives in Machala, El 
Oro. Jordan lives in 
Guayaquil, Guayas.

For the month of July, I had 
the incredible experience of working 
on an orthopedic medical mission 
in Cuenca with the world-renowned 
surgeons of Operation Rainbow. My 
father, an internal/sport medicine 
doctor from San Francisco, first 
introduced me to Operation 
Rainbow when he volunteered with 
them in the Dominican Republic 
after the devastating earthquake in 
Haiti. This year, my 
father was invited 
to volunteer again 
with Operation 
Rainbow in 
Cuenca, but since 
he was unable to 
make the trip, he 
asked me if I would 
like to volunteer on the mission as a 

translator. 
My experience working 

in HIV counseling and testing in 
Guayaquil has shown me how 
much I enjoy working with patients 
in a hospital setting, so I jumped 
at the opportunity to work as a 
translator with Operation Rainbow 
at Hospital Vicente Corral Moscoso. 
Throughout the week, I assumed the 
role of assisting doctors, nurses, and 
physical therapists with translating 
during physicals and surgery. 
Our first day in Cuenca, we pre-
screened more than 60 children 
and 50 adults with the objective of 
finding the most critical patients 
requiring surgery. It was an intense 
first day for me, as I had to figure 
out my own method of translating 
while also learning new medical 
terminology in Spanish.

After a long day of 
physicals, the surgeons sat down and 
made the final decision on which 
patients were surgical candidates 
and which patients we had to turn 

away. At the end 
of a long white 
hallway, the families 
waited patiently to 
hear if their child 
or their loved one 
would be selected 
by Operation 
Rainbow’s 

surgeons. Many families had been 

Roberto’s Second Chance
By Leana Nápoles

“Families waited 
patiently to hear if 
their child or their 
loved one would 

be selected…”
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waiting for more than eight hours in 
the waiting rooms of the hospital.

The surgeons of Operation 
Rainbow, a nonprofit organization 
based in the San Francisco Bay 
area, perform free orthopedic 
surgery. In Cuenca, we focused 
on surgeries that are normally 
corrected with a simple procedure 
in the United States but are often 
left uncorrected in Ecuador, usually 
due to poverty and limited access to 
medical care. Many of the surgical 
patients selected by 
Operation Rainbow 
were children with 
birth abnormalities 
that left them with 
deformed bones in 
their hands, legs, 
and arms. 

My role as 
a translator gave me the amazing 
opportunity to interact with patients 
from their preliminary physicals 
all the way up until their physical 
therapy sessions post surgery. 
After a week of working with these 
families and their children, I felt 
a great connection to many of the 
families and patients. It is a gift 
that I speak Spanish and that I was 
able to help patients communicate 
their concerns, their hopes, and 
their gratitude for all of Operation 
Rainbow’s hard work. 

One patient who tugged 
on my heartstrings and who I 
connected with instantly was a 

five-year-old named Roberto. With 
his mother and father, Roberto had 
traveled more than six hours to 
Cuenca from Santa Clara. During 
the first day of screening patients, I 
met Roberto while I was translating 
between his mother and one of our 
hand surgeons. His mother wore a 
traditional indigenous skirt, a white 
blouse, and a fedora hat. Roberto 
wore a hand-woven hat and a plaid 
blue shirt. His mother told me the 
story of how Roberto lost the use 

of his left hand: In 
the yard of their 
home, Roberto and 
his friend were 
fooling around with 
a machete. As his 
friend swung the 
machete too close 
to his face, Roberto 

lifted his arm to protect himself, 
and the tendons in his wrist were 
severed in one blow. In the small 
indigenous town of Santa Clara, 
medical care for the injury was not 
available, so the family was forced 
to travel the long distance to Cuenca 
in order to seek help.

I had the opportunity to 
watch Roberto’s hand surgery from 
within the operating room and to 
spend time with him afterwards. 
He was quite shy as he was coming 
out of anesthesia, and all he wanted 
to do was play with his purple 
wind-up grasshopper toy. I asked 
him if he was in any pain, if he 

was scared, or if he was thirsty. 
He nodded his head to say he was 
thirsty, so I brought over a cup of 
red Gatorade. When I asked him if 
he wanted a little bit or a lot more 
he replied with a huge smile, which 
made me melt. From that moment 
on, Roberto and I were buddies. 
He whispered to me about his best 
friend back in Santa Clara and how 
much he liked to play fútbol outside 
his house. Moments like these are 
the reason I love my job as a Peace 
Corps volunteer in Ecuador. 

Through the work of 
Operation Rainbow’s team, 
Roberto’s injury was fully treated. 
After a few months of dedicated 
physical therapy, Roberto will 
regain full movement in his left 
hand. I am proud to be a part of 
this mission, which gave Roberto 
the opportunity to be a normal kid 
again. 

Leana Nápoles is an HIV Volunteer 
from Omnibus 104 living in 
Guayaquil, Guayas.

Having solicited stories about 
Volunteer life, adaptation and 
projects from each training class, I 
wanted to share two in particular, 
as well as some thoughts about our 
roles in supporting the development 
work of other Volunteers, the 
direction of our program here in 
Ecuador, and the philosophy and 
initiatives of the agency.

Story # 1 Gender in Development: 
Building Skills and Self-Esteem

In collaboration with the 
Ecuadorian Red Cross, volunteers 
Hannah Sung and Tabitha Komathy 
began a project with female sex 
workers, with 28 women attending 

“His mother told 
me the story of 

how Roberto lost 
the use of his left 

hand”

A Tale of Two  
Gender Stories
By Parmer Heacox
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in total throughout the course. 
The project, a six-week fomix art 
course, was designed to elevate 
the women’s self-esteem through 
creative artistic outlets. Classes 
were given twice a week for two 
hours, and each class focused on a 
different theme, such as practicing 
safe sex. 

The goals of the course were 
to build a relationship between the 
women and the Ecuadorian Red 
Cross and to exchange information 
about healthy life choices. These 
classes offered participants a 
safe space where they could be 
creative, relax, and feel productive. 
Through such an environment, 
the classes aimed to empower 
the women and raise self-esteem 
and, more importantly, help them 
form strong bonds and friendships 
with one another. Potentially, this 
project could be the beginning of 
a microenterprise, 
since all of the art 
objects created by 
the sex workers can 
be sold. The course 
was a success: 
many of the women 
are eager to return 
for the second 
phase of the fomix 
art course.

While 
Hannah and Tabitha 
can be proud of the 
initial outcomes, 
there is so much 
more that can fall into place 
developmentally with this group 
of women. Dana Platin recently 
met with the group to facilitate 
a jewelry making workshop that 
could easily lead to an income 
generation project. The additional 
involvement of PCV Michael Close 
sees the women working on an 
organic garden with the objective of 
improving nutrition for themselves, 
their children and families. The 

options are limitless; the important 
thing to keep in mind is that, by 
caring about these women and 
showing them some alternatives, 
they can take healthy directions in 

their lives and make 
healthy choices.  

Within 
our various 
projects, there is an 
incredible menu of 
activities that can 
be brought into play 
as these women, 
or any group we 
work with, begin 
to take control 
of their lives. 
This is only one 
of many projects 
that strive to build 

opportunity and gender equity, 
which are inherent goals of our 
agency. Congratulations to Hannah, 
Tabitha, and the other volunteers 
who are supporting this project. You 
demonstrate the true spirit of Peace 
Corps, and I hope that we may learn 
from your dedication and creativity.   

Story #2 Gender Exploitation

Around the same time 

that I got word of Hannah and 
Tabitha’s project, I was told several 
unpleasant stories from five different 
female volunteers. The things I 
heard undermine the hard work of 
Hannah, Tabitha, and all the other 
volunteers working to help people 
build healthy, safe, and productive 
lives. Additionally, these stories 
undermine Peace Corps’ initiative to 
promote gender equality and gender 
development.

The protagonists of these 
stories are nameless. The rumor that 
some of our male volunteers have 
been frequenting “chongas” is the 
storyline. This rumor is disturbing 
for health reasons alone, but more 
disturbing, were this true, is the 
total disregard they would have to 
have for their role as volunteers, 
their peers, the program, and the 
agency. I think there is need for 
a reality check here. Given that 
the volunteers who talked to me 
preferred not to give names, we 
have to count this story as a rumor. 
I would prefer to believe that 
male colleagues, whom we have 
trained and supported, believed in 
the agency enough to uphold its 
values and its initiatives through 
their actions and behavior. But, let’s 

“Within our various 
projects, there is 

an incredible menu 
of activities that 
can be brought 

into play as these 
women, or any 
group we work 

with, begin to take 
control of their 

lives.  ”
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use this rumor as an opportunity to 
consider how the actions of a few 
undermine everything we work for.

While there are no reliable 
statistics on prostitution in Ecuador, 
data on the topic over time 
demonstrates that the vast majority 
of women (or men) who enter this 
profession do so because of lack of 
alternatives, in many cases because 
they are forced to do so at a young 
age. Once in this position, finding a 
way out is close to impossible, given 
societal norms (how many men are 
willing to openly date or marry a 
prostitute?) and the fact that few 
prostitutes make enough money to 
move on to other professions. This 
lifestyle frequently carries with 
it psychological issues, physical 
health issues, alcohol and drug 
dependency, and child care needs. 
There are few opportunities for 
education or personal advancement. 
When we consider that most women 
(and men) become prostitutes 
though desperation or force, it is 
hard to imagine how trained and 
supported men in our organization 
could justify their 
actions.

Rumors 
are just that and 
are very hard to 
prove. Prostitution 
is legal in Ecuador, 
but can we 
justify volunteers 
participating in 
the sex trade? Let 
us look to a well known source for 
answers:

Peace Corps Ecuador’s Policy 
Handbook, pg. 20

Volunteer Philosophy and 
Lifestyle

The two things generally 
considered most important 
regarding Volunteer 
philosophy and lifestyle are:

1. Take initiative and be as 
effective as possible on the 
job.

2. Become 
assimilated into 
the Ecuadorian 
culture.

One’s personal behavior as 
a PCV will influence the 
degree of success one has 

in attaining these 
goals. The PCV 
must remember 
that s/he is a guest 
of the Ecuadorian 
people and should 
be respectful of 
and sensitive to 
their values and 
ideas, without 

compromising her/
his own. Each PCV has 
the responsibility to 
represent Peace Corps in a 
professional, mature manner 
and by so doing, uphold the 
esteemed public image and 
reputation of Peace Corps 
Ecuador. It is disrespectful 
to the people of Ecuador 
and to one’s fellow PCVs 
to act or behave in any less 
than a professional manner. 
Remember, one’s actions 

reflect on Peace Corps 
Ecuador as a whole. Certain 
illegal or inappropriate 
behaviors (drug use, 
excessive alcohol, etc.) could 
have a profound negative 
impact on the entire Peace 
Corps Ecuador program.

While one could argue that 
participating in the sex trade is 
assimilating into the Ecuadorian 
culture, this argument is farfetched. 
The above section of the handbook 
makes it clear that our behavior 
has an effect on our ability to both 
represent the agency professionally, 
represent our culture, and to perform 
in our given areas of work.

Clearly, the agency believes 
in gender and development. One of 
the programmatic priorities of the 
Peace Corps Act specifies, “…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 development effort.” As 
mentioned, women (and men) who 
work in the sex trade do so for lack 
of alternatives or by force, and 
once they enter this profession they 

“Prostitution is 
legal in Ecuador, 

but can we 
justify volunteers 

participating in the 
sex trade?”
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face discrimination, abuse, and 
exploitation.

Clearly, our staff and the 
majority of our volunteers believe 
that gender exploitation is not 
acceptable. We have integrated 
gender and gender equity into every 
project plan, and we do training 
on this topic during PST and IST. 
Our program and training staff 
and volunteers, 
who work hard to 
promote gender 
equity, are rightfully 
indignant by 
behavior that insults 
this effort. Our 
Safety and Security 
Coordinator, Julieta 
Alarcón, played a 
key role in moving 
forward Ecuadorian 
Law 103 Against Violence to Women 
and Families. We believe in gender 
development and gender equity.

So, there we have it. I cannot 
emphasize enough how important 
it is for all of us to continually 
consider that we represent more 
than our own interests and needs. 
We represent an agency that 
promotes gender equity as one of 
its initiatives. We represent each 
other, people of both genders who 
are working to support development 
needs and opportunities.  

Parmer Heacox is the Country 
Director for Peace Corps-Ecuador.

“Clearly, our staff 
and the majority 
of our volunteers 

believe that gender 
exploitation is not 

acceptable.”



Arts & Entertainment • El Clima • September 2011

19

ARTS  &  ENTERTA INMENT
Caption Contest

Send us  your  wi t ty,  your  mer ry,  your  pe r t :  
e l c l imamag@gmai l . com 

Las t  I s sue ’ s  Winner :

“See ing you here  has  made my 2 ,000 mi le  
mig ra t ion  we l l  wor th  i t . ”
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I remember sitting on 
the bright red, blue, and yellow 
alphabet carpet in my kindergarten 
classroom, braided pigtails tied 
tightly to my head, and thinking, 
“Who are all these kids and what are 
they speaking?” I was one of maybe 
two Asian students in my White 
suburban elementary school, and 
at that point, having grown up in a 
Korean community in Cleveland, I 
knew very little English.  

Flash forward eighteen 
years. I was sitting on a bus going 
to my campo community, on my 
own for the first time. The jerky 
stop-and-go motion added to the 
slight nausea in my 
stomach from the 
uncertainty of what 
my Peace Corps 
years would bring. 
Looking around, I 
thought, “I am in 
another country 
surrounded by 
unfamiliar people, 
and I can’t understand what they’re 
saying.” At that point, my poor 
Spanish skills were not enough to 
decipher the words of fast-talking 
coastal Ecuadorians.  

Coming to Ecuador was 
like being transported back to 
kindergarten. The environment 
was completely new, and I felt 
out of place. I regressed to being 
a child again, trying to figure out 
my bearings. Not only were my 
circumstances parallel to my early 
school days, but the way others 
initially behaved toward me seemed 
similar as well. At first, my school 
classmates called me Chinese 
and were curious about my small, 
monolid eyes. Some children would 
stretch out the corner of their eyes 

with their index fingers and sing the 
“Chinese, Japanese” song. When I 
arrived in Ecuador, I was referred 
to as china and was surprised to see 

a few children and 
adults making the 
same Asian-eyes. 
A former Asian 
American Peace 
Corps volunteer 
shared with me her 
experiences in Costa 
Rica, so I expected 
the comments, 

stares, and whispers. Still, it was 
strange to see and hear it firsthand. 
Almost everywhere I went it was, 
“China.  Tsss tsss, chinita.” But I 
had grown up since kindergarten. 
Dealing with reactions to my Asian 
appearance, I found, 
was a lot easier as 
an adult. 

 I have 
become accustomed 
to being called 
china (sometimes 
japonesa). I have 
heard countless 
questions about my 
origin and have a ready response: 
“I was born in the United States, 
actually, and my parents are from 
South Korea…” I have learned to 
anticipate chaulafán and wontons for 

my birthdays or special occasions, 
and I do not bat an eye when 
Ecuadorians escort me to the nearest 
Chinese man or woman if I need 
help with directions. I know I will 
get a hushed wave of china when I 
enter a colegio, but I just smile and 
explain where I come from; maybe 
as a result, the students will pay 
more attention and invite me for 
another charla.

 Perhaps that sounds too 
healthy. I admit there are many 
days when I want to roll my eyes 
and shout, “Yes, I am Asian. No, I 
am not Chinese. Get over it!” The 
most tiresome moments are when 
I try to explain to Ecuadorians the 
differences between Chinese and 

Korean language or 
food (I can barely 
articulate it in 
English). There are 
also some hilarious 
and socially 
awkward moments 
where I am at a 
loss for words. My 
host mom has, once 
or twice, talked 

about me like a collectible item and 
declared to random Asian people, “I 
have one like you at home!”

On the other hand, being 

An Asian in Ecuador 
By Hannah Sung

“Coming to 
Ecuador was 

like being 
transported back 
to kindergarten”

“I have learned 
to anticipate 

chaulafán and 
wontons for my 

birthdays or 
special occasions”



Arts & Entertainment • El Clima • September 2011

21

Asian in Ecuador has its perks. 
A lot of people assume I can do 
karate, and apparently I look like 
famous people. Students who 
have seen “Stairway to Heaven,” a 
South Korean television drama that 
recently aired in Ecuador, tell me 
that I am igualita to the lead actress, 
which always flatters me. In reality, 
I look nothing like her. One of my 
students in English class came up 
to me and said that I looked like 
someone in an Indiana Jones movie: 
“You know, that kid that follows 
Indiana Jones…‘Doctor Jones! 
Doctor Jones!’”  

As an Asian American, 
I represent two entities: my 
Korean heritage and my American 
nationality. Yet overall, I think my 
experience is not much different 
from the experiences of my fellow 
Peace Corps volunteers. Most 
of us stick out like a sore thumb 
in the crowd, and we are all 
outsiders going through a collective 
experience of validating and shaping 
our identities far from home. 
Regardless of our race or ethnicity, 
through our daily interactions, I 
believe we are opening a window to 
a world that many Ecuadorians have 
not seen before. By sharing our 
stories, we are guiding others to see 
past our appearances. I may always 
be known as la chinita, but little 
by little, poco a poco, I am helping 
people understand the real me.

Hannah Sung is an HIV Volunteer 
from Omnibus 104 living and 
practicing her karate moves in 
Milagro, Guayas.

As it becomes clear from an 
overnight bus ride from Quito to 
Guayaquil, the climate, the culture, 
the people, the food change like that 
– and so does the music.
The Sierra is home to the sanjuanito 
style of music, which everyone 
became accustomed to and grew 
fond of during training. While some 
may have believed Mitch Adams 
OMN 104 was just enjoying the 
music because of the Diablo Humo 
costume, there was really much 
more to it. The rhythm, the steps, 
the atmosphere, the 
chorizo; they all 
aided his technique 
and masterful skills 
during the festivals 
in La Chimba.* 
While guitar trios 
are quite commonly 
found performing 
the sanjuanito 
style, other wind 
instruments and the rondador are 
also used. The rondador contains 

a single row of pipes and is the 
national musical instrument of 
Ecuador (betcha didn’t know that 
little piece of trivia). A beautiful 
art form that has stood the test of 
time, the sanjuanito is an integral 
part of the tradition and history of 
the Indigenous Andean peoples of 
Ecuador.
As one moves towards the coast, 
salsa quickly overwhelms the small 
local bars where the panas are 
trying to smoothtalk the mamacita 
ricas, where honking taxis swerve 
their way through traffic lights and 
pedestrians, and where surfers in 
the beach shacks are getting their 
second wind.

Salsa is hot, saucy 
and spicy, just 
like the coast of 
Ecuador – and I’m 
not just talking 
about the climate or 
ever so popular ají. 
A combination of 
African and Spanish 
music, it becomes 
evident that salsa 

correlates with the history of much 
of Latin America and the Caribbean, 
and in Ecuador’s case more so in the 

Sanjuanito o Salsa?  
By Caitlin Leach

“The rondador 
contains a single 
row of pipes and 

is the national 
musical instrument 

of Ecuador”
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provinces of 
Esmeraldas, 
Manabí, and 
Guayas than 
in Pichincha 
and 
Cotopaxi. 
The 
population 
on the coast 
of Ecuador is 
more inclined 
to blast Los 
Adolescentes 
than Andes 
Manta: so be 
it.**  
So, Sanjuanito or Salsa? It depends 
on the person, the atmosphere, and 
the company. The appreciation is 
there for both. How privileged are 
we to be able to experience such a 
fusion of cultures, instruments and 
beats in such a small but diverse 
country as Ecuador. No matter 
where you are in this diamond-in-
the-rough place, escucha bien to the 
sounds and rhythms: they are full 
of the history of this region of the 
world, and they are such a part of 
this country, it’d be a shame to miss 
out.
Interested in downloading some 
popular sanjuanito jams? iTunes 
these: 
Huayanay (Ecuador) 
Jatari (various) 
Pueblo Nuevo (Ecuador) 
Andes Manta (Ecuador)
Interested in downloading some 
popular salsa jams? iTunes these: 
Luis Enrique (Nicaragua) 
Los Adolescentes (Venezuela) 
Orquesta Guayacán (Colombia) 
El Gran Combo de Puerto Rico 
(Puerto Rico)
Joe Arroyo (Colombia)
I realize I have left out some very 
popular music forms of Ecuador, 
such as pasillo (the national music 
of Ecuador), meringue, and the ever 
popular reggaetón that makes the 

jóvenes move like those hula dolls 
we put in our car dashboards. Lo 
siento mucho. The good news is, 
future issues promise more music-
related articles. And if any of you 
out there are interested in being the 
ones to write them, contact El Clima 
at elclimamag@gmail.com. 
*A man who prefers to be in his 
jammies at an early hour, Mitch fits 
right into the lifestyle of Gualleturo, 
a town in Cañar province. Mitch’s 
respectful personality and honed 
two-step make him a gringo to 
watch while enjoying the beautiful 
sounds of the sanjuanito music 
tradition.
**Mike Close OMN 104 could not 
have been happier to move away 
from the chilly and traditional town 
of Paquestancia, where nightlife 
ended around 7PM, and head to 
the port city of Guayaquil. With his 
polo shirt unbuttoned and chest hair 
in full view, the sunblock is just as 
important as the hair gel. Mike can 
be found at the discotecas, swinging 
Guayacas to the smooth, sultry 
salsa sounds that are bumping from 
Friday to Sunday at dawn.
Caitlin Leach is an HIV Volunteer 
from Omnibus 104 living in 
Guayaquil, Guayas. Caitlin is the 
Arts & Entertainment Section Editor 
for El Clima.

An Ode to Great(ness)  
India Restaurant

In the Mariscal, 
there’s a place 
for whom the office beckons, 
and Peace Corps reckons.
Meat. Poultry. 
Lamb and chicken. 
Butter and fat making arteries glisten.
Your furnishings amaze. 
Chairs wrapped in plastic,  
sirenic posters that gaze. 
Wait a minute,  
are they all the same?
Green sauce, red sauce. 
Spicy sauce, ew. 
Someone asks for garlic,  
and I’m about to puke.
Naan, pan. 
Arroz, no gracias. 
Don’t pre-cut, 
I’ll take it as blaspheme.
(seriously, hands off my naan)
The time is near. 
The plates are clear. 
Until Mid-Service, dear India. 
You’re in my cumin-scented prayers.

Mike Close, an HIV Volunteer from 
Omnibus 104 living in Guayaquil, 
Guayas, is the self-proclaimed Poet 
Laureate of Peace Corps-Ecuador. 
Should anyone wish to challenge 
this claim, send your poems to 
elclimamag@gmail.com. 

Restaurant Review 
By Michael A. Close
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A Visit from the Goon Squad, 
Jennifer Egan
 
a visit from 
the goon 
squad, as the 
title appears 
on the cover, 
is one of the 
most readable 
books I’ve 
come across 
in a long 
time, and one 
of the ones most worth reading as 
well. Despite pretty severe motion 
sickness, I couldn’t tear myself 
away on my last trip home from 
Quito. I threw up no more than three 
seconds after slumping off the bus, 
but it was worth it. That’s how good 
it is. And I’m not the only one who 
thinks so; the inside flap is crammed 
with a list of the dozen or so awards 
it’s snagged, including the not-so-
shabby Pulitzer.
 Not only is the writing 
innovative and believable, but the 
structure of Goon Squad itself is 
experimental, fast and fun. The 
novel is more accurately a set of 
interrelated, multi-perspective 
stories spanning several decades 
and two generations loosely linked 
through the music industry. I’m sure 
when asked about her influences, 
Egan would cite Faulkner and 
Erdrich, though her writing is 
considerably more readable than 
the former’s (think sentences less 
than three pages long) and more 
committed to perspective-consistent 
style than the latter’s.* 

The genius of such a 
structure is that Egan is able 
to address the disparate issues, 

insecurities, compulsions, 
adventures and histories of an 
impressive array of characters 
through their wild, confusing, and 
often heartbreaking lives both 
directly and through the inferential 
references of other characters. 
This creates a world that is richly 
textured and intimately realistic 
while at times still removed enough 
to flirt with the absurd, as in an 
episode in which an over-the-hill 
actress and a disgraced PR mogul 
find themselves at the mercy of 
a genocidal military dictator. It 
thus deals in equal parts with an 
ambitious scope of time spanning 
from the eighties into time beyond 
the present day, while employing a 
variant of in medias res (meaning 
that, like in Homer’s epics, the story 
starts in the juicy, action-packed 
parts) to capture the minutiae 
of the characters’ lives.† It reads 
like a memory, with time moving 
faster and slower 
through its various 
sections, disrupted 
chronology 
and distorted 
temporality. 
 From the 
copyright page, 
I learned that 
Egan had actually 
published many 
of the stories, or 
sections of them, independently in 
magazines like Harper’s and The 
New Yorker, and it makes sense 
given that one of my few complaints 
with the book is that some of the 
characters are rather improbably 
linked. My guess is that she slightly 
modified a few earlier pieces she 
really liked in order to slip them into 
the book’s framework. Nevertheless, 
even that slight stretch isn’t all bad 
and in fact serves to reinforce the 
themes of dislocation and isolation 
so integral to the book’s central 
questioning. 

The Spirit Catches You and You 
Fall Down, Anne Fadiman
 
I’m not 
usually a fan 
of nonfiction; 
they’re the 
books that sit 
on my shelf 
gathering 
uneven 
layers of dust 
as, Jenga-
style, I pluck 
the novels 
away from all sides until, with a 
little sigh of relief, I can pass them 
off to another volunteer (thanks, 
Mitch). But this one was different. 
The Spirit Catches You reads almost 
like a novel, and with the tragedy 
it details, I found myself at times 
wishing it were. It’s rendered 
beautifully, artistically and with a 
sense of compassion that redefines 

the journalistic 
assumption 
of objective 
perspective. 
And because it 
is so culturally 
educational, it’s 
reading you can feel 
really good about 
doing – the Mini-
Wheats of books, 
with equal parts 

sugar and fiber. 
 The Spirit Catches You 
unfolds the story of the cultural 
clash between a refugee Hmong 
family with an epileptic daughter, 
Lia, and the American doctors 
in Merced California charged 
with her treatment. Drawing on 
her many interviews from both 
sides of the divide and years of 
research, Fadiman demystifies 
the misunderstanding and mutual 
disrespect that characterized the 
time of Lia’s illness. Her approach 
is so thorough, so rational, that it 
borders on a scientific study. Even 

Single-Sits
(As in, books so good that 
you won’t put them down 
until the last page) 
By Isabelle Hutchings

“It’s reading you 
can feel really 

good about doing 
– the Mini-Wheats 

of books, with 
equal parts sugar 

and fiber”
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more skillfully, Lia’s story becomes 
a backdrop to inform readers about 
a culture and a war of which I (and 
probably many of you) wasn’t even 
aware. 

As Peace Corps volunteers, 
we’re constantly interacting in a 
culture that’s not our own and at 
the same time one in which we’re 
living and coming to know, and I 
think such a situation puts us in a 
unique position to learn from and 
fully understand the complexity of 
the situation Fadiman studies. It’s 
the kind of work that, though the 
story is heartbreaking, leaves you 
hoping that all of us as people can 
be better if, regardless of language 
and cultural barriers, we can use 
empathy and open minds to actually 
understand one another. 

The Help, Kathryn Stockett
 
It’s been 
topping the 
bestseller lists 
at home, and 
Hollywood’s 
busily 
churning 
out a movie 
version 
starring 
Emma Stone, 
so naturally 
I was a little skeptical to trust the 
taste of a population in which 25% 
of us don’t read a single book in 
a year and which has been known 
to endorse such gems as Twilight 
and anything by Jodi Picoult.‡ In 
the end, I was pleasantly surprised. 
The writing is not spectacular, but 
the story Stockett tells makes up for 
the lack of lyrical magic (the kind 
that bursts through Goon Squad’s 
binding). It’s honest, funny and 
sincere.
 The most startling thing 
about The Help is how recently it’s 
set. Its fiction takes place in Jackson, 
Mississippi, a city notorious for its 
resistance to integration, but it’s 

unsettling nonetheless to think that 
within our parents’ lifetimes, in 
the 1960s, black domestic workers 
were treated so abhorrently. Stockett 
tells her story from the revolving 
perspectives of three women 
(and one rather oddly handled 
third-person section) whose lives 
become intertwined when they find 
themselves writing a tell-all book to 
expose the atrocities of the domestic 
help industry. The central characters 
– Skeeter, Aibileen, and Minny – are 
relatable, gutsy and tenderly worked 
into a fast, enjoyable read. 

The Mysteries of Pittsburgh, 
Michael Chabon

Begun when 
he was just 
22, published 
when he 
was 24, 
Mysteries is 
later Pulitzer 
Prize-winner 
Michael 
Chabon’s 
debut. He 
sat down 
to write it in a crawl space of his 
parent’s home immediately after re-
reading both The Catcher in the Rye 
and The Great Gatsby, surprised to 
find himself at work on something 
unrelated to science fiction, and 
you can feel that in the writing. It 
has all the hallmarks of a classic 
Bildungsroman: unreliable narrator; 
retrospective; narrow, intensified 
time period; infatuation with class 
and beauty; late 
adolescent malaise; 
and of course some 
oblique gangster 
references.§ 
Blended beautifully 
with those staples, 
though, are some 
modern twists. I 
don’t, for example, 
recall sexual 
identity crises or 

so much pot in Gatsby or Catcher. 
Chabon’s prose itself is also 
exceptional and brimming with the 
kind of words that will help you 
knock the GRE out of the park. 
It’s an engrossing, lightning-speed 
read with great names (Phlox, for 
example) that’s so skillfully done 
it leaves you thinking (mistakenly, 
I’m sure) that sitting down to write 
a novel after college can’t be that 
hard.

The Bell Jar, Sylvia Plath
 
Speaking of 
Catcher and 
Gatsby, The 
Bell Jar is 
the female-
perspective 
coming of 
age novel 
that ought 
to have been 
assigned with 
them in high 
school. Not that it’s an unsung 
masterpiece, but though I’d heard 
of it in high school, the mention 
was usually accompanied by a 
derogatory reference involving 
ovens. It’s really a shame, because I 
think anyone who writes Bell Jar off 
as being relevant only to those on 
the verge of suicide is dead wrong. 
It’s really one of the most relatable 
portraits of adolescent anxiety I’ve 
ever read. One image from the book 
in particular has stuck with me, and 
I think a lot of volunteers could 
relate to it: 

“I saw my 
life branching out 
before me like the 
green fig tree in the 
story. 

From the 
tip of every branch 
like a fat purple 
fig, a wonderful 
future beckoned 
and winked. One 

“Chabon’s prose 
itself is also 

exceptional and 
brimming with the 
kind of words that 

will help you knock 
the GRE out of the 

park.”
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fig was a husband and a happy 
home and children, another fig was 
a famous poet and another was a 
brilliant professor, and another fig 
was Ee Gee, the amazing editor, and 
another fig was Europe and Africa 
and South America, and another fig 
was Constantin and Socrates and 
Attila and a pack of other lovers 
with queer names and off-beat 
professions, and another fig was an 
Olympic lady crew champion, and 
beyond and above these figs were 
many more figs I couldn’t quite 
make out.  

I saw myself sitting in the 
crotch of this fig tree, starving to 
death, just because I couldn’t make 
up my mind which of the figs I 
would choose. I wanted each and 
every one of them, but choosing 
one meant losing all the rest, and, 
as I sat there unable to decide, the 
figs began to wrinkle and go black, 
and, one by one, they plopped to the 
ground at my feet.”

The Bell Jar is very much a 
product of its time in the sense that 
it is firmly rooted in the “summer 
they electrocuted the Rosenbergs” 
as the first sentence asserts, yet 
it is also one of the most long-
standingly relevant books in the 
modern canon. All the problems 
Esther, a flimsily veiled version of 
Plath herself, confronts are ones to 
which most of us, male or female 
of any age, can relate. She reflects 
on manipulating adults who don’t 
question the “good kids;” anxiety 
and confusion about the relationship 
between love and independence; 
the double standards regarding men 
and women’s sexuality. Yet for all of 
its accessibility, the work is radical 
as well in its anti-demonization of 
mental illness.

 In all senses of the word, it’s 
a masterpiece, though Plath herself 
wasn’t convinced. She worried it 
wasn’t literary enough, and her 
family, believing it was simply an 
embittered attack on those close to 

her, fought ferociously against its 
American publication after Plath’s 
death. Eventually, public demand 
grew so strong that bootlegged 
copies were shipped from England, 
where it was already in print. A lot 
of effort to go to for a book, I guess, 
but this one earns it.

*Editor’s Note: Wait, what did she 
just write? Whoa…Isa is really 
smart. 
†Ditto.
‡The Editor would like to clarify 
that El Clima has nothing against 
Twilight or Jodi Picoult, or the 
people who read them. Also, see the 
two preceding footnotes. 
§Okay, now she’s just making stuff 
up.

Isa Hutchings is a Community 
Health Volunteer from Omnibus 104 
living in Chontamarca, Cañar. She 
adds: “I have most of these books 
and a bunch of others, and I’d be 
happy to lend them out. Thanks 
to Mike (Goon Squad) and Kellie 
(Spirit Catches You) – my reading 
life (and all other parts of life here) 
would be much less interesting 
without you guys.

Caution: Running has been known 
to cause a positive impact on your 
personal health and well-being. 
When asked to write this article, 
I found myself experiencing what 
seasoned writers call “writer’s 
block.” I, a non-
writer folk, was 
flustered by my 
inability to gather 
my thoughts and 
quickly resorted 
to one of my two 
practiced stress 
relieving methods. 
As I sipped the 

last sweet foamy remains from my 
large and satisfying Pilsener bottle, 
I found the method had left me in 
a sleepy haze rather than with the 
clarity I was hoping for. “Chuzo 
I can’t write this,” I mumbled 
grouchily. “No, there’s always a 
solution,” came the whisperings 
of a recent conversation with a 
good friend. So I resorted to my 
second stress relieving method: “I’ll 
brainstorm about it on Sunday’s 
long run and come up with great 
material.” 
Said long run is done and article 
with great material was not 
brainstormed, for I was too busy 
chatting with new acquaintance 
Christina. Quiteña, born in the 
States, 34 years old, two sons, one 
of whom is a senior at Villanova and 
interested in joining Peace Corps. 
Four-time marathon runner and 
training for her fifth this September 
in Berlin. And that was just the first 
ten minutes of our conversation.
This is one of the beauties of 
running: you never know where 
it will take you, mentally and 
physically. Who knew I would 
spend an hour getting to know an 
absolute stranger, sharing personal 
stories and experiences of Ecuador 
and of our lives in general? Who 
knew that Same is a beach town for 
the pelucones Quiteños, and that 
after passing through the pueblo 
Tonchigüe you can find a hidden 
back road that leads up and over 
numerous calf-burning hills for 16 
long kilometers before delivering 
you to the desolate shore of Playa 
Escondida, whose unrivaled beauty 
rewards all your hard efforts with its 

caressing waves and 
immaculate sand? 
Even running on 
your own can be 
as satisfying of 
an adventure and 
a great way to 
escape any current 
stressors. Go for 
a run in site, at a 

Staying Healthy (and Sane) 
in Ecuador 
By Amanda Sandau

“This is one of 
the beauties of 

running: you never 
know where it will 
take you, mentally 

and physically”
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friend’s site, experience a new town 
or the backyard of a neighbor; let 
your mind wander to the beauty of 
nature, your new pelado/a, future 
project ideas—there is no limit to 
where running can take you. I’m not 
going to lie, maybe once or twice a 
week I wake up excited to run, while 
all the other days 
I push myself out 
of bed and through 
the first minutes 
of the run until I 
forget what I am 
doing and am lost 
in delirious running 
thoughts. I push 
myself because I 
know afterwards I 
will feel satisfied 
and will start my 
day on a better note for having 
accomplished something. Even if 
some days I crawl back into bed 
after running (and showering of 
course) to help “pass the time,” 
hey, at least I accomplished 
SOMETHING.
Christina and I, along with 28 other 
participants, ran más o menos 21 
kilometers that day in support of 
protecting Parque Yasuní and its 
100,000 insect species living in each 
hectare. Major petroleum companies 

are exploiting this national park, 
one of the last ecological reserves 
in the world, and citizen-athlete 
extraordinaire Lourdes Hernandez 
has taken charge of organizing 
a two-year fundraiser to raise 
awareness and financial support for 
preserving the reserve. The 21Kx24 

fundraiser hosts 
runs in each and 
every province 
of Ecuador, 
culminating in a 
grand finale run 
at Parque Yasuní 
in September 
2012. The event 
is a great way 
to show support 
for protecting 
Ecuador’s natural 

resources, meet new people, 
promote healthy habits, and 
experience new parts of the country, 
just to name a few.
Some say running isn’t for 
everyone, which may or may not 
be true depending on your personal 
opinion of innate versus acquired 
skills. Whether we’re talking about 
speaking Spanish, dancing, flicking 
Pilsener out of the communal cup, 
or playing guitar, the majority of 
activities we do in life are practiced 

skills that take time to develop. And 
though my overdrawn sentences and 
numerous grammatical errors show 
I am clearly not a writer (we’ll see 
if they even publish this article), I 
figured I could give it a try. Unlike 
my stress reliever method number 
one, which tends to lead me to my 
bed and a hangover, method number 
two provides many more possible 
destinations. For me, method two 
is running – really it has to do more 
with actively exposing yourself to 
new experiences, new challenges – 
that will keep you feeling healthy, 
balanced, productive, and positive 
on a daily basis. Not to mention 
helping you flatten out the U-curve. 
So whether you’re feeling low or 
high on any given day, I recommend 
including method number two as a 
part of your daily diet.
When she’s not off running for a 
cause, you can find Amanda Sandau, 
an Agriculture Volunteer from 
Omnibus 101, living and working in 
Guayaquil, Guayas.

Note: Names have been changed to 
protect the innocent.
PCV Gertrude Stein is happy 
to report that her Save the Cuy 
campaign is off to a smashing start: 
15 of the furry little cuties have 
already been adopted into loving 
homes. Members of the cause 
currently preparing for a round 
of house visits expect to find the 
beneficiaries thriving in their new 
environments. 
A recent wave of encebollitis caught 
PCV Marcel Proust unawares. 
Reportedly, Proust had been eating 
encebollado three meals a day ever 
since arriving at site six months ago. 
Should you experience any of the 
following symptoms, please contact 
the PCMO immediately: yucca legs, 

“I’m not going to 
lie, maybe once 

or twice a week I 
wake up excited 
to run, while all 
the other days I 

push myself out of 
bed…”

The Chisme Column: All 
the Latest and Most Reli-
able News About Your Fel-
low Volunteers
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chifle rash, and gills developing on 
the neck. Let this serve as a warning 
to all coastal volunteers.
The newest fad, planking, is 
sweeping the world. Here in 
Ecuador, volunteers have gone 
planking from the dizzying heights 
of Mt. Chimborazo 
to the depths of the 
Galápagos ocean 
floor. You, too, 
can join the craze, 
simply by lying 
down with your 
arms at your side 
and balancing as a 
plank on whatever 
surface you desire.
According to our sources, a current 
PCV is dating a centaur. We all 
know this is illegal according 
to Subsection C, Article 57b of 
the Protection of Half Magical 
Creatures Act. Is this proper 
behavior for a representative of 
American culture? People! – let’s 
keep it real.
In a shining example of matching 
personal skills with a community’s 
specific needs, PCV Adrienne Rich 
started a swimming class for babies 
in her high-altitude mountain site. 
Project “Las AguaGuaguas” has 
been a huge success, with over 50 
toddlers certificados in high-altitude 
mountain swimming.
PCV Ronald Reagan – no wait, 
Donald Ikechi-Ogbonna – has gone 
rogue and was last heard to have 
joined up with an army of Red Cross 
mimes marching northward toward 
Ambato. Should you stumble upon a 
mass impromptu mime performance, 
please be on the lookout for 
Donald and be ready to report his 
whereabouts to staff.
The secret to everlasting life has 
been discovered at long last: PCV 
Marie Curie and her women’s group 
successfully developed the recipe 
by combining bottled water from 
Vilcabamba with Salcedo ice cream. 
They anticipate a 5,000% increase 
in profits for their microempresa.

*As we are all well aware, Peace 
Corps-Ecuador has received a large 
budget cut for the coming fiscal 
year. This will impact the program 
in a number of ways, for staff and 
volunteers alike. Let us address 
these challenges with a spirit of 

cooperation and 
innovation!
Peace Corps-
Ecuador would 
like to announce 
that, due to budget 
cuts, All PCVs will 
henceforth receive 
remuneration in the 
form of spondylus 
shells; All PCVs 

will be required to ride dolphins 
back to the States upon COSing; 
The Safety & Security department 
will be closed, and PCVs will be 
expected to survive in an unsafe 
and insecure environment; Monthly 
pouches will now be delivered via 
carrier condor – please confirm 
your site’s exact GPS location to the 
office in order to better facilitate the 
institution of this process. Thank 
you! 
 
Rumor has it that the Chisme 
Column is looking for some chisme. 
Rumor has it that you can submit 
your chisme to elclimamag@gmail.
com. But you didn’t hear it from us.

“Due to budget 
cuts, all PCVs will 

henceforth receive 
remuneration 
in the form of 

spondylus shells”
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Editor’s Note: We’re takin’ it meal by meal this time around, folks. If you’re tired of eating rice thrice a day, here 
are some alternatives – or at least some starting off points for brainstorming a new menu. Whether you’re jonesing 
for something sweet, something savory, or something tuna, we’ve got you covered. You could eat breakfast 
for dinner or a side for lunch, but if you decide to make dinner for breakfast, beware that you are treading on 
dangerous territory. And if it makes your brain hurt to look at all these ingredients, dangit, scroll on down to the 
bottom for something nice and easy – all you really need are maduros and milk, both of which are ubiquitous 
(mostly). Buena suerte y buen provecho. 

Breakfast: 
Apple Cinnamon French Toast
INGREDIENTS 
½ cup nonfat milk 
2 eggs 
1 Tablespoon honey 
½ teaspoon vanilla extract 
8 slices whole wheat bread 
¾ cup finely chopped apples with or w/o skin, or apple sauce 
1 teaspoon cinnamon 
½ teaspoon nutmeg 
½ Tablespoon confectioners’ sugar
DIRECTIONS 
1. Whisk milk, eggs, honey, vanilla, apples, cinnamon and nutmeg in a large bowl.  
 
2. Dip bread slices in mixture and cook in pan on medium heat a few minutes per side until brown. Dust with 
confectioners’ sugar and serve.

Recipes 
By Kelsea Fortner
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Lunch or side: 
Broccoli Slaw
INGREDIENTS 
4 slices bacon 
1 large bunch broccoli 
¼ cup plain yogurt
¼ cup mayonnaise
3 Tablespoons vinegar (cider/white/red) 
2 teaspoons sugar 
salt and pepper to taste 
2 large carrots, peeled and sliced into thin strips 
½ cup finely diced red onion
DIRECTIONS 
1. Cook bacon in a large skillet over medium heat, turning frequently, until crisp. Drain on paper towels. Chop 
coarsely. 
2. Trim broccoli about 3 inches off the stems and chop into ¼-inch pieces. 
3. Whisk yogurt, mayonnaise, vinegar, sugar, salt and pepper in a large bowl. Add carrots, onion, bacon and 
broccoli; toss to coat. Chill until serving time. 
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Dinner: 
Pan-Seared Tuna

INGREDIENTS 
2 big handfuls fresh cilantro leaves, finely chopped 
½ jalapeño, sliced 
1 teaspoon grated ginger 
1 garlic clove, grated 
2 limes, juiced 
2 Tablespoons soy sauce 
pinch of sugar 
salt and pepper to taste 
¼ cup olive oil 
6-oz. block of tuna 
1 avocado, sliced

DIRECTIONS 
1. In a mixing bowl, combine all but the last three ingredients.  Add half of the olive oil. Stir together until well 
mixed.

2. Place a skillet over medium-high heat and coat with the remaining olive oil. Season the tuna generously with salt 
and pepper, then lay it in the hot oil and sear for 1 minute on each side to form a slight crust. Pour ½ of the cilantro 
mixture into the pan to coat the fish. Serve with sliced avocado and the remaining cilantro sauce drizzled over the 
whole plate. Also great served on top of salad!
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Whenever it suits your fancy: 
Chucula

INGREDIENTS 
1+ maduros

1+ cups milk 
optional: cinnamon stick, cloves, vanilla extract, sugar

DIRECTIONS 
1. Boil 1-inch slices of maduro until soft. Mash to a paste.

2. Heat 1+ cups of milk to a boil. Add to maduro paste, mixing well (works best with a blender).

3. Consume! May be eaten hot or chilled.

Note: Adjust the maduro-to-milk ratio to achieve the consistency of your preference. May boil maduros and/or 
milk with spices or vanilla for flavor. Likewise, may add sugar to taste.

Kelsey Fortner is a Youth & Families Volunteer from Omnibus 104 living in Santa Elena, Santa Elena.


