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My name is Jordyn Speakman, I am 22 years old and I recently completed my 

Bachelor’s in Political Science and Social Justice Studies. This project was created over 

the course of my internship with the Foundation for Education and Development in 

Khao Lak, Thailand, where I worked, lived, learned, and loved for six months. It exists 

not only as an academic requirement, but as something deeply personal, shaped by 

relationships, by trust, and by the everyday moments that do not often make it into 

formal analysis. 

I come to this work through both education and experience, through theories that 

taught me how to name systems of power, and through people who showed me what 

those systems look like in lived reality. Before this experience, my focus centred on the 

constitution, feminist theory, disobedience and resistance, revolution, immigration, the 

failures of our justice system, and the intersections of oppression. I understood how to 

analyze injustice, how to critique it, how to situate it within broader political and 

historical contexts. 

Now, that understanding feels both expanded and unsettled in the most necessary way. 

You can add environmentalism and stewardship, international relations, education, and 

grassroots activism, being kind, appreciating life, and fostering community, among 

many other things. What once existed for me as distinct areas of study now exist as 

deeply interconnected realities, shaped by the lives of people who navigate them every 

day. I have come to understand that activism is not only something we theorize or speak 

about, but something we practice, something that exists as much in care and connection 

as it does in resistance and disruption. 



I also recognize that I enter this space with privilege. I am someone who was able to 

leave, to learn, and to return home, carrying stories, perspectives, and experiences that 

are not entirely my own. I am a visitor in the lives of the people who shaped this project, 

and with that comes responsibility. This work does not attempt to speak for the 

community I worked with, nor does it claim to fully understand their experiences. 

Instead, it reflects how I have been taught, challenged, and transformed by them, and 

how I am learning to carry those lessons forward with care. 

This project is grounded in relationship. It is shaped by the people who trusted me, who 

shared space with me, who allowed me to witness small and significant parts of their 

lives. It is also shaped by my own process of unlearning, of recognizing the limits of 

what I thought I knew, and of becoming more comfortable sitting in that uncertainty. I 

have learned that knowledge does not only come from institutions, but from 

community, from conversation, from presence, and from the willingness to listen 

without needing to immediately respond. 

I approach this work with humility, with gratitude, and with an understanding that I am 

still learning. This is not a finished perspective, but a moment in an ongoing process. It 

reflects who I am now, shaped by where I have been, and still becoming who I will be. 

 

 

 



Intentions of this project 

This project, Drawing Peace & Writing Hope, was created with the intention of centring 

the voices, creativity, and lived realities of FED’s Myanmar community, rather than 

speaking on their behalf. Too often, migrant and refugee communities are reduced to 

narratives of suffering, stripped of their individuality, their joy, and their agency. This 

project resists that framing by creating space for self-representation, where participants 

are not subjects of a story being told about them, but authors and artists shaping their 

own. 

The structure of this project was designed to be accessible, flexible, and participant-led. 

Each component offers a different way of expressing identity, memory, and hope, 

recognizing that not everyone communicates in the same way, and that storytelling does 

not need to be confined to words alone. 

The first component, drawings, invites participants to explore themes of home, peace, 

and the future through visual expression. This was intentionally included to create space 

for those who may feel more comfortable drawing than writing, as well as for younger 

participants whose ideas and emotions may be easier to express through images. 

Drawings hold a different kind of language, one that can communicate feeling, memory, 

and imagination without requiring translation. Through this medium, participants are 

able to represent what home means to them, what peace looks like in their lives, and 

what they dream of for the future, in ways that are entirely their own. 

The second component, letters of hope, encourages participants to write to themselves, 

to future generations, or to the world. This form of writing creates an opportunity for 



reflection and projection, allowing individuals to articulate their aspirations, their fears, 

and their resilience. Whether imagining themselves ten years into the future or speaking 

to children who will inherit the world they are living through now, these letters become 

a space where hope is not abstract, but intentional and personal. They allow participants 

to define their own narratives of possibility, rather than having those narratives defined 

for them. 

The third component, letters across borders, creates space for participants to share 

more directly about their lives, their identities, and their experiences with conflict and 

displacement, if they choose to do so. This section is intentionally open-ended and 

entirely voluntary, recognizing the emotional weight that can come with sharing 

personal stories. The goal is not to extract trauma, but to offer an opportunity for 

participants to speak to the world in their own words, on their own terms. It is a space 

for truth, but also for agency, where individuals decide what they want others to 

understand about their lives and what messages they wish to carry beyond their 

immediate community. 

Across all components, participant autonomy is central. Individuals are given the choice 

of what to share, how to share it, and whether or not to attach their name to their work. 

This flexibility is essential in creating a space that feels safe, respectful, and 

empowering, rather than extractive or prescriptive. 

The intention of this project extends beyond its creation. Once completed, the collection 

will be shared first with the FED community, ensuring that those who contributed are 

the first to see the final work. It will then be brought to Canada and shared within my 



university and broader community, with the goal of fostering awareness, understanding, 

and connection. Many people in Canada are unfamiliar with the realities of Myanmar 

and the experiences of those who have been displaced. This project seeks to challenge 

that distance, not by presenting a singular narrative, but by offering a collection of 

voices that reflect complexity, resilience, and humanity. 

Ultimately, this project is about listening. It is about creating a platform where voices 

can travel across borders without being filtered, reduced, or reinterpreted. It is about 

recognizing that storytelling is a form of power, and that who gets to tell their story, and 

how, matters deeply. My role within this project is not to define those stories, but to 

hold space for them, to carry them with care, and to ensure they are shared in a way that 

honours the people who created them. 

This is not a project that seeks to provide answers. Instead, it asks people to sit with 

what they see, to reflect on what they feel, and to consider their place within a world that 

is deeply interconnected. It is an invitation to move beyond passive awareness and 

toward a more engaged, more empathetic way of understanding one another. 

 

 

 

 

 



Writing Hope 

This section is a collection of letters from different people within FED’s Myanmar 

community, whether that is a student in one of my older grades, one of my colleagues, 

friends, neighbours, or community members, each one is written by someone who 

wanted to share a piece of their world with you, and I truly hope that you enjoy each 

letter and the wonderful voice that took the time to share their story with you. 

 

This was the prompt I shared with the community: 

2. Letters of Hope (for those who enjoy writing) 

You can write a letter to express your hopes and dreams. If you are stuck on what to 

write about here are some choices: 

●​ A letter to yourself in 10 years: Imagine your life in the future. What do you 

hope you are doing? How do you hope the world will be? What dreams do you 

want to achieve? What advice would you give yourself? 

●​ A letter to the children of the future: What do you wish for them? What do 

you hope they will know about Myanmar, your community, or your life now? 

●​ A letter to the world: What do you want people in other countries to 

understand about Myanmar and about your community? What do you hope will 

change for your friends, your family, and your country? 

You can write as little or as much as you like. Your letter does not need to be perfect. 

What matters most is that it comes from your heart. 

 



A letter to the world 

Many significant events have been occurring worldwide. We are now facing the climate 

crisis, socio-economic problems, inequality, poverty, consumerism, geopolitical 

conflicts, among others. Tragically, most people are unaware of these issues, while 

merely a few individuals are. I personally believe that as we live on and consume from 

this mother planet, we are responsible for protecting it from the disruptions that human 

beings have created. Moreover, if we don’t address the climate issue and geopolitical 

conflicts immediately, the world will be filled with chaos. Consequently, the further 

generations would barely survive in this disrupted society.   

 

On the other hand, I hope that we can build a sustainable and peaceful society together 

despite the issues we are confronting. If we are united and are wise to what’s happening 

in the world, we can surely overcome the difficulties we face. As a teacher, I consider 

that education is one of the most significant ways to address the issues we encounter, 

acquire knowledge of climate and media literacy, as well as geopolitical and 

socio-economic affairs. Education can help people become aware of the global situation, 

fostering critical thinking, which is fundamental in making changes in our community. 

Additionally, I would like to make a difference in my society by educating people to be 

aware of themselves and the world through delivering self-awareness workshops and 

teaching sustainability, as well as climate matters. By doing so, I hope to generate 

actionable solutions, because awareness without action cannot drive change.  



About Me 

I am a young, dynamic teacher from Myanmar, currently living and working at a 

migrant learning center in Thailand. I have been in Thailand for two years, fleeing from 

my country after the military coup.  

Before I came to Thailand, I served as a volunteer soldier in Karen State for almost two 

years. However, after two years of volunteering as a medic soldier, I realized that going 

to the battlefields and confronting the military regime was not what I truly wanted to do. 

On the one hand, I was eager to get involved in the revolution by working on the ground 

with other young people. But on the other hand, I was not into violent actions at all.  

Instead, I was passionate about teaching and quality education. Before the dictatorship, 

I was volunteering as a teacher at a monastic education high school in Mandalay. 

Meanwhile, I was attending a Diploma course in Education.  

 

That program was a tipping point for me, learning quality education from international 

teachers. Through this learning journey, I became aware of the weaknesses of our 

country’s education system. Yet I understood how alternative education can transform 

individuals and society in a good way. Consequently, I planned to advance my studies of 

transformative education.  

But unfortunately, the military mounted the coup, and they destroyed everything, 

including our goals. Then I joined the People’s Defense Force in Karen State. Luckily, 

my friends helped me come to Thailand after two years of service, as they recognized 

that I didn’t like getting involved in fights, but was passionate about education. I came 



to Thailand hoping to get a teaching job in a learning center and earn some money to 

support my comrades back in Karen State. It took me a year to finally get the job at a 

migrant learning center located in Southern Thailand. Ever since then, I have been 

donating a portion of my salary to my comrades while teaching students and improving 

myself by joining capacity-building trainings.  

 

In conclusion, being a migrant is so challenging. Plus, everything’s been really taxing 

since the military cop. However, I always try my best to cope with those unpleasant 

situations, as each one helps me to be a more resilient person. In addition, I take pride 

in my involvement in the revolution, which is the backbone of the Myanmar youths, and 

enriching myself with knowledge related to transformative education, with the hope of 

becoming a qualified educator and thus helping vulnerable people escape their 

unfavorable circumstances. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Future Goals 

I am just an ordinary guy who wishes the world to be a peaceful place. Like other normal 

people, I have some dreams to achieve before I leave.​

Becoming a qualified educator who can contribute to delivering alternative education, 

especially to vulnerable groups, and transforming the education system of our country is 

one of my dreams. Moreover, I have a strong intention to work for marginalized 

communities through the education sector, as I believe that education is one of the best 

solutions to address the variety of issues we face. 

 

When the political situation becomes stable, I wish to establish a learning center called 

“FLY – Future’s Luminous Youths.” It will offer language classes, vocational 

training, self-awareness training, and workshops to promote awareness of both local 

and global issues. Most importantly, FLY will be a community where everyone feels safe 

and respected — where human dignity is valued, and everyone can dream big regardless 

of family background or religion. 

 

Despite everything I’ve said above, I have no idea whether I will be able to fulfill my 

dreams, since the world (our world, to be specific) is full of uncertainty. 

 

 

 



“Even though it will never be the same, I’m coming home” 

Hi, I made this painting back when the coup happened. I was in my final year of medical 

school at that time. My dream was to become a doctor specialising in neuroscience. I 

was on my school break due to covid. It was in February 2021.  

 

The split moments during the student protests in Yangon were moments that I had 

never imagined in my life. A group of young people who wanted nothing but a safe place 

to keep dreaming, now running on the streets, being shot in the head, while our medical 

teams were stuck behind the barricades, unable to do anything to save the lives right in 

front of our eyes.Being in the protest has made one of our close friends to be jailed with 

a life sentence. We haven't heard from him since then. Due to the close relation we had, 

some of our pack have gone hiding in the jungle and joined the defence forces.  

 

I have moved to Thailand. Remember. We were supposed to be doctors. We were 

supposed to be saving lives. The saddest thing I have come to face after the coup 2021 

was how war has changed people. My soon-to-be doctor friends were holding guns, 

neighbours turning against each other, words to be carefully spoken. “Have you ever felt 

someone is trying to kill you every time you step outside your house or even when you 

stay at home?” Mothers becoming widows, families becoming fatherless, brothers going 

into depression and drugs, sisters going into prostitution, and it is happening on a tens 

of thousands scale.  

 



What happened to the youths of the nation? In the face of hunger, in the face of struggle, 

in the face of war, we have changed. What's left of us? There is a fight out there and from 

within. A fight within is one where we are refusing to say we are just empty vessels, a 

lost cause of war. We want to claim for ourselves that we are, as all humans born into 

this world, full of love, hope, ideas, dreams, feelings, full of life. Frankly and honestly, 

we don't know if we can make it. It’s a fight to be what we claim to be or just a wipe-out 

generation. Even with all the trauma that will never be erased, even though it will never 

be the same, I’m coming home and be safe again. 

 

 

 

 

 



“In the Revolution" 

Dear, My brother 

(Who was arrested during these days) 

Hold on, be strong 

I feel so weak... just to say this... 

Ever since you left home 

Your eldest sister, who used to wait for your return 

Is gone now too... (She gave her life 

In the Revolution, didn't she?) 

If things aren't well somewhere, 

And you yearn to come home, 

There is no home anymore 

(It turned to ashes 

In the Revolution, didn't it?) 

A son is supposed to be a father's strength, 

But at this time 

Your father cannot be your support anymore 

(He's been psychologically wounded 

In the Revolution, hasn't he?) 

Be strong, my guy 

To say that we are here for you, 

Your siblings are all far away 

(They had to flee, 



In the Revolution, didn't they?) 

Mother, 

Are you regretting 

That your children, 

Whom people praised as educated, 

Took part? 

A word of complaint escaped her lips last night: 

"Was it a mistake for my children to do CDM (Civil Disobedient Moment and join the 

Revolution?" she asked. 

"If we hadn't revolted in the first , 

Would we have had to face all this?" 

It seems her heart, 

Calloused like a stone slab, 

Is starting to lose faith 

In the Revolution.The words that followed were: 

"The sacrifice 

Is not worth it anymore. 

" 

"It truly is not worth it, 

" my guy, isn't it?. Be safe and healthy my dear brother. 

#Your Sister 

#Chal Yun is past  



A Letter From Ei Thon 

My name is Ei Thon, and I am from Myanmar.  

 

Today, I want to share a part of my life that changed me forever — the journey I took to 

cross the border from Myanmar to Thailand.  

 

It was not an easy journey; it was one of fear, pain, and hope all mixed together. I 

walked for three days and two nights with my father, my uncle, and me. We carried only 

a few things — some food, a bottle of water, and our courage. Along the way, we met no 

one. The silence of the forest felt heavy, and every step we took was filled with worry. 

The path was steep and rough. We climbed one mountain after another, not knowing 

what waited for us on the other side. The ground was slippery, and sometimes we had to 

walk in the dark with only the moon to guide us.  

 

When we were thirsty, we waited until we reached a small stream to drink. Sometimes 

the water was muddy, but we had no choice. We just kept going, believing that 

somewhere ahead, a safer life was waiting. At night, we slept under trees, with the sound 

of insects and rain as our only company. I couldn’t sleep much because I was afraid — 

afraid of soldiers, afraid of wild animals, and afraid that we might not make it. My father 

tried to stay strong for us, but I could see the tiredness in his eyes. My uncle told us 

stories to give us courage.  

 



When we finally crossed the border and reached Thailand, I cried. It was not just from 

relief but from the pain of everything we had left behind — our home, our friends, and 

our memories. But at the same time, I felt grateful. I had made it. And I still had the 

chance to study and build a new future.  

 

Now, I am a student at FED/ULC in Phang Nga. Life here is not always easy, but I have 

found kindness, friendship, and hope. Education has become my new light. It gives me 

the strength to believe that one day, I can help other children who are facing the same 

struggles. I want people around the world to know that behind every migrant or refugee 

story, there is a heart full of dreams.  

 

We are not just people running away from something — we are people running toward 

something: safety, learning, and peace.  

 

If I could ask the world for one thing, it would be understanding. Please don’t see us 

only as victims. See us as people who are brave enough to keep walking, even when the 

road is dark.  

Even now, when I hear the rain at night, I sometimes remember Myanmar and tears fall 

from my eyes. But then I remind myself that every drop of rain brings new life. My 

journey, no matter how hard, has taught me that hope is stronger than fear. 

 

With love and courage, 

Ei Thon 

 



A Letter To My Future Self In 10 Years 

Hello, I am a CDM nurse from Karenni State which is the smallest state located in 

eastern Myanmar. 

 

Even though our country is a developing country , it was really beautiful with green hill 

mountains and beautiful weather. Since 2021, because of the political crisis, we are 

faced with a lot of conflict that affects our health , education, and also our lives. For 

example, airstrikes began in May, 2021. Because of that a lot of people died in my state. 

These were beyond anything I have ever imagined. There is no safe place for us. In 

2022, I decided to come to Thailand. Even in Thailand, I faced a lot of challenges. But I 

met with a lot of good people who helped me through these difficult times. I really 

appreciate all of them. 

 

Today is October 27th, 2025, I want to write a letter to my future self in 10 years now: 

“Dear future me, 

 

I hope when you read this letter, you are living a peaceful and meaningful life. Ten years 

from now, I imagine that you have grown wiser, smarter and stronger. But I also hope 

you are still kind, curious, work hard and brave enough to chase your passion and follow 

your heart. 

 

By now, I hope you are doing a job that you truly love- something that helps people and 

makes you feel proud. Maybe you are still working in the health care field or have 



changed your career that brings you a good life. Whatever it is, I hope that I am trying to 

learn new things and work hard now that may support you in some way. 

 

I wish not only that the world will be a better place- more peaceful, more understanding, 

and more equal but also that the people will be more kind and respect each other. 

 

In these ten years, I hope you have achieved some of your dreams- improving English, 

learning more about technology, travelling to a new place, building your work life 

balance and going back to your country and staying together with your family. Then I 

hope you will also be a supportive person for your family and friends and your 

community. 

 

So the last thing I want to tell you is as you know our life is full of ups and downs. So if 

you feel so tired, face more challenges and feel lost , always remember that you can take 

time, you can pause, you can cry but never hurt yourself. After that smile again, take a 

deep breath and then keep going. Remember how far you have come and always 

appreciate yourself for every single step. I hope you never forget that you always say “ 

Everything happens for a good reason” Whether it is a good thing or not. Sometimes you 

just need to be patient and believe in yourself. 

 

That is all for now , take care of your health(importantly), stay positive, enjoy every 

single moment of your life. 

With love, 

Your past self.” 



Situation in Karenni, Myanmar 

 

Dear friends, 

 

My name is Francis, a GED student from Karenni, Myanmar. Our people 

are facing great hardship as the military council troops continue violent 

attacks. Prices of goods have risen sharply, making it difficult for refugees 

to trade or earn a living. Many are displaced, and children are struggling to 

access education. Thank you for your attention and care for the people of 

Karenni. 

 

Warm regards, 

Francis 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Mother and Son in the Revolution  (Short story) 

(1) 

As always, Mother woke up at 4 AM sharp. She cooked the offering rice (for the monks). 

She took the three-tiered lunch box her son always used and washed it. She would serve 

the offering rice first, then scoop rice into her son's lunch box. Today was Monday, a 

school day. Her son usually asked her to wake him up early so he wouldn’t be late for 

school. Just as she thought to wake him, the realization hit her again: her son was no 

longer at home. 

 

Mother was one, and her son was one; this Mother and this Son could not be separated. 

 

“Mother, please put in more curry. Some of my students don't have curry, or they bring 

food that isn't really edible. I share my curry with them.” 

 

Following her son's request, she habitually put in extra portions of curry. 

 

“Mother, today, well…” he would begin, unburdening his heart about his students every 

time he returned from school. He would ramble, without even pausing to change out of 

his white-and-green school uniform, about how his students, though not academically 

brilliant, were well-behaved, very poor, and valued his teaching efforts. 

 

This Mother thought she could never tire of seeing her son in his white-and-green 

school uniform. Mother was not wealthy, but she was not dispirited. She was proud to 



possess a schoolteacher son who dedicated himself to his students. She felt there was 

nothing more honorable than that. 

 

While they lived this way, one morning her son was furious, clicking his tongue in anger. 

 

"How could they do what should never be done?" he muttered repeatedly. After that, she 

began to hear the term 'civil servant' from him. Her son started participating in the 

protest marches in the city. This Mother did not understand. But she knew that her son 

valued truth more than his own life. Thus, she could not bring herself to stop him. 

 

One day, her son said something strange: 

 

“Mother, I… I will have to live apart from you for a while. For my own safety, I have to 

leave our region. I will work from afar and send you money, alright?” 

 

And so, the son and mother were separated. It had been six or seven months. On normal 

days, it was not so noticeable. But on school days, every time she saw young students, 

she remembered her son so intensely that her eyes would well up with tears. 

 

Some people came to tempt Mother: 

 

"You struggled to send him to school. Now your son is doing politics and has lost his job. 

If you submit a letter of appeal to the office, he can get his job back, they say." 

 



"Hmph! My son is standing up for the truth. He's free from evil deeds because he 

doesn't have to work under those unwholesome beings. He doesn't need to beg for any 

mercy. I am proud of my son, you hear!" 

 

Mother would retort like this. 

 

Lately, people in the village have been terrified of both the ‘COVID’ fear and the 

‘military’ fear, causing constant alarm. Villagers have to warn each other. This Mother, 

however, being a teacher's mother, is knowledgeable and brave. She is cautious to avoid 

disease and constantly mindful of the menace of the military ogres. Since her son left, 

she rarely goes out. With the fruit and vegetable plants her son planted in the backyard, 

she doesn't even need to go to the market. She saves what she can from the money her 

son sends and, on his behalf, gives some to the needy old men and women he used to 

help when he was home. 

 

Every morning, Mother offers rice and fresh water to the Buddha altar at the head of the 

house. She offers fresh drinking water at noon. In the evening, she changes the flowers 

and lights an oil lamp. With every good deed she performs, she first prays for her son to 

be safe from harm and danger. Only then does she pray for the peace and happiness of 

herself and all sentient beings. 

 

She faithfully offers the one specific prayer her son asked her never to miss when he told 

her, "Mother, when you pray, please make sure you pray for this one thing." 

 



(2) 

In this place, the son has to get up at 6 AM. He cannot afford to sleep in. Almost 

everyone in the workers’ lodging is already awake. They have to cook, prepare, and get 

ready. Only then can he arrive at the construction site right on time at 8 AM. He cannot 

afford to be late. 

 

When he first arrived, the son missed his mother. However, he did not want to regret 

standing up for what he believed in. He considers himself to have a clear conscience for 

having bravely stood up and spoken out against injustice. 

To maintain that clear conscience, the son had to give up his beloved life as a 

schoolteacher. 

 

Due to the malicious actions of his adversaries, he was unjustly charged and had to flee 

his native region. He only left because his lone elderly Mother was there. Otherwise, he 

would have been willing to sacrifice and give up even more for the country. Now, he has 

arrived in this border region and, thanks to his friends from the village, is working on a 

construction site. The son works as a laborer and is exhausted. The workers tease him, 

calling him "Teacher-Sir" or "School-Teacher"—some with affection, others with 

ridicule. 

 

"You're an idiot, man. One sesame seed doesn't make oil. Whatever happens in politics, 

you should have just stayed quiet. Now you've lost your job and are doing hard labor." 

 



The son does not get angry at his fellow laborer, who is less educated and has limited 

awareness. Even some of his co-workers in the education sector retreated from this 

struggle, choosing to remain neutral or switch sides. 

 

"One good sesame seed may not make oil, but to get a lot of oil, all the sesame seeds 

must gather to make oil. If we stay quiet, we’ll die in ignominy," the son only bothers to 

explain this much. 

 

The hands that once held chalk must now carry bricks and lift buckets of cement. His 

shoulders must bear sacks of cement and sand. His hands are calloused now. His 

shoulders are tough-skinned. Sometimes, the son thinks about how mismatched this 

work is for his education. However, he believes that he must contribute to ensure that 

the right people are in the right places one day. 

 

When he finishes work at 4 PM and returns to the lodging, the son becomes vulnerable 

to longing. His mind, like a bird, flies to his Mother. He worries about her health. He 

hopes she is getting by. 

 

His longing does not stop there. He also remembers the school where he was assigned 

and his students. How are his students, who can no longer attend school? Along with the 

longing, his mind is restless. He is also heartbroken for the entire population whose 

future has been stolen. 

 



The people, already suffering from the pandemic, are afflicted by the tyrannical military 

rulers—it is like a snake bite followed by a scorpion sting. The son worries about his 

Mother. He is aggrieved by his inability to return freely, though he longs to. He has to 

call his Mother through friends in the village, warning her about everything. 

 

He loves this Mother even more for standing by his conviction and his actions. "Let the 

whole world hate me," this Mother never complained about his belief. He is grateful. 

When he hears his Mother's voice, the son cries, but he does not dare to let the sound 

escape. 

 

The son wants the situation to return to the right path now. He worries about his 

Mother. He worries about the future of his students. He worries about the country. 

He and his friends pool money and donate monthly to the People's Defence Force 

soldiers. The son is ready to rush to the front line if it becomes critical. He knows his 

Mother will forgive and understand this. 

 

Every night, when the son prays to the Buddha, he consistently asks for only one thing. 

 

(3) 

Nighttime. 

 

In a village somewhere in Upper Myanmar, a Mother remembers her distant Son and 

prays. In a border region somewhere, a Son remembers his Mother in Upper Myanmar 



and prays. As Mother and Son, those two prayers are identical. The low murmur of their 

prayer drifts on the breeze: 

 

"May injustice be defeated. May the Dharma (Truth/Justice) prevail as soon 

as possible. May the people in the revolution find peace of mind and body." 

. . . 

 

(Written by Nway Oo Nay) 

 

Name - Mr. Soe Min  

Pen name - Nway Oo Nay (Spring Sun) 

2021, Myanmar 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Journey of Resilience and Purpose (Tyson) 

“I may have lost, but I never stopped.”​

Those words reflect my journey as a young person from Myanmar who continues to 

connect the dots toward a life of purpose and impact. 

I grew up in a community where children from many ethnic and cultural backgrounds 

learned together despite hardship. Witnessing the struggles of families without access to 

education or stable jobs shaped my desire to support disadvantaged communities. That 

early experience became the foundation of who I am today. 

Moving abroad for my studies was a turning point. Life as a migrant youth came with 

uncertainty, new language, new culture, and constant adaptation. Yet those challenges 

built my resilience and strengthened my belief in community support and 

empowerment. I began volunteering in local initiatives, helping others who faced similar 

struggles, and I discovered how collective effort can create meaningful change. 

Over time, I developed a deep interest in how small and medium-sized enterprises can 

transform communities. I learned about entrepreneurship, innovation, and sustainable 

business practices, realizing their power to help people become self-reliant. 

Now, I work closely with Myanmar migrant communities, coordinating training 

programs and small business initiatives. Each day, I see how practical skills, confidence, 

and collaboration can change lives. At the same time, I continue working on improving 

myself, expanding my knowledge, refining my skills, and deepening my understanding 

of how to create lasting impact through sustainable development. 



My journey is far from over. Every experience, challenge, and connection continues to 

shape me into someone determined to bring hope and opportunity to others, step by 

step, dot by dot. 

 

​

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Reflections From FED’s Health Team Coordinator (USA) 

Bob Forrester - Health Team Coordinator 

 

I started with FED in 2019, when Myanmar was experimenting with democracy. After 

50 years as a pariah state, isolated from the world, people were on the internet, foreign 

governments and businesses had started to invest in the country, and migrants all made 

plans to return home and develop the country.  

 

All my coworkers told me about their plans to open up shops, schools, clinics, you name 

it. When we had problems referring injured or ill migrants back to Myanmar or labor 

rights disputes, we called the Myanmar Embassy and the Labor Attaché for help. Things 

were messy, but things were getting better. There was a tangible excitement about the 

future. 

 

When the pandemic hit, there was a lot of distress as families were separated by borders 

and Thailand essentially stopped inbound travel. Myanmar’s already poor healthcare 

infrastructure was quickly overwhelmed and there were widespread oxygen shortages.  

 

Despite this, there was an election. It was messy, but folks were committed to voting.  

 

Migrants had never been eligible to vote from abroad, but the embassy in Thailand set 

up a registration system. We took weeks to help staff then community members to 

register and vote. The opposition party won in a landslide. 



 

Just when a covid vaccine was becoming available, when there was a light at the end of 

the tunnel, the military decided it would rather not give up power. We watched the tanks 

roll in to arrest the new government and tried to contact friends and families despite 

rolling internet blackouts. Through spotty media coverage and Facebook live streams we 

watched students, teachers, doctors, lawyers, and monks start to protest and start to get 

killed. 

 

We were all in shock for months, at first it was just protests, but things got more and 

more violent across the border and there wasn’t much we could do.  

 

All disposable income, already drained by the pandemic, went across the border to 

support the peaceful protestors and the local militias. Folks came to work bleary-eyed 

from trying to find information about relatives, or staying with them on the phone as 

they hid from shootouts during night-time raids. Thoughts of the future were pushed 

aside. 

 

Waves of new migrants came to Thailand. The people I had met before were usually 

laborers, strong people looking for income to send home. ​

 

All of a sudden we had loads of college grads, teachers, doctors, professors, and small 

business owners coming through our doors. They were better educated, but were out of 

their element. These people had left the lives they had already built and had to start 

over, under the restrictive policies Thailand uses to manage their labor force. 



Surprisingly, the older people were, the faster they seemed to regain their equilibrium. I 

think it’s because they grew up under an oppresive military regime. I think they see the 

years from 2010-2021 as the exception, rather than the rule. They were heartbroken, but 

then it was back to business as usual. 

 

The young people, in their 20s-early 30s now, are still furious. They were shown a whole 

world of opportunities, then had them stripped away. Kids in university had their 

friends killed in protests or locked in military prisons, their degrees unfinished, and 

their names put on blacklists, forcing them to become illegal migrants abroad or seek 

asylum in third countries, across the world from their homes. I may be a bit older than 

most of these people, but I am furious too. 

 

These kids had their futures stolen, and I will never forgive the generals who did it. 

 

That’s where we are at now. People who migrated pre-coup help newer folks to 

acclimate, learn the tricks of getting things done abroad, and try to establish new 

opportunities for youth to replace the ones they lost. New migrants bring technical skills 

and a need to make things work. 

 

About me- 

 

I’m a lucky guy in general. I’m lucky to have been in Thailand for 3 years before the 

coup. I’m lucky Mi Sein and Mi Gan, my adopted aunt and sister, have both been here 

more than 30 years. We can help keep people safe and healthy, even though they don’t 



speak the language and can’t point to their house on a map. I’m lucky to have had Mi 

Gan and Mi Sein around period.  

 

I wouldn’t know how to keep going if they hadn’t been. I would have packed up and left 

for some place where we don’t watch family members die on livestreams. They both 

have had family and friends killed, and we talk about maybe things being safe in maybe 

10 years, maybe, but every day they get up and go to work to help folks that can’t help 

themselves.  

 

They work mornings, nights, weekends, and most holidays. It might be because they 

can’t be where they want to be most, but they don’t quit. They have shown me how to 

have a life even while dealing with tragedy and death. 

 

I’m also lucky I’m a step removed. I hope I would be as strong as them in their place. I 

don’t really want to find out. Since I’m not, I can be a shoulder to cry on, or I can plan a 

little farther ahead, or spare more time to think about their personal needs than they 

would. I feel lucky I can help the people I care about while they go through it all. I don’t 

know where we will go from here, but there’s still good work to be done, and we’ll do it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Reflections From FED’s Education Program Assistant (Canada) 

Jordyn Speakman - Education Program Assistant 

 

Before this experience I understood what activism meant, I knew that you had to 

commit a part of yourself to something that you could never entirely understand, but 

could do your damndest to try. It means understanding the intersections of oppression, 

and listening when people identified their oppressors. It means fighting for change until 

change comes, no matter how long, no matter how hard. I understood what activism 

meant before I left, but I did not entirely understand action. I thought I did. I thought 

action was loud, visible, undeniable. I thought it had to be seen to matter. 

FED and their Myanmar community taught me about action. 

Action is many things. It can be joining the frontlines and risking everything for the 

things that you believe in. It can be showing up to work every single day, no matter what 

you have gone through, no matter what has happened to you, and still teaching children 

how to read, still choosing patience when the world has not been patient with you. It can 

be going to the beach every day, and making sure that nothing has changed, making sure 

that we have not lost the things we try so hard to conserve, watching the tide not just as 

water but as something that could take or return pieces of a home. It can be helping 

people get insurance, so they can access health care and finally feel a sliver more peace, 

after their wounds have healed, after the body begins to close but the memory does not. 

It can be cooking for one another, and bringing each other food when we are sick, when 

we are tired, when we do not have the energy to take care of ourselves. Action is 



listening to one another, and feeling each word and its profundity, letting it sit in your 

chest without trying to fix it too quickly. Action is being kind, being happy, and laughing 

with one another, because those who try to crush you depend on you giving up, depend 

on your silence, depend on your exhaustion. 

Action can be marching, boycotting, revolting, taking, infiltrating, blocking, and rioting. 

It can be loud, disruptive, impossible to ignore. It can be the kind of force that demands 

the world to look at what it has tried so hard not to see. 

But it can also be singing, holding hands, smiling, laughing, eating, learning, making 

space and holding space, taking care of one another, showing up, going home, being 

kind, showing emotion, being vulnerable, and allowing yourself rest. It can be choosing 

softness in a world that rewards hardness, choosing connection when isolation feels 

easier, choosing to stay when leaving would hurt less. 

It can be establishing consistent access to reading, or drawing different flowers, again 

and again, until something begins to grow in a place that once felt empty. It can be 

picking up trash at the beach, and recycling at school, small acts that feel almost 

invisible until you realize they are not. It can be opening your doors to people different 

than you, and welcoming them as if they have always walked through that frame, as if 

belonging is not something that needs to be earned. It can be anything that shows the 

world that you will not bend the knee to its desperate attempts to harden you, to 

minimize you, and to make you hopeless. Action and activism go hand in hand, you 

must be willing to do one to be able to participate in the other. Every act has a purpose, 



even the quiet ones, especially the quiet ones, you just have to decide what that will be 

for you, and decide it again, and again, and again. 

The people at FED showed me the power in kindness, and the purpose in anger. They 

taught me to balance them both in a way that I could never explain, something felt more 

than understood, something lived rather than learned, but I hope every day that I 

continue to embody it, even when I am far away, even when it is harder to remember. 

They have taught me a level of gratitude that I was ignorant to understanding existed. A 

gratitude that is not naive, not blind, but aware of everything that could be lost and 

choosing to love anyway. They taught me how fragile life can be, but also how that very 

fact gives it meaning, how the temporary nature of everything is not just something to 

grieve, but something to hold with care. 

They taught me that just because it is hard or heavy, does not mean it is bad. Grief, loss, 

fury, and regret all have a lesson hidden within them, have a story we have not yet 

learned to read, have something to offer if we are willing to sit with them long enough. I 

learned that to feel is to learn, no matter how big, nor how hard, no matter how much it 

asks of you. And maybe that is what action is too, not just what you do, but what you 

allow yourself to carry, what you refuse to turn away from, what you choose to keep 

feeling even when it would be easier not to. 

I cannot write a letter long enough to explain all of the other things that I have learned 

from this community. There are moments that refuse to fit into language, feelings that 

stretch beyond the limits of sentences, lessons that live more in the body than they ever 

could on a page. But I can tell you that I am better for the love I gave them and the love 



they allowed me to receive, better in ways that are quiet and immeasurable, in ways that 

reveal themselves slowly in how I move through the world. It is with unwavering 

gratitude that I come back from this experience, and carry it with me every day, not as 

something that is over, but as something that continues to shape me, continues to speak 

to me in the smallest moments. 

I not only got to meet an amazing group of individuals that inspired me, cared for me, 

and strengthened me every day, but I also got to meet myself, again. Not the version of 

myself that I had outgrown, and not the version I thought I needed to become, but 

something more honest, something more grounded, something that felt like coming 

home to a person I had been missing without realizing. I come home a changed woman 

in every sense of the saying, not dramatically, not all at once, but deeply, in the way that 

matters. 

I am softer now, more full of love and unashamed to show the world the way it beams 

from my soul, the way it spills out of me without asking for permission. I no longer feel 

the need to contain it, to make it smaller, to make it more digestible. I am more patient, 

because I have learned to take the time to see every beautiful detail of life’s smallest 

moments, to notice the way people care for one another, the way joy exists even in 

places where it feels like it should not. I am smarter, because I understand a different 

ontology, a different way of being and knowing, and I am unafraid to admit that there is 

so much left for me to learn, that I will always be a student of the world and of the 

people in it. 



I am more confident, because nothing pushes you to your limits the way an experience 

like this will, nothing asks more of you, nothing reveals you to yourself in quite the same 

way, and how lucky am I to have been able to grow so much, to be stretched and 

challenged and held all at once. I am rooted in community in a way that I once feared 

would not be possible, in a way that feels steady and real and reciprocal. I depend on 

people and do not feel like a burden. I ask for help and admit when I am stuck, because 

it is so unfair to everyone for us not to be vulnerable with one another, so unfair to deny 

people the chance to show up for us. 

I advocate for myself better, because I have learned that people cannot read my mind 

and it is unrealistic for me to expect them to be able to, and there is strength in 

speaking, in naming what I need, in trusting that my voice deserves to take up space. I 

learned that I love children, their wonder and excitement inspires me to see the world in 

brighter colours, to remember that curiosity is a form of resistance, that joy is something 

we can choose even when it feels distant. They reminded me how to laugh without 

hesitation, how to be present without distraction, how to care without calculation. 

And more than anything, I loved it. I loved the early mornings and the long days, the 

moments that felt easy and the ones that asked everything of me. I loved the people, the 

rhythm of daily life, the feeling of being somewhere that mattered, even in small ways. I 

loved the conversations, the shared meals, the quiet understandings that did not need to 

be spoken out loud. I loved the work, even when it was difficult, even when it felt like too 

much, because it was real and it was human and it meant something. 



I loved who I was there, and I love who I am becoming because of it. I loved the way the 

days felt full, the way time felt both slow and impossibly fast, the way each moment 

seemed to hold more than it should. I loved learning not just about others, but about 

myself, about what I am capable of, about what I value, about the kind of life I want to 

continue building. 

This experience did not just change me, it reminded me of who I have always wanted to 

be, and showed me that she is possible. And that is something I will carry with me, in 

everything that I do, in every space that I enter, in every person that I meet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Internship Blog Posts 
During our internships, we were invited to write blogs at different points throughout our 

experience, capturing moments as they unfolded rather than only in reflection. I have 

chosen to include those pieces here as an extension of this project, not as polished 

conclusions, but as honest fragments of what it felt like to be there. They hold the 

immediacy of my thoughts, the uncertainty, the growth, and the quiet realizations that 

are sometimes softened or reshaped with time. Together, they offer another layer of 

understanding, one that traces the emotional and personal impact of this opportunity as 

it was happening, rather than only as I understand it now. 

 

I hope that through these writings, you are able to gain a closer sense of this experience, 

not only in what I learned, but in what I felt. More than anything, I hope they help 

illuminate the depth of this community, the care that exists within it, and the ways in 

which it has stayed with me long after I left. These blogs are, in many ways, a record of 

how deeply I came to love this place, this work, and the people who made it what it was. 

 

If you are unfamiliar with these blogs, the attached links will bring you to the full posts, 

including both the written reflections and the images that accompanied them. They also 

provide the opportunity to explore the work and experiences of other interns, whose 

perspectives exist alongside my own, each one offering something unique, each one 

shaped by different relationships, moments, and ways of seeing. Together, they form a 

broader picture of this experience, one that extends beyond a single voice and speaks to 

the collective impact of this work. 



Blog 2: Finding My Feet Alongside People Who Forged Theirs 

https://capiblog.ca/2025/06/18/jordyn-speakman-blog-2-finding-my-feet-alongside-

people-who-forged-theirs/ 

 

It has now been just over a month since I stepped onto this unexpected path — this 

whirlwind of a journey — with the Foundation for Education and Development in Khao 

Lak. 

 

Thirty-nine days that have stretched and folded time, that have rolled forward in a blur 

of motion and meaning, confusion and clarity, struggle and solace. 

 

I have learned, perhaps more than anything else, that gratitude is not just a feeling 

reserved for the easy moments. It is a quiet practice we carry through chaos, a steady 

pulse beneath the noise. 

 

This month has asked me to hold something remarkable and difficult: to carry peace 

and chaos in the same breath, to feel grounded even as everything around me spins fast 

and wild. It is a strange, beautiful tension, a duality that calls for slowing down inside, 

even when the world will not slow for you. 

 

When I arrived, the foundation was already facing a crisis. As I shared in my previous 

reflection, the loss of USAID funding struck the Migrant Development team hard — the 

team I was originally supposed to join, the heart of the work that pulled me here in the 
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first place. That crucial support was cut away, leaving a gap that no one could 

immediately fill. In the wake of that sudden shift, I was reassigned — at the very last 

minute — to the Education Department. 

 

I won’t lie: the change unsettled me. 

 

Teaching was unfamiliar. I wasn’t trained to teach, and the world behind the classroom 

walls — the administration, the coordination, the support work — felt like a language I 

had yet to learn. I was unsure how I fit in, or even if I fit at all. I questioned whether I 

was meant to be here, or whether my presence might just be a placeholder for 

something else. 

 

The beginning was painfully slow. 

 

Each day I walked the grounds, searching for a role to fill, a purpose to hold, a way to 

contribute that felt meaningful. The weight of doubt pressed on me: What am I doing 

here? Am I truly making any difference? I felt small, lost, and hesitant, unsure if I was 

helpful or invisible. 

 

Some days, the struggle felt unbearable. 

 

Some nights, the ache of uselessness kept me awake. 

 



But slowly, as the days passed, I began to see the redirection as a gift — not the one I 

expected, but one I needed. What felt uncertain and unfamiliar began to become 

grounding. I realized that some of the most important journeys in life are the ones we 

never planned to take. There is clarity in surrender, in trusting that the unknown is part 

of a larger design — that even when the path is obscured, it still leads somewhere 

meaningful. 

 

I have come to believe deeply in the quiet rhythm of things falling into place, sometimes 

when you least expect it, sometimes when you are too tired to keep pushing, sometimes 

when you think you have no map. 

 

Though my days have often been slow, the work has become richer. 

 

I have found a growing purpose, not in grand gestures, but in small acts of presence. 

 

I am here because there is a fire burning deep in my soul, a desire to be part of 

something bigger than myself — to stand alongside those who carry the weight of change 

on their shoulders, to learn from them, to hold space for their stories without pity, 

without saviorism, but with fierce empathy and shared determination. 

 

I am here because my heart is too big to turn away, because I walk into every room with 

open arms and a curious mind, ready to listen, to hold, to carry what burden I can. 

 



I am here because I believe in the power of community — not just a community I chose, 

but one that choses me too, and that I am humbled to be woven into. 

 

A community that is not defined by place or nationality, but by the shared effort to 

build, to heal, to survive. 

 

I am here because I understand that sometimes the greatest act of love is to simply show 

up — even when you don’t know how to help, even when your hands tremble with 

uncertainty. 

 

I am here because I have learned that people don’t want our pity. They want our 

presence. They want us to sit with the anger and frustration — to acknowledge what 

cannot be fixed yet, and to imagine boldly the changes we hope will come one day. 

 

This month has held moments of deep pain and quiet joy. I have seen resilience bloom 

in the cracks of hardship, I have watched smiles break through exhaustion, and I have 

been humbled by the grace of those who carry so much with so little. 

 

I have learned that it’s okay to carry frustration — to feel helpless more often than 

helpful — because growth doesn’t come from certainty, but from perseverance in the 

face of not knowing. 

 

I am still asking the question, Am I making a difference? I may not know the answer 

today, tomorrow, or perhaps ever. 



But I know this: simply being willing to try, to listen, to learn, to adapt — that is where 

transformation begins. 

 

This month, I have been shaped by the people around me. The migrants who share their 

stories, their dreams, their fears. The students whose resilience teaches me what it 

means to keep going. The colleagues who carry the work on tired shoulders, and who 

remind me that love is the force that holds us together. 

 

I have learned to forgive myself for not having all the answers, for not always knowing 

the right way forward. Because sometimes the greatest act of courage is to show up 

anyway, to sit in the discomfort of uncertainty, and to keep moving forward with an 

open heart. 

 

I have held my anger at the systems that perpetuate violence and injustice — the 

borders, the bureaucracies, the walls that separate us — and I have begun to see that 

anger can be transformed, wielded not as a weapon, but as a tool for change. 

 

I am here because I care deeply, because I feel the call of revolution inscribed in my 

bones, even if I am only beginning to understand what it means to fight for it. 

 

Because even if I leave here without full understanding, I will leave better than I arrived 

— more compassionate, more grounded, more ready. 

 



I am here because my university and funders took a chance on my willingness to listen 

rather than speak, on my passion for change and desire for love, on my whole imperfect 

self. 

 

I may never step foot in a classroom again, but I will never stop learning, growing, 

becoming. Because to stop would be to betray the people I came here to serve, and the 

commitments I carry in my heart. 

 

If this month has taught me anything, it is this: Even if I have made little difference to 

the foundation I came to serve, that foundation, and the people who live and breathe 

within it, have changed my life irrevocably. 

 

I have learned that resilience is not loud — sometimes it is the quiet return to a 

classroom after a day of hardship, the soft smile exchanged in a moment of shared 

understanding, the grace of a student who refuses to give up. 

 

I have learned that struggle and solace live side by side; that in the same breath we can 

mourn what is broken, and celebrate the strength to carry on. 

 

I have learned that to forgive myself for not knowing is to open my heart wider, to hold 

space for growth, and to make room for hope. 

 

This month has been a beautiful disaster — a slow, unfolding becoming — and 

somehow, it’s only the beginning. 



 

With five more months ahead, I carry no illusion of mastery, no checklist of answers, no 

polished arc. Only the promise to stay present, to keep listening, to keep stumbling 

forward with purpose and grace. 

 

I don’t yet know what difference I’ll make, 

but I know that this place — these people, these lessons — are already making a 

difference in me. 

 

And maybe, for now, that’s exactly where change begins 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Blog 3: Redefining My Meaning of Community 

https://capiblog.ca/2025/09/04/jordyn-speakman-blog-3-redefining-my-meaning-of

-community/ 

 

I spend a lot of my free time reading, which has led me to come across a line in a poem 

that has stayed with me: “The cost of community is inconvenience.” I have been carrying 

those words for months, turning them over like a stone in my pocket. They have 

reshaped my idea of what community really is; how I should show up for it, how I might 

lean on it, and how I might exist within it. 

 

For most of my life, I thought community was simple: it was the people who knew you 

best. For me, that meant my family and my handful of close friends. But nearly four 

months in this placement has shown me that community is so much larger, so much 

messier, and so much more beautiful than I ever understood. 

 

Community, I am learning, is not only those who know you well but those who show up, 

welcome you with open arms, or sometimes don’t, and even strangers who choose to 

weave themselves into your life, regardless of familiarity. 

 

Community is both the people you live with and the people you live near. 

 

It is the boys four doors down, who never hesitate to fix a tire or take a look at the bike 

that isn’t running quite right. It is those same boys rushing to my side when a snake 
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slithered into my room, standing guard not just against the creature but against my fear, 

promising not to leave the compound that day so I wouldn’t be alone if it came back. It is 

our neighbours teaching us how to cook their food, and laughing at us as we show them 

how to eat pancakes. 

 

It’s U Lay (uncle), a man who speaks little English but greets me with a smile each day, 

reminding me to eat as if I were his own family. 

 

Community is also the people outside our gates. The neighbours who smile every time 

we pass, or apologize for their dogs barking. It’s the woman who stared as I smiled at 

her, unsure of me, but after a moment’s thought, approached me, motioning for me to 

get on the back of her bike, offering a ride without knowing me, confused at why anyone 

would walk in the heat of the day. Community is the children who come racing up to 

play, inventing whole games out of hand gestures and laughter, with no need for 

language. It’s the café staff who don’t know my name but save my seat every Monday 

when I come for a Thai tea and a space to write and read. It’s the restaurant owner who 

knows my order before I sit down, and who always angles the fan my way because he 

knows I am not built for this heat. It’s the 7-11 workers who laugh with me through our 

shared misunderstandings, whose kindness shows in their eyes and smiles more than in 

words. 

 

It is the market vendors who beam with quiet pride when you ask the price in their 

language, as if your effort stitches you a little closer to the fabric of the place. It is the 

workers at the small Burmese restaurant who bring you free tea, not because you asked, 



but because foreigners rarely come—and almost never speak to them in words that feel 

like home. It is the woman at the grocery store who once met you with sharpness, until 

she noticed you kept returning. Now she smiles and calls you her friend, as though 

familiarity itself softened her edges. It is the woman who, when the monsoon rains split 

the sky open, rushed out of her pharmacy to usher you and your friends 

inside—knowing your thin plastic ponchos would never shield you from what was 

coming. She set up chairs in the middle of her shop, switched on the fans to dry you off, 

and never once hurried you to leave. Instead, she let you paint your nails with the polish 

you bought from her, giggling when you asked if she wanted to join. It is the strangers 

who stop their motorbikes when they see you trekking toward the jungle stream, 

worried you might be lost. And it is also the people who stop you, not out of worry, but 

out of wonder, asking for photos together simply because they have not met someone 

like you before. 

 

It is also the coworkers you slowly come to know, the ones you discover you can lean on 

even if you have only exchanged a handful of words. They appear without hesitation 

when you take on a task far above your head, assuring you that you can do it, and if you 

stumble, they are there, steady hands ready to lift you back onto your feet. They are the 

ones who slip you snacks and share stories without a second thought, as if belonging is 

not earned but freely given. They are the ones who make you coffee each morning 

because of a single conversation where you admitted how much you missed your coffee 

machine back home. They are the ones who check in, not just at work but also on 

weekends, sending small messages to ensure you are still okay. They are the ones who 

fill the air-conditioned room with warmth every time I walk in, greeting me with kind 



smiles and enthusiastic good mornings. They are the ones who pop into my classrooms 

to make sure the children are behaving, and the ones who never fail to remind me how 

much they appreciate my presence and willingness to help wherever I can. They are the 

people who make what I do so special, teaching me what is important and showing me 

their vulnerability through shared conversations and pieces of their own stories. They 

are the ones who sing in the teacher’s room, introduce me to their children, invite me 

into their homes, and cook for me—showing that community is not only support, but 

care and trust intertwined. 

 

Community is the students who do not know your name but never forget your face, 

running toward you with open arms, their small bodies full of energy, their few words of 

English spilling out in bursts of excitement. It is the young students who try to translate 

my art lessons to their peers when language falters, bridging the gap with creativity and 

patience so we can meet somewhere in the middle. Their faces light up with joy at every 

small success, every shared smile, every laugh that escapes from the heart, and in those 

moments, I see the beauty of curiosity, resilience, and unfiltered wonder. 

 

It is giving up my lunch breaks for the kindergartners who want to play fifty-six rounds 

of rock-paper-scissors, pulling at my sleeves, dragging me along, eager to show me off to 

their friends. It is sharing meals with older students who turn to me as an unofficial 

therapist, asking questions about relationships, future plans, and aspirations, leaving 

me fumbling for the right words but grateful for the trust they place in me. It is 

explaining body language, communication, and understanding, offering reassurance, 



listening to their stories, fears, and dreams—because I remember being fifteen, trying to 

be understood, trying to find someone who would see me fully. 

 

It is also my GED and Grade 11 students, who listen with intention and show me that I 

am capable as they follow along with a course I created on how to pursue their dreams 

and aspirations (Choice Theory). Those same students approach me in the same gentle, 

inquisitive way as my younger students: asking where I have been if they haven’t seen 

me for a day of back-to-back meetings, or reminding me they appreciate my presence by 

asking if they can sit with me at lunch. Their tenderness reminds me that no matter our 

age, we all crave people who care about us and who are willing to truly listen. Being seen 

and cared for is a human need that stretches across generations, and there is no part of 

me that does not care fully, completely, and without condition for these children. 

 

Community with these students is woven from moments large and small: sacrificing 

time and energy, guiding a sketch of a caterpillar, sharing a meal, laughing through a 

game, answering questions, and listening with intention. It is the spark of joy in their 

eyes, the mischief and curiosity, the earnest attempts to communicate, and the simple 

trust they place in me again and again. In their presence, I have learned patience, 

humility, and joy. They have gifted me more than lessons—they have offered reflections 

of who I am, who I hope to be, and the person I am still discovering I can become. They 

have shown me that showing up, giving time, and simply being present can mean more 

than words ever could. 

 



Community is also the people I came here with—the two girls without whom I truly 

could not do it all. They are my anchors, my mirrors, my daily reminders that I do not 

need to carry everything alone. They are the ones I can laugh with until my stomach 

aches, cry with until the tears run dry, and sit in silence with when words fail. They are 

the ones I can go to an empty beach with and scream until we feel a slight amount of 

release, the ones who show up to process the day together, to celebrate small victories, 

and sometimes to throw it all away because the weight of what we witness is too heavy to 

hold. Between morning walks under the haze of dawn, afternoon gym sessions, and 

late-night conversations over dinner that stretch until the world quiets, they are always 

there—steady, unjudging, unwavering. They remind me that true community is showing 

up, even when it is hard, even when it is messy. 

 

And I cannot forget those I met along the way—previous FED interns who have since 

moved on to new adventures, but whose generosity and guidance shaped my path in 

ways I carry every day. Helene, who worked with me in the education department, came 

from Germany with her boyfriend, Vincent, and the lessons they imparted have left an 

indelible mark on my heart. Helene showed me that sometimes I have to leave parts of 

myself behind until I can go home to find them again, if I ever want to—and through 

her, I learned about strength and self-confidence. Vincent taught me that sometimes 

things just aren’t that serious, that they can only impact you if you let them, and he 

taught me to let go. Together, they made room for me in their lives without my ever 

asking, and in doing so, they taught me the most profound lessons about friendship and 

community: that it is built not from obligation, but from care, trust, and the courage to 

be seen as we are. 



 

Community is also the other interns—those who show up in person and those who show 

up through messages, reaching out to inquire about my well-being, to share their own 

mixed emotions, and to remind me that we are all navigating this journey day by day, 

finding solace in life’s ups and downs together. Gwen, who came to visit for a weekend, 

sat on my floor for hours each night, talking about anything and everything we could 

think of. She joined us to meet our community, and together we shared challenges and 

triumphs, leaving me with yet another difficult goodbye I feel grateful for. She reminded 

me that connection does not always require proximity, and that care can transcend 

distance and time. 

 

Together, the friends I arrived with and those I have met along the way have shown me 

that community is not only the people who stand beside you in the moment, but also 

those whose presence lingers in your heart long after the day is over. It is the laughter 

shared in quiet mornings, the whispered encouragement when the world feels too heavy, 

the gentle hand offered without expectation. It is leaning into vulnerability and allowing 

others to lean on you in return, the courage to ask for help, and the grace to give it 

freely. It is showing up not because it is easy, but because it matters. Through these 

people, I have learned what it means to belong, what it means to care, and, above all, 

what it means to be human. 

 

 

 

 



But community is also about how you show up, how you lean on others, and allow them 

to lean on you. It is a dance of trust, vulnerability, and presence—a willingness to be 

seen, and to see in return. 

 

I have had to learn to leave my independence at the door, a lesson I hadn’t truly 

understood before this placement. When I first arrived, I believed being part of a 

community meant taking up as little space as possible: not asking for help, keeping my 

struggles contained so no one else would be inconvenienced. I was wrong. 

 

In the early days of this placement, I fell seriously ill—pain unlike anything I had 

experienced before. Still, I drove myself to a clinic in the middle of the night rather than 

asking for help. I didn’t want to place the weight of a clinic visit onto the shoulders of 

the people I live with. I spent four hours alone, in sterile rooms and harsh lights, 

tear-streaked cheeks and a desperate longing for something familiar, something 

grounding, as fear pressed in around me. Looking back now, I regret my attempt at 

independence; I will never forget the disapproval from those around me. They were not 

angry, but they could not understand why I refused their help, why I turned my back on 

those ready and willing to stand beside me in my moment of need. 

 

That day taught me the hardest—and most essential—lesson of community: that it is not 

a burden to lean on one another, and that refusing help is, in fact, a refusal of 

connection itself. I promised then to never isolate myself again in fear of being an 

inconvenience. I promised to let myself be held, to let others show up, to meet their care 

with trust, and to continue to honour that promise long after I return home. 



Community, I learned, is not about minimizing your needs; it is about embracing them 

and allowing the love, support, and shared humanity around you to lift you when you 

cannot stand alone. 

I have also learned the quiet power of saying yes. At first, I thought that taking without 

giving in return made me a poor participant in the life of a community. Reciprocity has 

always been one of my guiding values, yet this experience has shown me that it is not 

always measured in material things. Sometimes reciprocity is tasting new foods offered 

by someone eager to share their culture, listening to stories that reveal the heart of a 

person, or meeting someone with openness and curiosity. Sometimes it is saying yes to 

join an activity, even when fatigue presses heavily, or trying to communicate without 

words when language cannot bridge the gap. Sometimes, simply showing up, simply 

being present for another human being, is reciprocity enough. 

 

Even a smile can carry extraordinary weight. It has opened doors, softened barriers, and 

made space for me to belong in places that were never truly mine. 

 

I have learned to ask more questions, even if they have been asked before, even if they 

seem small or trivial. Sometimes the act of asking is itself a gift, a way to let someone 

share their story, beliefs, dreams, and fears. Community is also the courage to enter 

uncomfortable conversations, to listen to stories of devastation, of war, of loss, with full 

presence. It is creating space for someone to express envy, frustration, or hope, even 

when you are unsure how to respond. It is crying together, laughing through pain, and 

allowing the weight of the world to be held, even briefly, by one another. It is offering 

light in moments of darkness, encouraging those who feel abandoned to remember they 



are part of something far greater, sharing our anger, our fears, our anxieties, and 

daydreaming together about the changes we hope to see. 

 

Ultimately, I have learned that community is not defined by ease or convenience. It is 

defined by presence, care, and the willingness to both give and receive without 

calculation. It is the courage to be vulnerable, the patience to listen, and the grace to 

show up even when it is difficult. It is the collection of small, unspoken acts—the shared 

smiles, the offers of help, the quiet yeses—that knit people together into something 

larger than themselves. Community has taught me who I am, who I want to be, and how 

much of the world can be transformed simply by showing up for each other, moment by 

moment, heart by heart. 

 

I cannot explain the gratitude  I feel, but I hope these words are at least a start. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Blog 4: Love, Death, and Living in Between 

https://capiblog.ca/2025/11/15/jordyn-speakman-blog-4-love-death-and-living-in-be

tween/ 

 

By the time I submit this, I will be nearing the end of my final week within my 

placement. It’s strange to think about endings when life here still feels so vivid and alive. 

The days continue as they always have: children laughing in the hallways, roosters 

calling at sunrise, and motorbikes humming down the dusty road. Yet there’s a quiet 

shift in the air. It’s a bittersweet feeling, knowing that this chapter is coming to a close. I 

can feel it in the small things: in the lingering hugs, the longer goodbyes, and the way 

I’ve started memorizing the sounds of this place so I don’t forget them. This ending 

reminds me how much I have grown, how deeply I have loved, and how much still waits 

quietly for me beyond this horizon. 

 

These months have been full of lessons, challenges, hardships, and triumphs that could 

never all fit within a single post. I have been tested in ways that I could never have 

anticipated, but I have also been met with compassion and light at every turn. I’ve found 

that growth is rarely gentle. It’s uncomfortable, humbling, and sometimes even painful, 

yet it has left me stronger, more open, and more grateful than I could have imagined. 

 

Since my last reflection, I’ve become even more deeply connected with my group of 

teachers. We have built something that feels like family: a rhythm of laughter over 

morning coffee, the hum of shared music echoing through the classroom, and the easy 

https://capiblog.ca/2025/11/15/jordyn-speakman-blog-4-love-death-and-living-in-between/
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comfort of learning side by side. My coworker, Jerry, once invited me to his 

sister-in-law’s wedding, an invitation that filled me with joy and nervous anticipation. In 

my excitement to be early, I somehow managed to crash a church service, walking in 

confidently only to realize, seconds later, that I did not belong there—at least not in that 

moment. I sat through hymns with flushed cheeks, half-embarrassed and half in awe at 

the beauty of it all. 

 

When the actual wedding began, I had on a new dress and carried a handwritten card 

for a couple I had never met. I tucked in Thai notes as a small gesture of respect, an 

effort to show that I wanted to belong, even briefly, to this celebration. The wedding was 

simple but radiant, laughter spilling through the air, food passed around the room, and 

love shining in every detail. People I had never met asked to take photos with me, and 

Jerry led me through what became a small, joyful photoshoot. It was slightly mortifying, 

but I couldn’t help smiling the entire time. I was fed, welcomed, and made to feel part of 

something that wasn’t mine, yet was shared with such open-hearted generosity. That 

day, I learned that love—real love—is often found in the smallest acts of kindness and 

the willingness to include a stranger in your joy. 

 

That same love has carried through every corner of this experience. My students run to 

greet me each morning, their hands waving wildly as they call my name. Sometimes, I 

see them in the markets after school, standing beside their parents, proudly telling them 

that I am their teacher. My coworkers and neighbors never fail to bring warmth—quite 

literally—through bowls of steaming rice, freshly brewed coffee, or fruit shared across a 

fence. People here take care of one another in ways that feel both ordinary and 



profound. There is always an open seat, an extra plate, or a soft laugh waiting for you. 

It’s the kind of care that doesn’t need to be spoken to be understood. 

 

Recently, the teachers and I went on a retreat together, a few days of rest that felt like 

both a celebration and a gentle pause before the end. We shared stories late into the 

night, passing around beers and karaoke microphones until our voices cracked from 

laughter. It was simple and joyful, the kind of night that reminds you how good it feels 

to just exist alongside people you’ve grown to love. 

 

That evening, I sat on the dock with my friend Mi Lai, the water soft and still beneath us. 

We talked about how, at times, the world feels like it’s ending, about the weight of 

injustice, the cruelty of systems, and the fatigue that comes with caring too deeply. But 

we also reminded each other that our hope is not naive; it is radical. It lives stubbornly 

inside us, refusing to be extinguished. We spoke about how happiness itself can be a 

form of protest, a way of saying to the world, you will not break me. That conversation, 

under the dim glow of the sunset and the chorus of crickets, will stay with me for a long 

time. 

 

At the retreat, we also rode ATVs through mud and jungle, laughter echoing off the 

trees. It was thrilling and freeing, a reminder that we all carry a spark of wonder inside 

us, no matter how heavy the world sometimes feels. In those moments, covered in dirt 

and dust, I felt light again. 

 



When we returned, the campus came back to life after two quiet weeks of school break. 

The students came running through the gates, their voices filling every corner of the 

compound. The love between us seemed to grow even stronger, as though the time apart 

had only deepened our connection. The classrooms buzzed with chaos, laughter spilling 

into the hallways, songs and shouts blending into something perfectly imperfect. I can 

still hear it now: the sound of joy uncontained. It’s a sound I will miss more than I can 

say. 

 

I have been truly fortunate to be part of something so beautiful. I’ve had the privilege of 

teaching my students about the environment through water testing, beach cleanups, and 

lessons on natural cleaners. I’ve felt proud to encourage them to dream boldly and to 

imagine futures of their own making. I’ve stood before them, showing pictures of distant 

planets they hadn’t known existed, and watched wonder bloom across their faces. I’ve 

been moved by their gratitude, and even more by the chance to thank them for how 

deeply they’ve changed me. I’ve found purpose in writing grants to expand their 

education, in raising funds so more can access the GED exam, and in teaching them 

about rights, freedoms, and justice. Above all, I’ve been humbled by the love I’ve both 

given and received, and by the quiet strength of belonging to something greater than 

myself. 

 

Yet life here has also shown me that beauty and pain are often intertwined. The same 

streets that echo with laughter also carry grief. We have witnessed death, through 

accidents, through war, through the heavy silence of loss. I have listened to stories of 

destruction and displacement, of homes abandoned and families separated. I have seen 



students leave school to work and support their parents. I have known teachers who 

travel back to Myanmar to see dying relatives, aware that they may not return because of 

military control, unpaid remittances, or forced conscription. These realities exist quietly 

alongside our daily joys, reminding us that safety and freedom are privileges not 

everyone can claim. 

 

There was also the loss of a friend, unexpected and cruel. I remember sitting with that 

grief, unsure how to process it, and finding myself whispering prayers to a god I did not 

believe in—not for faith, but for peace. In that moment, I learned that loss has its own 

kind of language, one that transcends religion or culture, a language of love, 

remembrance, and surrender. 

 

Through all of this, I’ve come to understand that life is a constant balancing act between 

joy and sorrow. You cannot have one without the other. The warmth of this place would 

not feel so full if not for the moments of darkness that surround it. Every heartbreak 

makes the laughter louder, every goodbye makes the love more precious. The light is 

only ever as bright as the shadows that frame it. 

As I prepare to leave, I can already feel the heartbreak of goodbye forming in my chest. 

It’s a kind of pain I don’t think I’ve ever known, the ache of leaving behind something 

that has changed me completely. I will miss the laughter, the chaos, the early morning 

greetings, and the late-night talks. I will miss the sound of joy echoing through the 

schoolyard. I will miss the warmth that found me here and made me feel like I belonged. 

 



I will forever be grateful for this community and the way it has held me, challenged me, 

and shaped me. I came here hoping to give something, and instead, I have been given 

everything: trust, friendship, perspective, and love. This experience has transformed me 

into someone softer and stronger at once. Someone who believes in the power of small 

acts, who sees beauty in resilience, and who understands that to live fully is to exist 

somewhere in between—between love and loss, between holding on and letting go. 

 

And so, as this chapter closes, I will carry these memories forward: in the laughter of my 

students, in the rhythm of the waves against the shore, and in the quiet understanding 

that growth is never finished. It is something that unfolds endlessly, carried forward by 

love, shaped by loss, and sustained by the courage to keep living in between. 

 

 

 

Blog 5: Dear Future Intern 

https://capiblog.ca/2026/02/12/jordyn-speakman-blog-5-dear-future-intern/ 

 

Dear future intern, 

 

Your life is about to change, and truly there is nothing I can say to prepare you for it. But 

I can tell you that I understand, and so do all of the interns who came before you. 

 

https://capiblog.ca/2026/02/12/jordyn-speakman-blog-5-dear-future-intern/


We understand the whirlwind of emotions that are either on their way or already sitting 

heavy in the pit of your stomach. The excitement, the fear, the pride, the nervousness, 

and even that small tinge of regret that lingers as you sift through the what ifs and what 

will happens that flood your mind. You begin to realize that life back home does not 

pause just because you are leaving. 

 

We understand what it feels like to sit on a plane for eighteen hours, unsure what to 

think about, suspended somewhere between sky and ground, time stretching thin as you 

wait to meet the change you know is waiting once you land. And we have met that 

change. 

 

We know what it is like to sit in your room on the first night, the last night, and every 

rewarding and taxing day in between. We know what it feels like to not know what we 

are doing. We know how it feels to be lost. And we know how hard it is to love the life 

you are living today while missing the one you had yesterday. 

 

We know you will find your community, and we know how deeply they will fill your 

heart and quietly shift your way of thinking. We know you will make a difference, even 

when it is hard to believe that you could. We know some days will drag on endlessly, and 

we also know that time will suddenly feel too fast, and there will never be enough of it 

once you reach the end. 

 

We also know that no two experiences are the same. 

 



You are embarking on a transformational adventure that many people could never face, 

and that alone deserves your pride. It will challenge you in ways you did not expect, but 

when you come out on the other side, you will realize that you are better for having lived 

it. 

 

Like I said, I cannot prepare you, because no two experiences are the same. But if I 

could offer you anything, it would be this. 

 

Say yes, even when it scares you, even when all you want is to go home and be alone. Yes 

is the doorway to connection, experience, understanding, and knowledge. Moments like 

these do not come often. Accept them with open arms and a willing heart. 

 

Keep showing up. Consistency grows into comfort, and comfort grows into connection. 

The more you are seen, the more you are known, and the more people begin to care for 

you. People are what make this experience what it is, and to be part of a village, you 

must be willing to live as a villager. 

 

Be uncomfortable. That is where change is waiting for you. Things will be different, and 

they are meant to be. Let them be what they are, and allow your mind to learn from 

something unfamiliar. Fear is often just excitement wearing the mask of the unknown. 

 

Remember your privilege. Most people will never have the chance to live the life you are 

stepping into. Do not take a second for granted, especially when things get hard. Hold 



this awareness gently, not as a source of shame, but as a reminder to listen more closely, 

to learn more deeply, and to advocate more thoughtfully. 

 

Feel everything. Let every emotion pass through you and stay long enough to be 

understood. Write it out, draw it, move your body through it, talk it through, walk with 

it, call a friend or text one of us. I do not care how you do it, but you have to feel it to 

understand it. You have to feel it to understand yourself. To feel is to allow what you are 

experiencing to become part of you. Feel with your community. Feel with the people 

back home. Feel with your fellow interns. Emotions are the gateway to change, mentally, 

psychologically, and even revolutionarily. Be happy, be hopeful, be sad, angry, and 

lonely. Be all of it, but never cling to one feeling for too long, and never ignore another. 

 

Ask for help. I once believed that asking for help meant being a burden, when really it 

revealed a reluctance to trust my community. That was never my intention, but my 

silence said otherwise. The surprise and disappointment on my friends’ faces changed 

the way I understood help. It is not give and take. It is trust. It is belief that we will show 

up for one another when we are vulnerable. It is a quiet understanding that we do not 

have to do this alone. 

 

Spend as much time as you can with the people around you. Share meals, conversations, 

rides, snacks, and small smiles. Everyone carries their own stories and lessons, and if 

you are open and kind, you might be invited into them. Some people may not be sure of 

you at first. Do not take this personally. You are new. You may look out of place or move 

differently than the local community. That does not mean something is wrong with you. 



It simply means people need time. So return to the same coffee carts, walk the same dirt 

roads, keep smiling at the grumpy old woman on the corner, and do not fear the barking 

dog. One day it may recognize your face and finally let you pet it. 

 

Take time for yourself. While there is power in saying yes, there is also wisdom in 

knowing when to say no. Ground yourself when you need to. Make sure there is enough 

in your cup so you can keep filling others. We cannot show up fully for the world if we 

neglect ourselves. 

 

Know that it is okay to be scared. It is okay for everything to feel like too much. It is okay 

to grieve the life you could have lived back home. This opportunity is beautiful and rare, 

and you appreciate it more than words can hold. But it is also hard, long, and 

exhausting. You will miss your family, your friends, your coworkers, and the comfort of 

familiar faces. Things will be new, different, and often not in English. This is part of the 

experience. And it is okay to be overwhelmed by it sometimes. Feel the hard alongside 

the good. Just remember to reach out when you need to. Do not sit in it alone. Feel it, 

then let it go. You will be okay. 

 

And somehow, all of this is exactly the point. 

 

You will be okay. And one day, you will realize you are better than you were before. 

 

So keep your head up and your mind open. Notice the small things. Be present in the 

quiet moments and the loud ones. Take it all in. Earn trust and offer your own. Laugh 



whenever you can. Say yes when opportunity knocks, and give your whole heart when it 

does. Share love freely, and allow yourself to receive it. Call your family. Stay close to 

your friends. And also make space for new ones where you are. Love the life you are 

living, because one day you will miss it deeply. Do everything you can to leave no room 

for “I wish I had,” and make space instead for “remember when.” 

You are going to be okay. And we are so excited for you. 

 

Congratulations on the adventure of a lifetime. 

 

Cheering you on from here, 

Jordyn <3 
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