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Learning with  
Flashcards 

Wafiq leaned against the doorposts of 

his home, listening raptly to the main 

teacher-presenter. It was early after-

noon, and the sun had started its slow 

decline toward evening. The late fall 

sunlight added welcome warmth to 

the chill day. The village he called 

home boasted no more than a double 

handful of thatched-roofed huts orga-

nized in haphazard rows around a 

small central clearing used for 

meetings such as this one. Wafiq was 

one of five people from his village ac-

tively attending the event. Five other 

groups, all from surrounding clusters 

of villages, also stood listening with 

focused attention as the speaker ener-

getically waved an illustrated 

flashcard over his head. It was 

the largest gathering he had 

seen here, nearly thirty people 

in all watched and paid careful 

attention. Wafiq shook off his 

thoughts, thinking he might 

have missed something in the 

presentation and finding he was 

right. The man now waved the 

other flashcard in the air. 

“Defecating near a water source 

can contaminate the water. 

Even if you think you are far 

enough away sometimes, you 

are not. That’s why hygiene is 

so important. The more you 

know, the more you can limit 

disease.” 

Wafiq rolled his eyes. He had 

already figured that out. That’s 

why he was here. That’s why 

they were all here. To learn best 

practices to help their commu-

nities thrive and how to con-

struct the bio-sand water filters. 

With the knowledge and materials to 

start producing the filters on their 

own, Wafiq and the other village 

representatives with him had anoth-

er tool to help their neighbors, fami-

lies and friends. Wafiq brought his 

attention back when the main speak-

er laid out the cards in random order 

on the ground. 

“Alright, let's see what you’ve 

learned. Rearrange the cards from 

the best practices to the worst.” His 

translator finished speaking, and 

Wafiq nodded. This he could do. It 

was the final sessions, how to con-

struct the filter and how to turn his 

new knowledge into a business that 

would benefit him, his family, and his 

village, that really interested him.  

Nevertheless, he sat with the others 

on the hard-packed dirt and began 

to rearrange the cards in the order 

he remembered from the last few 

days. It took him more than one try 

before he was satisfied he had the 

order right, but by then the se-

quence was firmly entrenched in his 

mind. These were the basics, as their 

teachers kept reminding them, and it 

wouldn’t do too much good to learn 

how to filter water to eliminate the 

pathogens if their sanitary practices 

brought those diseases right back 

 

With the knowledge and 

materials to start produc-

ing the filters...Wafiq...had 

another tool to help their 

neighbors... 
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into their homes. Finally, the time for 

the last session of the training had ar-

rived. Wafiq and the others crowded 

the demonstrator in their excitement, 

nearly running him over before he 

stepped back. The speaker motioned 

to Wafiq and two of the other men 

with him. We’re actually going to be 

involved in the construction? After a 

moment, he nodded. That only seems 

right. After all, I always learn best 

through my hands. Farming is that 

way to me, why should this be any 

different? 

The three of them plus the teacher 

hauled out the metal molds used to 

pour the concrete correctly for the 

filter’s shell and began to clean off the 

rust on the edges. Once that they fin-

ished, Wafiq got to work with some 

others sifting the crushed mountain 

rock, sand, and larger gravel chunks 

through metal mesh screens of differ-

ent sizes to get the finest grains possi-

ble. Once the sand layers were sepa-

rated into piles, Wafiq folded a tarp 

several times to mix the excess mate-

rials into concrete. Electricity would 

have made mixing much less difficult, 

but that was a luxury Wafiq had never 

had. When they finished, they added 

the water and mixed up a batch of 

concrete. It took several of 

them to lift and shovel the new 

concrete into the steel mold, 

where it would set, for the shell 

that would hold the sand and 

gravel layers. That done, Wafiq 

wiped the sweat from his brow 

and drank some water clean 

from the completed filter the 

teacher had brought to demon-

strate. Now all they had to do 

was wait.  

We teach our clean water 
training sessions with flash-
cards about sanitation, and 
about the health code, and the 
students must line up the cards 
in order of worst to best prac-
tices. Then they have to explain 
why they placed each card in 
the order that they did.  
 
 

The last session in our training deals 
with how to make a business of the 
bio-sand filter. We provide the 
starter kit with the first batch of 
sand/gravel/concrete mix and two 
molds for the filter plus a stainless-
steel diffuser plate that allows the 
growth of good bacteria that eat the 

pathogens. The villagers mix the 
concrete using tarps pulled back 
and forth before adding water. At 
the end of each month-long train-
ing, we hand out certificates of 
graduation just like in our tailoring 
schools.  
 
The goal is for each group to return 
to their home villages and request 
starter kits to build a sustainable 
business that provides for their fam-
ily and gives clean water to their 
community. That way, our clean wa-
ter projects serve a dual purpose. 
We teach about proper water stor-
age and hygienic practices when it 
comes to water use. We also invest 
in small village businesses so they 
can purchase the materials to build 
and sell filters to surrounding villag-
es. The work goes far beyond what 
we could do alone and provides an 
income to families. 

Written  by, Michael Eash 

“Once the sand layers 

were separated into 

piles, Wafiq folded a tarp 

several times to mix the 

excess materials into 

concrete. Electricity 

would have made mixing 

much less difficult, but 

that was a luxury Wafiq 

had never had.” 


