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Voices From Around The World III has been developed 
around the themes of sustainable community develop-
ment, intercultural dialogue and creative non-formal 

from Austria, Estonia, France, Italy and Hungary have 
participated in community development projects in 
India, Nepal and Senegal for 6 months at a time, in one 

a volunteer from Senegal, Nepal and India  have been 
hosted by CESIE in Italy for 10 months.

The project has based on the experience of two previous projects and works on 
consolidating the good practices developed to guarantee high quality volun-
teering initiatives between Europe and countries outside of Europe. It has given 
sustainability to the previous activities and actions carried out by ex volunteers. 
The objectives focussed on the personal and professional development of the 
volunteers, their role in promoting active participation and positive intercultural 
dialogue, the development of the local hosting communities, the creation of 
new YiA projects and new partnerships, and mutual capacity building of the 
hosting organisations.  

Activities included collaborating with the local communities and local volunteers 
in non-formal education projects in local schools, developing awareness 
campaigns connected to nutrition and welfare, developing local, regional and 
international networking opportunities, facilitating micro-credit initiatives and 
environmental awareness projects. The fundamental and transversal aspect was 
the participation of the volunteers in synergy  with the local community.

Creative thinking  was fundamental to this project as it added innovation to the 
project by enabling the volunteers to employ creativity in the intercultural 
context of community development.
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Contextualization of this Guidebook

 

 

-

07

This guidebook contains articles written by some of the volunteers who took part 
in the project “Voices from Around the World III”. Through these articles volun-
teers had the chance to express themselves in an open way, showing some 
aspects of their lives in the countries they volunteered in and trying to show the 
meaning of the experience they have lived. 
 
The writing process of these articles has been part of the follow-up phase of the 
project, in which volunteers could re�ect about their activities after some time 
had passed during the re-entering phase in their home countries.
 
The main objective of the publication of these articles is to provide visibility to the 
Youth in Action programme, the European Voluntary Service and the project 
“Voices from Around the World III”. 

This publication is directly related with the aims of the European Year of Volun-
teering 2011, it has been constructed under the values of a volunteer-friendly 
environment and with the intention of valorising the recognition of volunteering 
initiatives.
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After being selected for an EVS in Sédhiou (Senegal) for six months, my mind 
began to think about all the situations I would have lived there. New lifestyle, 
new cultures, new points of view, big expectations, desires and dreams were all 
together in my mind. I will always remember what I felt when I arrived in Dakar: a 
weird feeling of excitement of discovering, like a child in front of something 
unknown, when joy and adrenaline are mixed together with curiosity and a little 
bit of fear... Followed by a 6-months-long satisfaction! I was hosted by a local 
family (composed by 16members - de�netely a huge senegalese family!) that 
took care of me in the best way  and, day by day, I became part of them: they gave 
me a senegalese name - Modou – and a new born in the family was called with 
my name. Unforgettable 
feeling! 
About my activities, they 
dealt with education and 
health: English courses for 
children and youngsters, 
Clown therapy in the 
hospital, kindergarden, 
activities with disabled 
children and the organisa-
tion of a sensitization day against HIV. Each activity made me slowly discover all 
the world around me and the people who live there as well. Every day I learnt a 
di�erent way of thinking and enjoying life. It was a daily richness that gave me 
motivation and strength to keep on doing all my activities. But, overall, I knew 
more about myself, my capabilities, my potential and my limits.
 

ALBERTO BIONDO

Senegal       (15/06/2011  - 15/12/2011) 

I think one of the most important things I discovered during this experience was 
the beauty of the African meaning of the time: you can get it and manage it, live 
it in a very deeply way. In the western world usually we have the habit of running 
away from the time because of the fear of its passing. There I learnt to live by 
owning the time itself. I know, it's di�cult to explain, you have to live it! In that 
endless time I had more space for myself and for my life, together with thousands 
of new people in a new world. I focused attention on me, including all the new 
things around and – as another EVS volunteer told me once - “I learnt to be”. And 
it's true!
 
So, this experience gave me all the things I could desire in this moment of my life: 
greater   knowledge of the world we live in and, overall, I understood myself in the 
best way I could. I really experienced the de�nition of the concept of world 
citizenship and, after the EVS, the feeling of awareness and responsability for the 
world lives inside of me stronger than ever.
 
Finally, the thing that impressed me the most was the sense of community in the 
senegalese society: “On est ensemble, “we are together” people usually say there. 
It's impossible to think yourself alone, especially in Senegal. It's impossible to 
think not to share what you have with your brothers and your sisters. In the same 
way, it's sure the remembrance of my incredible EVS experience in Senegal won't 

leave me for all my life.    
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ALESSANDRO POZZAN

Nepal       (30/11/2011  - 30/05/2012) 

How can a volunteer, born and raised in a rich European country, learn and 
ameliorate living and working for a certain period of time in a country like Nepal?
 

Kathmandu can be considered neither training nor work experience. Many 

copy” of what is really civil, modern, advanced, developed, ecc.  Knowledge, 
costumes and traditions, methodologies  and techniques that are implemented 

if extrapolated from their context and inserted  in a so called “developed” environ-
ment. 

  
The relationship that we establish 
between European and Nepalese 
society is unique, no two-way: the 
Nepalese have everything to learn 
from Europe, while Europe has 
nothing to learn from Nepal, as it is 
already one step ahead.

 
Europe already knows the way, as a guide: Nepal, as under-developed country, 
for his own good should follow the footsteps of the white pioneers. The expe-
rience of living in Nepal, then, is useful for the single European entity that goes 
beyond, but not to European society in the strict sense. Even though is  criticized, 

11



How can a volunteer , born and raised in a rich European country, learn and 
ameliorate living and working for a certain period of time in a country like Nepal?
 
Usually, this sort of experience is de�ned as a  “life experience”: a very  general 
word which labels everything di�ering from the way training or working sector is 
represented in the western mind-set. In my speci�c case, six months of “life” in 
Kathmandu can be considered neither training nor work experience. Many 
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copy” of what is really civil, modern, advanced, developed, ecc.  Knowledge, 
costumes and traditions, methodologies  and techniques that are implemented 
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if extrapolated from their context and inserted  in a so called “developed” environ-
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The relationship that we establish 
between European and Nepalese 
society is unique, no two-way: the 
Nepalese have everything to learn 
from Europe, while Europe has 
nothing to learn from Nepal, as it is 
already one step ahead.

 
Europe already knows the way, as a guide: Nepal, as under-developed country, 
for his own good should follow the footsteps of the white pioneers. The expe-
rience of living in Nepal, then, is useful for the single European entity that goes 
beyond, but not to European society in the strict sense. Even though is  criticized, 

the West is ultimately better, it is always better. The European Voluntary changed 
back, at peace with himself and with his place of origin.
  
Amen.
  
This super�cial reading, perfect to numb the conscience does not allow to catch 
up at the bottom of what this kind of experience can give. I described this point 
of view, deliberately forcing the grotesque and rude, because that's what I was 
asked to describe implicitly by many people since my return."How'd it go? Beauti-
ful life experience, right? ". " But here we are in better condition, or not? ". "Poor 
people...”.
 
Incredibly, many interlocutors with which imi are entertained these days were the 
questions and the answers you gave yourself, without waiting or paying atten-
tion to my point of view or my reports. Rather than a curiosity for something new, 
these people had a keen desire to be reassured in their certainties.
 
The same di�culty I encountered in trying to explain the true situation in Europe 
to Nepalese, where not everything is great and perfect. Intercultural dialogue, 
which I represent in my small one medium, it is di�cult for the fact that the idea 
of the Other is tied hand in glove with the idea that the subject has of itself. 
Moreover, the idea seems to be the Other, so to speak, "instrumental" in relation 
to the needs, desires and dreams of the subject. The idea of a perfect Western 
society is instrumental for the average Nepali, so you can believe in the existence 
of an infallible model that, once implemented, will resolve the many problems he 
must face every day. In reality, a country like Nepal can teach much to a young 
European, both in positive terms and in terms, so to speak, negative.
  
Fortitude in facing adversity and genuine joy for the little things in life, prepara-
tion for human relationships and the generosity of dignity, of their Nepalese, are 
important and positive qualities, which sometimes seems to Western society 
missing.
           
At the same time, to see some Nepalese act like the Europeans, trying to embody 
what they consider a model, we realize, by extension, of what really is the wealth 
and fortune in Europe. Not consumerism or material wealth can make Europe a 

model, but rather the knowledge free and accessible to many, the knowledge, 
the right to live in dignity that everyone should be recognized. And 'that's what 
really we miss when you are in Nepal, this is what we should be proud, this is what 
we share with others, that to which we should never give up.    
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BALARAM GAIRE

Italy       (04/09/2011  - 30/06/2012) 

It was midnight when I arrived in Palermo. I had many things on my mind about 
my new home. I was picked up from the airport by a woman from CESIE, and 
enjoyed the views from the airport bus. The next day I went to the o�ce with one 
of the CESIE sta� from my apartment, just �ve minutes from my �at. I was little bit 
scared in Europe. Andrea introduced to me to the other sta�. I was the �rst volun-
teer of our project to arrive in 
Palermo. After some days other 
volunteers also came from di�er-
ent countries. Every day I was 
meeting di�erent friends from 
di�erent countries and di�erent 
cultures. From the next week we 
had a short on arrival training in 
the o�ce. I learned about our work 
and the culture of Palermo. Slowly I 
started to get involved in the European culture.  

At the beginning I faced a lot of di�culties because of language. I had thought 
that every European person could speak English but it was not like that. I found 
di�erences between my lifestyle and the European lifestyle; everybody is 
satis�ed in their work, they are working for a long time very actively, they don’t 
have any hierarchy in the work - all are equal, even the boss. I was impressed by 
them and their work.
  
First photo in Palermo: 
Slowly days were passing and I started to meet new friends. I was a little bit busy 

in my work at the beginning; I was working 3 times a week in one child centre. 
There are around 40 children from di�erent countries. I had 72 hours Italian 
lesson it was really interesting and important for me because I am very interested 
to learn Italian. After when I �nished my Italian lesson, I changed my working time 
also working   places, I started to work one day with children, one day in the immi-
grants centre also 3 days in the o�ce. Now it is going well; I can speak a little 
Italian, and can deal with the Itali   an people who don’t speak English. Also I have 
to say I have more Italia
friends.    

About my on arrival training:
  
After one month we had on arrival training in Catania with other 18 volunteers 
from CESIE, we went all together by bus. I met another three volun     e and was 
raining a bit so, some friends were sick. Also sometimes it was tiring because we 
had to start at 7:00am to 8:00pm and we had just one hour break for the lunch. 
Our trainer’s were very nice and also funny. At that time we got the chance to visit 
some places in Catania, as well as some organisations . It was nice and great time 
for me. After one week training we came back to Palermo, again we continued 
our daily life. We have a lot parties in di�erent places. I am learning di�erent 
cultures. Also I have good relations with di�erent people. Time was going very 
fast in Palermo.
  
Midterm-Evaluation:
  
One day I got a E-mail from CESIE about my midterm evaluation. When I read this 
E-mail I remembered I have almost �nished half my EVS. Time was going so fast I 
didn’t know. We went to Napoli for our midterm evaluation. Nine hour travel by 
the train little bit tired but we enjoyed a lot It was just for 3 days, but a very 
interesting time. I learned more things there, like some options for after EVS. We 
know about volunteers budget and how European Commission is raising the 
funds and selecting the new projects etc. At that time we got a chance to visit the 
city. We chosen one place there was volcano many years ago which destroyed the 
city. Still there are old houses and some dead bodies - they were sleeping at that 

time they died from the volcano and they never woke up. After 3 days training we 
came back to Palermo and started our work. Now I have less than 5 months 
remaining and I am trying to learn new things in the o�ce. Before I was just 
helping others to research the di�erent organizations and their addresses. They 
are trying to involve us in new projects.
      
The project is going very well, I must say thank you to all at CCN and CESIE, 
especially Roberta, Yagya, and Andrea who helped me from the beginning. It is 
great opportunity for me to be involved in the European culture; in this period I 
got a lot chances to learn about the di�erent cultures from di�erent countries. 
Now I have 4 more months in this period and I am trying to lean more things 
which will be helpful for my future. 
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My EVS was a very important experience for me. I started my service just after 
graduating from university. So it was a time for �nding and getting to know 
myself. During these six months I discovered new things about myself and 
learned to adjust in very suprising circumstances.
 

For me the stongest in�uence was 
the local culture. I did my EVS in India 
witch is so di�erent from Europe. In 
every aspect, starting from how you 
are supposed to dress to how you buy 
vegetables from the market. Our city 
was a very traditional area, what 
made the cultural in�uence even 
stronger. At times it was hard adjust-

ing, but mostly it was very interenting an enriching to live in a place like that. 

I think after my EVS I am more tolerant and openminded as a person. EVS can be 
like jumping in the water and not knowing if you can swim or not, but in the end 
you come out as a stronger person.

Without being a volonteer I would have newer gotten to know these places and 
people. It really  gave me a lot. It was not all perfect and it was not at all what I 
expected, but i would not exchange it for anything else. 

MARIANN TAPFER

India       (23/06/2011  - 19/12/2011) 
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  CHIARA BONAFEDE

Senegal       (05/01/2012  - 15/07/2012) 

“Entering a new world is like entering a mystery which can hide many labyrinths, 
depths and enigmas” 

Arriving is a long journey. 
 
The ship leaves Dakar at night, it crosses the northern arid area bordering the 
Sahara until to reach the green and mystic lands of  Casamance and it goes up the 
homonymous river leaving the ocean behind. Then, the following mourning it 
lands at Ziguinchor. However to reach your destination you must leave the fresh 
air and the vivid life of Ziguinchor on a sept place, that is a very rusted Peugeot 7 
seater, and go on for 4 hours until to reach the red and sunny streets of Sédhiou. 
Here you are in the middle Casamance and Sédhiou is the most important city 
since 2008 when it has become a region. 
    
Sometimes, while you are travelling, it can happen that somebody asks you 
where you are going, where you live and as you answer ‘Sédhiou’ only few people 
can say they have been there. Some people ask you: ‘Sédiou? What is special in 
Sédiou?’, ‘Sédhiou is a big village, isn’t it?’. Other will repeat a stereotype regarding 
Mandinga, the main socio-linguistic group in this area: “Mandinga-men do noth-
ing while women do all the work”, “Men sit or lay all the day drinking tea, while 

create a sense of complicity with you tubab, white emancipated woman. 
cultural 

biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 
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“Entering a new world is like entering a mystery which can hide many labyrinths, 
depths and enigmas” 

Arriving is a long journey. 
 
The ship leaves Dakar at night, it crosses the northern arid area bordering the 
Sahara until to reach the green and mystic lands of  Casamance and it goes up the 
homonymous river leaving the ocean behind. Then, the following mourning it 
lands at Ziguinchor. However to reach your destination you must leave the fresh 
air and the vivid life of Ziguinchor on a sept place, that is a very rusted Peugeot 7 
seater, and go on for 4 hours until to reach the red and sunny streets of Sédhiou. 
Here you are in the middle Casamance and Sédhiou is the most important city 
since 2008 when it has become a region. 
    
Sometimes, while you are travelling, it can happen that somebody asks you 
where you are going, where you live and as you answer ‘Sédhiou’ only few people 
can say they have been there. Some people ask you: ‘Sédiou? What is special in 
Sédiou?’, ‘Sédhiou is a big village, isn’t it?’. Other will repeat a stereotype regarding 
Mandinga, the main socio-linguistic group in this area: “Mandinga-men do noth-
ing while women do all the work”, “Men sit or lay all the day drinking tea, while 
women work in the �elds or in the house”. Sometimes they ask you: “Is it true that 
only women work in Sédhiou?”, as they want to con�rm their stereotypes or 
create a sense of complicity with you tubab, white emancipated woman. 
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 

is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 
is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
  
Mariama is my sister in Sédhiou and she is very young. She is 19, no she isn’t, she 
is 20 or maybe 24. In Sédhiou, both men and women lie about their age because 
of bureaucratic reasons so that they can enrol at secondary school to obtain the 
BAC (baccalaureate), even if they are 5 years older. However Mariana doesn’t go 
to school, she lives with her sister’s family and she sometimes attends a computer 
course.    
She doesn’t like Sédhiou, she regrets 
her exciting life in Ziguinchor but now 
only her father lives there. Her sister 
Fatu needed her help so she came to 
Sédhiou to take care of the house, the 
children and us, three volunteers. I 
often look at her and while I am learn-
ing to know her I can’t help wondering 
how she can accept her life so repeti-
tive, tiring and, above all, I wonder how she can accept a life that doesn’t belong 
to her. I look for some rebellion symptoms in her eyes (only long afterwards I 
understood that they were inside me), she could keep studying, she could look 
for a job and live in Ziguinchor, she could…she really could? I’ve never under-
stood if she could change her life, if she could make a change that isn’t marriage. 
However with the passing of time, I understood that she is waiting or dreaming 
of marriage to begin the story of her life. Maybe Mariama likes her life and despite 
the direct confrontation with young Europeans she hasn’t changed her mind. 
After all, she is lucky, she doesn’t have to work in the rice paddies, bending over 
the �eld, or in the jardins des femmes[1] and, most of all, she didn’t give up her 
studies because she had to get married, as some girls I met had done. Awa is one 

of them. 
Awa is a young woman working for an organization in Sédhiou, when I met her 

she told me that when she was still underage she agreed to marry a man chosen 
by her parents, in order not to lose their approval and to respect their will. She 
wasn’t happy for this decision taken on her behalf and she envied her friends 
whose parents let them freedom to choose.
  
Now she has a child and when I asked her how she is going to act she answered 
me she would like things to be di�erent for her daughter. I really don’t know if she 
will be able to give her child everything she didn’t have. I was very impressed by 
the way she told her story, she accepted her parent’s will because she knew that 
if she had disobeyed them, she wouldn’t have lived in peace. The practice of early 
marriage is widespread across the country and it is linked to the high women 
illiteracy rate. Once families marry o� their daughters, they are forced to leave 
school to take care of their husbands and kids. Who are Mandinga? I’m trying to 
�nd out what they are characterized by, the answer that came in my mind 
includes their main values: language and Muslim religion. It’s an ancient popula-
tion of warriors, they conquered other lands and imposed Islam over other 
people, so language and religion were the main values on which they founded 
their identity. They are often considered one the most conservative group of the 

country, a rigid hierarchy governs their 
relationships so that women and young 
people occupy subordinate positions more 
than in any other ethnic groups in Senegal. 
Even if female circumcision is forbidden, this 
group still practices it and it has a very impor-
tant social function. Uncircumcised women 
cannot speak in public and they are unlikely 
to be married, in other words they are 
excluded from society. 
As a western woman it’s really di�cult for me 
to understand how a person can sacri�ce him 
o herself to respect custom traditions and 

community roles. Senegalese society is founded on the regard toward family, 
older people and on the moral impossibility to refuse parents’ blessing. When I 

core of the question: the way. When they think of a change or a possible evolution 
of their social conditions, African women consider men as allies. 

When they greet each other or make arrangements or organize something, you 
often hear them say: On est ensemble. This sentence represents a way of doing, 
that is the core of everything they do. They cannot know what it will happen, if 
things will work out or not, everything can happen, inch’allah, if God wants. But 
everything will happen in the common dimension of on est ensemble. This is the 
most valuable lesson I learnt. At the beginning I couldn’t see anything else than 
the injustice and the di�culties of the life of these women but as the time passed 
by I was able to open my eyes and widen my view. Their patience, their smiles 
never tired, their kindness that doesn’t 
mean weakness and the balance of their 
back under their burdens contain the 
strength of will and the dignity of those 
people who are able to accept their condi-
tions completely.

I know there are many things I wasn’t able 
to see, but I’ve learned that is not easy to 
watch the world around you.
          
It’s a great and noble apprenticeship that makes you interrupt your judgment, in 
this way you can take a step back and let “the Other” show him or herself so that 
you will be able to meet him or her, inch’allah,    

was there I would have written a sort of eulogy of refusal, naughtiness and 
‘betrayal’, in my opinion such actions  appear to be necessary for the protection of 
our life and well-being. These values can’t explain everything, we must also 
consider a dimension of dependency that makes people unable to take a 
decision autonomously. Although about 80 percent of women work in the �eld, 
they aren’t owner. Indeed, the access to the �eld is a crucial theme now. 
But these thoughts are vain and incomplete. 
   
The reality of these women comes out and it in�ames my tubab soul. If I hadn’t 
stayed there for a long time the di�erences I saw would have given birth to an 
idea of inequalities. I wouldn’t have been able to see anything else in this 
feminine world that instead is more rich and intricate than it seems. Sédiou is a 
hybrid in evolution and it confuses you. It  has 20.000 inhabitants so it has the size 
and the ambitions of a town, but in the depths of its life it remains a village, a big 
village that gets bigger every day.
    
There are schools and centers of vocational training that o�er more study oppor-
tunities than the rural zones and, according to me, it is this situation that has 
created some contradictions. On the one hand, going to school shows you a 
world that still doesn’t exist. On the other hand, when you are back at home, you 
�nd another world with its duties and prohibitions that establishes how things 
must be. I remember one afternoon: a boy and a girl, very young, dressed in 
close-�tting clothes and with sunglasses, they were walking with a cut throat 
chicken in their hands.
  
This image sums up a universe balanced between ‘tradition and modernity’. It’s 
like a snap-shot of a piece of this world, with its young people thinking and 
dreaming of Europe and America, but with their feet on the red soil of 
Casamance. In this confrontation encounter with the West, so real and insistent, 
the traditional rural African world is puzzled and it transforms itself, in its own 
way. During the women’s day celebration, a speaker declared that in Africa 
women’s emancipation will engage women and men together. With this surpris-
ing statement, the speaker wanted to highlight a characteristics of African 
feminism in contrast to the Western one. The idea is symbolic and it implies the 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 
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“Entering a new world is like entering a mystery which can hide many labyrinths, 
depths and enigmas” 

Arriving is a long journey. 
 
The ship leaves Dakar at night, it crosses the northern arid area bordering the 
Sahara until to reach the green and mystic lands of  Casamance and it goes up the 
homonymous river leaving the ocean behind. Then, the following mourning it 
lands at Ziguinchor. However to reach your destination you must leave the fresh 
air and the vivid life of Ziguinchor on a sept place, that is a very rusted Peugeot 7 
seater, and go on for 4 hours until to reach the red and sunny streets of Sédhiou. 
Here you are in the middle Casamance and Sédhiou is the most important city 
since 2008 when it has become a region. 
    
Sometimes, while you are travelling, it can happen that somebody asks you 
where you are going, where you live and as you answer ‘Sédhiou’ only few people 
can say they have been there. Some people ask you: ‘Sédiou? What is special in 
Sédiou?’, ‘Sédhiou is a big village, isn’t it?’. Other will repeat a stereotype regarding 
Mandinga, the main socio-linguistic group in this area: “Mandinga-men do noth-
ing while women do all the work”, “Men sit or lay all the day drinking tea, while 
women work in the �elds or in the house”. Sometimes they ask you: “Is it true that 
only women work in Sédhiou?”, as they want to con�rm their stereotypes or 
create a sense of complicity with you tubab, white emancipated woman. 
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 

is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 
is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
  
Mariama is my sister in Sédhiou and she is very young. She is 19, no she isn’t, she 
is 20 or maybe 24. In Sédhiou, both men and women lie about their age because 
of bureaucratic reasons so that they can enrol at secondary school to obtain the 
BAC (baccalaureate), even if they are 5 years older. However Mariana doesn’t go 
to school, she lives with her sister’s family and she sometimes attends a computer 
course.    
She doesn’t like Sédhiou, she regrets 
her exciting life in Ziguinchor but now 
only her father lives there. Her sister 
Fatu needed her help so she came to 
Sédhiou to take care of the house, the 
children and us, three volunteers. I 
often look at her and while I am learn-
ing to know her I can’t help wondering 
how she can accept her life so repeti-
tive, tiring and, above all, I wonder how she can accept a life that doesn’t belong 
to her. I look for some rebellion symptoms in her eyes (only long afterwards I 
understood that they were inside me), she could keep studying, she could look 
for a job and live in Ziguinchor, she could…she really could? I’ve never under-
stood if she could change her life, if she could make a change that isn’t marriage. 
However with the passing of time, I understood that she is waiting or dreaming 
of marriage to begin the story of her life. Maybe Mariama likes her life and despite 
the direct confrontation with young Europeans she hasn’t changed her mind. 
After all, she is lucky, she doesn’t have to work in the rice paddies, bending over 
the �eld, or in the jardins des femmes[1] and, most of all, she didn’t give up her 
studies because she had to get married, as some girls I met had done. Awa is one 

of them. 
Awa is a young woman working for an organization in Sédhiou, when I met her 

she told me that when she was still underage she agreed to marry a man chosen 
by her parents, in order not to lose their approval and to respect their will. She 
wasn’t happy for this decision taken on her behalf and she envied her friends 
whose parents let them freedom to choose.
  
Now she has a child and when I asked her how she is going to act she answered 
me she would like things to be di�erent for her daughter. I really don’t know if she 
will be able to give her child everything she didn’t have. I was very impressed by 
the way she told her story, she accepted her parent’s will because she knew that 
if she had disobeyed them, she wouldn’t have lived in peace. The practice of early 
marriage is widespread across the country and it is linked to the high women 
illiteracy rate. Once families marry o� their daughters, they are forced to leave 
school to take care of their husbands and kids. Who are Mandinga? I’m trying to 
�nd out what they are characterized by, the answer that came in my mind 
includes their main values: language and Muslim religion. It’s an ancient popula-
tion of warriors, they conquered other lands and imposed Islam over other 
people, so language and religion were the main values on which they founded 
their identity. They are often considered one the most conservative group of the 

country, a rigid hierarchy governs their 
relationships so that women and young 
people occupy subordinate positions more 
than in any other ethnic groups in Senegal. 
Even if female circumcision is forbidden, this 
group still practices it and it has a very impor-
tant social function. Uncircumcised women 
cannot speak in public and they are unlikely 
to be married, in other words they are 
excluded from society. 
As a western woman it’s really di�cult for me 
to understand how a person can sacri�ce him 
o herself to respect custom traditions and 

community roles. Senegalese society is founded on the regard toward family, 
older people and on the moral impossibility to refuse parents’ blessing. When I 

core of the question: the way. When they think of a change or a possible evolution 
of their social conditions, African women consider men as allies. 

When they greet each other or make arrangements or organize something, you 
often hear them say: On est ensemble. This sentence represents a way of doing, 
that is the core of everything they do. They cannot know what it will happen, if 
things will work out or not, everything can happen, inch’allah, if God wants. But 
everything will happen in the common dimension of on est ensemble. This is the 
most valuable lesson I learnt. At the beginning I couldn’t see anything else than 
the injustice and the di�culties of the life of these women but as the time passed 
by I was able to open my eyes and widen my view. Their patience, their smiles 
never tired, their kindness that doesn’t 
mean weakness and the balance of their 
back under their burdens contain the 
strength of will and the dignity of those 
people who are able to accept their condi-
tions completely.

I know there are many things I wasn’t able 
to see, but I’ve learned that is not easy to 
watch the world around you.
          
It’s a great and noble apprenticeship that makes you interrupt your judgment, in 
this way you can take a step back and let “the Other” show him or herself so that 
you will be able to meet him or her, inch’allah,    

was there I would have written a sort of eulogy of refusal, naughtiness and 
‘betrayal’, in my opinion such actions  appear to be necessary for the protection of 
our life and well-being. These values can’t explain everything, we must also 
consider a dimension of dependency that makes people unable to take a 
decision autonomously. Although about 80 percent of women work in the �eld, 
they aren’t owner. Indeed, the access to the �eld is a crucial theme now. 
But these thoughts are vain and incomplete. 
   
The reality of these women comes out and it in�ames my tubab soul. If I hadn’t 
stayed there for a long time the di�erences I saw would have given birth to an 
idea of inequalities. I wouldn’t have been able to see anything else in this 
feminine world that instead is more rich and intricate than it seems. Sédiou is a 
hybrid in evolution and it confuses you. It  has 20.000 inhabitants so it has the size 
and the ambitions of a town, but in the depths of its life it remains a village, a big 
village that gets bigger every day.
    
There are schools and centers of vocational training that o�er more study oppor-
tunities than the rural zones and, according to me, it is this situation that has 
created some contradictions. On the one hand, going to school shows you a 
world that still doesn’t exist. On the other hand, when you are back at home, you 
�nd another world with its duties and prohibitions that establishes how things 
must be. I remember one afternoon: a boy and a girl, very young, dressed in 
close-�tting clothes and with sunglasses, they were walking with a cut throat 
chicken in their hands.
  
This image sums up a universe balanced between ‘tradition and modernity’. It’s 
like a snap-shot of a piece of this world, with its young people thinking and 
dreaming of Europe and America, but with their feet on the red soil of 
Casamance. In this confrontation encounter with the West, so real and insistent, 
the traditional rural African world is puzzled and it transforms itself, in its own 
way. During the women’s day celebration, a speaker declared that in Africa 
women’s emancipation will engage women and men together. With this surpris-
ing statement, the speaker wanted to highlight a characteristics of African 
feminism in contrast to the Western one. The idea is symbolic and it implies the 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 
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“Entering a new world is like entering a mystery which can hide many labyrinths, 
depths and enigmas” 

Arriving is a long journey. 
 
The ship leaves Dakar at night, it crosses the northern arid area bordering the 
Sahara until to reach the green and mystic lands of  Casamance and it goes up the 
homonymous river leaving the ocean behind. Then, the following mourning it 
lands at Ziguinchor. However to reach your destination you must leave the fresh 
air and the vivid life of Ziguinchor on a sept place, that is a very rusted Peugeot 7 
seater, and go on for 4 hours until to reach the red and sunny streets of Sédhiou. 
Here you are in the middle Casamance and Sédhiou is the most important city 
since 2008 when it has become a region. 
    
Sometimes, while you are travelling, it can happen that somebody asks you 
where you are going, where you live and as you answer ‘Sédhiou’ only few people 
can say they have been there. Some people ask you: ‘Sédiou? What is special in 
Sédiou?’, ‘Sédhiou is a big village, isn’t it?’. Other will repeat a stereotype regarding 
Mandinga, the main socio-linguistic group in this area: “Mandinga-men do noth-
ing while women do all the work”, “Men sit or lay all the day drinking tea, while 
women work in the �elds or in the house”. Sometimes they ask you: “Is it true that 
only women work in Sédhiou?”, as they want to con�rm their stereotypes or 
create a sense of complicity with you tubab, white emancipated woman. 
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 

is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 
is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
  
Mariama is my sister in Sédhiou and she is very young. She is 19, no she isn’t, she 
is 20 or maybe 24. In Sédhiou, both men and women lie about their age because 
of bureaucratic reasons so that they can enrol at secondary school to obtain the 
BAC (baccalaureate), even if they are 5 years older. However Mariana doesn’t go 
to school, she lives with her sister’s family and she sometimes attends a computer 
course.    
She doesn’t like Sédhiou, she regrets 
her exciting life in Ziguinchor but now 
only her father lives there. Her sister 
Fatu needed her help so she came to 
Sédhiou to take care of the house, the 
children and us, three volunteers. I 
often look at her and while I am learn-
ing to know her I can’t help wondering 
how she can accept her life so repeti-
tive, tiring and, above all, I wonder how she can accept a life that doesn’t belong 
to her. I look for some rebellion symptoms in her eyes (only long afterwards I 
understood that they were inside me), she could keep studying, she could look 
for a job and live in Ziguinchor, she could…she really could? I’ve never under-
stood if she could change her life, if she could make a change that isn’t marriage. 
However with the passing of time, I understood that she is waiting or dreaming 
of marriage to begin the story of her life. Maybe Mariama likes her life and despite 
the direct confrontation with young Europeans she hasn’t changed her mind. 
After all, she is lucky, she doesn’t have to work in the rice paddies, bending over 
the �eld, or in the jardins des femmes[1] and, most of all, she didn’t give up her 
studies because she had to get married, as some girls I met had done. Awa is one 

of them. 
Awa is a young woman working for an organization in Sédhiou, when I met her 

she told me that when she was still underage she agreed to marry a man chosen 
by her parents, in order not to lose their approval and to respect their will. She 
wasn’t happy for this decision taken on her behalf and she envied her friends 
whose parents let them freedom to choose.
  
Now she has a child and when I asked her how she is going to act she answered 
me she would like things to be di�erent for her daughter. I really don’t know if she 
will be able to give her child everything she didn’t have. I was very impressed by 
the way she told her story, she accepted her parent’s will because she knew that 
if she had disobeyed them, she wouldn’t have lived in peace. The practice of early 
marriage is widespread across the country and it is linked to the high women 
illiteracy rate. Once families marry o� their daughters, they are forced to leave 
school to take care of their husbands and kids. Who are Mandinga? I’m trying to 
�nd out what they are characterized by, the answer that came in my mind 
includes their main values: language and Muslim religion. It’s an ancient popula-
tion of warriors, they conquered other lands and imposed Islam over other 
people, so language and religion were the main values on which they founded 
their identity. They are often considered one the most conservative group of the 

country, a rigid hierarchy governs their 
relationships so that women and young 
people occupy subordinate positions more 
than in any other ethnic groups in Senegal. 
Even if female circumcision is forbidden, this 
group still practices it and it has a very impor-
tant social function. Uncircumcised women 
cannot speak in public and they are unlikely 
to be married, in other words they are 
excluded from society. 
As a western woman it’s really di�cult for me 
to understand how a person can sacri�ce him 
o herself to respect custom traditions and 

community roles. Senegalese society is founded on the regard toward family, 
older people and on the moral impossibility to refuse parents’ blessing. When I 

core of the question: the way. When they think of a change or a possible evolution 
of their social conditions, African women consider men as allies. 

When they greet each other or make arrangements or organize something, you 
often hear them say: On est ensemble. This sentence represents a way of doing, 
that is the core of everything they do. They cannot know what it will happen, if 
things will work out or not, everything can happen, inch’allah, if God wants. But 
everything will happen in the common dimension of on est ensemble. This is the 
most valuable lesson I learnt. At the beginning I couldn’t see anything else than 
the injustice and the di�culties of the life of these women but as the time passed 
by I was able to open my eyes and widen my view. Their patience, their smiles 
never tired, their kindness that doesn’t 
mean weakness and the balance of their 
back under their burdens contain the 
strength of will and the dignity of those 
people who are able to accept their condi-
tions completely.

I know there are many things I wasn’t able 
to see, but I’ve learned that is not easy to 
watch the world around you.
          
It’s a great and noble apprenticeship that makes you interrupt your judgment, in 
this way you can take a step back and let “the Other” show him or herself so that 
you will be able to meet him or her, inch’allah,    

was there I would have written a sort of eulogy of refusal, naughtiness and 
‘betrayal’, in my opinion such actions  appear to be necessary for the protection of 
our life and well-being. These values can’t explain everything, we must also 
consider a dimension of dependency that makes people unable to take a 
decision autonomously. Although about 80 percent of women work in the �eld, 
they aren’t owner. Indeed, the access to the �eld is a crucial theme now. 
But these thoughts are vain and incomplete. 
   
The reality of these women comes out and it in�ames my tubab soul. If I hadn’t 
stayed there for a long time the di�erences I saw would have given birth to an 
idea of inequalities. I wouldn’t have been able to see anything else in this 
feminine world that instead is more rich and intricate than it seems. Sédiou is a 
hybrid in evolution and it confuses you. It  has 20.000 inhabitants so it has the size 
and the ambitions of a town, but in the depths of its life it remains a village, a big 
village that gets bigger every day.
    
There are schools and centers of vocational training that o�er more study oppor-
tunities than the rural zones and, according to me, it is this situation that has 
created some contradictions. On the one hand, going to school shows you a 
world that still doesn’t exist. On the other hand, when you are back at home, you 
�nd another world with its duties and prohibitions that establishes how things 
must be. I remember one afternoon: a boy and a girl, very young, dressed in 
close-�tting clothes and with sunglasses, they were walking with a cut throat 
chicken in their hands.
  
This image sums up a universe balanced between ‘tradition and modernity’. It’s 
like a snap-shot of a piece of this world, with its young people thinking and 
dreaming of Europe and America, but with their feet on the red soil of 
Casamance. In this confrontation encounter with the West, so real and insistent, 
the traditional rural African world is puzzled and it transforms itself, in its own 
way. During the women’s day celebration, a speaker declared that in Africa 
women’s emancipation will engage women and men together. With this surpris-
ing statement, the speaker wanted to highlight a characteristics of African 
feminism in contrast to the Western one. The idea is symbolic and it implies the 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 
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“Entering a new world is like entering a mystery which can hide many labyrinths, 
depths and enigmas” 

Arriving is a long journey. 
 
The ship leaves Dakar at night, it crosses the northern arid area bordering the 
Sahara until to reach the green and mystic lands of  Casamance and it goes up the 
homonymous river leaving the ocean behind. Then, the following mourning it 
lands at Ziguinchor. However to reach your destination you must leave the fresh 
air and the vivid life of Ziguinchor on a sept place, that is a very rusted Peugeot 7 
seater, and go on for 4 hours until to reach the red and sunny streets of Sédhiou. 
Here you are in the middle Casamance and Sédhiou is the most important city 
since 2008 when it has become a region. 
    
Sometimes, while you are travelling, it can happen that somebody asks you 
where you are going, where you live and as you answer ‘Sédhiou’ only few people 
can say they have been there. Some people ask you: ‘Sédiou? What is special in 
Sédiou?’, ‘Sédhiou is a big village, isn’t it?’. Other will repeat a stereotype regarding 
Mandinga, the main socio-linguistic group in this area: “Mandinga-men do noth-
ing while women do all the work”, “Men sit or lay all the day drinking tea, while 
women work in the �elds or in the house”. Sometimes they ask you: “Is it true that 
only women work in Sédhiou?”, as they want to con�rm their stereotypes or 
create a sense of complicity with you tubab, white emancipated woman. 
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 

is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
Trying to �nd the truth is useless in an environment characterized by cultural 
biases and stereotyped images about ‘the Other’. What is more interesting to me 
is woman and her di�cult living conditions.
  
Mariama is my sister in Sédhiou and she is very young. She is 19, no she isn’t, she 
is 20 or maybe 24. In Sédhiou, both men and women lie about their age because 
of bureaucratic reasons so that they can enrol at secondary school to obtain the 
BAC (baccalaureate), even if they are 5 years older. However Mariana doesn’t go 
to school, she lives with her sister’s family and she sometimes attends a computer 
course.    
She doesn’t like Sédhiou, she regrets 
her exciting life in Ziguinchor but now 
only her father lives there. Her sister 
Fatu needed her help so she came to 
Sédhiou to take care of the house, the 
children and us, three volunteers. I 
often look at her and while I am learn-
ing to know her I can’t help wondering 
how she can accept her life so repeti-
tive, tiring and, above all, I wonder how she can accept a life that doesn’t belong 
to her. I look for some rebellion symptoms in her eyes (only long afterwards I 
understood that they were inside me), she could keep studying, she could look 
for a job and live in Ziguinchor, she could…she really could? I’ve never under-
stood if she could change her life, if she could make a change that isn’t marriage. 
However with the passing of time, I understood that she is waiting or dreaming 
of marriage to begin the story of her life. Maybe Mariama likes her life and despite 
the direct confrontation with young Europeans she hasn’t changed her mind. 
After all, she is lucky, she doesn’t have to work in the rice paddies, bending over 
the �eld, or in the jardins des femmes[1] and, most of all, she didn’t give up her 
studies because she had to get married, as some girls I met had done. Awa is one 

of them. 
Awa is a young woman working for an organization in Sédhiou, when I met her 

she told me that when she was still underage she agreed to marry a man chosen 
by her parents, in order not to lose their approval and to respect their will. She 
wasn’t happy for this decision taken on her behalf and she envied her friends 
whose parents let them freedom to choose.
  
Now she has a child and when I asked her how she is going to act she answered 
me she would like things to be di�erent for her daughter. I really don’t know if she 
will be able to give her child everything she didn’t have. I was very impressed by 
the way she told her story, she accepted her parent’s will because she knew that 
if she had disobeyed them, she wouldn’t have lived in peace. The practice of early 
marriage is widespread across the country and it is linked to the high women 
illiteracy rate. Once families marry o� their daughters, they are forced to leave 
school to take care of their husbands and kids. Who are Mandinga? I’m trying to 
�nd out what they are characterized by, the answer that came in my mind 
includes their main values: language and Muslim religion. It’s an ancient popula-
tion of warriors, they conquered other lands and imposed Islam over other 
people, so language and religion were the main values on which they founded 
their identity. They are often considered one the most conservative group of the 

country, a rigid hierarchy governs their 
relationships so that women and young 
people occupy subordinate positions more 
than in any other ethnic groups in Senegal. 
Even if female circumcision is forbidden, this 
group still practices it and it has a very impor-
tant social function. Uncircumcised women 
cannot speak in public and they are unlikely 
to be married, in other words they are 
excluded from society. 
As a western woman it’s really di�cult for me 
to understand how a person can sacri�ce him 
o herself to respect custom traditions and 

community roles. Senegalese society is founded on the regard toward family, 
older people and on the moral impossibility to refuse parents’ blessing. When I 

core of the question: the way. When they think of a change or a possible evolution 
of their social conditions, African women consider men as allies. 

When they greet each other or make arrangements or organize something, you 
often hear them say: On est ensemble. This sentence represents a way of doing, 
that is the core of everything they do. They cannot know what it will happen, if 
things will work out or not, everything can happen, inch’allah, if God wants. But 
everything will happen in the common dimension of on est ensemble. This is the 
most valuable lesson I learnt. At the beginning I couldn’t see anything else than 
the injustice and the di�culties of the life of these women but as the time passed 
by I was able to open my eyes and widen my view. Their patience, their smiles 
never tired, their kindness that doesn’t 
mean weakness and the balance of their 
back under their burdens contain the 
strength of will and the dignity of those 
people who are able to accept their condi-
tions completely.

I know there are many things I wasn’t able 
to see, but I’ve learned that is not easy to 
watch the world around you.
          
It’s a great and noble apprenticeship that makes you interrupt your judgment, in 
this way you can take a step back and let “the Other” show him or herself so that 
you will be able to meet him or her, inch’allah,    

was there I would have written a sort of eulogy of refusal, naughtiness and 
‘betrayal’, in my opinion such actions  appear to be necessary for the protection of 
our life and well-being. These values can’t explain everything, we must also 
consider a dimension of dependency that makes people unable to take a 
decision autonomously. Although about 80 percent of women work in the �eld, 
they aren’t owner. Indeed, the access to the �eld is a crucial theme now. 
But these thoughts are vain and incomplete. 
   
The reality of these women comes out and it in�ames my tubab soul. If I hadn’t 
stayed there for a long time the di�erences I saw would have given birth to an 
idea of inequalities. I wouldn’t have been able to see anything else in this 
feminine world that instead is more rich and intricate than it seems. Sédiou is a 
hybrid in evolution and it confuses you. It  has 20.000 inhabitants so it has the size 
and the ambitions of a town, but in the depths of its life it remains a village, a big 
village that gets bigger every day.
    
There are schools and centers of vocational training that o�er more study oppor-
tunities than the rural zones and, according to me, it is this situation that has 
created some contradictions. On the one hand, going to school shows you a 
world that still doesn’t exist. On the other hand, when you are back at home, you 
�nd another world with its duties and prohibitions that establishes how things 
must be. I remember one afternoon: a boy and a girl, very young, dressed in 
close-�tting clothes and with sunglasses, they were walking with a cut throat 
chicken in their hands.
  
This image sums up a universe balanced between ‘tradition and modernity’. It’s 
like a snap-shot of a piece of this world, with its young people thinking and 
dreaming of Europe and America, but with their feet on the red soil of 
Casamance. In this confrontation encounter with the West, so real and insistent, 
the traditional rural African world is puzzled and it transforms itself, in its own 
way. During the women’s day celebration, a speaker declared that in Africa 
women’s emancipation will engage women and men together. With this surpris-
ing statement, the speaker wanted to highlight a characteristics of African 
feminism in contrast to the Western one. The idea is symbolic and it implies the 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 
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GIORGIA  ZILIO 

Nepal       (30/11/2011  - 30/05/2012) 

face expression- to those that were saying to me that with a foreign languages 
degree I could at least apply for teaching posts.
  

was asked to write an article about my EVS experience, teaching was the word 
that immediately came out of my mind to summarize these months in Nepal. 
Somebody- actually too many somebodies- says life often turns you doing things 
you have never imagined to end 
up doing. I suppose it went like 

so this article of mine will be more 
about unexpected gifts that hide 
behind life’s corners rather than 
merely on my EVS.
     
Since when I am 21 life made me 

that has been a gift and changed me forever. This reality is called India. I travelled, 
worked, study, sweat (a lot!), felt my stomach having a private life away from me, 
heard incredible stories, met wonderful strong and powerful women, got angry 
with the system, walked bare feet on dirty streets, slept with mice and 
cockroaches, seen the sun rising on the Ganges and most of all I roamed around 
feeling so comfortable, like at home, to almost feel myself half Indian. With this 
inner disposition I faced Nepal quite easily I 
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“Teaching? Me? No, thanks. Never!”. This was my comment- given with a horri�ed 
face expression- to those that were saying to me that with a foreign languages 
degree I could at least apply for teaching posts.
  
Yes, this was de�nitely my thought until a couple of years ago. But now, when I 
was asked to write an article about my EVS experience, teaching was the word 
that immediately came out of my mind to summarize these months in Nepal. 
Somebody- actually too many somebodies- says life often turns you doing things 
you have never imagined to end 
up doing. I suppose it went like 
that with me & the teaching a�air, 
so this article of mine will be more 
about unexpected gifts that hide 
behind life’s corners rather than 
merely on my EVS.
     
Since when I am 21 life made me 
�nd and touch and smell a reality 
that has been a gift and changed me forever. This reality is called India. I travelled, 
worked, study, sweat (a lot!), felt my stomach having a private life away from me, 
heard incredible stories, met wonderful strong and powerful women, got angry 
with the system, walked bare feet on dirty streets, slept with mice and 
cockroaches, seen the sun rising on the Ganges and most of all I roamed around 
feeling so comfortable, like at home, to almost feel myself half Indian. With this 
inner disposition I faced Nepal quite easily I 

would say, nothing could shocked me anymore, nothing could maybe make me 
feel amazed after I found India. That’s where I was wrong. 

Though, to be honest and not politically correct, I still think Nepal is not India and 
once you see India you can never fall in love with another Asian country, Nepal 
gave me things India has not yet given me and these are very small things, 
ordinary I would dare to say. 

Ten years ago a teacher of mine said that, once you grow up, you �nd out that 
happiness doesn’t live among the big waves and the adrenaline feeling of sur�ng 
them,but can instead be found in the small things of everyday life.  That was 
one of the most important teachings I have ever had and one of the truest. The 
proof of its true nature came to me when I looked at a picture a teacher of one of 
the schools I’m volunteering in took of me.
  
It has been taken during the last class I had with the children of grade IV. These 
children during the last months made me laugh, lose my voice, amaze me and 
also going so angry as to shout very very loud (thing I would have never imagined 
myself doing).   

Most of all they surprised me every day with their energy and intelligence. 
Together we read some parts from Peter Pan, we analyzed it a bit and in the end 
we made a chart paper with all the drawings they did of the characters. When it 
was completed we formed a group, with me in the middle surrounded by them, 
some of them carrying the chart paper as to show it to the camera. One, two, 
three “make a funny face!!!”, that’s was my direction to them a second before the 
teacher clicked and took the photo. 

The result is this: I uploaded it on my pc and what I felt looking at it amazed me 
like hundreds dawns on the mountains covered by clouds that make the moun-
tains look like islands in the sea. My face was the expression of highest happiness. 
I have never seen myself so happy in many many years. This is the gift Nepal is 
giving me: my students, all of them, no one excluded. And I call them mine even 
if in one month I’ll be gone, because they make me feel proud of teaching and 

this is the kind of unexpected gift that hides behind life’s corners and makes you 
do exactly what those somebodies use to say. 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 
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would say, nothing could shocked me anymore, nothing could maybe make me 
feel amazed after I found India. That’s where I was wrong. 

Though, to be honest and not politically correct, I still think Nepal is not India and 
once you see India you can never fall in love with another Asian country, Nepal 
gave me things India has not yet given me and these are very small things, 
ordinary I would dare to say. 

Ten years ago a teacher of mine said that, once you grow up, you �nd out that 
happiness doesn’t live among the big waves and the adrenaline feeling of sur�ng 
them,but can instead be found in the small things of everyday life.  That was 
one of the most important teachings I have ever had and one of the truest. The 
proof of its true nature came to me when I looked at a picture a teacher of one of 
the schools I’m volunteering in took of me.
  
It has been taken during the last class I had with the children of grade IV. These 
children during the last months made me laugh, lose my voice, amaze me and 
also going so angry as to shout very very loud (thing I would have never imagined 
myself doing).   

Most of all they surprised me every day with their energy and intelligence. 
Together we read some parts from Peter Pan, we analyzed it a bit and in the end 
we made a chart paper with all the drawings they did of the characters. When it 
was completed we formed a group, with me in the middle surrounded by them, 
some of them carrying the chart paper as to show it to the camera. One, two, 
three “make a funny face!!!”, that’s was my direction to them a second before the 
teacher clicked and took the photo. 

The result is this: I uploaded it on my pc and what I felt looking at it amazed me 
like hundreds dawns on the mountains covered by clouds that make the moun-
tains look like islands in the sea. My face was the expression of highest happiness. 
I have never seen myself so happy in many many years. This is the gift Nepal is 
giving me: my students, all of them, no one excluded. And I call them mine even 
if in one month I’ll be gone, because they make me feel proud of teaching and 

this is the kind of unexpected gift that hides behind life’s corners and makes you 
do exactly what those somebodies use to say. 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 
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GIANFRANCO  TODARO

Senegal       (15/01/2012  - 15/07/2012) 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 
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"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.
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"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

28



"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.
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"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 

MORGANE DAUBAN

Nepal       (02/12/2011  - 26/05/2012) 

So, I have been suggested to write something about my situation of European 
volunteer… Not an easy task, because you have to know that many things 
happen in 6 months of EVS...

First of all, I have to say, honestly, that sometimes I realize how lucky I am to have 
this opportunity, this chance we have to discover something of the world, and I 
try to remember it every time I �nd myself in di�cult moments..
Because of course, if volunteering in Nepal with CCN is a great experience, it is not 
always easy to understand what we are doing here and what for we are doing it… 

Regarding these questions, my vision of the EVS - that I had before to come and is 
con�rming now - is that we are not sent here to save the world, we are not bring-
ing any truth with us, and the ideas we can have about what is good or not, fair of 
unfair etc., are culturally relative... It doesn’t mean that I stand with the arms 
crossed, of course I’m doing the most I can in order to do something useful, to 
propose some projects, and I try to be active; but I’m just saying that for me, we 
are learning more than we teach here… 

From the obstacles, we learn how to be more patient, more understanding; and I 
truly believe that what can be considered sometimes as “failures”  

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.
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"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 

from an external point of view (if for example we didn’t achieve something we 
have planned), from an other perspective, can be a success. Indeed, if we consider 
that learning how the world is turning is our main objective, then, no matter what 
is concretely achieved or not: the main point is to try something, to see what it 
makes, and mostly, to try to understand afterwards. I take our experience really 
seriously, but I try to have �exible objectives. In any case, I am sure that what I am 
learning now will last for my whole life, and will spread, step by step, some light 
on my path, on the way to try to make the world better… 

If you want me to make you dream about Nepal, I could talk hours about the 
colours of this country, the life I can feel in every corner of every street… I will 
remember, on every face, these two dark and deep diamonds which look at you 
with a unique intensity… Some images of stone lions, temples, statues, stupas, 
chaityas.. will stay in my mind for a while I think…The �ames, the perfume, the 
red colors of the pujas will probably still burn 
my eyes when I will be back in the grey 
European life… the waves made by the 
purple dress of the Buddhist monks will also 
keep on shaking my mind… The emptiness 
of the Himalayan Mountains, the sound of its 
�owing water, the rough caress of the Lang-
tang wind… 

Yes so many things will remain inside me, 
about this wonderful land…

This is what I feel while I am here; the deep 
impressions that make me want to stay here 
even in the moments of doubts… But I think 
the strength of this experience is that we are not just passing along the streets or 
landscapes: we stay here, we live here, and we learn to see also the “dark side” of 
the things, we learn to see some things under the surface…

And also, we get to now the local people, we share experiences and we learn from 
them more, because we have to deal with them every day in our work, we have to 
face the cultural di�erences we can have with them… 

So if, for sure, I will remember the things that every person who comes to this 
country can be able to see, what we have more by volunteering (and that a 
traveler can hardly have), is this everyday sedentary life experience, the projects 
we have to settle collaborating and composing with the local people, trying to 
�nd a common path between theirs and ours, because if you can still “pretend” 
with your values and personality when you stay �ve minutes with them (and if 
you feel disturbed, you can move to see another place and other people), you 
can't do it for 6 months: one days comes when the “truth” appears, on this days 
start the di�culties, but on this day start also the interesting part !
 

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.
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“Teaching? Me? No, thanks. Never!”. This was my comment- given with a horri�ed 
face expression- to those that were saying to me that with a foreign languages 
degree I could at least apply for teaching posts.
  
Yes, this was de�nitely my thought until a couple of years ago. But now, when I 
was asked to write an article about my EVS experience, teaching was the word 
that immediately came out of my mind to summarize these months in Nepal. 
Somebody- actually too many somebodies- says life often turns you doing things 
you have never imagined to end 
up doing. I suppose it went like 
that with me & the teaching a�air, 
so this article of mine will be more 
about unexpected gifts that hide 
behind life’s corners rather than 
merely on my EVS.
     
Since when I am 21 life made me 
�nd and touch and smell a reality 
that has been a gift and changed me forever. This reality is called India. I travelled, 
worked, study, sweat (a lot!), felt my stomach having a private life away from me, 
heard incredible stories, met wonderful strong and powerful women, got angry 
with the system, walked bare feet on dirty streets, slept with mice and 
cockroaches, seen the sun rising on the Ganges and most of all I roamed around 
feeling so comfortable, like at home, to almost feel myself half Indian. With this 
inner disposition I faced Nepal quite easily I 

"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 

from an external point of view (if for example we didn’t achieve something we 
have planned), from an other perspective, can be a success. Indeed, if we consider 
that learning how the world is turning is our main objective, then, no matter what 
is concretely achieved or not: the main point is to try something, to see what it 
makes, and mostly, to try to understand afterwards. I take our experience really 
seriously, but I try to have �exible objectives. In any case, I am sure that what I am 
learning now will last for my whole life, and will spread, step by step, some light 
on my path, on the way to try to make the world better… 

If you want me to make you dream about Nepal, I could talk hours about the 
colours of this country, the life I can feel in every corner of every street… I will 
remember, on every face, these two dark and deep diamonds which look at you 
with a unique intensity… Some images of stone lions, temples, statues, stupas, 
chaityas.. will stay in my mind for a while I think…The �ames, the perfume, the 
red colors of the pujas will probably still burn 
my eyes when I will be back in the grey 
European life… the waves made by the 
purple dress of the Buddhist monks will also 
keep on shaking my mind… The emptiness 
of the Himalayan Mountains, the sound of its 
�owing water, the rough caress of the Lang-
tang wind… 

Yes so many things will remain inside me, 
about this wonderful land…

This is what I feel while I am here; the deep 
impressions that make me want to stay here 
even in the moments of doubts… But I think 
the strength of this experience is that we are not just passing along the streets or 
landscapes: we stay here, we live here, and we learn to see also the “dark side” of 
the things, we learn to see some things under the surface…

And also, we get to now the local people, we share experiences and we learn from 
them more, because we have to deal with them every day in our work, we have to 
face the cultural di�erences we can have with them… 

So if, for sure, I will remember the things that every person who comes to this 
country can be able to see, what we have more by volunteering (and that a 
traveler can hardly have), is this everyday sedentary life experience, the projects 
we have to settle collaborating and composing with the local people, trying to 
�nd a common path between theirs and ours, because if you can still “pretend” 
with your values and personality when you stay �ve minutes with them (and if 
you feel disturbed, you can move to see another place and other people), you 
can't do it for 6 months: one days comes when the “truth” appears, on this days 
start the di�culties, but on this day start also the interesting part !
 

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.
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MARIA FRANCESCA D’ALIA

Senegal       (11/04/2012  - 10/10/2012) 

It “happens” to leave and go far away, so far away that you reach Africa. I arrived 
in Senegal in April to spend six months as a EVS volunteer at the Senegalese NGO 
“Enface et Paix” trough the EVS project Voices from Around the world III coordi-
nated by CESIE.
It was not that easy to start this voluntary experience and, like every beginning, 
even mine here was not the easiest one. A simple description of the events which 
took place during these months would  decrease the tumult of sensations, 
perfectly disordered, that liked moving inside me up to now. Moreover, it is 

something, why publishing intimate and controversial truths you interwove day 
after day. 
Word urgency? Shall it be the urgency of writing as indelible mark, if fate or 
inactivity make you forget? Shall it be the urgency to share, to  publicize a story? 
And so I wonder: “Does word urgency really exist?” Well then, does something 
that has to be necessarily said really exist? And silence, what is its value? Why 
wondering such a thing in the noisy, deafening Dakar? Why did my doubt arise 
when I arrived in the sandy, anarchic at times, capital? It seems pretty unusual at 

million inhabitants (43,3% Wolof, 23,8% Pular, 14,7% Sérer, 3,7% Diola, 3% 
Mandingo, 1,1% Sonìnké, 1% Europeansand Lebanese, 9,4% others) with their 
own linguistic, cultural and religious codes of which 94% Muslims, 5% Christian, 
1% animistic cults followers (data: Giorgi, Vado in Senegal, Terre di mezzo editore, 
2008, Milan). Naturally (as  it is often said) I have a restless and curious spirit; mine 
is an ongoing research status 
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"It  �ll your heart even if you're a stranger in a strange land. There you will �nd 
di�erent habits that, at �rst, may seem incomprehensible but after some time 
you'll end up realize that those same habits demonstrate how the inhabitants of 
this wonderful place care for the others.
  
It should not  be so far away, by a temporal point of view, a society where people 
used to demonstrate care and also concretely helped the other, even if here in 
Europe it seem really an old fashioned dream; anyway in Sedhiou is somewhat 
like this.
 
When you will arrive in Sedhiou the �rst thing that will surprise you is that every-
one is willing to greet you, and ask where you're coming from and what bring 
you there, so in no time ten of people will  be around asking who are you and if 
you need something. Of course most of the children and adolescent will call you 
“Toubab”; someone will tell you that it means white, someone else will tell that it 
means stranger. Even if sometimes you'll dislike being called like this you can 
never forget that Senegal is known as the country of  “teranga”, that in their 
language means hospitality; in fact it is true that wherever you'll go in Senegal 
you'll always �nd a place  where you'll get something to eat and a place to sleep 
if you don't have one, that's guaranteed, I already tried by myself.
 
The second thing that will catch your attention is the overwhelming perception 
that there the nature and its representatives are tightly part of people's life. You'll 
see forest as far as your eyes can see, dotted by small villages, especially on the 
coast of the river Casamance; variety and number of birds is astonishing not to 
mention that the colourful  �owers exposed on the trees mixed with the “like 

snow” cotton produced by a tree called “fromager” make the atmosphere like in a 
fairy tail.
   
In this place even the perception of the objective time is di�erent compared with 
the “occidental society”; one day is still 24 hours but time is dilated, people has 
more time for the things they have to do, they always have the time to make a 
really tasteful and strong green tea, and they have the time to say hello to the 
others people met on the streets. So while walking on the principal street of the 
city be prepared to greet lot of people, after some time you'll call them friends, 
especially if you learn Mandinka language (the local most spoken language), after 
the initial surprise created by the fact that a “toubab” tries to speak Mandinka, 
they will greet you with even greater pleasure. After speaking  with someone for 
some minutes, he will ask you to join him for a tea, or he will invite you home to 
present you his family, and after that he will think of you as a friend not as a stran-
ger anymore, and he will be disappointed if you won't go see him at least once in 
a while.
 
Living in a place like this, has been a dream for me; 
but not just living, that's not just a trip, the objec-
tive was going there for work, working for the 
NGO Enfance et Paix. The only prerequisite was to 
respect the others, your senior, but not just them, 
and to �rmly believe in what you're doing.
 
I spoke about Sedhiou and the entire region of the 
Casamance as a wonderland, but still they has many problems; talking about 
hospital, Sedhiou has one because we're talking about a chief town, but for all the 
other villages, even the farthest, they almost don't have a public health system. 
Nonetheless even in the hospital women often die giving birth, because lack of 
donors and so lack of blood; they even lack instruments and machinery, so we 
can say that the investments of the central government are not nearly enough to 
ensure to right to be healthy to all the population.
 

Another serious problem is the one of the garbage, collection and management 
almost doesn't exist.People burn their garbage inside their garden, thus every-
one can breath the toxic smoke coming from burning plastic and other toxic 
material, and this can obviously increase the incidence of respiratory diseases. 
The municipality seems to be trying to do something but with really few or 
maybe almost no results.     
Talking about problems we shouldn't forget about women's issue, in a Muslim 
society, where the father has the power to decide everything for everyone who's 
part of the family, it still does exist female genital mutilation. It represent a 
human rights violations, and it brings countless health risk, for the women and 
for their future children.
             
Beginning by those problems it's easy to start doing, even small action, to make 
the situation even a little better for the people you're working for. Thinking like 
this me and the other volunteers of the group has given their support trough 
various actions: we worked in the hospital in the maternity ward and in the social 
service, and we were substantially giving aid to the nurses at the maternity ward 
and trying to deal with the client of the social service. We also did some kind of 
clown music therapy for the children who were waiting for vaccination.  
In the ONG we started an English course and an Italian course, we participate at 
the meeting of the English club of the school, and in front of the building if the 
NGO we organized movies projection and some open day for children. Anima-
tion and games were proposed to the nursery were the children were di�cult to 
handle but very enthusiastic. 
Other volunteers worked in the local radio “Radio Gabou FM”, they were partici-
pating at the English speaking hour once a weak, others created a radio program 
that was talking about actual problem of the country, and sometimes we just 
played our music. We also participated in the activity of the local cultural center. 
Led by the director,a very dynamic and competent person, we participated at 
the celebration for the “World book day” and for the “World Music day”. 
Apart from those activity I have to mention the activity and so the new energies 
an new ideas brought by the group of volunteers arrived three months after we 
did. 

They cooperated in our activity and created new ones, as the ecology club at the 
NGO, the literature club and a choir at the cultural centre, they as well organized 
movies projection followed by a debate. They also organized atelier for women, 
to understand their situation and to comprehend their own rights.
 
Even if I said that in Senegal time is somehow dilated, six months pass by almost 
without noticing that you're having the great opportunity to work, to make 
e�orts for others, and to be satis�ed when you reach your small goals, so for 
example even the a�ection of the children attending the English course was the 
best prize I could get!
 
Doing voluntary work is not hard but is not easy as well, it's up to you whether 
you live this experience with a smile on your face or if you face the hardship and 
the things you don't understand as personal matter. In any case it will change 
your point of view about plenty of things that you have lived and take you to 
change your scale of values regarding the things that you'll live. 

and I cannot hold my tongue; the word is necessary and vital. However,  once I 
arrived in Senegal all this brief and common word philosophy has been dismem-
bered  mercilessly.
Leaving to a French speaking  country without having adequately studied French 
before (not to talk about local languages) gave rise at �rst to a forced silence, to 
listening and to a school of patience every time I would have liked to talk, stress 
my disappointment, give my opinion. With time, attention and passion I built and 
found out some ways that allowed me to see and understand many issues under 
a di�erent light and little by little words followed. There is a time to say, to raise 
your voice  and there is a time to listen and stay silent too.  During these months 
I met great people who left a mark and the main part of what they taught me was 
not conveyed during heated debates, but observing them and learning from 
time and with time, as time (sorry for the play on words) seems to have plenty of 
time here.

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.
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LETIZIA MARONGIÙ

Senegal       (11/04/2012  - 10/10/2012) 

I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 

it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-

is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 

behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

ALOIS NOUGARET

Senegal       (11/04/2012 - 10/10/2012) 

I received a mail, some days ago, telling me I was late. I haven’t written the �nal 
report, neither the youthpassdraft or the article for CESIE blog. I was “kindly 
asked” to send all within a week. 

I’m therefore in front of my computer and I am waiting… in a hurry. Something I 
didn’t experience in Senegal, where you have time or anyway, “amoul solo” (no 
problem), not as here.
 
There, you know what waiting means. In fact you spend most of your time 
waiting for something. Waiting for the taxi to be full or successfully start, waiting 
for electricity to return, waiting for the rain to stop, waiting for the heat to go 
down, waiting for the tea, waiting for people you have to meet, etc… 

In the beginning, for 
some Europeans, it’s 
very di�cult to wait all 
the time. Used to the 
famous occidental 
“time is money”, or 
“work more to win  
more”. But little by little 
everyone learns how to 
wait. Anywhere you are, 
anytime you have to 
wait, everyone �nd 
something to do, or not to do. The reader reads, the most talkative speaks with 

any people who pass near, the tired sleeps, other thinks, dreams or just looks 
around. But all appreciate this lifestyle where you have time to live. 

When someone calls you in the street in order to speak with you and you answer 
“sorry I don’t have time”, he looks at you in the way to say “what do you means? 
You don’t have time to shake up my hand and speak one minute with me, is it 
possible?” He's frustrated, you too. But little by little, when you understand you 
can take time to say hello, it could take half an hour to walk hundred meters in the 
street; but with a large smile!
I have learnt something very important in this country: To take the time to look at 
your neighbor, speak to him, smile at him. Take the time to appreciate the sun, the 
rain, the hot and the cold. Take the time to live.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

I received a mail, some days ago, telling me I was late. I haven’t written the �nal 
report, neither the youthpassdraft or the article for CESIE blog. I was “kindly 
asked” to send all within a week. 

I’m therefore in front of my computer and I am waiting… in a hurry. Something I 
didn’t experience in Senegal, where you have time or anyway, “amoul solo” (no 
problem), not as here.
 
There, you know what waiting means. In fact you spend most of your time 
waiting for something. Waiting for the taxi to be full or successfully start, waiting 
for electricity to return, waiting for the rain to stop, waiting for the heat to go 
down, waiting for the tea, waiting for people you have to meet, etc… 

In the beginning, for 
some Europeans, it’s 
very di�cult to wait all 
the time. Used to the 
famous occidental 
“time is money”, or 
“work more to win  
more”. But little by little 
everyone learns how to 
wait. Anywhere you are, 
anytime you have to 
wait, everyone �nd 
something to do, or not to do. The reader reads, the most talkative speaks with 

any people who pass near, the tired sleeps, other thinks, dreams or just looks 
around. But all appreciate this lifestyle where you have time to live. 

When someone calls you in the street in order to speak with you and you answer 
“sorry I don’t have time”, he looks at you in the way to say “what do you means? 
You don’t have time to shake up my hand and speak one minute with me, is it 
possible?” He's frustrated, you too. But little by little, when you understand you 
can take time to say hello, it could take half an hour to walk hundred meters in the 
street; but with a large smile!
I have learnt something very important in this country: To take the time to look at 
your neighbor, speak to him, smile at him. Take the time to appreciate the sun, the 
rain, the hot and the cold. Take the time to live.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

Serena Maria Caló

India       (20/06/2011  - 07/12/2011) 

Chetana institute is a center that welcomes children and young adults with very 
di�erent  disabilities (autism, trisomie...). It's in the center of the city. The center is 
composed of big buildings with class rooms, living places and a big garden.

This is a governmental center, so the Orissa government gives money to support  
Chetana Institute.

The children live in the center. During the day they go to school. The sta� of the 
center is in link with the families of the children. They go home to their family 
sometimes during the weekend or for some holidays. The german volunteers 
explained to us that a lot of children are orphans. The children come from all 
parts of Orissa. That make the link with their families not so easy to maintain.

The sta� is composed by doctors, teachers and social workers. They work 
together to support the children and young adults. They try to promote integra-
tion of disabeled people in society. They give an educational, medical and living 
support to people.

Two germans girls are volunteers in Chetana Institute. They introduced us to the 
center. We went at the end of the afternoon during play time with the children. 
This moment  because the children have just �nished school and have free time.

We played with about twenty children, together with the volunteers and two 
teachers. The teachers were helping us with translating because the children do 
not speak english. At school the children learn numbers in orya and english. So, 
we decide to do some games that help with this. It was educational and fun at 

the same time for the children. 

All the participants were running and one of the teachers shouted a number in 
english and orya. The players needed to form groups of as many people as the 
number that was shouted was.  During the game we participated and helped the 
children to play and  to  understand the rules. We helped them count how many 
people were in their group in orya and english. After we proposed a ball game. 
Everyone was standing in a circle. One person said the name of an other and 
threw the ball to that person. This game helps to develop motor skills and 
memory.

Another game that we played was the Bomb : all players were standing in a circle  
and start to pass the ball  one by one.  One person was standing in the middle 
and start to count until she decided to say “bomb” instead of the next number. 
When the person in the middle said “bomb” the child that had the ball in the 
hand went in the middle to start 
to count and the game contin-
ued in this way. We stood in the 
middle and helped the children 
to count. 

We had a lot of fun during the 
time we passed with the 
children! We learned a lot about 
the disability sector in India and 
more especially in Orissa. It was interesting to meet the sta� of Chetana Institute 
and to see how they work with the children.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

Chetana institute is a center that welcomes children and young adults with very 
di�erent  disabilities (autism, trisomie...). It's in the center of the city. The center is 
composed of big buildings with class rooms, living places and a big garden.

This is a governmental center, so the Orissa government gives money to support  
Chetana Institute.

The children live in the center. During the day they go to school. The sta� of the 
center is in link with the families of the children. They go home to their family 
sometimes during the weekend or for some holidays. The german volunteers 
explained to us that a lot of children are orphans. The children come from all 
parts of Orissa. That make the link with their families not so easy to maintain.

The sta� is composed by doctors, teachers and social workers. They work 
together to support the children and young adults. They try to promote integra-
tion of disabeled people in society. They give an educational, medical and living 
support to people.

Two germans girls are volunteers in Chetana Institute. They introduced us to the 
center. We went at the end of the afternoon during play time with the children. 
This moment  because the children have just �nished school and have free time.

We played with about twenty children, together with the volunteers and two 
teachers. The teachers were helping us with translating because the children do 
not speak english. At school the children learn numbers in orya and english. So, 
we decide to do some games that help with this. It was educational and fun at 

the same time for the children. 

All the participants were running and one of the teachers shouted a number in 
english and orya. The players needed to form groups of as many people as the 
number that was shouted was.  During the game we participated and helped the 
children to play and  to  understand the rules. We helped them count how many 
people were in their group in orya and english. After we proposed a ball game. 
Everyone was standing in a circle. One person said the name of an other and 
threw the ball to that person. This game helps to develop motor skills and 
memory.

Another game that we played was the Bomb : all players were standing in a circle  
and start to pass the ball  one by one.  One person was standing in the middle 
and start to count until she decided to say “bomb” instead of the next number. 
When the person in the middle said “bomb” the child that had the ball in the 
hand went in the middle to start 
to count and the game contin-
ued in this way. We stood in the 
middle and helped the children 
to count. 

We had a lot of fun during the 
time we passed with the 
children! We learned a lot about 
the disability sector in India and 
more especially in Orissa. It was interesting to meet the sta� of Chetana Institute 
and to see how they work with the children.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

THIBAULT ZIMMERMANN

Nepal       (02/12/2011  - 26/05/2012) 

My volunteering in Nepal is a real experience of life .
In �rst we arrived in this big city ( Kathmandu ) to meet the persons of the associa-
tion of C.C.N ,

the others volunteer from Europe an discover the apartment we have to share all 
six . After all that during the �rst weeks we went visiting a little bit the city, start to 
learn the language and meet the di�erent school where we where going to work 
.The �rst month was most of the time observa-
tion and taking �rst contact with the students 
and the principals 

After a time we start to have some di�erent 
ideas for the schools like for example in Emile 
school to make a exchange photo program 
between french school and Nepali school, in 
Lubhu (who is a mental disable school) to teach music therapy , and in Landless ( 
school in a slum ) to teach with games to learn English for example .

This experience for me have help me to pen my eyes for some situations, and I 
have learn to take a second point of view; it was also a great experience to 
discover new people and leave in an other culture  the Nepal is full of art temple, 
history ….

Now the end of my E.V.S is coming  I am trying to �nish all my programs in school 
and to enjoy my last day in this amazing country !
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

ILDIKO SZALMA

India       (19/06/2011  - 13/12/2011) 

I always wanted to do my EVS out of the European Union because I wanted to 
experience a totaly di�erent culture. Within the Eu there are many di�erences 
between the countries as well but mainly we all have the same cultural heritage 
based on our history and religions. We get used to live by our norms. Our norms 
that beleive me could be completely useless or even o�ensive somewhere else. 
First of all forgive me I give so gross example for importance about norms but this 
picture the best: 
I landed in New Delhi in last June and the �rst impression was shocking just right 
on the plane. 2-3 people started to make horrible noises by doing rheum.  I was 
just looking around disgusted by them when the stewardess asked me if it was 
my �rst time in India. She recommend me to get used to it as we are now in India, 
they are Indians and they were very polite not doing this during the �ight just 
when we already landed. I wouldn’t think so then but by end of the month I did 
the same, even split it out on the street in front of hundreds as if I kept my habit 
using handkrechief I would have been the rude one. As if you think over for them 
the disgusting thing keep your snot in your pocket.  And if you choose living in a 
di�erent culture you should really accept their unwritten rules. 
There was a project called Forum Theatre during my stay and loads of European 
young people arrived but there were participants from India, Nepal and African 
countries as well. Our meeting was in a 5star Hotel and I had forgotten I am still in 
India, used again a handkrechief. The reaction of Indian participant was a loud 
disgust. How disgusting am I doing this. So you can �nd yourself in awkward 
situation if you keep folowing your norms brought from your culture. 
India is dirty and smelling. The trash is literally everywhere. I feel like India is 
doing crime against mankind by its citizens littering. The goverment do not have 
any sytem to collect trash so people are forced to burn it every day that is really 

polluting the enviroment. Still or accordingly: Indian people are really take care of 
tidyness in their everyday life. When I make meat soup in Hungary, I always use 
the chicken’s leg. Well, the �rst time at the ’chicken killer’ (yes, they kill it in front 
of you) they looked me as I have killed my mother when I was asking for its legs. 
They just did’t give me, they simply threw it to the dog. They think if they scrape 
the dirty ground it makes the leg dirty, so no way they eat it.  When I was at the 
market handed rupees to the seller he didn’t 
accept the money as it was in my left hand. I 
had to take an another bank note and give it 
with my right hand. It is useless to say why 
left hand is dirty for them, isn’t it? We use 
right hand to eat, give money, we use it for 
good and clean things.
They are really caring. They want to be sure 
you are happy. They do not let you leaving 
after bargaining without asking: happy? They care what is happening to you. 
They keep watching you. They enjoy chatting with you. They just simply stop you 
and ask the magic questions: which country? what is your name? are you 
married? All of them, in this order with their funny English pronunciation, prefer-
ably call their English Hinglish. They speak very fast, during they dance with their 
head that is so tipical. Speaking with Indian people is really dynamic. You haven’t 
realized but you are already swang with your head from left to right and right to 
left after a few conversations. 
You have to learn a new body language. Took me two weeks to take di�erence 
between yes and no and maybe.  
So they stop you, total strangers, ask you about everything, they want to be sure 
you enjoy your stay.  They want to have common pictures. Once I was sitting on 
the beach of Puri with a blond guy and a huge queue arose: for half an hour we 
had to be on the picture with Indian families and they put their little children in 
our arms.  For them we are exotic. 
For few weeks it can be entertaining but after it is more annoying as you hardly 
have a moment for yourself. You do not have time alone, they always come and 
90% of the conversation is around your name, your country, and your marriage. 

After answering, they say thank you and leave.  It can be tiring. And if they are not 
interested in you, they will be interested in your money, want to do business with 
you, sit in their rikshaw, buy this, buy that. You are a two feet walking money bag 
in India. 
If you are on the bus it is not extraordinary if three mobilephone’s camera at the 
same time target you in order to show pictures their friends as an evidence and 
boast of seeing a Foreigner. Really hard when you are on the street and loads of 
people staring at you for long minutes. My technic was staring at them back to 
avoid their long looks. Shortly: You have no privacy in India that can be tough.
They are really religious. I lived in a state where most of the people were hindu. 
Hinduism is very complex religion with its more than 22000 gods. I lived in Orissa. 
Here the main God is Shiva, who smokes marihuana, that is why marihuana is 
legal and you can buy a gramm in govermental shops for approximately 20 euro 
cents for religious purposes. Whatever, 
Hinduism is so comlex I can’t explain 
but I love it. Hinduism is very colorful 
and entertaining. A hindu man main 
goal for life is being happy, make 
others happy, they are not being rich 
by money but by their soul. There are 
many muslims and sikh people as well 
in India. For me sikh religion means the 
most. I spent my holiday in Panjabi where Sikhs are in mayority. I went to the 
most important place where every Sikh goes once in their lifetime to the Golden 
Temple in Amritsar located near to the Pakistan border.  They changed my point 
of view about life.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).

Thus I think about the 
beauty of these women 
and about their sweet 
smiles, about their heavy 
and loud laughs, their 
strait and proud backs and 
I ask myself is it possible to 
live a life on such condi-
tions and to keep smiling, 
without rebelling to it. The 
more secrets about their 
lives I can steal, the less I 
am able to look at them the same way as before.

I walk along the main street of Sédhiou with these thoughts in my mind, on a 
Friday afternoon at 2 p.m., the most important religious moment of the week. I 
am deep in my thoughts as I approach the Mosque, I look around and I realize 
that it is crowded with people who are praying, and so is every angle of the street 
all around.The silence surrounding me is broken only by the prayer, mystic 
chorus of voices.
Walking in that magic space I feel myself enshrouded by great respect  for this 
community, gathering entirely to pray in honour of the death of three women in 
a car accident the day before.

Two aspects of the same place, so di�erent in their inner essence and in what 
they communicate to me.
Understanding all this is di�cult, I do not manage to do it sometimes.

I always wanted to do my EVS out of the European Union because I wanted to 
experience a totaly di�erent culture. Within the Eu there are many di�erences 
between the countries as well but mainly we all have the same cultural heritage 
based on our history and religions. We get used to live by our norms. Our norms 
that beleive me could be completely useless or even o�ensive somewhere else. 
First of all forgive me I give so gross example for importance about norms but this 
picture the best: 
I landed in New Delhi in last June and the �rst impression was shocking just right 
on the plane. 2-3 people started to make horrible noises by doing rheum.  I was 
just looking around disgusted by them when the stewardess asked me if it was 
my �rst time in India. She recommend me to get used to it as we are now in India, 
they are Indians and they were very polite not doing this during the �ight just 
when we already landed. I wouldn’t think so then but by end of the month I did 
the same, even split it out on the street in front of hundreds as if I kept my habit 
using handkrechief I would have been the rude one. As if you think over for them 
the disgusting thing keep your snot in your pocket.  And if you choose living in a 
di�erent culture you should really accept their unwritten rules. 
There was a project called Forum Theatre during my stay and loads of European 
young people arrived but there were participants from India, Nepal and African 
countries as well. Our meeting was in a 5star Hotel and I had forgotten I am still in 
India, used again a handkrechief. The reaction of Indian participant was a loud 
disgust. How disgusting am I doing this. So you can �nd yourself in awkward 
situation if you keep folowing your norms brought from your culture. 
India is dirty and smelling. The trash is literally everywhere. I feel like India is 
doing crime against mankind by its citizens littering. The goverment do not have 
any sytem to collect trash so people are forced to burn it every day that is really 

polluting the enviroment. Still or accordingly: Indian people are really take care of 
tidyness in their everyday life. When I make meat soup in Hungary, I always use 
the chicken’s leg. Well, the �rst time at the ’chicken killer’ (yes, they kill it in front 
of you) they looked me as I have killed my mother when I was asking for its legs. 
They just did’t give me, they simply threw it to the dog. They think if they scrape 
the dirty ground it makes the leg dirty, so no way they eat it.  When I was at the 
market handed rupees to the seller he didn’t 
accept the money as it was in my left hand. I 
had to take an another bank note and give it 
with my right hand. It is useless to say why 
left hand is dirty for them, isn’t it? We use 
right hand to eat, give money, we use it for 
good and clean things.
They are really caring. They want to be sure 
you are happy. They do not let you leaving 
after bargaining without asking: happy? They care what is happening to you. 
They keep watching you. They enjoy chatting with you. They just simply stop you 
and ask the magic questions: which country? what is your name? are you 
married? All of them, in this order with their funny English pronunciation, prefer-
ably call their English Hinglish. They speak very fast, during they dance with their 
head that is so tipical. Speaking with Indian people is really dynamic. You haven’t 
realized but you are already swang with your head from left to right and right to 
left after a few conversations. 
You have to learn a new body language. Took me two weeks to take di�erence 
between yes and no and maybe.  
So they stop you, total strangers, ask you about everything, they want to be sure 
you enjoy your stay.  They want to have common pictures. Once I was sitting on 
the beach of Puri with a blond guy and a huge queue arose: for half an hour we 
had to be on the picture with Indian families and they put their little children in 
our arms.  For them we are exotic. 
For few weeks it can be entertaining but after it is more annoying as you hardly 
have a moment for yourself. You do not have time alone, they always come and 
90% of the conversation is around your name, your country, and your marriage. 

After answering, they say thank you and leave.  It can be tiring. And if they are not 
interested in you, they will be interested in your money, want to do business with 
you, sit in their rikshaw, buy this, buy that. You are a two feet walking money bag 
in India. 
If you are on the bus it is not extraordinary if three mobilephone’s camera at the 
same time target you in order to show pictures their friends as an evidence and 
boast of seeing a Foreigner. Really hard when you are on the street and loads of 
people staring at you for long minutes. My technic was staring at them back to 
avoid their long looks. Shortly: You have no privacy in India that can be tough.
They are really religious. I lived in a state where most of the people were hindu. 
Hinduism is very complex religion with its more than 22000 gods. I lived in Orissa. 
Here the main God is Shiva, who smokes marihuana, that is why marihuana is 
legal and you can buy a gramm in govermental shops for approximately 20 euro 
cents for religious purposes. Whatever, 
Hinduism is so comlex I can’t explain 
but I love it. Hinduism is very colorful 
and entertaining. A hindu man main 
goal for life is being happy, make 
others happy, they are not being rich 
by money but by their soul. There are 
many muslims and sikh people as well 
in India. For me sikh religion means the 
most. I spent my holiday in Panjabi where Sikhs are in mayority. I went to the 
most important place where every Sikh goes once in their lifetime to the Golden 
Temple in Amritsar located near to the Pakistan border.  They changed my point 
of view about life.
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I live in a city called Sédhiou, in the south of Senegal, Casamance.
Here the main ethnic group is the Mandingo one, the most tied to its traditions 
and, I have to say it, the most chauvinist of Senegal.

Women always work in here: in the rice�elds, in the �elds, in the house, every-
where.
I never see them sitting under the mango trees, making tea and watching people 
passing by.
If a man is 3 meters far from his glass, he does not stand up himself, but he asks 
his sister, who he is teaching a card game, to go and take him the glass; and she 
does it without saying a word.
In this place it happens to me to hear a 20-years-old boy say that men and 
women are not equal, that if he hits his sister because of her close-�tting clothes 
it does not mean doing violence to her but it means “correcting” her, I think he 
meant “forming” me. I met this boy in a training session held by Amnesty Interna-
tional whose topic was violence against women �ghting. The most bizarre thing 
is that his speech hardly caused  the slightest reactions from the training session 
organizers. I can not even imagine what this boy really thinks.

Sometimes girls look at me with distrust, I can feel their sight staring at me and I 
do not understand why, I do not know if I have to feel at fault or if I have to ask 
them what is wrong; in any case they hardly speak to me.
If they have to give me an example of men seduction or attention grabbing, the 
sole technique they know is about close-�tting clothes and sexually  provocative 
behavior. And they are educated girls who are speaking and thinking that intelli-
gence does not help that much with men.

Finally I �nd out that in this area of Senegal 95% of women su�ered excision, a 
practice that mutilate the possibility to feel sexual pleasure forever, excluding the 
other risks. This topic usually is not discussed,  especially with the Toubabs 
(white people).
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you enjoy your stay.  They want to have common pictures. Once I was sitting on 
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you, sit in their rikshaw, buy this, buy that. You are a two feet walking money bag 
in India. 
If you are on the bus it is not extraordinary if three mobilephone’s camera at the 
same time target you in order to show pictures their friends as an evidence and 
boast of seeing a Foreigner. Really hard when you are on the street and loads of 
people staring at you for long minutes. My technic was staring at them back to 
avoid their long looks. Shortly: You have no privacy in India that can be tough.
They are really religious. I lived in a state where most of the people were hindu. 
Hinduism is very complex religion with its more than 22000 gods. I lived in Orissa. 
Here the main God is Shiva, who smokes marihuana, that is why marihuana is 
legal and you can buy a gramm in govermental shops for approximately 20 euro 
cents for religious purposes. Whatever, 
Hinduism is so comlex I can’t explain 
but I love it. Hinduism is very colorful 
and entertaining. A hindu man main 
goal for life is being happy, make 
others happy, they are not being rich 
by money but by their soul. There are 
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MAARJA VILU 

Senegal       (15/01/2012 - 15/07/2012) 

It's very hard to but my feelings and emotions into words to describe my EVS in 
Senegal. But I will try.
I started my EVS in January 2012 having no idea what is waiting for me. I knew 
that I have lot to o�er and I was willing to give everything needed to make some 
positive changes. Then, I had no idea how much Senegal and the people there 
will change me as well.
I was living with a local family who made me feel like a part of the family from the 
�rst day. Feeling safe is very important when everything around you is new and 
they made me feel safe. They appreciated me the way I am and this made me feel 
really happy. For the �rst time I didn't worry about what others think about me- I 
was just the way I am and it felt amazing.  
But not only my family was like that, also all the other people I met were amazing. 
So now the question, what makes them so amazing? Well, I personally love their 
sincerity, I admire their positive thinking, simple way of living, appreciating little 
things, being happy with the things they have and not worrying about the things 
they don't have. So the less you have, the happier you are. 
Some example how amazing they are. If in Europe it's hard to �nd people who 
will host you in short notice and do it free, then in Senegal it was something so 
self-evident. Meeting people on a street and asking how are we doing, inviting us 
to meet their family, preparing food and �nally o�ering place to sleep. Most of 
them didn't have much, but they didn't even hesitate to share it with others. Their 
hospitality has no boundaries.
There I never worried about what is going to happen next- I was just enjoying the 
present moment.  
Once we were travelling to Djembering, place near the ocean, and we had no 
idea where to spend the night. When we arrived there, stept out of the bus and 

saw a girl standing there at the stop- she hosted us for the next days. This was 
random meetng with her but this paints a good picture about the people in 
Senegal. She took really good care of us. Her family prepared us breakfast, lunch 
and dinner, she showed us around and made sure that we'll have the best time 
during our stay. I think I will never forget that girl. 
The people in Senegal changed something inside me. Everytime I think about it, 
I have this great feeling inside me. 
Though my EVS has ended, I don't see connection between me and Senegal 
ended. I love that place, it's my second home, there lives my second little family 
who won my heart and that's why one day I will return- inchallah!
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PRADEEP KUMAR DIGAL

Italy       (04/09/2011 - 02/07/2012) 

I remember the day when I arrived at Palermo airport. I was met by two people at 
the airport and after introducing ourselves to each other we became very friendly 
within a short period of time. We started our journey towards the city. During the 
journey we had a lot of funny conversation. I asked one of my new friends that are 
working in CESIE, the host organization where I do my EVS, “How can I meet the 
Pope? Is it possible?”.

After two months one of these friends asked me “Are you free on 24th Novem-
ber?” Fortunately I was free on that day, because around that time I had my 
on-arrival training for ten days in Catania, Sicily. I told him; “Yes I am free on that 
day”, then he told me “There is a programme of Italian Caritas for a visit in Rome in 
presence of the Pope, and you have been invited to attend the programme!” 

I couldn’t believe it, I was so excited and often asked myself, is it true? Is it true? I 
felt very happy!!! I decided to inform my father to give him the good news. I 
informed my parents as well as all my friends about my forthcoming trip to Rome. 
It was one of my big dreams, as well my father’s. Before coming to Italy, my father 
used to encourage me to meet the Pope, as my father had dreamed to see the 
Pope himself and he wanted to ful�l his dream through me.

My dream came true. On 24th November, at 8 o’clock I arrived in Rome along with 
my other friends. We entered the Vatican City and it was amazing for me. Some-
times I couldn’t believe that I was in the Vatican! We entered the Cathedral to 
attend Mass. After entering the Cathedral, I felt totally lost to see such a wonderful 
and amazing place. I felt, I am in heaven! After the end of Mass I heard people 

saying, “Now the Pope will come,” then I pushed through the huge crowd, using 
all my physical and mental power to try and see the Pope up close and eventually 
I got to the front row. After a few minutes the Pope came and raised his sacred 
hands.

I raised my hands too towards him. As he was leaving, he came closer to me. I 
called “Papa, Papa” and he looked at me for three seconds. I felt very happy 
because the Pope heard my voice and looked at me! I took many photographs of 
him.

From the Vatican I called my father and explained my exciting experience of the 
Pope and the Vatican. My father was very excited to hear my story and my village 
people and my church priest were also very happy for me. That day is a great day 
for me and for the history of my life.

I will always be grateful 
to Caritas Palermo for 
providing me this  
valuable opportunity to 
ful�l my big dream. And 
also special thanks to Mr. 
Salvo, Andrea, 
Roberta, Stefania, Vito, 
 Dario and all the sta� of 
CESIE for their great 
support to have that 
opportunity. Last but not 
least, I am greatly indebted to my parent and my family members for their good 
wishes for my every success.
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MATHIEU LEBERRE

Nepal      (14/06/2011 - 16/11/2011) 

After many hours spent in airports and planes the moment arrives when you 
reach your aim. Walk on Nepali land. 

Then you can meet the members of the NGO and your future �at mates.  
Here starts your work in schools; I choose the landless community and disabled 
school. A�ectionate greets from the child and teachers of the schools.  

To help you to take part on the Nepali life our Nepali teacher helps us in having 
some skills in the Nepali language. 
Then arrive the time of the week end you can use this time for visiting the country. 
Temples, towns, natural park, accommodation at the local population…

It’s sometime hard to keep the motivation to go to school when there is the 
frontier of the language especially with a di�cult public but you have to keep 
your mind clear and it’s not anymore an issue.  

At the end it’s hard when you have to live the place you’d prefer stay and continue 
teaching !   

This experiment raises yourself.

Friendship, discover a new culture, spend time with people who live with others 
realities than you. To live with peoples who don’t share your language. Live 
together, organize life in the apartment. 

Meet peoples who just have their �rst time with the democracy. 

I’d recommend VSE project to anyone who try to raise himself, and new get new 
knowledge and skills. Your turn! 
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NIKOLETTE MOHOS

Senegal      (15/01/2012 - 15/07/2012) 

What do I miss???

How to start an endless list?? I miss the feeling of leaving for the unknown. I miss 
the �rst sunrise seen from the boat entering the delta of the river Casamance. I 
miss the excitement and the calmness that you have at the same time arriving 
after a long trip to the place that will be your home for the upcoming six months.

I miss chocopain with the fresh baguette, and the fake Lipton that I drank almost 
every morning for six months; I miss chakri, fataya and yassa, and even the �sh 
and rise, although it was the menu every single day. I miss the mango taken from 
the trees of my family, the banana, the watermelon… 
I miss washing my cloths by hand while sitting outside the garden in the worm 
morning breeze and bright lights. I miss the warm nights and the endless ocean, 
the waves making impossible to swim, the colours, the view…

 I miss the long talks in front of my room, playing cards, drinking the Senegalese 
tea, with the nicest guitar solo ever. I miss the walks to the riverside, watching the 
sunset and enjoying the fresh but still warm air, seeing the last piroges leaving to 
reach the villages on the other side of the river. 

I miss going to the tailor to get my dresses done after the adventure of getting a 
nice fabric for a good price on the market, even if the dress ended up always 
di�erent than the one that I asked for. I miss the smell of the market, the negotia-
tion to get the tomatoes for normal price. I miss the talks with the gri-gri making 
men, seeing the whole town passing by us and having a short talk with us, 
toubabs. I miss the Mauritanian shop-keeper always smiling, buying tissues 

instead of toilet paper, taking our daily coke and Biscream. I even miss the Mara-
bou's nights of Thursday, the chanting and prayer of people all night long, even if 
on those night it was mission impossible to sleep. 

I miss the mangroves, the rice �elds, the palm trees; the dolphins and the birds, 
the nature.  I miss the smell of the �rst rain touching the ground that hasn't seen 
neither a drop of water since long time. I miss the smile of little kids in the kinder-
garten when they were curiously shaking hand with us. I miss the radio transmis-
sions that we made, and also the poems of the motivated kids from the English 
clubs. 

I miss waiting 3 hours at the end of nowhere to get in a setplace (car for 7 people), 
then travelling ages in the sauna-type atmosphere. I miss cutting kilos of onion, 
and miss eating every kind of food only with spoon. I miss the long long travels 
and the talks on the buses, the old man buying oranges then sharing them with 
us. I miss my friends, my new brothers and sisters, with whom this experience 
connects us for a life. I miss my new family there, my brother throwing his 
�ip-�ops through my window and then telling “a dinna”, and my sisters never 
getting tired to do some bad things.

I miss the moments they learned Hungarian songs from me, and the moments 
when I was learning mandinka for them. I miss taking water from the well, 
looking at the chicken running around the garden, feeding a newborn lamb that 
lost her mother. 

Miss my African name, Fatoubintou, and even miss being called toubab. I miss the 
diola dances, the balafone and the coraa. I miss not understanding a word about 
what people are speaking around me. I miss the moment of understanding the 
concept of life and death, being there in the maternity, seeing babies born, alive 
and dead. I miss the people meeting on the street and having time to greet each 
other for long minutes by always shaking hands and making a senseless conver-
sation. I miss the feeling that we have endless time, never need to run to 
anywhere, and for the fact that everyone else was living like this, never being late. 
I miss the people o�ering a "bed" for the night when I was really in need, and I 

miss the families inviting me to join their lunch, even if they didn’t know anything 
about me. I miss the life that was all about sharing and caring, that was around 
the motto “nous sommes ensemble“ or “nice to be nice”.  I miss the long talks 
about religion, about traditions, about war end peace. I miss looking at the stars 
that were so much close that if I would really try, I could reach some, and I miss 
the biggest full moon I’ve ever seen. I miss the challenges that made me feel alive. 

And the list… is endless. But one thing is sure: I miss (you) Senegal, I miss (you) 
Africa.
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What do I miss???

How to start an endless list?? I miss the feeling of leaving for the unknown. I miss 
the �rst sunrise seen from the boat entering the delta of the river Casamance. I 
miss the excitement and the calmness that you have at the same time arriving 
after a long trip to the place that will be your home for the upcoming six months.

I miss chocopain with the fresh baguette, and the fake Lipton that I drank almost 
every morning for six months; I miss chakri, fataya and yassa, and even the �sh 
and rise, although it was the menu every single day. I miss the mango taken from 
the trees of my family, the banana, the watermelon… 
I miss washing my cloths by hand while sitting outside the garden in the worm 
morning breeze and bright lights. I miss the warm nights and the endless ocean, 
the waves making impossible to swim, the colours, the view…

 I miss the long talks in front of my room, playing cards, drinking the Senegalese 
tea, with the nicest guitar solo ever. I miss the walks to the riverside, watching the 
sunset and enjoying the fresh but still warm air, seeing the last piroges leaving to 
reach the villages on the other side of the river. 

I miss going to the tailor to get my dresses done after the adventure of getting a 
nice fabric for a good price on the market, even if the dress ended up always 
di�erent than the one that I asked for. I miss the smell of the market, the negotia-
tion to get the tomatoes for normal price. I miss the talks with the gri-gri making 
men, seeing the whole town passing by us and having a short talk with us, 
toubabs. I miss the Mauritanian shop-keeper always smiling, buying tissues 

instead of toilet paper, taking our daily coke and Biscream. I even miss the Mara-
bou's nights of Thursday, the chanting and prayer of people all night long, even if 
on those night it was mission impossible to sleep. 

I miss the mangroves, the rice �elds, the palm trees; the dolphins and the birds, 
the nature.  I miss the smell of the �rst rain touching the ground that hasn't seen 
neither a drop of water since long time. I miss the smile of little kids in the kinder-
garten when they were curiously shaking hand with us. I miss the radio transmis-
sions that we made, and also the poems of the motivated kids from the English 
clubs. 

I miss waiting 3 hours at the end of nowhere to get in a setplace (car for 7 people), 
then travelling ages in the sauna-type atmosphere. I miss cutting kilos of onion, 
and miss eating every kind of food only with spoon. I miss the long long travels 
and the talks on the buses, the old man buying oranges then sharing them with 
us. I miss my friends, my new brothers and sisters, with whom this experience 
connects us for a life. I miss my new family there, my brother throwing his 
�ip-�ops through my window and then telling “a dinna”, and my sisters never 
getting tired to do some bad things.

I miss the moments they learned Hungarian songs from me, and the moments 
when I was learning mandinka for them. I miss taking water from the well, 
looking at the chicken running around the garden, feeding a newborn lamb that 
lost her mother. 

Miss my African name, Fatoubintou, and even miss being called toubab. I miss the 
diola dances, the balafone and the coraa. I miss not understanding a word about 
what people are speaking around me. I miss the moment of understanding the 
concept of life and death, being there in the maternity, seeing babies born, alive 
and dead. I miss the people meeting on the street and having time to greet each 
other for long minutes by always shaking hands and making a senseless conver-
sation. I miss the feeling that we have endless time, never need to run to 
anywhere, and for the fact that everyone else was living like this, never being late. 
I miss the people o�ering a "bed" for the night when I was really in need, and I 

miss the families inviting me to join their lunch, even if they didn’t know anything 
about me. I miss the life that was all about sharing and caring, that was around 
the motto “nous sommes ensemble“ or “nice to be nice”.  I miss the long talks 
about religion, about traditions, about war end peace. I miss looking at the stars 
that were so much close that if I would really try, I could reach some, and I miss 
the biggest full moon I’ve ever seen. I miss the challenges that made me feel alive. 

And the list… is endless. But one thing is sure: I miss (you) Senegal, I miss (you) 
Africa.
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What do I miss???

How to start an endless list?? I miss the feeling of leaving for the unknown. I miss 
the �rst sunrise seen from the boat entering the delta of the river Casamance. I 
miss the excitement and the calmness that you have at the same time arriving 
after a long trip to the place that will be your home for the upcoming six months.

I miss chocopain with the fresh baguette, and the fake Lipton that I drank almost 
every morning for six months; I miss chakri, fataya and yassa, and even the �sh 
and rise, although it was the menu every single day. I miss the mango taken from 
the trees of my family, the banana, the watermelon… 
I miss washing my cloths by hand while sitting outside the garden in the worm 
morning breeze and bright lights. I miss the warm nights and the endless ocean, 
the waves making impossible to swim, the colours, the view…

 I miss the long talks in front of my room, playing cards, drinking the Senegalese 
tea, with the nicest guitar solo ever. I miss the walks to the riverside, watching the 
sunset and enjoying the fresh but still warm air, seeing the last piroges leaving to 
reach the villages on the other side of the river. 

I miss going to the tailor to get my dresses done after the adventure of getting a 
nice fabric for a good price on the market, even if the dress ended up always 
di�erent than the one that I asked for. I miss the smell of the market, the negotia-
tion to get the tomatoes for normal price. I miss the talks with the gri-gri making 
men, seeing the whole town passing by us and having a short talk with us, 
toubabs. I miss the Mauritanian shop-keeper always smiling, buying tissues 

instead of toilet paper, taking our daily coke and Biscream. I even miss the Mara-
bou's nights of Thursday, the chanting and prayer of people all night long, even if 
on those night it was mission impossible to sleep. 

I miss the mangroves, the rice �elds, the palm trees; the dolphins and the birds, 
the nature.  I miss the smell of the �rst rain touching the ground that hasn't seen 
neither a drop of water since long time. I miss the smile of little kids in the kinder-
garten when they were curiously shaking hand with us. I miss the radio transmis-
sions that we made, and also the poems of the motivated kids from the English 
clubs. 

I miss waiting 3 hours at the end of nowhere to get in a setplace (car for 7 people), 
then travelling ages in the sauna-type atmosphere. I miss cutting kilos of onion, 
and miss eating every kind of food only with spoon. I miss the long long travels 
and the talks on the buses, the old man buying oranges then sharing them with 
us. I miss my friends, my new brothers and sisters, with whom this experience 
connects us for a life. I miss my new family there, my brother throwing his 
�ip-�ops through my window and then telling “a dinna”, and my sisters never 
getting tired to do some bad things.

I miss the moments they learned Hungarian songs from me, and the moments 
when I was learning mandinka for them. I miss taking water from the well, 
looking at the chicken running around the garden, feeding a newborn lamb that 
lost her mother. 

Miss my African name, Fatoubintou, and even miss being called toubab. I miss the 
diola dances, the balafone and the coraa. I miss not understanding a word about 
what people are speaking around me. I miss the moment of understanding the 
concept of life and death, being there in the maternity, seeing babies born, alive 
and dead. I miss the people meeting on the street and having time to greet each 
other for long minutes by always shaking hands and making a senseless conver-
sation. I miss the feeling that we have endless time, never need to run to 
anywhere, and for the fact that everyone else was living like this, never being late. 
I miss the people o�ering a "bed" for the night when I was really in need, and I 

miss the families inviting me to join their lunch, even if they didn’t know anything 
about me. I miss the life that was all about sharing and caring, that was around 
the motto “nous sommes ensemble“ or “nice to be nice”.  I miss the long talks 
about religion, about traditions, about war end peace. I miss looking at the stars 
that were so much close that if I would really try, I could reach some, and I miss 
the biggest full moon I’ve ever seen. I miss the challenges that made me feel alive. 

And the list… is endless. But one thing is sure: I miss (you) Senegal, I miss (you) 
Africa.
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List of Volunteers 
Italy India

France India

Estonia India

Italy Nepal

France Nepal

Estonia Nepal

Hungary Nepal

Italy Senegal

France Senegal

Nepal Italy

France

Serena Maria Caló

Marion Malfatto

Mariann Tapfer

Riccardo Crispo

Mathieu Leberre

Kai Klandorf

Attila Balatoni

Alberto Biondo

Sophie Franceschi

Balaram Gaire

Lisa Carole Eder Senegal
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Hungary Senegal

Austria Senegal

Italy Nepal

Italy Nepal

France Nepal

Estonia Nepal

Hungary Nepal

Italy Senegal

Italy Senegal

Hungary Senegal

Italy Senegal

Senegal Italy
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Zita Peloc

Christina Neuner

Alessandro Pozzan

Giorgia Zilio

Morgane Dauban

Maria Kalmu

Norbert Ladanyi

Chiara Bonafede

Gianfranco Todaro

Nikolette Mohos

Maria Francesca D’Alia

Jeanne D’arc Sagna 



Hungary Ildiko Szalma India

France Thibault Zimmermann Nepal

Estonia NepalInderek Poldvee

France Emilie Rizzo Senegal

Estonia SenegalMaarja Vilu

Italy Letizia Marongiù Senegal

France Alois Nougaret Senegal

France Fanny Dupuis Senegal

Estonia SenegalMairi Must

Hungary SenegalCsaba Toth

India Pradeep Kumar Digal Italy
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