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Like a stubborn 

case of amoebas 

or E. coli, El Cli-

ma has returned! 

As the Editor of 

Peace Corps Ec-

uador’s volunteer 

publication, let me be the first to 

say welcome.

In future editions, this column will 

be up front to provide an introduc-

tion to the current issue and offer 

insight to the goings-on of your 

Peace Corps Ecuador world. Since 

this is the first time back after a 

several-year hiatus, I’ll first give a 

run-through of what we’re about.

First, the haters out there may ask 

why another publication? Good 

question. After all, we already get 

copies of the Peace Corps Asso-

ciation’s magazine, Peace Corps 

headquarters’ newspaper, Ecua-

dor’s office newsletter, as well as 

each program’s newsletter. They 

all come to us regularly for free 

and, ironically, involuntarily. 

Well, yes, we may be one more 

publication flooding your mail-

box, but since we’re adding our-

selves to the mix, let me point out 

what makes us different.

Unlike the aforementioned pub-

lications, if you don’t like what 

you see here, you can take matters 

into your own hands: El Clima is 

and will remain a product of vol-

unteers. The editorial team and I 

certainly can’t put this thing to-

gether on our own—we need the 

help of other PCVs to build up 

enough content so that we can 

publish every quarter. I encour-

age everyone to submit ideas you 

have that can make us better and 

contribute articles and stories you 

think your fellow PCVs will enjoy. 

(Below you’ll see my rundown of 

our sections and content.) 

Additionally, El Clima is not a 

medium for announcements and 

updates or purely technical sto-

ries about your assignments; we 

are interested in stories that 

have a legitimately journalis-

tic bent and give an interest-

ing or entertaining outlook 

on the your world. We want to 

capture the PC Ecuador zeitgeist, 

if you will.

Having said this, given our asso-

ciation with Peace Corps Ecuador, 

each issue is required to undergo 

review by the office prior to pub-

lication. This wee bit of censor-

ship is to ensure that nothing of-

fensive or damaging slips through 

the cracks. (So if you planned on 

talking about your latest chongo 

escapades and how you paid extra 

for a  xxxxxxxx or how you think 

xxxxxxxx the xxxxxx is a great 

stress reliever, it likely won’t make 

it past our final edits. When sub-

mitting, just use common sense; 

we can have fun without getting 

in trouble, I think.)

Now, as for what you’ll find in our 

magazine:

First, you’ll see our Volunteer Life 

section. Here we’ve created a home 

for feature stories about anything 

involving your experience here. 

This is also where we’ll have our 

opinion pieces. (We would have 

had more of them this issue, but 

we pulled our point/counterpoint 

on the dangers of offshore oil drill-

ing.) (Joke.) (Too soon?) In addi-

tion, we’ll include a series of inter-

views.

In this issue we have several essays 

that capture the hilarity, stress 

and excitement of life at site and 

on the job, including one by PCV 

Ben Palmer titled “Pink Trucks and 

Murder,” which does an incredible 

job of achieving the tone of life in 

site that we all can relate to.

Then you’ll come across our Arts 

& Entertainment section. This will 

be home to all things entertaining 

and—wait for it—artsy. The edi-

tors of this section will be pulling 

together everything from recipes 

and top ten lists to movie reviews 

and sports updates, and anything 

in between.

Highlights in this issue include an 

entertaining series of short book 

From the Editor’s Desk • El Clima • August 2010

2

From the Editor’s Desk

The Comeback
By J. Grigsby Crawford



reviews and a witty take on cur-

rent trends titled “What’s Hot and 

What’s Not in Peace Corps Ecua-

dor.” You’ll also find a recap of the 

World Cup that had us all glued 

to grainy TV sets throughout June 

and July. Look for those and much 

more.

.  .  .

Since I’ve taken up considerable 

space introducing our publication, 

I’ll keep my personal thoughts for 

this column relatively short.

It may seem awfully early (or late) 

to be talking about the new year, 

but I can’t help but point out that 

the first three-quarters of this one 

have flown by. It seems like just 

yesterday we were saying good rid-

dance to the last decade and wel-

coming a new one. The “zeroes” 

or “aughts” were full of war and 

financial disaster, and absent of 

solutions to things that matter—a 

decade so appalling it’s probably 

fitting that we could never decide 

what to call it. There couldn’t have 

been a bigger disappointment after 

the promise of a new millennium. 

This was a false start on the 21st 

Century.

As this year began, we had a chance 

to turn it all around. But before we 

knew it, we were reminded of the 

disasters that we are sometimes 

powerless over (devastating earth-

quakes in Haiti and Chile) as well 

as the disasters that are of our own 

making (an oil spill in the Gulf of 

Mexico that continues to gush as 

I write this and—likely—as you 

read it). When oil began spilling 

out of the earth and lapping up on 

our shores, people were quick to 

point fingers: some couldn’t wait 

to blame our president (these must 

be the same people who believe 

presidents have something to do 

with gas prices and the stock mar-

ket); others were eager to blame 

BP (the company formerly known 

as British Petroleum that recently 

marketed itself using the moniker 

Better Petroleum). Unfortunately, 

very few, if any, took time to blame 

the people who were actually re-

sponsible: anyone who’s ever filled 

up at a gas station.

That type of realization, however, 

is both dark and startling—cer-

tainly too difficult to be digested 

on a large scale. It’s simply not 

something the average consum-

er is prepared to wrap his mind 

around. The only reason I mention 

it—particularly to this audience—

is that it’s one more reminder that, 

as always, there’s work to be done. 

Solutions require action and peo-

ple who believe they are up to the 

task. 

As more “black gold” gushes out, 

darkening our waters, let’s hope 

that the false start to this decade 

can be overcome.

.  .  .

Finally, let me give an extra thanks 

to the four section editors, our 

copy editor, and our layout edi-

tor for helping to make this hap-

pen. Starting a magazine from 

scratch is no easy feat—especially 

with everything else clouding our 

crazy schedules as volunteers. I 

personally appreciate their hard 

work and I know that those of you 

now reading will, too. Thanks also 

to the Volunteer Advisory Council 

and its president, Laurel Howard, 

for being a great help throughout 

the launching of this journalistic 

triumph. Also, a big thanks is due 

to our Country Director, Parmer 

Heacox. As a PCV in Ecuador in 

the ‘80s, he was one of the found-

ing members of the original El Cli-

ma; as CD, he’s continued to be a 

strong advocate of volunteer jour-

nalism. This new project certainly 

would not have been possible with-

out that support. And finally, let 

me give a big thanks to the read-

ers. Hell, if you’ve made it this far, 

you may as well go ahead and read 

the issue cover to cover! I hope you 

enjoy what we’ve put together and 

can help make it look even better 

down the road. 

See you again in November.

Crawford, a Natural Resources 

Conservation Volunteer from Om-

nibus 101, is the Editor-in-Chief 

of El Clima. He lives in Zamora 

Chinchipe.
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I try to explain to the twins up-
stairs, “You boys are making a 
lot of noise up there going back 
and forth in your little pink plas-
tic trucks. I bet you didn’t know 
pink is a girls color did you?”

They climb up on the balcony 
railing to meet my mock and peer 
down smiling. To get angry with 
these dare-devil jungle boys, even 
if they really were trying to pee on 
me from between the banisters, is 
to be mean and unsympathetic. I 
was a moving target and at that 
age I might have done the same. 
One of the twins was just begin-
ning to form words like, caballo 
and mamita.

“It’s like living next to the sub-
way. Do you know what that’s 
like?”

Still peering down, Delis the one 
with the rounder face mumbles 
something finishing with a satis-
fied smirk. He doesn’t know what 
a subway is but he feels smug in 
his inchoate knowledge of the big 
world. He’s probably having the 
time of his life and also feeling 
confused about having to explain 
himself to the strange Gringo 
downstairs.

“Mucho ruido,” I continue our 
one way conversation hoping for 
one of the grandparents to hear 
(they never quell the noise).

Now the twins are rocking back 

and forth, toeing their pink trucks 
while they hold onto 
the horizontal railing 
above. To the left, to 
the right, like someone 
learning to skateboard 
while grasping onto something 
solid. They stare down at me and 
all three of us break into smiles; 
we can’t verbally communicate.

So I go back into my room and let 
the rumble continue.

It’s as if I’m directly under heavy 
railroad trusses as a billowing 
Trans-Continental steams over 
then reverses. Five seconds till 
they crash into the front balcony 
railing, a 5 point turn, stomping, 
then back down the twenty foot 
hall accelerating into the rear 
balcony. Slam! Their destructive 
giggle is worth a million bucks 
even after the hundredth time. 

I try to continue reading.

I’m reading an article about a ho-
micide in Queens. A Bukharan 
Jewish woman, one of less than 
two hundred thousand from Cen-
tral Asia who left to Israel and 
the U.S. after the breakup of the 
Soviet Union, is accused of hiring 
a hit man to kill her husband. It’s 
a good article with the nuances 
of courtroom discourse, the pro-
tocol, the devious lawyers, post-
divorce malice, child custody, 
and insightful investigative re-
porting. It requires limited con-
centration so I manage with the 
elevated train upstairs.

I wonder, as I hold in the frus-

tration, where, when, and how it 
will erupt. Is this how 
pre-meditated murder 
starts, I think to my-
self: When a person 
is unable to express 

himself and conjures up extreme 
visions of how to deal with the 
angst of an uncontrollable situa-
tion? It’s what reveals the beast 
inside the murderer, but I’m no 
murderer, just a little frustrated. 
I’m figuring out a plan to deal 
with the death race upstairs.

I think back to the murder mys-
tery I’m reading and am thank-
ful for the peaceful small town 
life I live. Then an awful memory 
enters my head. It was when I 
was waiting for the bus at Paco’s 
tienda and he showed me a video 
on his friend’s new cell phone. 
I thought I saw it all and no it 
wasn’t a snuff video.

The noise upstairs stops because 
either Delis bursts into tears, 
they grow bored of the back-and-
forth and find another activity, 
or, and this is a rarity, a par-
ent or grandparent steps in and 
quells the madness. Just as the 
thunder stops and I’m about to 
embrace the golden silence, Ed-
win, my host brother, blares his 
loud boom box. I wouldn’t mind 
if the music was decent. I really 
wouldn’t. I have adjusted to oth-
er noises here in the jungle like 
the truck traffic, early morning 
roosters, loud crickets, group dog 
barkings, three o’clock drunks, 
crying, wailing, weeping, and bad 
karaoke, but the polar express 
upstairs, the irritating music, 
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and the repetition but my heart has 
already forgiven the trespassers. 
I would, however, like to murder 
those pink plastic trucks. 

Palmer, a Natural Resources 
Conservation Volunteer from 
Omnibus 101, lives in Napo.

El Triunfo (noun)
1) A small but wide-spread 

group of communities tucked in 

the cloud forest an hour away 

from Baños, in the province of 

Tungurahua, Ecuador. 

2) The place where a certain 

Peace Corps Volunteer spends 

two nights in a communal house 

every fifteen days.

3) Purgatory.

DAY ONE

4:30 a.m. It is pitch black outside 

when my alarm goes off. I dress, 

zombie-like, in the dark. It’s raining, 

slow trickles hitting the tin room, 

and oh the bed looks wonderful, 

deep and soft. I am so, so bitter right 

now.

5:30 a.m. On the bus to Pelileo, 

there to catch a bus to Baños. There 

to board the creaking, ancient El 

Triunfo bus, with its windshield 

just a few cracks from shattering, 

seats so deeply embedded with dirt 

and invisible living organisms that 

I half-expect it to rise up and start 

talking to me, and the pervasive 

damp scent of wool and rain and 

onions. The man next to me has a 

chicken in his lap; he soothes it by 

stroking the white back with work-

roughened fingers.

7:00 a.m. Sunrise finds me barreling 

upward on the side of a cliff. The 

beauty of it is heartbreaking: The sun 

lifting a cloud-veil from the thickly 

green mountains, the sheer drop 

below leading to a ravine churning 

with sea-teal water, clusters of 

verdant bamboo and large-leaved 

plants tucked in the valleys and 

hollows. White crosses dot the side 

of the road as the bus driver lays 

on the horn and we swivel around 

another blind turn, the crumbling 

drop-off mere feet from the wheels.

8:00 a.m. The communal  volunteer 

house of El Triunfo. It is cold, as 

usual, the kind of cold that lays 

heavy and slick on your bones and 

nothing you do can shake it off. The 

bunk beds are little more than dusty 

bare mattresses over metal frames, 

so hard and lumpy that body parts 

numb while you sleep. The water 

doesn’t work about half of the 

time, and the water that does flow 

is gritty with clods of dirt, straight 

from the polluted river. There is 

no refrigerator, and the kitchen is 

never stocked, forcing us all to eat 

tuna for three days straight. There’s 

no cell reception. The power often 

goes out. It rains constantly. And to 

top it all off, the bird. In love with its 

reflection, it wakes up at 5:00 in the 

morning every day to peck peck peck 

at the window. It’s a big bird, and the 

pecking is like tiny gunshots, sharp 

and cracking.

8:30 a.m. Nap time.

9:30 a.m. I’m supposed to give an 

Agronomía class at the local high 

school. I start the 30-minute hike 

up soggy dirt roads, lugging a laptop 

and projector. 

10:00 a.m. No dice: Everyone is 

outside playing soccer. Seems no 

one felt like having school today. 

Okay, fine. I talk to the rector and he 

promises me that my nutrition class 

is on for tomorrow. I tell him, in my 

best stern Spanish, that it better be, 

because it is the only reason I am 

staying the night, and I would hate to 

waste a whole 24 hours. He swears. 

On God Himself, we will have class 

tomorrow.

11:00 a.m. Back to the house for 

another nap, and a lunch of tuna 
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on stale bread with tea made from 

the paltry supply of water I brought 

with me. Katha, a German volunteer 

who is also staying at the house, 

has diarrhea, but we can’t flush it 

because the water doesn’t work. We 

eventually close up the bathrooms 

and start going outside, in the corn 

fields.

3:00 p.m. Supposed to meet with 

the local youth Agriculture club. 

Walk half an hour in the rain back 

to town. Whoops! They forgot. Next 

time. They promise.

7:00 p.m. Meeting with the 

community group that was so 

enthusiastic to start making their 

own organic products. Great. 

Except…well, there’s a meeting at 

the municipio that no one told me 

about. So only two people show up. 

We reschedule.

8:00 p.m. House. Dinner of tuna 

and noodles. Bathroom in the dark 

outside, wondering what is moving 

by my foot, too embarrassed to turn 

on a flashlight. Bed. It’s freezing. 

Spiders wind their webs on the 

ceiling. The bird starts pecking. I 

can’t sleep.

DAY TWO

10:00 a.m. To the high school again, 

but all the kids are leaving as I 

show up. Why? Oh, there’s only a 

half day today. I lose my cool and 

rant, in a voice that comes very 

close to screaming, at the rector. He 

apologizes. Next time, he swears. On 

God Himself, we will have class.

12:00 p.m. House. Nap. Tuna. Plan a 

class on my laptop. Watch a movie.

7:00 p.m. Apparently I’m supposed 

to teach an English class for adults 

that no one told me about. I’ve never 

taught an English class before, and 

I have to leave right that second. 

In the dark, alone, on the side of a 

dirty, forlorn Ecuadorian road,

I break down and have a mild panic 

attack. I fall on my hands and knees, 

hyperventilating, the world huge and 

empty around me, like I am the only 

being in existence. The minutes tick 

by. I force my breathing to return to 

normal and continue walking the 30 

minutes to the center of town.

8:00 p.m. Class was cancelled, 

and no one told me. This time I’m 

actually happy about it.

9:00 p.m. I return to the house in 

a funk, snapping at my volunteer 

friends Katha and Natalia when they 

offer me tuna and noodles. I want to 

cry. I feel like nothing in the world is 

going right, and I’m cold, and tired, 

and I miss home so much I want to 

buy the next plane ticket out.

9:30 p.m. A knock at the door. A 

local farmer has walked here in the 

rain, boots heavy with mud, dirty 

cap wet and dripping. We make him 

tea. He wants to talk to me about 

how to make Biol, a liquid organic 

fertilizer. As he warms up, he talks 

enthusiastically about how he once 

bought the product and it worked 

wonders on his plants, but the men 

wouldn’t give him the recipe because 

they wanted to make money selling 

it. So he never bought it again, but 

heard that I was in town and made a 

point to come here and see me.

10:00 p.m. We set up a time to meet. 

I will see his farm and his plants; we 

will talk about the best type of Biol 

for him and how to make it. When 

he leaves, effusive in his thanks, the 

one person out of a whole community 

who actually gives a damn that I am 

here, I think, okay, this is worth it. 

For just this one moment, all of it 

was worth it.

El Triunfo (adj.)
1) Exhausting. 

2) Cold. 

3) Difficult. 

4) Frustrating.

5) Worth it. 

Evans, an Agriculture Volunteer 
from Omnibus 101, lives in 
Tungurahua and is a Volunteer 
Life Section Editor for El Clima. 
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A 102oF fever, lobster ceviche, 
a window-war, a high-altitude 
palm forest, pre-Incan ruins and 
50-plus hours on pothole-laced 
dirt roads: These are just a few 
of the details from my recent trip 
to northern Peru with my coun-
terpart organization this past 
March.

My counterpart, Nature & Cul-
ture International (NCI), is a 
U.S. non-profit based in San Di-
ego, with about 60 employees in 
southern Ecuador and northern 
Peru. Together with local com-
munities and governments, NCI 
carries out a host of innovative 
conservation and sustainable de-
velopment projects. They were 
also generous enough to provide 
their Peace Corps volunteer with 
a weeklong all-expenses-paid 
trip to visit two of the NCI offic-
es in northern Peru—Piura and 
Chachapoyas. Not too shabby. 

It’s Monday morning, 6:00 a.m.. 
Departure day. My alarm goes 
off and for some reason my head 
feels much heavier than usual. 
Ugh. I fish out the thermometer 
from my PC med kit, pop it under 
my tongue and wait. 102oF. Not 
good.

Two Tylenols and 45 minutes lat-
er I’m in the back seat of a 4x4 
pulling out of Loja, sweating and 
shivering while my counterparts 
scarf down greasy fried humitas 

and mugs of sugar with a touch 
of coffee. 

Five hours of winding mountain 
roads and we arrive at the border 
crossing in Macará. We all get 
across the border fine, but there’s 
some kind of problem with taking 
our car across. I see a twenty-dol-
lar bill exchange hands in a sign 
of international good faith and 
we carry on to the city of Piura. 

Before getting to the NCI office, 
the other folks I’m traveling with 
are craving some Peruvian cevi-
che, so we stop at La Concha Azul. 
I’m feeling a bit better at this 

point and the ceviche is nothing 
short of mind-blowing! A huge 
two and a half foot long plat-
ter filled with crab, shrimp, fish, 
clams, and in the center a whole 
lobster standing upright, claws 
spread as if it is surrendering to 
the hungry Ecuadorians before 
it. A mysterious white drink soon 

appears on the table and I take 
a big gulp seeking refreshment. 
Eww! Turns out to be warm, salty 
fish broth. Luckily next comes the 
Chicha Morada, an ice cold, deep 
purple drink made from purple corn 
typical of the region, which tastes 
just like Kool Aid.

Piura is sweltering, and as we 
make our way to the NCI office for 
an all-day meeting, the streets are 
buzzing with moto-taxis—motor-
cycles chopped in half with two 
seats in back for passengers, rick-
shaw style. During the meetings, 
we learn about a conservation 
project to protect Isla Foca just 

off the Peruvian Coast. Isla Foca 
is the northernmost breeding site 
for the Humboldt Penguin, and it 
is one of the new regional conser-
vation areas that NCI is working 
to establish (some of which will 
help to protect highly threatened 
Tumbesian dry forests that have 
already lost nearly 95% of their 
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original extent due to human ac-
tivity). 

It’s been several hours now, and 
with my fever and the climate 
sweat is dripping from my face 
and pooling 
onto my note-
book, which is 
only exacerbat-
ed as I struggle 
to understand 
the Piura Span-
ish, which is 
like coastal Ec-
uadorian Span-
ish, only faster. 
Dengue Fever is 
currently a big 
problem in the 
area, and our 
meeting comes 
to an abrupt end 
when the munici-
pality arrives on our block and an-
nounces via camioneta-mounted 
loudspeaker to leave the building 
at once as they are about to fu-
migate each individual home for 
mosquitoes.  I keep my fingers 
crossed that the Dengue mosqui-

toes don’t like the taste of gringo 
skin.

That evening, I head to a local 
pharmacy and tell the woman 
that I’m not well. She cuts three 
yellow pills from a blister pack, 
pops them in a little baggie and 
sends me on my way. I only un-

derstand about half of what she 
says, but hopefully they’re not 
cyanide. Back in the hotel, I room 
with the administration guy from 
my office and a fan/window war 
ensues throughout the night. 
The room is 95 degrees and feels 

like 120 with my 
fever. I turn on 
the fan, he turns 
it off, I turn it on, 
he turns it off. My 
bed is soaking wet 
from my sweat and 
I begin to do yoga 
breathing to calm 
down. How he is 
cold is beyond me. 
Luckily, with the 
sunrise I feel like a 

new person. The mystery yellow 
pills worked! (Or I could have just 

sweated out the sickness during 
the night as my grandfather used 
to do: double shot of whiskey + 
electric blanket = new person in 
the a.m.)

From Piura we 
drive two days 
to the city of 
C h a c h a p o y a s , 
located in the 
Amazonian re-
gion of Peru. 
Just outside of 
Piura the pov-
erty is strik-
ing, with several 
roadside settle-
ments consisting 
of houses con-
structed of four 
posts with straw 
floor mats sus-

pended between 
the posts for walls and a fifth mat 
for the roof. Farmers are grow-
ing passion fruit everywhere and 
living in homes built of mud and 
tree branches. We stop for the 
night in the town of Olmos, which 
is located “olmost” in the middle 
of nowhere. And sure enough, out 
of nowhere a gringa appears at 
our hotel and this happens to be 
her Peace Corps Peru site! Small 
world!

We finally arrive in Chachapoyas 
after traveling on an incredible 
road through a high-walled can-
yon with a rushing river. The city 
is quite nice, although I still can’t 
figure out why someone thought 
is would be a good idea to settle 
all the way out here. Chachapoyas 
is full of  Spanish architecture and 
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pre-Incan history, and we end up 
staying in a beautiful old Span-
ish home turned hotel for three 
nights. The 
meetings the 
following day 
are much more 
productive for 
me now that my 
fever is gone, 
plus the Span-
ish here is much easier to under-
stand. 

At night, during a conservation 
awards ceremony, the token grin-
go is chosen to join in a demon-
stration of the marinera, a dance 
typical of northern Peru and 
sometimes done on a horse (sup-
posedly the horse dances). After 
nearly two years in Ecuador, I 
still have two left feet when at-
tempting to dance salsa/meren-
gue/bachata, but the marinera 
just involves a lot of swinging 
and running around in circles so 
it’s much easier.

We become tourists on our fi-
nal day in the Chachapoyas area, 
spending a long time on bumpy 
roads hugging the sides of steep 
mountains. The Chachapoyan 
people lived in this area for hun-
dreds of years before being taken 
over by the Incans and finally the 
Spanish, and many ruins have 
been found. At a local museum 
we meet up with some not-so-hot 
looking mummies, one of which 
still has a tuft of hair on his with-
ered frame, and then we spend a 
few hours in the car to visit the 
Kuelap archaeological site. At 
3000 meters above sea level the 

site is pretty impressive and con-
sists of hundreds of round stone 
houses decorated with a unique 

diamond pattern, carved 
animal heads and ser-
pents. Piles of skulls 
and bones can be seen 
in some of the cracks in 
the structure’s walls too. 
Yikes! After Kuelap we 
finish the day by visiting 

the impressive 1000 meter deep 
Sonche Canyon and the Gocta 
waterfall, which is the fifth high-
est in the world. Unfortunately, 
due to a dry spell it’s just a small 
trickle when we arrive.

The journey back to Loja took an-
other two days. After eight hours 
of driving on all dirt roads, I think 
some pieces of my brain have 
come loose and are now rattling 
around in my skull. The border 
crossing we take this time (south 
of the Ecuadorian city of Zumba) 
is used so seldom that the officer 
needs to go look for the key to 
unlock the gate so we can cross 
the bridge. The process takes 
close to an hour so we enjoy our 
final pricy Cusqueña beer before 
we cross back over into the land 
of the 80-cent Pilsener. The road 
here is chock full of potholes, with 
thick jungle vegetation sprout-
ing into the roadway and random 
herds of cattle slowing down our 
30 m.p.h. crawl even further. The 
occasional pineapple stand is a 
welcome break.

When we hit the pavement about 
an hour and a half south of Loja, 
it’s like heaven. So smooth and 
wonderful. My head slowly be-

gins to recover and the familiar 
sites of Loja soon appear. I enter 
my apartment, hit my bed, and 
hibernate for the next 12 hours 
straight.

Kreiselman, a Natural Resourc-
es Conservation Volunteer from 
Omnibus 99, is in his third-year 
living in the city of Loja.

So there you are. It’s about mid-
night and you are surprisingly 
keeping up with your Ecuador-
ian dance partner at this month’s 
wedding, quiceañera, or birth-
day celebration. The music is 
loud, the Pilsener is flowing, 
and you are feeling pretty decent 
about your cumbia skills. It’s one 
of those integration moments 
where you’re so comfortable that 
it almost seems as though you’ve 
been here forever. There is noth-
ing that could throw you off your 
game. 

And then it happens. The music 
speeds up. The sound of whis-
tles and horns starts to fill your 
ears. Clowns materialize on the 
dance floor. A man in stilts sud-
denly hovers over you, smiling. 
You turn to look at your dance 
partner for comfort, only to find 
a stranger with a Mardi Gras 
mask in his place. What is this? 
The apocalypse? A Mefloquine 
dream? Close. It’s la hora loca. 
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Life from site

La Hora Loca
By Jennifer Eik

“Some pieces of 
my brain have 
come loose and 

are now rattling 
around...”



Omnibus 102 was lucky enough 
to experience our first hora loca 
during training. We were just 
getting up from a session for 
snack time (something I never 
expected to experience 
after fourth grade, but a 
pleasant surprise) when 
this high-pitched horn 
started to blast from the 
speakers accompanied by 
voice echoing, “LA HORA 
LOCA-A-A-A.” People we 
once recognized as men-
tors and teachers came 
running into the train-
ing center decked out 
in wigs, costumes and 
makeup. Most of us just 
stood there in disbelief as the 
trainers grabbed us by the hands, 
handed us whistles and beaded 
necklaces, and encouraged us to 
dance. I remember checking my 
watch: it was 9:00 a.m. How was 
I supposed to dance at this hour? 
My brain was still half asleep, I 
had NOT yet had my snack, and 
frankly, this whole situation was 
freaking me out. 

I glanced at my fellow trainees and 
could tell that they were some-
what confused as well. But slow-
ly we began to put on the neck-
laces and blow the 
whistles. We joined 
the dance circle the 
trainers had cre-
ated and gradually 
succumbed to what 
we would be later 
told was the hora 
loca, even though none of us re-
ally understood what was going 
on, or why we were cheering and 

dancing. I remember glancing at 
my watch again and, seeing that 
a half-hour had passed, was sure 
the madness would soon end. The 
trainers, however, showed no 

signs of slowing down. I looked at 
Guadalupe, who was in the mid-
dle of a line dance, not missing a 
beat. Her eyes caught mine and 
she shot me a look that screamed, 
“KEEP! DANCING!” I jumped 
into the line dance. Shoot, if Gua-
dalupe could hang, I could hang, 
too. 

I would say that the hora loca 
session during training was one 
of the most useful—I would put it 
right up there with the “bus as-
sault” simulation and the “how to 
properly put a condom on” skits. 

When I experienced 
my first hora loca 
at site, I just kind 
of stood there, con-
fused, until my mind 
flashed back to that 
morning in training. 
I grabbed a Mardi 

Gras hat and ran to the dance 
floor, pointing up to the sky with 
a look that said, “Oh, you guys!” 

and silently thanked the trainers 
for their careful instruction in 
this key part of Ecuadorian cul-
ture.

The best part about the 
hora loca is that, like 
snowflakes, no two are 
the same. Some are elab-
orate, complete with 
clowns, face paint, hats, 
whistles, wigs, stilts and 
mimes. Mimes? Yes, 
mimes. Let me tell you, 
until you have danced 
salsa with a mime, well, 
you just haven’t lived. On 
the other hand, some are 
simple, leaving out all the 

characters and props and focus-
ing on 60 full minutes of intense 
dancing. In both cases, however, 
Ecuadorians are more likely to 
abandon their traditional steps to 
take part in dances that require a 
lot less coordination. With plen-
ty of jumping and the occasional 
Macarena, it’s a lot like… well, 
it’s a lot like how we dance in the 
States. 

So next time you’re at a fiesta and 
sense an oncoming hora loca, 
don’t waste a minute of that pre-
cious hour easing yourself into it. 
As soon you hear the horns and 
the announcer with the Count 
Dracula voice, find a whistle, put 
on some necklaces, locate the 
nearest mime, and dance!

Eik, a Youth and Families Volun-
teer from Omnibus 102, lives in 
Manabí.
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“She shot me 
a look that 
screamed, 

KEEP! 
DANCING!...”

El Triunfo



Name Daniel Howard
Age 31
Site Napo
Omnibus 101

Which words would you use to 
describe yourself?
Crotchety. On time.

What were you doing before you 
came here?
I was a business executive killing 
as many trees as possible in the 
printing industry.

What do you think happens after 
you die?
Worm pooh. Nada más.

What are your favorite hobbies?
Basketball and political 
conversations.

What is the strangest thing 
that’s happened to you during 
your time here?
One of the people in my omnibus 
decided it was okay to snuggle 
up against me while I was 
sleeping. And he was a man. Not 
to name names, but it was the 

person giving me this interview.

If you could change one thing 
about the world, what would it 
be?
The existence of nuclear bombs.

What do you miss the most 
about home?
The food.
What is your favorite Spanish 
phrase?
Ya mismo.

What is your dream job?
Owner of the San Diego Padres.

Favorite musician or type of 
music?
Frank Sinatra.

Favorite book?
Predator States: Why 
Conservatives Abandon the 
Free Market and Why Liberals 
Should Too by James Kenneth 
Galbraith.

Favorite writer?
John Steinbeck.

Where would you like to be in 25 
years?
La Jolla, California.

If you could change one thing 
about yourself, which would it 
be?
My waist size.

What is your go-to comfort food 
at site?
Pilsener.

What’s the weirdest thing you’ve 
done to deal with boredom?

Read The Time Traveler’s Wife.

Where were you when you found 
out you’d be coming to Peace 
Corps Ecuador?
Carlsbad, California, in my 
garage.

What is the most intriguing 
place you’ve visited or lived in?
Statesboro, Georgia.

Who are your idols or people you 
look up to?
Jack Donaughey (Alec Baldwin’s 
character in 30 Rock).

Of the seven deadly sins (pride, 
envy, gluttony, lust, anger, 
greed, sloth), which are you 
most guilty?
Pride.

What, briefly, has been your 
lowest point during service?
Right now. I think I might have 
partially torn my ACL.

What has been your highest 
point?
Every time I play basketball 
against (PCV) John Mannion. I 
win every time.

What is your personal motto?
Well the phrase I probably use 
the most—I say it all the time 
to (my wife) Laurel—is, “Don’t 
worry about it.”
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Name Janet Utecht
Age 47
Site Loja
Omnibus 103 (third-year 
transfer from Peace Corps 
Mexico)

Which words would you use to 
describe yourself?
Motivated, pragmatic, and 
energetic.

What were you doing before you 
came here?
I was Director of Supply Chain 
for Kimberly-Clark.

What do you think happens after 
you die?
I kinda think nothing.

What are your favorite hobbies?
Traveling, reading, yoga, hiking, 
eating.

What is the strangest thing 
that’s happened to you during 
your time here?
While traveling with some 
friends in the middle of Mexico, 
we woke up in the middle of the 

night to a flooded hotel room.

If you could change one thing 
about the world, what would it 
be?
It would probably be education—
both formal and informal—to 
create better understanding.

What do you miss the most 
about home?
My family and friends.

What is your favorite Spanish 
phrase?
Ya mismo.

What is your dream job?
Traveling the world and buying 
artisan crafts for businesses.

Favorite musician or type of 
music?
I like a lot of stuff, so I’ll give 
you my least favorite: it’s a tie 
between rap and reggaeton.

Favorite book?
Charlotte’s Web.

Favorite writer?
Jon Krakauer.

Where would you like to be in 25 
years?
Just crossing the finish line of 
the Boston Marathon.

If you could change one thing 
about yourself, which would it 
be?
I would have a better aptitude 
for languages.

What is your go-to comfort food 
at site?

Cangil.

What’s the weirdest thing you’ve 
done to deal with boredom?
Clean my house.

Where were you when you found 
out you’d be coming to Peace 
Corps Ecuador?
In Mexico.

What is the most intriguing 
place you’ve visited or lived in?
Thailand.

Who are your idols or people you 
look up to?
Mother Theresa, Amelia Earhart.

Of the seven deadly sins (pride, 
envy, gluttony, lust, anger, 
greed, sloth), which are you 
most guilty?
Gluttony.

What, briefly, has been your 
lowest point during service?
My first year in Mexico. I 
was in an isolated site with 
no volunteers near me and I 
could barely speak Spanish. 
And the site didn’t even want a 
volunteer, so it was very tough.

What has been your highest 
point?
Hitting the ground running here 
in Ecuador.

What is your personal motto?
“Seize the day and live life to the 
fullest.”
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Name Nicolette Sammarco
Age 24
Site Macas
Omnibus 102

Which words would you use to 
describe yourself?
Laid back.

What were you doing before you 
came here?
I worked at a middle school in a 
special needs classroom.

What do you think happens after 
you die?
You become part of the earth and 
then your elements are reused.

What are your favorite hobbies?
I love playing frisbee golf.

What is the strangest thing that’s 
happened to you during your time 
here?
Getting served a beer by one of my 
students.
If you could change one thing about 
the world, what would it be?

More love.

What do you miss the most about 
home?
Taco Bell.

What is your favorite Spanish 
phrase?
A tie between ya mismo and no 
pasa nada.

What is your dream job?
Researching the causes and ways to 
work better with autism. 

Favorite musician or type of music?
Pop icon Justin Bieber.

Favorite book?
Atlas Shrugged

Favorite writer?
I don’t have one. I have just read 
three books by Ayn Rand, but that 
doesn’t mean she’s my favorite.

Where would you like to be in 25 
years?
Happy.

If you could change one thing about 
yourself, which would it be?
I would spend less time analyzing 
things.

What is your go-to comfort food at 
site?
Macaroni and cheese packets that 
my family sends me in the mail—
the ones with the cheese sauce, not 
the powdered kind (gross!).

What’s the weirdest thing you’ve 
done to deal with boredom?
Yesterday I went and got a 
manicure.

Where were you when you found 
out you’d be coming to Peace Corps 
Ecuador?
I was at the school that I worked 
at and got a call from my mom 
that the letter from Peace Corps 
had arrived. I sped home and got 
stopped by a cop on the way. I told 
him I was in a hurry to find out 
where I was being sent for Peace 
Corps and he let me go without a 
ticket.

What is the most intriguing place 
you’ve visited or lived in?
Macas, Morona Santiago.

Who are your idols or people you 
look up to?
My mom and anyone who’s happy.

Of the seven deadly sins (pride, 
envy, gluttony, lust, anger, greed, 
sloth), which are you most guilty?
Sloth.

What, briefly, has been your lowest 
point during service?
When I came back from vacation in 
the states. It was hard to adjust to 
life back here.

What has been your highest point?
After a sex-ed charla seeing 
students play with the condoms I 
had showed them. I got the feeling 
they were learning something.

What is your personal motto?
“It is what it is.”
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Point/Counterpoint

Who Has It Easier in Peace Corps Ecuador: Men or Women?

Women
By Sarah Evans

Ladies and Gentleman, in the death-match of who has it tougher in Peace Corps Ecuador, I think you’ll all agree 
with me that the title has to go to…the women!

I mean, really. Is there even a debate? Let’s look at what we girls have to deal with on a daily basis:

1. “Hello. Hello bay-bee. I love you. Tsss. Tsss.” Oh, cat-calling. It ranges from silly to irritating to downright 
creepy. Otherwise adorable old men hiss the creepiest things. Young guys think howling pat English phrases 
will make you…what, exactly? Pay attention to them? Tear their clothes off? Suddenly realize that all you’ve ever 
needed in your life was an Ecuadorian to put babies in your belly? Which leads us to…

2. “Why aren’t you married? Why don’t you have kids? Why aren’t you dating an Ecuadorian? Why don’t you 
marry someone and stay here forever?” Because as women we’re not valid members of society unless we’re 
makin’ babies and cleanin’ house. Even if we have boyfriends, if they are not in country, it doesn’t count. Amor de 
lejos felices los cuatro…

3. The General Creep Factor. I’ve heard stories of everything from landlords asking for naked pictures of a volun-
teer to a coworker proposing sex. We’re gringa, so of course we’re easy, right?

4. A Man’s World. Now, I don’t know how this works for volunteers in other projects, but I know that as an Ag-
riculture volunteer it’s hard to get people to take me seriously. I mean, come on. I’m female, blonde, young, and 
foreign. My Spanish sounds like a five-year-old with a stutter. And I’m telling them how to grow their plants? 
Sounds lame even to me.

5. No Drinking. I know, this isn’t applicable to everyone, especially those on the coast or in cities. But in some ar-
eas, especially rural Sierra communities, drinking is for men and women—especially gringas—who drink are, well, 
remembered. Case in point: There was a volunteer in the campo near my site twenty years ago. No one remembers 
what she did for work. What do they remember instead? She drank sometimes. With the menfolk. Horrors!

6. No Boys In The House. I’ve had to tell my community that any visiting male friends are related to me. Even 
then, there’s a side-long look. Never being able to have a male friend alone with you in your apartment? That 
sucks. Plus, guys would get high-fived for this. Don’t even get me started on if you are actually dating that person…
the gossip mill is fast and swift.

7. Boys get to pee outside, whenever, wherever. Enough said.

Oh sure, I know that boys have their trials and tribulations too: Always needing to be “manly,” drinking to fit into 
the community, being forced to fit into a stereotype that they might not agree with. We’ve all got our issues—it’s 
part of living in a foreign country. But come on. Boys vs. Girls on the Who-Has-It-Tougher scale: Is there really a 
contest here?

Evans, an Agriculture Volunteer from Omnibus 101, lives in Tungurahua and is a Volunteer Life Section Editor 
for El Clima.
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Point/Counterpoint

Who Has It Easier in Peace Corps Ecuador: Men or Women?

Men
By Rob Gunther

After deep consideration, I’ve come to the conclusion that being a Peace Corps Volunteer in Ecuador is much easier for women. 
I have tons of reasons why, but I’ve boiled my argument down to the most important aspects of volunteer life.

First, there is the issue of bathroom breaks over long bus rides. Now, I know what every female reader is thinking: What is this 
guy, crazy? Sure, on the surface, it might seem like women get the shit end of the stick here. I mean, bathroom breaks are few 
and far between and more often than not entail a fifteen second stop along the side of a road. Not exactly a viable option for those 
of us who can’t pee standing up.

But these limited pit stops are exactly why it sucks to be a guy. What am I supposed to do on a fifteen second break? That’s way 
too much pressure for me to relax and let go. And when the bus starts moving again and I haven’t even produced so much as a 
few drops. To be so close and yet achieve so little is maddening.

At least women know that they don’t even have the option. They have time to mentally prepare before a long bus ride. And if 
nature calls during the journey? Well at least they are positive in the fact that they have basically no options. The worst part of 
being a guy is the crazy notion that maybe this time will be different, although deep inside we know it never is. Still, I might as 
well try, right?

Second: the catcalls. Again, you might be wondering how this could even be perceived as a problem for men. Unfortunately, it’s 
this type of narrow-minded thinking that leads us hombres to suffer in silence. Did it ever come across to anybody that maybe 
guys would like to be complimented every once in a while? Hey I just shaved and put on a clean shirt … where’s my validation 
here? Would it kill anyone to say, “Hey Rob … looking good!” every now and then?

Which brings me to my third point: the reina competitions. Now I know I’m not the only guy that wants to parade around in a 
tight little bathing suit in front of my whole community, competing for the title of queen. Sometimes I feel like a reina victory 
would be the crown jewel in my service as a volunteer. Think of all the doors I would be opening to men across the country!

Lastly, there’s the issue of drinking. As a guy, sometimes I might not want to get blackout drunk on a Tuesday afternoon. But if I 
walk by a group of men passing around the bottle, it’s like all of a sudden each one of them is overcome with the need to call me 
over and make sure I start drinking with them.

Maybe I should have stronger willpower and just say no thanks, but when a group of people starts shouting “Roberto!” I feel like 
a celebrity. This is probably the same feeling that Norm from that TV show Cheers got every time he walked into the bar. 

To be honest, not everything can be decided right-or-wrong, black-or-white. In this case, however, I think the facts speak for 
themselves. It’s much easier to be a female PCV in Ecuador. To my fellow men I say this: stay strong. Life isn’t always fair. Just 
try to imagine and hope for a future where, someday, somehow, maybe male PCVs will have an equal footing, and all the advan-
tages that go along with being a female volunteer.

Gunther, a Community Health Volunteer from Omnibus 102, lives in Cotopaxi and is a Volunteer Life Section Editor for El 
Clima.



Each issue I’ll be answering 
volunteer questions covering 
every aspect of volunteer life.

.  .  .

Rob, why doesn’t my 
counterpart like me? He never 
returns my phone calls. I’m 
starting to think that this 
won’t be a fruitful working 
relationship.
-Triste en Tunguraghua

Cheer up Triste! I know just 
what you’re dealing with here. 
Sure my counterpart came over 
and said hi during my site visit, 
but after that I felt like I was left 
high and dry.

The problem is you! You’re not 
spending enough time earning 
his time and attention. The 
truth is, every single Ecuadorian 
wants nothing more than to 

spend all of his or her time with 
you. They just feel bad that 
they’re not sharing you enough 
with everybody else. These 
“distant counterpart” problems 
are often a symptom of your 
counterpart actually feeling like 
he doesn’t deserve to spend all 
of his time with you.

You have to be the one to make 
the effort and show that you’d 
like nothing better than to 
work with him. Get in his face! 
Try going to his house every 
day, early in the morning, and 
waiting there until everyone goes 
to sleep at night. That’s one sure 
way to get his attention.

Think outside the box! We had 
this brass band come to town 
for a fiesta once, and you know 
what I did? I paid that band 
fifty bucks to play outside my 
counterpart’s house until he 
came out and talked with me. He 
was so excited!

.  .  .

Dear Rob, I’m having trouble 
budgeting my living allowance 
from month to month. Do you 
have any advice on how I can 
reign in my spending without 
sacrificing my weekly beach 
getaways?
-Chiro en Chimborazo

Chiro, thanks for writing in. 
Most volunteers go through 
exactly what you’re talking about 
at one point or another during 
service. The most common 
advice deals with spending 

more time at site as the easiest 
way to save some cash. Others 
have suggested spending more 
time cooking in rather than 
eating out. Not only will you 
develop some serious skills 
in the kitchen, but you’ll also 
get a little more variety than 
your standard chicken and rice 
almuerzo.

But lucky for you, I’m here to 
tell you that you don’t have to 
give up a thing! Apparently I had 
some distant uncle who just died 
in a mysterious plane accident. 
He had been living in Nigeria 
for the past thirty years and 
he was seriously loaded. Cha-
Ching! One of his associates told 
me that they are having trouble 
finding any next of kin, and I can 
help out. He has millions that I 
can get my hands on, as long as 
I help his friend and give him 
a cut. All he needs is my bank 
account routing numbers and I 
should be seeing the cash in no 
time! 

Anyway, let’s meet up in Quito … 
drinks are on me!

.  .  .

Rob, how’s it going? Listen, I 
have all of these sores running 
up and down my arms. Plus, 
when I wake up, the left side 
of my body is always numb. 
Should I call the PCMO?
-Enferma en El Empalme

No way! Enferma, I used to be 
just like you. Every time I felt 
a little off I’d go running to the 
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Ask Rob! 
By Rob Gunther



Peace Corps doctors. I found out 
that there’s a much easier way!

First of all, your sores are ob-
viously because you opened 
your refrigerator too fast and 
were standing a little too close. 
When the door of the fridge is 
opened this way, a vortex of cold 
air rushes over the arms and 
throughout the body. I’m guess-
ing you had some fish in the 
fridge. When fish mixes with re-
frigerated air, it causes bacteria 
that, when sped up fast enough, 
cause sores over the affected 
body parts. Fish germs plus cold 
air plus you opening it too fast 
and there you go, sores. Always 
leave fish out on the counter!

As for the numbness, my guess 
is you have been soaping up in 
the shower before you shampoo. 
While this might be normal in 
the northern hemisphere, down 
south everything is backwards … 
just watch the water drain down 
the toilet if you’re skeptical.

The solution is simple. Just hop 
on the Macuchi that goes from 
Quevedo to Quito. Halfway out-
side of Santo Domingo, look for 
this guy who will be selling these 
herbal remedies on the bus. 
You’re going to want to buy a 
lot, because you have to take like 
three pills at least three times a 
day. But you’ll be good to go!

.  .  .

Dear Rob, I’m having a lot of 
trouble at town fiestas … es-
pecially the bailes. I just can’t 

seem to dance. The worst part 
is, everyone dances, so I’m 
afraid that I’ll look even worse 
if I don’t give it a shot. What 
should I do?
-Avergonzado en Anconcito

I hate to break it to you, but 
there’s only one solution: never 
dance. I’ve found that it’s simply 
impossible for gringos to learn 
how to dance. At bailes, when 
someone asks you to dance, 
simply refuse, adamantly. Just 
say over and over again in a re-
ally loud and obnoxious voice, 
“Yo no bailo!” Then just stand 
against the wall all night with 
you arms crossed against your 
chest. You’re sending a strong 
message here. It might seem 
rude, but in no time nobody will 
ask you to dance anymore!

Gunther, a Community Health 
Volunteer from Omnibus 102, 
lives in Cotopaxi and is a Vol-
unteer Life Section Editor for El 
Clima.
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These are the trenches of the 
World Cup: no, not the sidelines 
of South Africa, but the roadside 
cafes of South America. This is 
where I watch the games alone. 
This is where dreams die and sort 
of sometimes come true. This is 
where I scream and yell at the TV 
in English and people giggle be-
cause they don’t know what I’m 
saying. 

This year’s World Cup was a spe-
cial treat. It brought excitement to 
the usual lull of summer months 
on the equator and had the extra 
kick (!) of seeing the U.S. team 
advance into relevancy—kind of. 
For those of us who are bored by 
the ridiculously lopsided medal 
counts at the Olympics, U.S. com-
petitiveness in soccer is truly the 
final frontier. Previously, being 
truly involved in the World Cup 
was something that only existed 
in theory, like dragons, evolu-
tion, or the game of cricket. But 
now we’re in it, so it… is.

But the U.S. flame only shone 
ever so brightly and for so long. 
And, of course, the World Cup 
is bigger than just one team or 
country. In sum—and tribute—
to a thrilling competition, here’s 
a list of the highlights and low-
lights of the 2010 World Cup.

Highlight: Fascism

Of the 16 countries that advanced 

to the elimination round, a stag-

gering nine have had some form 

of right-wing military dictator-

ship/authoritarian government 

in recent history. In the 16-team 

round, when these teams faced 

off against a country that had 

had a more republican form of 

government, the former fascists 

(or country that had more re-

cently been authoritarian) went 

5-1. For instance, Spain’s Franco 

regime lasted one year longer 

than Portugal’s Caetano, hence 

Spanish victory. The one excep-

tion was Brazil’s win over Chile 

(Pinochet’s rule from ’74 to ’90 

certainly has a lot of name recog-

nition, and outshines the Vargas 

regime, as far as dictatorships 

go, but—at least for now—Brazil 

remains superior on the pitch). 

Then, of course, the final four 

had three former fascists, includ-

ing eventual champion Spain.

For those curious, in the 16-team 

round, USA-Ghana was one of the 

only two fascism-free contests. 

It also happened to be the only 

game between two Anglophone 

countries in the round. (Eight 

of the 32 World Cup teams were 

English-speaking, compared to 

seven Spanish-speaking.) And—

just for kicks—by my count, half 

of the 32 World Cup teams were 

colonies of imperial powers some-

time during the 20th century.

Lowlight: The Strangers

The U.S.’s late-game victory over 

Algeria to ensure its advance to 

the knockout round was thrilling 

and emotional. But overshadow-

ing it was a chilling fact conveyed 

by the Spanish-speaking an-

nouncer earlier in the game: 16 

of the 23 players on Algeria’s ros-

ter were born in France. Knowing 

we had just eked by France’s B-

team was another grim reminder 

of the general shadiness of inter-

national soccer competition and 

that the U.S. still has much work 

to do before it can run with the 

big boys. Regarding the Alge-

rians’ birthrights, I’m not sure 

whom the joke is on: France? Al-

geria? Colonialism? You and me? 

The game of soccer? Well, c’est la 

vie.

Highlight: Red is the new 
Black (Stars)

The new, sexy, red-themed kits 

that Ghana busted out for their 

final three games were easily the 

flashiest uniforms of the tourna-

ment. The only downside of this 

fashion statement is that it makes 

my old white and black authentic 

Black Stars jersey (bought on the 

streets of downtown Accra) obso-

lete.
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Lowlight: Brazilian band-
wagon hopping

Once upon a time (read: the ‘90s), 
it was acceptable—even “cool”—
to root for Brazil. You cheered 
for them. You bought one of their 
jerseys and realized you’ve been 
spelling the country wrong your 
whole life. You learned their ros-
ter and pretended not be annoyed 
and confused by all their one-
word-a-la-Madonna nicknames. 
You were a Brazilian Bandwagon 
Hopper. It was OK. Everybody 
was doing it. 

But times have changed. Oh, 
cheering on Brazil is still “cool”—
if you’re Brazilian. But you’re not. 
You’re a gringo. In fact, noth-
ing screams, “I’m a gringo” more 
than being a part of this trend. 
If you’re really pining for a crazy 
and passionate Latin American 
team to root for, go for Argenti-
na. Those fans can cry after their 
team scores a goal and make it 
look cool. Uruguay is another 
nice, acceptable pick for your 
fiery Latin persuasions, since 
they’re kind of like Argentina’s 
adorable younger sibling (and at 
least their soccer team has never 
resorted to cannibalism, ha ha). 
Paraguay is a nice super-under-
dog to root for, but three Argen-
tines changing their citizenship 
pre-Cup to play for them gives a 
blow to their credibility. Chile’s 
a nice team, too, but remember 
that if you start seeming too in-
terested in Chile’s successes, you 
begin to look like Richard Nixon.

As for the Ecuadorians who 

seemed to have jumped on this 
Brazil bandwagon, I’m at a loss 
for answers. All signs would sug-
gest these two countries be arch-
rivals on the soccer field. Ec-
uador’s a smaller country with 
considerably less international 

success on the field, to put it 
mildly, compared to Brazil—the 
giant on the other side of the 
continent. One would think that 
Ecuadorians would resent this 
towering bully that constantly 
gets all the success; so the adora-
tion that gets thrown Brazil’s way 
instead is simply inexplicable. 
The counterargument that this 
is a nice display of South Ameri-
can solidarity carries no weight, 
since Ecuadorians had four other 
South American countries they 
could have chosen to support—
countries that at least speak their 
language. I’m trying my hardest 
to refrain from a Yankees refer-
ence, so let me put it this way: 
Jumping your small market roots 
to cheer on the perennial favor-
ite might be like a lifelong Kan-
sas City Royals fan saying “screw 
it” and deciding to cheer on the 
Cardinals. But, of course, this is 
much more serious. 

Highlight: Che’s Dream

A total of five South American 
teams were in the World Cup. 
Of the final eight teams, half 
were South American (the other 
four teams being three Europe-
an countries and one African). 
Although things quickly fizzled 
out from there (all but Uruguay 
failed to advance to the final four, 
only to be smoked by the Nether-
lands) it’s an impressive showing 
deep into the tournament for one 
continent. Expect the 2014 World 
Cup, in Brazil, to be a Latin fies-
ta, in which a bevy of teams hold 
the “home continent advantage,” 
which of course is only relevant 
when the host country is Euro-
pean or South American.

Highlight: Last Red Card in 
Paris

The meltdown of this year’s 
French team included infighting, 
a boycott of practices and gener-
ally disappointing play that led to 
an early exit. It was glorious. But 
I’m not bashing the French just 
for the sake of seeming macho 
and fashionable, the way some 
of our countrymen do (they al-
ways seem to be the ones who’ve 
never traveled overseas). This 
isn’t kicking a team when they’re 
down, either. This is celebrating 
a victory for the sport and it goes 
back to last World Cup, when Zi-
dane’s loss of temper and famous 
head-butt led to his ejection and 
France’s loss to Italy in the final. 
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The problem wasn’t so much the 
action, but that in its 
aftermath, a disturb-
ing number of viewers 
seemed to think the bra-
zen move was “badass” 
or “cool.” (These were 
almost certainly people 
who’ve never played a 
team sport.) Out here 
in the rational world, 
however, we rank losing 
your temper and costing 
your team a World Cup 
as “uncool.” Thus, the 
karmic debt justly car-
ried over into this year’s Cup. In 
the late 1700s, Thomas Jefferson 
learned the French word idéologie 
and single-handedly introduced 
the word “ideology” into the Eng-
lish lexicon. Perhaps at that time 
they could have borrowed a word 
of ours that still seems to elude 
them: teamwork. 

Lowlight: Rogue nations

The Democratic People’s Re-
public of North Korea was a real 
wildcard—a whippersnapper ma-
neuvering its way into this Cup 
and giving thousands of ticket 
holders their first, and likely last, 
chance to see North Koreans in 
living color. They even came out 
of the gates with what many ti-
tled an “impressive loss” against 
Brazil (employing a phrase that 
could only be used with a country 
like North Korea and a sport like 
soccer). But after that, they had 
seven (!) goals put up on them by 
Portugal—and you’d be lying if 
you said you weren’t a little cu-

rious if there would be some ex-

ecutions involved after that beat 
down. Then, as if it could go any 
more downhill from there, it did. 

But as exciting as it is to have 
a rogue nation in the mix (with 
baseball we get Cuba), it ulti-
mately was a sad reminder that 
when a country has “people’s re-
public” in its title, it’s rarely a 
“republic” and is even less likely 
to belong to the “people.” At the 
games themselves, Chinese citi-
zens were dressed up in North 
Korea gear in an unsuccessful 
charade to make us forget that 
North Koreans can’t travel free-
ly. “Highlights” of their matches 
back home were edited to cut 
out their opponents’ good play, 
which was likely a hefty task. And 
several members of the team saw 
South Africa not just as a place 
to compete, but also as a place 
where they could hopefully de-
fect and enjoy the basic freedoms 
available in the rest of the world.

Highlight: The host with the most

Even though their team didn’t 
advance, the country of South 
Africa was a real winner 
here. The latest summer 
Olympics were hosted by a 
Stalinist dictatorship, and 
it showed. Men were killed 
while constructing the ug-
liest stadiums known to 
man and China suffers 
from pollution clouds so 
massive they literally af-
fect weather patterns. If 
this World Cup was South 
Africa’s post-apartheid 
coming-out party, I can 

only tip my hat to a job well done. 
Jimmy Carter should be proud.

Lowlight: Mano a mano

¿Cómo se dice keep your hands to 
yourself? In the final minutes of 
Uruguay’s win over Ghana, Súar-
ez’s handball stopped a for-sure 
goal from going in. It simultane-
ously earned him a red card and 
his team’s victory: Ghana ended 
up missing the penalty kick in 
regulation and lost out in the sub-
sequent round of five PKs. So, by 
all accounts, the handball saved 
Uruguay from sure loss and gave 
them a chance to win. The player 
“got away with it” and many crit-
ics said it was “the right move.” 

Well. Good for them. But when 
“the right move” involves fla-
grant cheating, for which the of-
fender is later paraded around 
the field like a savior, you can 
count me out. Uruguay played a 
well-fought tournament up un-
til that point, but it’s probably a 

Arts & Entertainment • El Clima • August 2010

22



good thing they didn’t advance to 
the championship, carrying the 
karma of having won like that.

Speaking of appendages, until 
all the writers out there figure 
out the correct plural of octo-
pus (hint: it’s not octopi), I don’t 
want to see anymore of them in 
the media—especially not for the 
purposes of predicting the future. 
Okay, okay, so some cephalopod 
correctly “foresaw” the outcome 
of eight World Cup games. Yes, 
folks, welcome to the age of sci-
ence and reason.

Highlight: Horns of plenty

Lots of people spent consider-
able time and column inches 
complaining about the constant 
sound of the horns at the games. 
(The horns have another name, 
but I won’t use it because, like 
the word “liberal,” it’s been co-
opted by its opponents and given 
a negative connotation.) For a 
time, hating on the horns became 
trendier than rooting for Brazil. 

A great president, and failed 

haberdasher, once said, “If you 

can’t stand the heat, get out of 

the kitchen.” Last month, a great 

South African should have said, 

“If you can’t stand the noise, turn 

down the volume, Einstein.” The 

constant buzzing added a sense 

of urgency to the games. And it’s 

a gracious nod to any obsessive 

compulsive who’s ever laid into 

a kazoo without stopping before 

realizing it’s been January 1st for 

over an hour.

Lowlight: It’s time to blow 
the whistle…

…on bad refereeing. There were 

so many poor calls (with even 

poorer timing and consequences) 

that it would be pointless to re-

hash them all now. The point is 

that these were not bad calls of the 

balls-and-strikes nature that we 

can argue about over post-game 

beers. These were blatant errors 

that threaten the integrity of the 

game. Team USA wasn’t the only 

victim, but it’s worth mention-

ing the phantom foul that erased 

its would-be winning goal versus 

Slovenia. It almost completely 

ruined the U.S.’s run and gave 

Americans fuel to prove that this 

is an inferior sport. Luckily, it 

turned out not to matter and only 

gave American players and fans a 

chip on their shoulder (and still 

should). If people want to punish 

us for our geopolitical stances, 

they should do it the usual way: 

at the next round of world trade 

negotiations, not on the field.

Highlight: The theme song

No, I’m not referring to Shaki-

ra’s “Waka Waka”—although she 

and that song have several mer-

its, which, lucky for you, I won’t 

go into here. (I’ll only point out 

that it’s the best incorporation of 

South African beats and rhythms 

into popular music since Paul 

Simon’s Graceland.) I’m refer-

ring to the actual theme song of 

the World Cup, which I can only 

describe as the “ohoo-oh-ohoh!” 

song played before and after any 

TV coverage involving the Cup. 

I don’t know what it is, but that 

song had an openness, light-

ness, and worldliness to it that 

just made me want to donate to 

UNICEF every time I heard it. It 

confirmed my belief that all good 

things in life have a theme song.

Crawford, a Natural Resources 

Conservation Volunteer from 

Omnibus 101, lives in Zamora 

Chinchipe and is the Editor in 

Chief of El Clima.
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With the exception of my stun-
ning good looks and devil-may-
care attitude, I felt like I had little 
to offer my new community when 
first arriving at site. While speak-
ing Spanish amongst my peers 
gave me a sort of linguistic con-
fidence during training, I quickly 
grew frustrated and struggled to 
make connections in site, feel-
ing in dire need of further study. 
Whenever I managed to have a 
decent conversation with a veci-
no, I quickly ran out of things to 
say after the basic “I’m from the 
U.S., blah blah blah …” introduc-
tion.

And then along came volleyball, 
and my life got so much better. As 
I’m sure is the case in most of our 
sites, volleyball is a big f’n deal 
here, even more so than soccer, 
which I was delighted to find out. 
I suck at soccer.

I never played volleyball much 
back in the States. In fact, my 
only experience with the sport 
was being immediately cut from 
the team during high school try-
outs (along with rejections from 
the basketball, hockey, wrestling, 
and girls’ badminton teams).

Lucky for me, volleyball here is a 
completely different sport. As I’m 
sure everybody already knows, 
while we play six-on-six back 
home, here it’s three-on-three. 
That’s not the only difference: the 

net here stands at a monster 1.85 
meters, almost the height of a bas-
ketball net. Also, instead of those 
soft white balls used back home, 
Ecuavólei (yes, it’s actually called 
Ecuavólei… look it up) employs a 
wrist-bruising number-five soc-
cer ball. That’s the kind the pros 
use during the World Cup.

Anyway, after I realized that my 
size—I think I’m currently the 
tallest person living in Cotopaxi 
province—would be a great asset, 
I started begging people to let me 
play with them.

My road to volleyball stardom 
had a rocky start. Part of it had to 
do with not knowing how to hit a 
ball with my wrists, but the main 
obstacle lay in how games start 
here. Say some guys want to start 
a game. So first everybody stands 
in a circle. Then, instead of just 
pairing up and playing, everybody 
fights for about half an hour or 
so about who should play. After 
a tentative six people are chosen, 
each player has to agree that the 
teams are fair. Usually, one per-
son backs out at the last second, 
and the proceedings are reset to 
the initial circle.

This matchmaking is probably 
the most frustrating aspect of the 
sport. Teams aren’t formed based 
upon how well three people play 
together; the emphasis is on mak-
ing sure that a player is of equal 
skill to whoever s/he will be play-
ing on the opposing team. To 
make things more complicated, 
there is always more than one
group of people trying to get a 

game going. The general rule is 
whoever’s teams are selected first 
gets the cancha. So there have 
been plenty of times where, after 
endless negotiations, I’ve been 
this close to playing, only to be 
beaten to the turf by a different 
group.

Also, and not to put too fine a 
point on this, I really didn’t know 
how to play volleyball at first. 
I couldn’t do anything with the 
ball, and my attempts to spike 
left me feeling like my hand-eye 
coordination hadn’t improved at 
all since high school. Still, I kept 
showing up every afternoon, hop-
ing I’d get a chance to learn the 
ropes.

Sure enough, poco a poco, I took 
to the sport. I still can’t serve, but 
I at least know what to do with the 
ball when it comes my way. What 
I lack in technical vólei skills, 
however, I more than make up 
for in spiking. Getting the timing 
down was pretty straightforward, 
and after that it was only a matter 
of jumping as high as I could 
and hitting the ball as hard as 
possible.

Call me a one-trick pony, but it 
totally works. A highlight for me 
was winning a tournament in La 
Maná behind the cantón police 
station. There were actually men 
betting and shouting at us from 
behind bars as we played. Surreal 
is definitely the word.

Volleyball facilitated and made 
possible my cultural integration. 
Hopefully I would’ve found some
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other way without it, but through 
this sport, I improved my 
Spanish and stayed active during 
those initial months of serious 
downtime. Most importantly, I 
got to know basically everybody 
in town—well, every guy at least. 
Unfortunately, in my site anyway, 
it’s a pretty gender-segregated 
event. But in an effort to get to 
know the women, I’m currently 
trying to earn a spot as a candidate 
for La Reina competition. And 
those sixteen-year-old girls have 
nothing on me.

Gunther, a Community Health 
Volunteer from Omnibus 102, 
lives in Cotopaxi and is a 
Volunteer Life Section Editor for 
El Clima.

Disclaimer: Before you read this 

article, I want you to know that it 

should not be taken seriously. It talks 

about a serious medical test, and 

any actual questions and concerns 

should be directed to the PCMO. I’m 

not even a health volunteer. All of 

my feces-handling experience has 

to do with compost.

Take this film canister. Make 
sure you fill it up to the line with 
a sample of your feces. That is 
what we are told when asked to 
provide a stool sample. In the all-
important test to decide whether 

you have amoebas, parasites, or 
both, that is all the direction we 
are given.

When I was given the cylinder on 
the first day of my recent mid-
service conference, I panicked. 
Oh, shit! How do I reach that 
red line? They told us something 
about how to do one of these, 
didn’t they?

I thought back. Nothing. No 
PowerPoints. No PCVs coming in 
to share their experiences. All I 
remembered was the Tapeworm 

Hall of Fame photo album.

If they would have told us how to 
collect a sample of our own poop 
and store it so the medical office 
can properly examine it, I’m 
pretty sure I would remember. 
This isn’t the kind of information 
that one would easily forget.

I’m a Peace Corps Volunteer. 
I’m expected to overcome some 
hardship. I get hardship: a four-
hour bus ride next to a box of 

chickens, a parlante outside 
your window at 6:00 a.m., my 
neighbor’s weekly garbage bonfire 
outside my kitchen window. But 
collecting a few ounces of my 
own fecal matter—I at least want 
some general guidelines. 

I expressed my concerns about 
the stool sample to some other 
members of my omnibus and 
realized I wasn’t alone. Several 
people were similarly clueless. 
I found this ignorance and fear 
troubling. In this, the most 
awkward of situations, we are 
left without guidance. No longer 
should a Peace Corps Volunteer 
approach this situation with 
trepidation and doubt.

I have put together a manual to 
assist future omnibuses. This 
is not meant to serve at the be-
all, end-all with regard to stool 
samples. I hope that this can 
provide some general guidelines 
to put your mind at ease and open 
it to the variety of strategies one 
can take to in trying to cross that 
elusive red line.

First I would like to say that I 
don’t endorse any strategy over 
another. More than anything, I 
want you to think about which 
strategy works for you and your 
digestive system at the time the 
sample is given.

The Scoop (aka “The 
Spork”)

This approach takes advantage of 
the shovel’s scooping ability. In 
this method, one can defecate
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in the toilet without having 
to worry about collecting any 
matter before he or she is 
finished. Then, when everything 
is out, he or she will take the 
shovel and scoop a sample into 
the kit. Of course, a rubber glove 
could, and should, be worn for 
extra precaution.

Pros: This method allows the 
volunteer to relax and not have 
to worry about collection until 
afterwards. If your system is 

working well and 
you are routinely 
coming out firm, 
why should you 
trouble with 
messing up 
your rhythm? 
This strategy 
allows you to 

complete your normal bowel 
movement and simply scoop up 
afterwards.

Cons: This might not be the best 
strategy for all consistencies of 
sample.  It works well for the 
formed sample but if the material 
is a bit loose or fluid, then the 
toilet water might dilute your 
sample, compromising your 
entire enterprise and forcing 
you to start all over again.  
Also, the subject does have to 
reach into a poopy toilet—an 
awkward experience no matter 
the context. 

The Glove

Next to the box of stool sample 
kits in the medical office is 
a box of rubber gloves (you 

also have a set in your med 
kit). These are invaluable to 

an uncontaminated test—and 
hand. Using this plan of attack, 
one would be wearing a rubber 
glove on one hand. He or she 
would then poop into that hand 
and place the collected sample 
into the container. Replacing 
the rubber glove with a bunch 
of paper towel is an alternative 
form of this method for those 
without access to a pharmacy 
or if you want to reduce your 
carbon footprint. 
Pros: This method can be very 
quick and efficient if the subject 
has a good grasp of where the 
sample is going to fall and the 
sample is well formed. Going 

directly into the glove also 
ensures that your sample will 
not be compromised because it 
is touching a sterile, unsoiled 
surface.

Cons: This scenario relies on 
the availability of rubber gloves. 
If they are not available when 
the sample is being given, you 
might want to consider the toilet 
paper option (keep in mind the 
increased risk of direct contact). 
One must also be wary of the stool 
consistency while applying this 
method. If everything is firm, 
collecting and depositing should 
be relatively straightforward. 
But if dealing with something 
that could be described as loose 
or watery,  “the glove” might 
not fit.  One might also want to 
consider the awkward warmth 
of handling the sample.

The Turtlehead

In this method, one sits on the 
toilet as if he or she is beginning 
a normal bowel movement. As the 
first sample is coming out, one 
would simply pinch it into the 
canister and continue their move-
ment as normal. Obviously, rub-
ber gloves or paper towel should 
be employed to reduce the
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risk of contact.

Pros: This can be a very quick 
and efficient method if you have 
a good feel for how the sample is 
going to come out.

Cons: If you don’t have a good 
feel for what is coming out, this 
could lead to some unpredictable 
and undesired results.

The Plastic Bag

This method involves placing 
some sort of clean plastic cover-
ing over the toilet to collect what-
ever you drop in there. Then, af-
terwards, you simply transfer 
whatever the plastic surface gath-
ers into the stool sample kit. One 
would probably use the shovel 
for such a transfer, but I would 
also recommend employing the 
rubber glove for enhanced pro-
tection. 

If we were to track the roots of 
this method, I believe you will 
find that it is derived from a sum-
mer camp prank. The boys would 
put saran wrap on the toilets in 
the girls’ shower house. The girls 
wouldn’t realize. Then hilarity or 
horror would ensue, depending 
on your role in the prank.

Pros: If the consistency is loose, 
some variation of this strategy 
might offer the best chance of 
an uncontaminated, accurate 
reading. You don’t have to worry 
about the liquids mixing or mak-
ing sure that you can catch it all 
in the glove. 

Cons: The major drawback to this 
one is the prep work. You have to 
identify the plastic surface and 
ensure proper coverage before 
giving your sample.

The To-Go Container

I consider this approach a 
close relative of the plas-
tic bag. Instead of a plas-
tic bag over the toiler, one 
simply fills another type 
of container. You might 
remember this method 
from Tommy Boy when 
Chris Farley offers to take 
a dump in a box and slap 
a “guaranteed” sticker on 
it.

Pros: You don’t need a 
toilet for this one. We all 
know that the toilet wasn’t 
designed for reaching our hands 
in and scooping out. This ap-
proach offers an alternative. All 
you have to do is go in any con-

tainer you 
can find 
and trans-
fer the 
s a m p l e 
into the 
canister.

Cons: Ac-
c u r a c y 

might be a bit of an issue with 
this. So you are going to want to 
make sure the target is a “can’t-
miss.”

Darts
This is a high-risk, high-reward 
approach. I heard about it from 

another volunteer who held the 
cylinder under his anus while 
pooping, without wearing a glove. 
Obviously, if you have great ac-
curacy and a good feel for where 
the specimen is going to fall, then 
you have nothing to worry about. 
But if you miss, like the volunteer 

told me he did, you’ve got a situa-
tion on your hands... literally.

I want to reiterate that none of 
these approaches is more correct 
than another. It all depends on 
what is right for you at the time 
of your sample. What I hope is 
that you will use this guide to 
consider all of your options next 
time you are asked for a sample.

Robinson, a Natural Resources 
Conservation Volunteer from 
Omnibus 101, lives in El Oro, 
where he founded the youth-run 
newsmagazine AREvista.
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Literature

Twenty-Four Books Reviews in Three Sentences or Less
By John G. Mannion

Over the past 15 months I have read 120 books. I’m kind of a big deal. In the spirit of helping the less voracious 
readers amongst us, I have put together 24 books from a variety of genres and given deep, university-level in-
sight into them—all in less than one paragraph. Enjoy!

The Survivors 
Club: The 
Secrets and 
Science that 
Could Save 
Your Life 

By Ben 
Sherwood

If you are going to have a heart at-
tack, make sure you are in a casino; 
cold weather is dangerous; and fol-
low air bubbles to the surface if 
you ever crash a fighter jet into the 
ocean. This book has a well-flowing 
narrative infused with useful hints 
on how not to die. Great for people 
who constantly imagine worse case 
scenarios in every day situations and 
want to plan accordingly. 

We The 
Living 

By Ayn Rand

Soviet Russia was not as nice as I 
was led to believe—actually, it was 
hell on Earth. If you enjoy well writ-
ten, but depressing pieces of litera-
ture like The Jungle, The Grapes of 
Wrath, and Hansel and Gretel (they 
are abandoned by their parents and 
burn an old lady alive!) you will 
surely like Ayn Rand’s bleak view on 
what happens when property rights 
disappear. 

Dying To Win: 
The Strategic 
Logic of 
Suicide 
Terrorism 

By Robert 
Anthony Pape

If you enjoy political science, current 
events and well-researched books, 
don’t miss reading this one (unlike 
our lazy Editor, Grigsby Crawford, 
who’s read just a mere 100 books in 
the last 13 months).

The Bridge 
Over The 
River Kwai 

By Pierre 
Boulle

Well-written and entertaining, but 
without the whistling it cannot com-
pare to the Oscar-winning 1957 film 
of the same name. 

Mere 
Christianity 

By C.S. Lewis

Among moderate Christians in univer-
sity, this book’s a favorite for helping to 
explain to their rebellious peers why they 
cannot go out and have sex with the rest 
of the fornicators, how they don’t think 
they’re “better than everyone else,” or 
the reason they cannot get irresponsibly 
drunk at 9 a.m. on a Tuesday—during 
class. Actually, depending on your site, 
these arguments can come in handy for 
avoiding crazy/destructive/unhealthy 
activities with community members.  

How to 
Play Chess 
Openings

By Eugene 
Znosko-
Borovsky

Have you played chess over 50 times? 
Do you enjoy it? If yes, read this book; 
if no, you are a dumbass. 
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Lonesome 
Dove

By Larry 
McMurtry

My favorite book I have read in Ec-
uador and one of my top three of all 
time. I want to go home to the states, 
go back in time to 1870, become a 
cowboy in Texas, drink moonshine 
from a jug I keep cool in a mud hut, 
and steal cattle from Mexicans. Does 
that sound racist? 

The Sun Also 
Rises

By Ernest 
Hemingway 

The characters drink a ton in this 
book. After reading it I decided I 
needed to drink heavier and more 
often, and start at any time of day 
I want. If fictional characters in a 
Hemmingway novel can do it, so can 
I. If you care to follow my new phi-
losophy on life, read this book. 

Simon 
Bolivar: A Life

By John Lynch

South America was full of ungrate-
ful a—holes. Oops, I ruined the end-
ing. The book is rather long, but it is 
incredibly informative about a man 
who lived a hectic life, and since we 
live in a country liberated by Bolivar 
it makes sense to read.  

Lance Armstrong’s 
War: One Man’s 
Battle Against 
Fate, Fame, Love, 
Death, Scandal, 
and a Few Other 
Rivals on the Road 
to the Tour de 
France

By Daniel Coyle

The book will make you want to go 
out and buy a bike, dress in outra-
geously tight shorts, and start train-
ing for the Tour de France. My buddy 
(PCV) Ben [Palmer] and I fell under 
its spell for two months but due to 
the lack of road bikes in and around 
Tena, we had to give up our dreams. 
If you enjoy physical activity, read 
this book; it’s not too long, and has 
a great title. 

Mountains 
Beyond 
Mountains: The 
Quest of Dr. Paul 
Farmer, a Man 
Who Would Cure 
the World

By Tracy Kidder

Harvard Medical School is a joke. I 
came to this realization while read-
ing this nonfiction book about Paul 
Farmer, who while living/volunteer-
ing in Haiti, enrolled in and gradu-
ated from said medical school. The 
story of how he did that is a minis-
cule part of the book, which is defi-
nitely worth a read.  

Water: The 
Fate of Our 
Most Precious 
Resource

By Marq De 
Villiers

WE ARE ALL GOING TO DIE!! 
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Life of Pi

By Yann 
Martel

A fun work of fiction that has all the 
pieces necessary to constitute a great 
book: a tiger, small boat, and a kid. 
There will be blood.

The Columbian 
Exchange: 
Biological 
and Cultural 
Consequences 
of 1492

By Alfred W. 
Crosby Jr.

This book on the movement of food, 
disease, people, animals, etc. from 
North and South America to Europe, 
and vice versa, is worth a read if you 
have interest in anthropology, his-
tory or science.

The Time 
Traveler’s 
Wife

By Audrey 
Niffenegger

Everyone needs to read this book, se-
riously. Don’t judge me.

Sleep No 
More 

By Greg Iles

Erotic fiction is alive and well. If 
what I just wrote piqued your inter-
est, read this book.

Where Men 
Win Glory: The 
Odyssey of Pat 
Tillman

By Jon 
Krakauer

Going into this book I thought Pat 
Tillman, the NFL player who gave 
up his contract to fight (and die by 
friendly fire) in the war in Afghani-
stan, was a redneck hick. Turns out 
I was incredibly wrong and he is the 
epitome of a great person. Krakau-
er’s writing and narrative are great 
and his book will not disappoint. 

Private Parts

By Howard 
Stern

This book was written over sixteen 
years ago, which makes its pop cul-
ture references antiquated and most 
of the celebrities unrecognizable. But 
it is Howard Stern and penis jokes 
never go out of style. I would suggest 
this book to anyone who has enjoyed 
his show (or penis jokes) at one time 
or another. 
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Moby Dick

By Herman 
Melville

If the SAT verbal section only used 
17th century whaling terms we would 
all score a zero. I would recommend 
this book to anyone with an Amazon 
Kindle or a full-size Webster’s Dic-
tionary and a lot of free time.

The Winter 
of Our 
Discontent

By John 
Steinbeck

Depressing books about life on the 
New England coast have been a pop-
ular genre for me this year. As far as 
they go, this Pulitzer Prize winner is 
a good, fairly short read that anyone 
can enjoy.  

Under Fire: 
An American 
Story

By Oliver 
North

Before reading this book I carried around 
a pitchfork and torch at all times because 
I wanted to be ready to help anyone who 
wanted to harangue Oliver North (the Rea-
gan administration figure who was convicted 
on charges relating to the 1986 Iran-Contra 
affair). After reading this book I still carry 
around the pitchfork and torch, only now it’s 
to attack anyone who dares to sully Lt. Col. 
North’s good name. Liberals, read this book 
at your own risk; conservatives, keep a copy 

of it next to your Bible.   

Mannion, an Agriculture Volunteer from Omnibus 101, lives (but mostly reads) in Napo.

Stranger in a 
Strange Land

By Robert A. 
Heinlein

This book is a commentary on reli-
gion, sex, relationships, work, health, 
technology and everything else im-
portant to people in the world today. 
The way it accomplishes this is by 
creating a flamboyant, extreme ver-
sion of everything we have today—
from the point of view of someone 
never before exposed to anything 
but red rocks. Sound intriguing?

The Panama 
Hat Trail

By Tom Miller

Do not read this book, because it 
will cause you to correct anyone who 
ever mistakenly says that Panama 
Hats are from Panama (and not Ec-
uador). You may look like a preten-
tious asshole in the process. I would 
know.

1776 

By David 
McCullough

The author has won two Pulitzer 
Prizes (the other was for Truman) 
and George Washington was a ba-
dass. Need I say more? A must read.
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Literature

¡Ecuador Top 10 List!
By Sonya Warner

At Close of Training
10. Ecuador – where rice, pasta, and French fries make a meal.
9. The “three months of training” you were promised actually means nine weeks.
8. Yes, a motorcycle can effectively serve as transportation for a family of five.
7. The human butt can withstand endless hours on a hard wooden bench. Sí se        
     puede.
6. Ensalada is code for any diced vegetable, and often includes mayonnaise.
5. Andy* has an energy level not usually found in adults.
4. Ecuador: where the meaning of life can be put on a shirt for the low price of   
     $3.99.
3. Cuy: the best tasting pet available for $12.00/lb.
2. Rubber boots go with any outfit, even swimsuits.
1. Contrary to popular belief, you can’t add “o” to any English word to translate it   
     into Spanish. Cuidado cuando estás usando “excitado.”

*Gavilanes, former PTS for Natural Resources Conservation. We miss you!

One Year into Service
10. Ecuador - where you can buy one aspirin and use the money saved for three   
      days’ worth of saldo.
9. Ya mismo, and ya ya: phrases you will love to hate.
8. Ecuador: where 5´4¨ is tall.
7. One benefit of being a gringo: someone always wants to buy you a trago.
6. Ecuador: where a 5:30 bus may regularly leave at 7:00.
5. “You are how old and not married?”
4. Ecuador: where a taxi can be hired to bring you food, or alcohol.
3. Strangers want to practice English with you, especially when drunk.
2. No botas nada: anything can be repaired.
1. Ecuador: where businesses rarely have sueltos, and sometimes neither does the  
    bank.

Warner, a Natural Resources Conservation Volunteer from Omnibus 101, lives in Azuay.
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Current Events

What’s Hot & What’s Not In Peace Corps Ecuador
By Gloria Jimenez

(Please note, if it’s not obvious, that the following is based solely on this writer’s empirical observation and 
opinion, and in no way should be taken to imply an endorsement or disapprobation of the items listed.)

*Thanks to MacKenzie Gibson, Molly Maguire-Marshall, Brad Mattan, Julie Queen, and Cael Warren for sug-
gestions.

Jimenez, a Natural Resources Conservation Volunteer from Omnibus 101, lives in Azuay and is an Arts & En-
tertainment Section Editor for El Clima.



One of the most valuable things 
I’ve gotten out of my time so far 
in the Peace Corps is getting to 
know other volunteers: people 
with diverse backgrounds and 
fascinating stories. So I thought 
it would be interesting to ask vol-
unteers about their “top three” 
favorite things in life at the mo-
ment.

I was right about it being inter-
esting! Here’s a random sampling 
of some of your fellow volunteers’ 
favorite things.

Environmental Education “It’s 
not just teaching about climate 
change, pollution, and reforesta-
tion in the classroom; in addition 
to all things green, it’s personal 
health, psychology, justice, hu-
man rights, the economy, poli-
cy and more. It’s rebuilding the 
bridge between humans and na-
ture.” Naim Edwards, Omnibus 
103, El Oro

New Zealand “Spend at least a 
month bike touring there. Car-
ry your own supplies. Enjoy the 
beauty, the generous people, the 
pure air, and the very good exer-
cise!” Lauren Dorosz, Omnibus 
100, Esmeraldas

New York vs. John Mayer “John 
Mayer is from Connecticut, which 
is unofficially the largest suburb 
of NYC. His songs are some of my 
best therapy. I feel as if he knew 

about something I went through 
and wrote it for me.” Naim Ed-
wards

Speed dating “It is downright 
entertaining and will make for 
some great stories. Plus, you 
never know, you might actu-
ally meet the man or woman of 
your dreams. Many of my friends 
have.” Lauren Dorosz

Jamie Mandujano, Omnibus 103 
“Hang out with him.” Carrie Sol-
tanoff

Almuerzos Vegetarianos, Puyo, 
Pastaza “A true gem among a sea 
of rice, yuca, potatoes, and chick-
en. The food is different, unex-
pected. It’s gourmet. It includes 
green vegetables. Best of all, it’s 
cheap. Can you say mmm? I do 
every single time!” Brian Nelson, 
Omnibus 103, Pastaza

Inspired to share your three fa-
vorite things? Email csoltanoff@
gmail.com with your recommen-
dations and a short description 
of why.

Soltanoff, a Natural Resources 
Conservation Volunteer from 
Omnibus 103, lives in Esmeral-
das.

Lady Gaga was recently repri-
manded by her Program Manager 
after being caught sneaking out of 

her site with Ale-
jandro, Fernando 
and Roberto to 
make it to Qui-
to’s Gay Pride 
parade. No wor-
ries, though, LG 
is safely back in 

site, as the Country Director be-
lieved her removal from the pro-
gram would greatly reduce Peace 
Corps’ credibility with HCNs ... 
Sadly, Larry King recently in-
formed us he 
will be ETing, 
saying his clus-
ter wouldn’t 
hang out with 
him because 
his unsightly 
glasses and sus-
penders make him just too “Grin-
go” ... After several failed Youth 
and Families projects, Britney 
Spears, in a surprising comeback 
after Reconnect, says she be will 
be taking her work in a new di-
rection and opening a peluquería 
in her site ... Brangelina have re-

cently requested 
permission from 
D.C. to adopt 
several children 
in their site, as 
well as one per 
province over the 
next year. Sourc-

es say the office plans to promote 
this as a PCV success story in 
its next annual report ... Court-
ney Love was denied entry into 
the Community Health program 
for unspecified reasons. She has 
stated she will apply for the new 
TEFL program but sources tell 
us her own questionable English 
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Getting to Know Each Other

A Few of Our Favorite 
Things
By Carrie Soltanoff

Gossip Column 

If Celebrities Were In 
Peace Corps Ecuador…
By Julie Chipman



proficiency and lucidity could be 

an obstacle … Shakira has been 

contracted to sing the World Cup 

Ecuador 2018 theme song “Jaba 

Jaba, This Time for Ecuador” ... 

Oprah Winfrey will be running 

for VAC President under the plat-

form that all PCVs should receive 

a year’s subscription to the steak-

of-the-month club and a brand-

new moto, as well as the right to 

drive it … In his first public ap-

pearance since the Late Show 

with Da-
vid Letter-
m a n , 
J o a q u i n 
P h o e -
nix an-
n o u n c e d 
that he is 
leaving Peace Corps to pursue his 
music and philanthropic inter-
ests and is now performing Kich-
wa rap in an undisclosed páramo 

... Paris Hilton 
and Lindsay 
Lohan were 

assigned to 

Peace Corps 

Ecuador for 

c o m m u n i t y 

service work 

after recent 

s u b s t a n c e 

abuse charges; 

Hilton is said 

to be filming 

a reality series 

of her train-

ing experience in Cayambe, while 

Lohan is being held indefinitely 

in customs for reasons that have 

not yet been disclosed … Follow-

ing his upcoming COS, Paul Mc-
Cartney will debut his “Air-Con-
ditioned Yellow Submarine Tour” 
off the beautiful Esmeraldas 
coast … Loud noises were heard 
from the administrative office on 
Thursday when Jackie Chan ar-
rived to challenge the policy disal-
lowing PCVs to supplement their 
Living Allowance with additional 
work income. Chan, who request-
ed a site change to Loja province 
so he could enjoy long bus rides, 
is reportedly in contract negotia-
tions with all major interprovin-
cial bus companies for exclusive 
rights to show only his films in 
their coaches. Sources tell us that 
only TransEsmeraldas Lines has 
refused 
to ne-
g o t i a t e 
w i t h 
C h a n , 
as the 
o w n e r 

is a staunch Jean-Claude Van 
Damme fan... Michael Jackson 
was reportedly seen outside a 

guardería last week in Quito. The 

sighting was unconfirmed, how-

ever, as the individual in ques-

tion was surrounded by a mob of 

young children, to whom he was 

handing out free cola and salchi-

papas. He disappeared before he 

could be questioned ….

That’s it for this edition of Celeb-

rity PCV news … if you’d like to 

join our team of Celebrity PCV 

sources and have any good celeb-

rity chisme, please send it to us 

at elclimamag@gmail.com.

Chipman, a Community Health 

Volunteer from Omnibus 102, 

lives in Tungurahua and is an 

Arts and Entertainment Section 

Editor for El Clima.
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LOLCreature of the Issue
Photo: Sonya and Zutana Warner; Graphics: Gloria Jimenez; Caption thanks to 
Violeta Jimenez 



I’m not sure what I’ll be able to 
say I’ve accomplished at the end 
of my Peace Corps service, but 
I’ll definitely have logged a vast 
number of hours in the kitchen. 
Apparently my default response 
to stress, culture shock, and 
more-frequent-than-usual sick-
ness is cooking.

I blame it on the almuerzos. I’ve 
determined from repeated exper-
imentation that I have a certain 
almuerzo threshold. If my chick-
en and rice quota exceeds prede-
termined levels, I snap. I look up 
ever more complicated recipes, 
add dill or curry to my scrambled 
eggs and rosemary to my cookies 
(these are, by the way, delicious), 
spend bank on hard cheese and ol-
ive oil, and start banging around 
my kitchen.
My food cravings at these times 
usually fall into one of two camps. 
In the first case, I want something 
that tastes totally different, with 
spices the picantería down the 
street wouldn’t recognize. I want 
ethnic food—Chinese, Catalan, 

Chilean (or at least my imitation 
versions). In an odd way, I think 
of it as American food: the sort 
of thing you might drive a few 
miles to get in any decent-sized 
city back home. So it’s nostal-
gic, yet not the sort of thing that         
on my dining table when I was a 
kid.

The second type of craving, 
though, is for something quint-
essentially American. I’m talking 
my grandmother’s red-wine spa-
ghetti sauce, deviled eggs, porto-
bello burgers, banana pancakes. 
Hey, everyone’s got their idea 
of American food, and the very 
thought can make us drool, or 
weep, depending on which part 
of the U-curve we’re cruising at 
the moment.

In the efforts of being crowd-
pleasing, this issue of El Clima is 
catering to both craving camps. 
Want something “international”? 
Wishing in idle moments you 
were placed in Peace Corps Mexi-
co? We’ve got three delicious rec-
ipes to distract you.
Or perhaps you’re homesick and 
thinking two years is an awfully 
long time not to be able to afford 
Applebee’s (or Campbell’s). My 
recommendation: try out a true-
blue American meal combina-
tion, pray for rain, pop in a good 
movie and vegetate for a little 
while. It’ll fortify you for tomor-
row’s chicken and rice.

Jimenez, a Natural Resources 
Conservation Volunteer from 
Omnibus 101, lives in Azuay and 
is an Arts and Entertainment 

Section Editor for El Clima.
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Cook’s Corner

A Forward to This Week’s 
Recipes 
By Gloria Jimenez 



Arts & Entertainment • El Clima • August 2010

37

Cook’s Corner

Food From Countries We Are Not

Mexico (Via Texas)
By Jason Holliday

Jason’s Tex-Mex Salsa
Makes about 4 cups

Enjoy this chunky salsa with chips, over eggs, or however you prefer—be creative! I put salsa on everything, including the 
cornbread recipe below. It helps moisten things up at high altitude.

 6 tomatoes 
3 medium onions 
5 cloves garlic
1/2 cup water
1 ají
1 bunch cilantro
salt

Coarsely chop 4 tomatoes, 1 onion, the garlic, and the ají, and blend until smooth. Place puree in a pot, rinse blender with 
water and add rinse water to pot. Chop remaining onions and add to pot. Bring to a boil and simmer 20 minutes over low 
heat, stirring occasionally. Remove from heat, dice remaining tomatoes and add to sauce (they will cook in the hot salsa). 
Let cool, and add cilantro, lime, and salt to taste.

Mexican Cornbread 
From Jason’s mom; serves 6

This cornbread is pretty much a full meal in one dish. It’s easy to make with ingredients in Ecuador, and very versatile; 
simply omit ground beef for a vegetarian option. Just be careful when quadrupling the recipe in a giant cast iron skillet 
that can burn the crap out of you and crack your kitchen floor tiles.

 For the cornbread
2 cups yellow cornmeal
2 eggs 
1 cup milk 
1 tsp baking soda
2 tsp salt
1/4 cup shortening/butter

For the filling
1 lb browned ground beef
2 chopped onions
3 cloves minced garlic
1 cup shredded cheese
1 chopped bell pepper
1 ají
Optional: corn, beans, other vegetables
 
Mix together the cornbread ingredients. Grease a baking pan, and pour in half the cornbread batter. Layer cheese, meat, 
and veggies and top with the rest of the batter. Slice ají into discs and place on top of batter. Bake 1 hour at 350 F or until 
nicely browned.

Holliday, a Community Health Volunteer from Omnibus 102, lives in Chimborazo.
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Cook’s Corner

Food From Countries We Are Not

Thailand
By Joy Love

Peanut Pad Thai 
Adapted from a Peace Corps Bolivia cookbook; serves 2-4

I love this dish because it has peanut butter, otherwise known as my favorite food on the planet. I have made it 
for visiting volunteers, for my host family, and with my cooking class in site. I even emailed it to my dad back 
home to cook for my mom on Mother’s Day!

 1/4 cup oil
1 large onion
4 cloves garlic
1 tsp chopped fresh ginger
3 tbsp curry powder
1 tsp cumin
1 tsp garlic powder
1 tsp ground oregano (or crush the dry stuff)
1/2 tsp black pepper
1-2 tsp salt (or to taste)
1 tsp paprika
1 cup water
milk/coconut milk as needed
1/2 cup unsweetened peanut butter
2 carrots, chopped
3 green peppers, chopped
1 tbsp honey
1/2 cup shredded coconut
400 g rice or Asian noodles
 
Sauté onion, garlic, and ginger in oil until onions are transparent. Stir in carrots, green pepper, and water, then 
add spices and honey and mix well. Stir in coconut, and add milk as needed to keep the mixture saucy and pre-
vent it from getting too dry while the veggies cook. Simmer, stirring occasionally, on medium-low heat about 
10-15 minutes until you have a nice sauce and veggies are cooked to desired tenderness. Spoon on top of cooked 
rice noodles, and garnish with peanuts and/or coconut.

Love, a Community Health Volunteer from Omnibus 102, lives in Pichincha.
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Cook’s Corner

Food From Countries We Are Not

India
By Gloria Jimenez

Chana Punjabi 
Adapted from thewednesdaychef.blogspot.com; serves 2-4

A simple and subtly flavored Indian dish that’s light and keeps well. For a possibly non-authentic but yummy 
touch—that also adds protein and calcium—stir cubed queso fresco into the sauce along with the cilantro at the 
end. Indian dishes like this are one arena in which queso fresco actually shines.

 1 tbsp canola/vegetable oil
1 medium onion, chopped
2 tsp minced garlic
1 tsp minced ginger
1 small ají, seeded and chopped
2 large tomatoes, chopped
1.5 tsp paprika*
1 tsp ground coriander
1/2 tsp garam masala
1/4 tsp turmeric
>1 tsp salt
1 tsp lemon juice
30 oz cooked chickpeas (2 cans), drained
2 tbsp minced cilantro
(1-2 oz queso fresco cubes)
(cooked spinach or other vegetables)
 
Heat oil over medium-low heat; add onion and sauté until translucent, ~5 minutes. Stir in garlic, ginger and 
chili until soft and fragrant, ~3 minutes. Add tomatoes and 1/4 cup water; cover and cook until tomatoes are 
very soft, ~5 minutes. 

Remove sauce from heat and purée smooth in a blender; return to pan over medium heat. Add spices, salt, 
lemon juice, and chickpeas. Bring sauce to a boil, then reduce to low heat. Cover and simmer 15-60 minutes 
until sauce is thick, chickpeas very soft, and flavors well-developed, stirring occasionally and adding water to 
prevent sticking. If you like, uncover pan to reduce and thicken the sauce towards the end, then stir in cilantro 
(and optionally queso fresco and any sort of cooked vegetable you’d like), adjust salt, and serve with rice. 

*Note: The spices that make Indian food taste, well, like Indian food can be hard to get in Ecuador. If you don’t 
have them, try replacing those listed here with generic curry powder (which is a spice mix based on coriander, 
cayenne, turmeric, ginger, and cumin). Try adding a little bit of cinnamon, ginger, and cloves if you have them 
to get at the taste of garam masala. Your sauce may not end up with have the taste intended here, but will still be 
tasty!
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Cook’s Corner

Food From Countries We Are Not

From the Homeland
By Gloria Jimenez

Cream of Tomato Soup 
Adapted from smittenkitchen.com; makes 4 small portions

8 tomatoes, peeled* (or 2 28-oz cans, juice reserved)
4 tbsp unsalted butter/margarine
4 large shallots or white onions, minced (~1/2 cup)
1 tbsp tomato paste
pinch ground allspice**
2 tbsp flour
1.75 cups chicken or vegetable stock
1/2 cup cream
2 tbsp brandy/dry sherry***
salt and cayenne pepper
  
Open tomatoes over a strainer with your fingers, pushing out the seeds (keep the juice); spread seeded tomatoes in a single 
layer in a baking pan (cover the pan with foil to not splatter your campo oven). Bake as hot as your oven will go (or 450 F), 
until liquid is mostly evaporated and tomatoes are coloring, ~30-40 minutes. Let cool.

Heat the butter in a pot over medium heat until foamy; reduce heat to low and add shallots, tomato paste, and allspice. 
Cover, stirring occasionally, and cook until shallots are soft, 7-10 minutes. Stir in flour for about 30 seconds, then whisk in 
stock, then add strained tomato juice and baked tomatoes. 

Cover, bring to a boil, then simmer on low heat 10 minutes, stirring occasionally. Puree in blender until smooth, then re-
turn soup to pot, add cream, and warm over low heat a couple minutes. Turn off heat, stir in brandy, and season with salt 
and cayenne. 

Soup will keep refrigerated about 3 days; reheat on low heat, don’t let it boil!

*Easy tomato peelage: drop into boiling water for 15 seconds, then peel off skin in strips.
**Don’t have allspice? Me neither. Add a little each of cinnamon, nutmeg, and cloves.
***I used some months-old white Clos wine and it worked great.

Grilled Cheese Sandwiches
Adapted from smittenkitchen.com; makes 2 sandwiches

3 oz cheddar/other cheese, grated (~3/4 cup)*
4 1/2” slices sandwich bread
2 tbsp butter, melted

Heat a heavy skillet over low to medium-low heat. Divide cheese between 2 bottom bread slices, and top each with another 
slice, pressing down. Brush tops with half the melted butter, and place the sandwiches buttered side-down in the skillet. 
Butter the top sides. Cook until crisp and golden brown, 5-10 minutes per side; flip back to first side about 15 seconds to 
reheat and crisp, and serve. With tomato soup.

*A rigorous test of grating the cheese and thus dirtying another dish, versus slicing the cheese into hunks, yielded equally 
pleasing sandwiches.






