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ZambiaPC   letter from the editor

POWER
“I am confident and strong. I have the power to make positive 
choices in my life. I decide who I am and how I see myself.”

The twenty girls who recited this at Camp GLOW in Eastern 
Province this August was the inspiration behind this 
quarter’s issue of Zambition. As I worked on the publication, 
I was reminded of the confidence and strength we exhibit 
as volunteers in Peace Corps. They say we have “the 
toughest job you’ll ever love”, and this past quarter was no 
exception. Whether it’s balancing relationships with those 
at home or readjusting to a modern world after bidding 
farewell to 10,000 hours of village life, our experiences as 
Peace Corps volunteers certainly puts our will to the test.

To both the trials and triumphs you may face in the coming 
months, may you have the power to deal with them accordingly. 
May you have the strength to overcome your challenges and move 
forward with a positive outlook on your service here in Zambia. 
May you have the power to remain humble in your successes, 
and the confidence to inspire others through those feats. 

At times this quarter, I too needed a reminder that the fate of 
my service is in my hands only. I decide where to take it and how 
to view it. And only I can bolster the confidence and strength 
to uphold that. It’s funny that it took a girl’s empowerment 
camp – one I was helping facilitate – to remind me that I 
too can have that power. We all can, really. As you read this 
quarter’s issue of Zambition, I hope you also feel that power.

As always, keep that zambition thriving.

 

Best,

Bailey Rose Eiland
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4
Girls celebrate their 
� nal day of Camp 
GLOW at Kalomo 
Secondary School in 
Southern Province. 
Photo courtesy of 
Bethany Olson.

5Dan Cusyk, RAP 2012, wearing 
a chief ’s suit bestowed upon 
him by Chief Kalongesha at the 
Chisemwa Cha Lunda ceremony 
in Northwestern Province.  Photo 
courtesy of Sam Blohowiak.

6
Traditional Nyau Dancer of the Chewa 
Tribe at the annual Kulamba Ceremony 
in Eastern Province during August. Photo 
courtesy of David Cottrell.
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10,000
MATT YOUNG

HOURS
“In fact, researchers have settled on what they believe is the 

magic number for true expertise: ten thousand hours.”
Malcolm Gladwell, Outliers: � e Story of Success

Because I am the only American 
living in a 70-kilometer long stretch 
of the second-farthest district in the 
farthest province from Zambia’s capital, 
everything I do and say informs what the 
people in my area think about Americans 
in general. To them, I am America. What 
I do and say is what  all  Americans do 
and say. As far as the people of Nshinda 
are concerned, all Americans talk to 
their cats, wear basketball shorts that are 
in perpetual need of washing, and are 
charming and witty and above all modest.

My role as de facto U.S. ambassador 
to rural Zambia doesn’t quite consume all 
24 hours of each day; I read prodigiously 
and check college football scores on 

10,000 hours is a lot of time. By this 
benchmark, it will take me approximately 
821 years to become an expert at 
peeing while standing up. Longer 
if my target is a hole the size of my 
chimbusu. 10,000 hours is a  lot of time.

Speaking of a lot of time, it’s a popular 
saying that being a Peace Corps volunteer 
is a 24/7 job. Development is something 
we do when there isn’t a funeral going on 
or when it’s not raining or when the � sh 
farming group still wants to work with the 
muzungu even after learning that he isn’t 
going to give them any money. However, 
this is simply a starting point for the 
conversation of what a volunteer does.
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ESPN.com more often than the average 
bear. But I would guess that I spend at 
least twelve hours per day either actively 
engaged in cultural exchange or re� ecting 
upon and reacting to it. And here’s 
something interesting: if you were to take 
those 10,000 hours and divide this total 
by 12, you’d get just over 833 days. � at’s 
119 weeks, or right around 27 months. 
� e length of a typical Peace Corps 
service including training is... 27 months.

Coincidence? I think not.

By the time I conclude my Peace 
Corps service I will have devoted 
approximately 10,000 hours to becoming 
an expert in grassroots diplomacy. I will 
have spent 27 months lea rning, teaching, 
thinking about, and living in a country 
and society radically di� erent from my 
own. I didn’t join the Peace Corps to 
save the world, but I might just come out 
on the other side of these 10,000 hours 
understanding a little bit more of it.

My counterpart’s sons getting an early start 
on their 10,000 hours of � sh pond digging.
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pray that in the darkness of night, the � ickering 
orange and yellow � ames of an open � re call you 

home. I pray that the stars pulse brightly. � at 
they guide you. � at you feel small under that 
big canvas of sky, small but strong. � at you � nd 
comfort there, in your home away from home, 
in the house of mud walls that shelters life here.

I pray that when the rains come, souls are 
awakened and maize grows strong and well. 
I pray that the water cleanses and rejuvenates 
the land, parched from months of drought. 
I pray that rivers come to life again, that 
streams appear and children play in the mud.

I pray that one day, soon, we no longer must bear 
helpless witness to hunger season. � at it doesn’t 
exist. � at food is plenty. � at stomachs are full.

I pray that mindsets change. � at human 
behavior changes. � at the good fortune of one 
helps others to rise instead of causing jealousy. 
� at community isn’t just a buzzword but is 
also a collection of actions taken by people who 
are working together toward a common goal.

prayerca p e a c e co r p s

RQX[t
Morgan Marks

U
I
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I pray that education takes priority over iron sheets. 
But I pray that one day, every house has iron sheets.

I pray that every life is celebrated and mourned. 
� at death is seen not as an end but as a beginning, 
a birth, just one part of this wonder called life.

I pray that the laughter of children chasing bubbles 
helps adults to remember their innocence, their 
spirit, to remember that genuine wonder at the 
world that we all once had and have since lost.

I pray that stories � ourish about the beauty of 
this world and her people. � at the simple gesture 
of a person greeting you ripples the world over. 
� at kindness reigns. � at your heart is happy.

I pray that our actions leave positive footprints. 
� at souls and spirits are felt long after our names 
have faded into the dust. I pray that you are better 
because I lived. � at I matter, because you existed.

I pray that at the end of the day you are tired. � at you 
sleep deeply and soundly, the kind of sleep that only 
comes after a day of hard work. And that on hard days, 
I pray that you remember your purpose. When it’s not 
always clear, I pray that the universe will remind you.

I pray that you step outside each morning and greet 
the world, and I pray that you � nd a bit of hope in that 
small action. I pray for each of us, to do what we can, 
what we are able, where we are, with what we have. 
To give of ourselves. To keep hope. To keep heart. To 
let go and to forge on, always moving toward what 
we might not yet be able to see but can always feel.

U6
Photo courtesy of Bradley WellsZAMBITION | OCTOBER 20149      
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I have become a pro at 
lighting � res. Give me 

a few minutes and I’ll have a 
blaze of coals burning so red 
that you will be tingling with joy.

1

Kenny Janson

PERFECT
FUTUREHusband
� e Peace Corps is shaping 
me into the perfect future 
husband, and here’s how:

I’m a resourceful and 
creative chef, guaranteed to 
produce a tastebud party 

that you didn’t think possible with 
such basic ingredients. And for all of 
those nights that you’re longing for a 
candlelight dinner at home… Well, 
I have you covered with plenty of 
experience in lighting candles as well.

2

HEATS IT UP

NOM NOM

I’m � t, and my 
cardiovascular and 
respiratory systems 

are getting the workout of their 
life from biking. So that means 
any future spouse will enjoy a 
long and prosperous life with me.

3 I WORK OUT

I’m an amateur 
paramedic when it comes to � rst-
aid. cuts, scrapes, bites, burns, 
indigestion… I’ll grab my � rst-
aid kit and have you surviving 
your mini-catastrophe in no time

4 JUST CALL 
ME DOC

Janson captured by the kiddos while he impersonated cleaning as an awesome 
multi-tasking Zambian Woman… Sporting a chitenge and all of the necessities.



I’m a pro at negotiating prices 
for the best deal at the market. 
I’ll shave o�  every kwacha, 

dollar, ngwee, and cent possible in 
order to keep your wallet fat and keep 
you under your budget. Lowest prices… 
Everyday. � at’s the Kenny way!

7 BARGAINS!

I bake bread, cookies, 
and cakes over an open 

� re… Yes, cakes. Need I say more?

6 PASTRY PARTY

I can sweep an entire house 
(okay, it’s only 600 square feet) 

with a quick wrist and a snazzy hand-
broom in under three minutes. No 
maid needed, and you’ll never have to 
worry about doing endless chores alone!

8 SWEEP YOU 
OFF YOUR FEETI have a green thumb 

– with practice and 
lessons from the village – and you 
could say that “my garden brings 
all of the villagers to the yard”.

5 I DIG IT

I’m something of an animal 
whisperer. (No, I’m not crazy…) 
� ey respond to me and I 
calm their nerves – especially 

farm animals – so we invariably end 
up becoming good friends! I can catch 
chickens with ease, and I can also 
distinguish between the freshest eggs 
and the not-so-fresh eggs at a single 
glance. Happy pets mean happy people, 
which in turn means a happy home!

9 DR. DOLITTLE

I can speak Lunda, 
a Bantu language 

spoken only in parts of sub-Saharan 
Africa, and I’m experiencing things 
that most people never have the chance 
to do. Who wouldn’t want their future 
husband to be not only innovative, 
imaginative, and adventurous, but also 
a change agent and a world explorer?

10 TALK TO ME 

Janson captured by the kiddos while he impersonated cleaning as an awesome 
multi-tasking Zambian Woman… Sporting a chitenge and all of the necessities.

ELIGIBILITY METER

PUT Aring
on it
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THE FAMBAM COMES TO 

Zamland
Bailey Rose Eiland

 

 
  

   

 You can write blogs. You can post pictures. And you 
can call home. But nothing quite relays the experience of a 
Peace Corps Volunteer like hosting visitors. 
 � at said, I was ecstatic to have my parents visit 
me this June. Victoria Falls, South Luangwa and some 
plane rides in between were on the itinerary, but I was most 
excited about them visiting my village. Mom and Dad are 
two of my best friends, so they have been fairly clued in 
on my life here in Zambia. Over the last year and a half, 
they’ve been bombarded with photos of smiling village 
children, phone calls with my counterparts in broken 
English, and an assortment of Zambian gifts when I went 
home last Christmas. Now, it was time to meet those 
smiling faces, talk in person with those counterparts, and 
actually use chitenges and matikos.

 � ey arrived on a Sunday in true Zambian fashion 
– an hour late. Mom was so excited on the drive to the 
hotel, she kept pointing out every person walking along 
the road. I couldn’t help but smile and think to myself, 
just wait till you see the village. Dad, naturally, was sitting 
up front asking the cab driver a million questions about 
development and infrastructure. Crunched between Mom 
and some pretty serious luggage, I couldn’t have been 
happier.
 � e next week was spent exploring Victoria Falls 
in Livingstone and viewing wild game at South Luangwa 
National Park in Mfuwe. Some of the highlights? We 
Facetimed with my brother while at the Falls, rode 
elephants at a safari, and met my Peace Corps friend’s 
parents. Four game drives of leopards, lions, gira� es, PC 
volunteers and their families, zebras, elephants, hyenas, 



hippos galore, and constant food-consuming gluttony later, 
it was time to kiss our luxurious tourism days goodbye.  
 Mud hut living, stovetop cooking, Nyanja speaking 
and pit latrines were on our horizon as Stephen Village 
called our names. It was a moment I’ve dreamt about for 
months, a moment 
I’d incessantly 
prepared for my 
villagers for – Mom 
and Dad were 
coming to the 
village.
 � ough the 
chimbudzi, outdoor 
bathing, trillions 
of kids constantly 
staring, and 
language barriers 
took some getting 
used to, Mom 
and Dad were 
quite the troopers. 
With his magic 
coin tricks and big 
personality Dad 
was a hit among 
the youngsters. 
Even Esnut, who 
is normally too shy 
to meet strangers, 
was a constant 
appearance, vying 
for my father’s 
attention. With 
his creativity 
and resourceful 
thinking, Dad also 
made fast friends 
with my lead 
farmers. Mom also 
rocked the village 
with her big heart 
and stamina. She � t 
right in, never once 
complaining about the rough living conditions. Always 
eager to weed and water, wash dishes by hand, and help the 
women shell their maize, Mom was a visitor I’d like to have 
around more often. Pride swelled in my heart for both of 
them.  
 � ough our time in the village was short, we 
managed to spend a day with my counterparts, Frackson 
and Annie Sakala. Nothing will beat the feeling of having 
both my American family and my Zambian family standing 
under the same roof - absolutely nothing. 

 We spent the day visiting di� erent gardens, 
introducing my parents to traditional foods such as 
sugarcane, guavas and nshima, and sharing cultural stories. 
Together with Frackson, Dad even came up with some 
appropriate technology ideas to be used in the garden 

- ideas that 
months later, we 
are now actually 
implementing.
 I could 
have spent 
an entire 
week with my 
parents in the 
village. I could 
have forgone 
Victoria Falls 
and the game 
park, though 
I thoroughly 
enjoyed them 
both. But to 
have my parents 
experience the 
simplicity, yet 
harsh conditions, 
of my life, and 
to meet the 
people who 
make those hard 
conditions all 
the worthwhile 
– that was  
meaningful 
beyond words. 
 It wasn’t 
easy. Mom and 
Dad had to 
tough out rural 
Africa, and I had 
to stress about 
keeping them 
safe, healthy and 
content. We had 

to deal with three people (two of which were living out of 
suitcases) making it work in a small, two room mud hut. 
As with any child/parent relationship, we had to deal with 
some head buttings and other disagreements. I had to live 
with Dad’s need of internet for business; he had to deal 
with my strictness about NO SHOES inside my hut. And 
Mom had to put up with BOTH of us.
 No, it wasn’t easy. But it was easily one of the best 
weeks of my life.  
 

My American family � nally meets my Zambian family.
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closing
opening &

of doors
AUSTIN SALY, GRS EXTENSION

“I wish I could tell you the secret to being forever young, but no one’s 
� gured that out yet. But if you see the glass half full, simplify your life, 

and give yourself to a worthy cause, you will be forever happy.”
BERT JACOBS



 After two � eeting years of village life in 
Eastern Province, my service has � nally come 
to an abrupt end. Looking back, it’s hard to 
believe  I spent two years living in the African 
bush,  and  even more di�  cult to understand 
where the time went. � rough challenges and 
accomplishments alike, I can con� dently say that 
it was my greatest adventure. � at’s why I couldn’t 
bring myself to end it entirely – not just yet. 
  Currently I’m residing in one of the more 
a�  uent sectors of Lusaka; at a desk with lighting and 
electricity. If I get thirsty, I walk down the hall and 
get water – from a faucet! And, if I really wanted to 

splurge (but not really), I could get 
ice. � ings have drastically changed 
in the past week. No more candles or 
fetching water from a well, no more 
cooking with charcoal or living 
alone. I have three  roommates, 
my own room and  bathroom, 
and all the wonderful luxuries 
that come with a modern house. 
  My last few weeks in the village 
were tough, but I kept my sights 
on the future. After accepting my 
new position at  Grassroot  Soccer, 

I looked forward to the next chapter and getting 
back to modern civilization. I bid farewell to 
village friends, hut  living,  and  consolidated all 
my valuable possessions. I made sure to set things 
up nicely for the next incoming volunteer to take 
over my site. � e hardest thing was leaving behind 
my animals. I sold my turkeys, gave my cat to my 
girlfriend, and let my dogs  run  free – as  they’ve 
always been. � e sad thing  was they couldn’t 
understand that this time, I wasn’t coming back. 
  On my last few days,  I walked around 
the village, handed out  remembrances,  and said 
my  goodbyes. Many were confused,  as they had 

”
“
 Through challenges and 
accomplishments alike, I can 
confi dently say that it was my 
greatest adventure.
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just been getting used  to my presence in the 
village. It was emotional at times but for the 
most  part,  I was ready to move on. I ate every 
meal with my host family and left them with 
sentimental parting gifts. � ey still call me every 
few days to tell me how much they miss me. 
  People listen to  my story about living in 
the village and baulk at how I managed. � ey’re 
mostly surprised at the fact that I was able to live 
for so long  without the  amenities they consider 
necessary. It’s not the lack of luxuries that make life 
in the village di�  cult. � e di�  cult part is developing 
deep relationships with others as a foreigner. Most 
day-to-day conversations were merely  small  talk. 
I’d greet  neighbors or farmers, ask how  their  day 
was, and that was about all. I was never the volunteer 
that easily engaged in deep, meaningful 
conversations  with  my  villagers;  mostly  due 
to  the inherent language barrier.  I managed with 
what  language skills I knew, and bridged 

the  occasional  cultural gap from time to 
time, but going two years without being able 
to fully express yourself on a deeper level  is 
a  challenging feat.  It’s  enough to get excited 
about returning to a more familiar living situation 
– one where  communication � ows more freely. 
  Not only was it a disorienting � urry of 
weeks in which I had to say goodbye to those in 
my village, but also fellow Peace Corps friends in 
my province. � ose who grew, learned, failed, and 
succeeded with me were di�  cult to part with. But 
I know that life after Peace  Corps will bring us 
together at some point back home. It’s been a wild 
ride and it would have been quite di� erent without 
having a few of the better ones to experience it with. 
To those of you (you know who you are) I love you. 
  As for my new position, I am the 
Peace Corps/Grassroot  Soccer coordinator for 
Zambia. I handle  virtually all of the rural a� airs 
for  the  GRS  and  Peace Corps  partnership. My 

Top Left: Austin with coworker, Hilda. Top Right: Lily, Moe Moe and Shadow.
Bottom Right: Kalicero Village in Eastern Province.
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job is about conducting training, monitoring and 
evaluation, recording data, participating in camps, 
following up with volunteers,  and improving 
the program. I’m still trying to � nd my feet in the 
midst of the whole transition, but each day my 
role becomes clearer. � e important  thing is that 
I like what I do. I � nd my job meaningful, and am 
excited about the impact I can make. I live on the 
same compound as my o�  ce,  get along with my 
roommates, and get to play soccer competitively 
three days a week. For now, life is good, and I’m sure 
this year will end even faster than the previous two. 
  I do get home sick now and then, though the 

memory of home gets cloudier each day. America 
is becoming a scary thought; the weddings I’m 
missing, friends I haven’t kept in touch with, and 
family members that are living their lives without me. 
Facebook seems like my only window to the world I 
once knew. Some days are tougher than others, but 
what keeps me positive is the thought of a bright 
future with opportunity. I’m hoping that all these 
tough decisions will pay o�  and lead me to a career 
that I can be proud of. Commencement is the name 
of the game, and it’s all about the closing and opening 
of doors that lead to new and exciting opportunities.

It was emotional at times but for the 
most part, I was ready

to move on.
“

”
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THE

BETTER HUTS
GARDENS

QUIZ&

Matt Young
RAP '13, Luapula

My hut’s style can be best described as:
a. Cute and homey
b. Danish modern
c. You mean people actually put e� ort into 
what their huts look like??
d. Get everything o�  the ground

They say the eye is attracted to blank space. I don't know about that, but it's defi nitely true that ants, 
termites, and other small critters are attracted to anything I've got laying around on the floor, so most of 

the home improvements I've done have involved hanging shelves and storage wires.
� e grossest thing in my hut is:
a. A pee wall
b. My foul-smelling Chacos
c. My hut is so clean, I can eat o�  the 
� oors

d. The half-digested vermin du jour
  brought in by my generous cat

My hut layout is:

Classic and large. I have four rooms of about the 
same size including a living room, a kitchen, a 
bedroom, and a combination bathing shelter and 
storage/litterbox attached to a hallway. 

My cat Hobbes keeps my hut free of most 

living creatures, but she has an unfortunate 
habit of bringing freshly-killed rats and 
lizards in from outside and laying them on 

my bedside rug.



Which of the following 
potentially embarrassing 
statements is true about you?
a. I talk to my cat
b. � e hooks on the hanging 
wire in my kitchen are curved 
speci� cally for each type of 
kitchen appliance that they 
hold
c. I have four solar panels and 
use them all daily
d. I pee in my bathing shelter 
at night
e. All of the above

When packing for Zambia, what was the one thing that didn’t make the � nal cut 
but which would be really useful in your hut?

An air-conditioning unit with adjustable thermometer. Because, obviously, I don’t know what I was thinking.

What has been the most worthwhile addition to your hut?

During posting, I purchased a bucket with a spigot - I’ve used it as a sink in my 
kitchen ever since, and my life has never been the same again. Gone are the awkward 
questions of “Where do I wash my hands?” or “Where do you do the dishes?” 
when people come to visit. I plug this thing so often you’d swear the bucket 
manufacturers pay me on commission.

� e most useful item I 
inherited from another 
volunteer is:

A Tempur-Pedic pillow. 
Heaven ain’t got nothing
on memory foam.

®
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