
Nicole Zaki  

 “Do you know the difference between 

education and experience?  Education is 

when you read the fine print; experience is 

what you get when you don't.” Pete 

Seeger.  

I remember 3 days before I left, I was 

terrified. I didn’t know what to expect, I 

didn’t even know how to explain how I was 

feeling. Everyone reassured me it would be 

“the experience of a lifetime” and that I shouldn’t worry but that didn’t seem to change the 

anxiety I had inside of me. We arrived in Nicaragua late during the night of December 27th and 

little did I know, it would be the beginning to a new outlook on life.  

My first encounter happened the minute I stepped out of the airport, a young boy came 

running towards me with his right palm open and his left hand pushing a flower in my way. I 

didn’t understand what he wanted nevertheless why he was 

following me, until Sam one of the teacher supervisors gave him 

loose change and told him to keep on walking. He was around 9 

years old and I should also mention he was a good hustler, he 

waved goodbye and left us alone. I was so happy and sad at the 

exact same time, I kept thinking, he’s only 9 and he’s living on the 

streets, but that became the least of my worries.  



The first night in the city was a feeling of confusion and excitement. I was walking in 

circles and smiling at everything. We were all so happy and so nervous for the following day, 

since it was the day we were going into the village to 

meet our host families and begin our 11 day stay. 

Again, they reassured me it would be the experience of 

a lifetime, and just as I felt before leaving, I was still 

scared. We drove a long way and finally after 5 hours of 

beautiful scenery, there they all were, the village of Los 

Jobitos waiting for us with open arms. We arrived in the village which consisted of about 250 

people, and on that morning they literally every community member was there to greet us. I’ve 

never in my life felt so welcomed somewhere so unfamiliar. Women, men and children were 

approaching us with open arms, embracing each one of us and repeating “thank you”. Little did 

I know I would be the one thanking them by the end of my stay.  

After being introduced to our 

families we all went to our homes, I was 

dreading this moment. Spanish wasn’t my 

first language and to spend 4 hours with 

people who only speak Spanish was 

something I couldn’t even imagine, 

however, within the first 5 minutes the 



language barrier was diminished. My three sisters and mother showed me around and 

introduced me to every cousin I had, which was the whole village. They also showed me the 

washroom…which was outside. Surprisingly, I felt at home.  

The days went by as I encountered new situations to handle, found new hiding spots to 

try and write in my journal, new comfortable hammocks to sleep on and new mosquito bugs on 

my legs. Most importantly I met new people who’ve become family and friends. I learned a lot 

as well; besides learning how to bathe myself with only a bucket of  cold water, how to clean 

my clothes with soap and a rock and even how to empty my bodily fluids in a hole while 

“cucarachas” (cock roaches) were coming out of it. More importantly I learned how strong my 

Los Jobitos mom was for raising a family on her own. I realized how grateful I am for the 

education I have after understanding that my youngest sister was the only one going to school 

because she was the smartest and they were only able to afford an education for one daughter. 

I learnt to appreciate an agenda after seeing my youngest sister cry in my arms for giving her a 

note book for her first year in high school.  

The study trip also revolved around 

the field of Social Justice, thus, each one of 

us chose a relevant topic and took the time 

to research it before hand and while our stay 

in Nicaragua. I decided to research about the 

rights of Nicaraguans and ask myself what 

type of protection do these people have? 



Although before leaving I felt my topic wasn’t going to be easy to research, I returned with a 

much larger understanding of how their country runs and what we can do to help them. The 

government in Nicaragua isn’t bad, however, it does not help the people enough nor does it 

take importance to diversity. In that case it does not protect many citizens instead it is like a 

game, “whoever has money is lucky because they can get out of anything, but whoever doesn’t 

automatically loses and tough luck for them” which was said by a Caribbean man named Dexter 

who took the time to explain how certain things happened between the citizens and the police 

I must admit, my experience in Nicaragua was difficult, fun, scary, amusing, and all in all 

amazing. I shed many tears, some happy and some sad, but what’s important is that this 

experience has taught me more 

than tears matter. I will never 

forget this experience and will 

never forget the amazing people I 

have met. People say “Life is the 

worst teacher because it gives you 

the test before even presenting the 

lesson” but I disagree. If I knew 

what to expect going into Nicaragua I wouldn’t have learned half as much about myself or the 

country itself. Instead I walked in with a blank slate, and I return into our world with a new look 

on life. So, Hola, my name is Nicole and if you ever have the chance to go to somewhere, get 

up, get dressed and leave, with an open mind of course and “don’t be afraid, because it will be 

the experience of a life time!”  


