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A picture of the YAGM 
crew in our Senegalese 
clothes for the Tabaski 
celebration. From left to 
right, Kristin (our country 
coordinator), Mercedes, 
me!, Berkley, Kristian, Lily, 
Hannah, and Grace. We’ve 
affectionately named our 
group, “Kristian and the 
SeneGals” J 

On our drive from the airport to where we’ve been staying, we 
immediately noticed the countless sheep in pens along the side of the 
highway. They’re all in the city, our country coordinator explained, 
because Tabaski is coming up (September 2nd). Tabaski is a Muslim 
holiday (Senegal is approximately 94% Muslim) celebrating when 
Abraham was asked by God to sacrifice his son, Ishmael, but God sent 
a ram instead (in the Christian and Jewish traditions, Abraham was 
asked to sacrifice his other son, Isaac). As a remembrance of this 
sacrifice, every family buys a ram to sacrifice and has a feast. It was 
explained to us that Tabaski in Senegal is as big of a deal as 
Christmas is in the U.S., and we were invited to spend it with our 
country coordinator’s housekeeper, Ndombour, and her family. 

I just started a year-long 
journey with six other young 
adults in Senegal, West Africa 
with a volunteer program 
called Young Adults in Global 
Mission (YAGM) through the 
Evangelical Lutheran Church 
in America (ELCA). The YAGM 
program has 11 different 
country programs, one of 
which is Senegal. Our group of 
seven arrived on August 24th 
and will be together in Dakar 
(the capital) for orientation 
(language and cultural lessons, 
logistics, etc.) until September 
17th. From there, we will 
disperse to different regions of 
the country, living with host 
families and working in site 
placements with community 
partners. I will be living and 
working in a few different 
programs at a community 
center in Yeumbeul, a suburb  
of Dakar. 

Left: We went to a market with 
Nene, Ndombour’s mom, to pick 
out two fabrics each, We then 
designed two Senegalese 
outfits for ourselves (one of 
which we each wore on 
Tabaski) that a tailor made for 
us (the way most Senegalese 
get clothes). This is all of us in 
the fabric store with the owner. 

Thanks to everyone who 
has supported me thus far! 



 

 

~CASEY MOMENTS~ 

The other day, after I did something 
clumsy and/or weird (I can’t even 
remember what I did… too many of 
those moments), one of my friends 
here said, “You should have an ‘Oh 
Casey…’ section in your newsletter. 
So here are a couple Casey moments 
from the past few weeks for your 
entertainment! (Looking at you, family) 

~After I ran into the corner of our 
dinner table while getting up, and 
consequently shook the table hard 
enough to spill part of someone’s 
glass of bissap (a bright red juice 
made from hibiscus), one of my 
friends told me I’m definitely the 
clumsiest person she’s ever met. 
 
~When one of my friends forgot her 
passport on our first flight, she and I 
frantically tried to figure out how she 
could get it and still make our tight 
connection. After many mixed 
messages, she was able to get on the 
plane to get it, but we were separated. 
And in trying to get to the gate on 
time, I ended up full out 
running/weaving around people on 
moving walkways by myself in the 
Brussels airport, sporting my maxi-
dress, cardigan, backpack and 
Birkenstocks, sweating profusely, 
while listening to Mary J. Blige on full 
blast in my headphones to pump me 
up (of course, our flight was delayed 
so I got to the gate to find out that the 
running was ultimately quite 
unnecessary). 
 

“THIS IS SENEGAL” 

In Senegal, it is custom for everyone to eat 
from a communal plate, with your right 

hand, while sitting on the floor. The 
pictures to the left show our Tabaski meal 

at Ndombour’s house. 

Above left: Lily and I entertaining ourselves watching the sheep (Julie, 
and her son, Nate - named after two of last year’s YAGMs), post mutton-

feast. Right: a picture from Kristin’s porch of the street below. 

Here’s a link to my blog that I hope to update a few times a month 
if you’re interested in following along!  

https://caseyhaffield.wordpress.com 

On Saturday, we all got dressed in our Senegalese outfits and went to 
Ndombour’s house. After a wonderful meal of mutton and various vegetables 
“around the bowl,” we went outside, watched the sheep, and began playing 
games with the younger kids in Ndombour’s family. Eventually, Nene 
(Ndombour’s mom) came over to us and told us that she was so happy we all 
came to her house for Tabaski. In talking about how we took part in the holiday, 
even though it’s a Muslim celebration and we’re Christians, Nene said, “this is 
Senegal. This is terranga” (translated from French by Kristin). Terranga is a 
cultural concept in Senegal that revolves around showing hospitality to others, 
especially foreigners. And even though I come from a different religious 
background than the vast majority of people here, terranga seems like a very 
Christ-like concept in emphasizing welcoming ‘the Other’ with open arms and 
selfless love. I know terranga is not the single story of Senegal, but I do hope to 
learn how to live out this value from those around me in this upcoming year. 
This is Senegal and I’m grateful to be in this place to see God in the world in 
new ways.  

PRACTICAL SKILLS I’VE LEARNED SO FAR: 

~How to greet someone in Wolof 

~How to hand wash my laundry 

~How to accept a perpetually damp upper lip and beads of 
sweat running down the entire length of my leg underneath my 
maxi-skirts as my ‘new normal’ 


