OH NO!  Not ANOTHER 5 page web journal!  Oops…it is…well 6 pages ( 
I'm in the office today reviewing the Power Point presentation on Proposal Writing that I wrote for the volunteers at our upcoming 6-month training.  Crazy huh?  I've been here 8 months…some days it feels like 1 month, sometimes it feels like years LOL
An update on my meeting with my Director and the Peace Corps:  in two words… useless and miraculous.  The Peace Corps didn't talk about what we discussed.  Instead they discussed the least significant issues in my report.  Regardless, although we can't expect change over night, my Director's attitude changed completely during that 20 minute meeting.  After the meeting I felt slided by the Peace Corps.  I came here thinking that Peace Corps would be here to help me work through any problems that I might have at my Center and instead they chose to avoid the issues that I had.  I feel like the Peace Corps representative that came to my Center is in awe of my Director.  She believes everything that she says and eats up everything that comes out of her mouth.  At one point my Director was telling her about the three upcoming projects that I would be working on.  The PC rep just said, this is wonderful, these programs are great.  I wanted to politely put her in her place so I said to my Director, "You received funding…how wonderful!"  My Director just wrote these proposals last week and I knew that funding had not been approved and if the funder's are smart they won't approve them at all.  The projects are over ambitious, they have no expertise to carry out the programs, and they did no…zero…zilch background research to establish need or interest.  I wanted the Peace Corps to know that all these upcoming projects were not only not in the works, but chances are wouldn't be.  I think I made my point…very politely.  I went to the Peace Corps office two days after the meeting since I didn't receive any feedback.  Apparently, my Director had a list of concerns about me, none of which had any foundation what so ever.  I was expecting her to come up with a few things but I was hoping for something that I could work with to improve myself.  On the list were things like "forgets things and doesn't follow up with requests," "when I hand out paper at a meeting she would prefer I stay and listen to the lecture rather than return back to the office," "she wishes I were more proactive and share ideas."  First item:  Forgets things and doesn't follow up with requests. The PC rep didn't get any examples so I shared one myself.  I told her that my Director asked me to write a workshop on how Arab women should act when they first get married.  I asked if someone from the office could help me since I wasn't Arab and didn't know.  She told me no but she would get me a book.  So, I didn't follow up because the assignment was ridiculous, I'm not writing a workshop on Arab's private relationships!  The PC rep said that I wasn't being flexible.  HAHA  
Second item: When I hand out paper at a meeting she would prefer I stay and listen to the lecture rather than return back to the office.  I told her that this never happened.  The last time we had a lecture at the Center I was responsible for serving food.  I was instructed to sit in a specific seat in the office in order to see when new women came so I could immediately serve food to them when they sat down.  The other time I didn't sit in the lecture was because I wanted to study my Arabic for 1 hour before my tutor came.  I think it's reasonable, I needed to study and I had a purpose.  

Third item:  She wishes I was more proactive and should share my ideas.  Yeah right!  I've been sharing ideas since the second week I got to the Center and they have all be shot down outright.  After being rejected so many times I stopped, knowing that my ideas would be ignored.  Why should I?  
Tangent here:  Prior to getting to the Peace Corps office I went to the Post Office to pick up a package.  Although I didn't owe any customs on it one of the men wanted a bribe.  I understood what he wanted but claimed Arabic ignorance and threw a fit.  I wanted the other men in the office to know what was going on.  Of course I left without paying a cent, so it was the principal of being attempted to be ripped off.  After I left the Post Office I got in a taxi and the taxi driver took the long way (twice as long) and didn't even drop me off where I asked to be taken.  In the beginning of the trip I told him that I only have a dollar because it should only cost 70 cents.  When he decided the trip was over the meter read 1.50 and I gave him a dollar.  He told me I was shameful because the trip cost 1.50.  A man on the street got involved and told the taxi driver to go or else he would call the police.  Back on track… With my morning and these absurb lies from my Director, and I was sick (streep throat), I was emotionally exhausted and started crying.  I'm not normally a crier but when things seem to get out of my control its difficult to control my emotions.  Anyhoo… the PC rep wanted to know what my problem was.  She told me that she didn't believe everything that she said but I said "you can't believe everything she says and you can't believe everything I say so even if you believe half of hers and 1/2 of my all-factual grievance report, then we have a problem."  She wanted to know what I could go to work on my relationship with my boss.  At that point I decided that if I didn't change my attitude then I was going to be on the next plane out of Jordan…forever known as a Peace Corps drop-out.  I had a serious decision to make and I made it that night.  Now I let things slide off my back and I try to enjoy the things that I am doing.  For example, our copy machine at the Center is no longer working so Kelly is now the "copy machine."  When a teacher needs copies the Director hands it to me and says, "make 25 copies."  So I get to work because it usually takes a while.  Before I would have gotten angry because I didn't come to Jordan to serve as a copy machine but now I'm grateful that we have Kindergarten classes at the Center so the worksheets, although detail oriented are not difficult, and I also remind myself that the children will be benefiting from these sheets more than anyone else.  See how easy it is to make life easier?  Another example.  Today my Director was making fun of the way I was saying a word.  Instead of getting angry that she was mocking me all I thought was…at least she didn't make me cry!  I have to admit that life is so much easier when I'm not angry all the time.  Women here, not just in my Center are very catty.  I'm not sure what it is but it’s a national problem and I'm just glad I'm not like them.  I'm usually the butt of their jokes, but at least I'm not making them, that I can be thankful for.  (  
Needless to say I'm a lot more content then I was before.  I stay busy at the Center.  In addition to making worksheets for the other teachers, I make worksheets for the lessons I'm teaching as well…usually in bright colors with pictures on every page.  They really like them.  One girl asked me today if we were getting another page to work on.  I was touched, they really like to learn.  You can tell the children who have the potential for excelling in English…if only their teachers in the future realize that potential and someone helps them advocate for receiving good English lessons long after I'm finished with Jordan.  Its not all the students but there are a handful that have a embedded passion deep inside that makes them want to learn English and who pick up the language every easily.  I have to admit that I'm jealous of their young minds.  I wish I had the same knack for picking up a foreign language as they do.  
Speaking of languages, mine is picking up now.  I'm working with my tutor and I'm trying to help her tutor an American.  Jordanians do not have the tendency to review what they are teaching.  I LOVE to review.  I MUST review in order to pick up the material.  I need to repeat repeat repeat and she is learning this slowly.  Sunday is my next lesson and we are going to be reviewing my vocabulary words for the third time.  This time I'm going to have her make me say the word and then put it in a sentence.  This way we are working on vocabulary, pronunciation, and sentence structure all at the same time.  She wants to move to the next lesson but I'm just not ready.  I've been collecting vocabulary words for two months now and I don't know how to say them or use them so now we need to slow down and work with what we have.  She's a really cute girl and she's having a great time being entertained by the American.  Funny tangent.  I feel like a monkey here.  Non-Arab people stick out here.  I can be walking down any street in Jordan, including my own village and people stare like they are at the zoo.  Seeing a real live American must be like seeing a monkey to me.  It's out of place, exotic, and possibly dangerous, so you just stare. When little children come into the Center with their mother, I always say hi to the child.  Never do I get a response, but sometimes the mother says "say hi to the foreigner" much like I might encourage my child to "pet the friendly monkey."  We're never "the girl."  Sometimes we're "the American," but usually we are "the foreigner."  I have talked to a couple of the girls I know here about the whole foreigner situation and they are usually taken aback.  They ask if they were walking down the street in America, wouldn't everyone stop and stare?  They understand that all different people move to America but when it comes to daily life they don't understand that all different people move…and thus live in America.  I tell them no because when you see someone that is different you don't know how long they've been in America…they might have been living there since well before I was born and seeing people from different backgrounds is just…normal.  They think this is funny just like I think being called "the foreigner" is funny.  I'm not offended, I'm definitely not angry, but I do feel like a monkey.  Sometimes when there are a bunch of Americans walking a street in my village it brings a lot more stares than usual in which situations I often say "wow…the whole circus is in town!"  But I always assume the role of the monkey…I am the monkey!  Its great…. I think its fun.  This is the first time most people have ever seen someone SOOO different.  There are Indians, and Russians, Pacific Islanders and others living in my village because of the large factories and domestic help populations, but I'm white…I'm foreign.  

You know in America there are lines and lines of products to tan people.  People go to tanning booths to get that bronze color that everyone wants in America.  Here in Jordan, I'm sure not unlike other Middle Eastern countries, there are lines of products to make people whiter.  Some people go to extremes and use a white foundation on their face to make them look white, but most people I come in contact with just want to touch the white skin to see how to feels.  My host sisters in Madaba and my co-workers here all have said that they want my skin.  One of my co-workers is pregnant and she wants her baby to look just like me.  She told me that they are going to call the baby Kelly which I think is a terrible idea, although I am incredibly flattered.  I thought it was all talk until her husband came to the Center to ask me what my names means (all names have meaning here) and when I told them that it meant leader, courage, and strength in Gaelic, he turns to his wife and says, "Kelly is a good name…ok."  YIKES!  There might be a Jordanian Kelly!  It's pronounced "Keely."
Funny story.  After work somedays there are two five-year old boys (cousins) that come and sit in the office until one of their family members picks them up.  One day I was testing their numbers by flipping through the pages of a book I was reading.  One of the boys struggles with both his Arabic and English numbers but when he flipped one of the pages to find a 1/2 face of George Bush he said, without hesitation, "George Bush."  I was floored!  This five-year old can't count but he knows George Bush even when it's only half a face!  Amazing how far the western world reaches.
I was watching tv downstairs last night and I was watching something that I bet no one in America has access to or even knows is going on.  I was watching interrogations of Al Queda kidnappers by the new Iraqi government.  Did you know there are "trials!?" My guess is not.  I didn't understand what was going on most of the time but I was able to watch the body language.  These men were kidnappers for economic reasons…not jihad-y reasons.  I was told that the men said that they were given $1,000 for each American they killed.  If they killed 10 they received $10,000 (I'm not sure if that was a bonus or just $1,000 x 10) but regardless.  The men being interviewed were poor by any standard and $1,000 in itself would constitute 3 months of an average annual household income in Jordan!  Most of the men I watched were crying, heads down, arms clenches close to their bodies with minimal eye contact let alone raising of the head.  In a body language analysis I think it would be safe to say that these men were remorseful.  One man I watched was different.  His words were full of strength, his eyes were locked on the interviewer and he did not hesitate at all when reporting his murders.  My guess was for this man money was just an added perk of murdering Americans.  It's interesting watching these type of documentaries because its something that no one in America will ever see.  You'll never see the man who cried because of what he did.  I don't excuse his behavior because no one has a right to die.  But regardless of the situation, these men were working for bigger, stronger, and much more dangerous people.  People who are the orchestraters for these tragedies, men who are martyrs until it comes to being a martyr himself are the dangerous ones.  These people brainwash weak people by mis-interpretating the Koran.  When people are down, it doesn't like a strong kick to get them to the ground.    It reminded me of a paper I wrote in college.  It was not why children commit crimes, but why more don't.  I believe right and wrong is nurtured, not natured.  Unless someone is taught you can't expect them to know.  When people come from disadvantages backgrounds (economically, socially, politically, familiarly,) it's easier to be convinced that things are right when they are really wrong.  People should know that killing is not "right" but brainwashing people leads them to do unimaginable things.  Strong communities is the key to eliminating these type of things in the future.  Terrorists don't go after people with strong families who have influence over their every decision, they go after "lost" people who are looking for another life and the answer.  Terrorism is breed through the same way that gangs are.  Lost people looking for a family, a better way of life.  Sometimes it is because they have mixed things up in their head so badly that they believe that what they are doing is right for a greater cause, but it's only because they didn't have the guidance from others to lead them in another direction.  It's late, maybe I'm the one that is mixed up in the head (  Being here just makes me see things in a different way.  I haven't changed my basic principals but I am able to see my principals through a different lens.

Another way I've changed my attitude here is with the social integration.  Its not culturally appropriate but seeing it from an American point of view is helping me. It really bothered me that no one from my Center invited me over for dinner or even tea.  All the other volunteers have been extended this very "Jordanian" tradition, except for me.  The way I was able to get through it recently is this.  At home (in America) if someone from another country started working or living near me it would never have occurred to me to invite them over just for the sake of making them feel comfortable in a foreign country.  I was never rude or unkind, but I never realized before how difficult it is being someplace new.  I never sat down to think what this person was doing after work, or who they were socializing with.  I don't know if I never thought it was my problem, but it just never occurred to me.  Being here I realize that people in other cultures would probably have appreciated just an invite…especially someone coming from a culture where it is…just what you do.  Picture yourself.  You meet someone that speaks minimal English and you say, "after work, you come to my house."  Then they come over and you sit in silence while you "get to know each other."  This is exactly what I was expecting.  I was expecting to walk down the street and have people say "welcome…come for tea."  People who don't know me, don't know my family, don't know where I was living last week, I did expect them to invite me into their homes…and families.  This is something I would have never done at home, and now I expect it here.  It's crazy really.  Although it isn't crazy for the culture that I'm living in, I have been able to benefit from my American lens.  I don't feel as rejected or abandoned as I did before.  It’s a good lesson to learn and I know that when I go home and I meet someone new, I will think about how it is for them living in a new land with few connections.  I am sure that I will open my house to them to make sure they don't feel what I felt when I first got here.  It’s an important lesson to learn and if I didn't experience what I experienced, I may never have come to this realization.  Everything happens for a reason and I just realized what this reason was (
It was been a "thinking" couple of weeks for me!  I also came to the realization that I want to get married.  Not here in Jordan, although when I told me landlord (my best friend here) this she did offer me her cousin LOL  I told one of my friends here (American) this as well and she immediately started thinking of people from home LOL  People are funny.  Before I came I didn't want kids.  My sister and I had a joke that I would birth a few and would baby sit on occasion, but beyond that they would be her responsibility.  When I was living with the family in Madaba it was probably around week 4 when I thought to myself…6 kids isn't too many.  I caught myself by surprise!  If it wasn't for college tuitions and food bills, I would think bigger is better.  Now I'll settle somewhere between 1 and 10 (  Since being here I realized the importance of family.  I always knew family was important but being so far from mine it makes me miss them and it helps me to understand the unspoken connection between us.  I look forward to my weekly conversations, our history and private jokes. I realize that when I am sad they are sad and that when I am going through a rough patch here, it's their cue to lend the most support they can.  I told my mother not to book airline tickets because I didn't know if I would be here until August.  She said ok, but in the next conversation she told me that they were in the process of booking them.  She knew that what I needed was the encouragement of thinking long term.  She didn't say "come home come home" instead she said "your strong, you'll get through this, what ever decision you make will be the right now, but we're booking the tickets and we're not getting insurance!  LOL  I had a couple of really tough weeks when I was convinced that I was leaving, but just like the rest of the Peace Corps experience, there are highs and lows.  The lows are really low and you just have to ride the wave until the next high…and it will come…it always does.  Now I'm back to talking about our Close of Service travel plans (  Its something that we've been talking about since training!  We need things to look forward to because sometimes it’s the only thing that gets us through the rough days.  So we're making plans…and since we have 18 month to do so I feel assured that whatever we do will be incredibly well planned out.  We're researching visa requirements for a variety of countries, the best ways to travel…and before we leave we'll find Peace Corps volunteers in some countries to stay with to cut the cost of hotels.  We'll all be well versed on living on a small budget, eating grapes (or whatever else is cheap) for days on end and will be expert bargainers and heart-string pullers (  Its going to be great!  
Shu coman (What else)…hummm.  
Let me tell you about my relationship with my family downstairs.  When I first moved in I felt what you might expect to feel moving into place above a family you don't know, who speaks a language you don't know, and are part of a culture you aren't completely comfortable with because you just don't know it yet.  I've written about the families that live in my "house."  Four families. The main family has 2 grown unmarried girls living with their father; a family with two deaf parents and 3 hearing children; an Iraqi family with 5 kids; and me (  During the summer all the women spent from afternoon til evening sitting and chatting outside.  I hated sitting with them because I wasn't comfortable sitting in silence..and ignorance.  They would talk about whatever they would talk about in Arabic and there was the monkey that they talked to every once in a while to make her feel included (for those that are a little forgetful, I'm the monkey ()  I sat with them as often as my head would allow but after a full day at work listening to a language I didn't know, sitting at home in the same situation was exhausting!  Little by little I became more comfortable.  I think it was during Ramadan (October/November) when I started to go downstairs on my own accord to just hang out.  The girls speak limited English but not to a degree where meaningful conversations that I would have with a friend were at.  One because of the language but the other reason was because they were still strangers.  Trying to find a comfort level in a different culture is stressful and difficult because the cultures are so different that you must censor what you say.  In America, politics and religion are off table for discussion, in Jordan it’s the first questions that people ask.  You don't know where people stand on foreign policy so talking about it could affect the long-term relationship before it even starts.  As I was saying, little by little I would go downstairs.  First for about 20 minutes just to be cordial and because I observed that this is what I should do.  Then I would sit and watch tv with them for about an hour while we drank coffee.  About 2 months ago we started playing cards.  I thought that playing cards was haram (forbidden) for women so I would bring the cards, hidden in my sweatshirt pocket until their father went out to visit people, which he does every night.  One night the Iraqi lady came up, whom I love to death, and since she didn't know how to play any games, it only solidified my thoughts.  One night while their father was still at home they asked me for the cards and I got very nervous and just sat there.  My friend K started laughing at me asking me why I looked the way I looked and I said very quietly, "isn't cards haram?"  This 35 year old started hysterically laughing while she rolled around on the floor!  Apparently cards are ok, learned something new that day.  Nail polish is haram but playing cards is ok! (as long as your not playing for money…that would be haram).  The nights I didn't go downstairs my friend K would come up.  At first it was awkward because there isn't too much to talk about but eventually I learned that silence is ok.  In America it's uncomfortable but people here spend so much time together that at times you just run out of things to talk about but sitting in silence is a form of communication.  Now, I hang out with K and her sister R ALL the time.  I spend time with them every day, without exception.  Whether it's downstairs or upstairs, we're together.  We sit and drink coffee, we play cards, we watch tv, and talk.  I am a lot closer to K but saying that isn't nice since we are all sisters.  I just have a different relationship with each one.  K and I talk about politics, religion, life in Jordan, life in America, Palestineans, Israelis, Americans, foreigners, visitors, life, love, fears, dislikes, food, and friends.  When my friends come over I require them go downstairs before coming up to say hello.  Most nights when my friends are here K comes up and sits with us for at least an hour but it's usually more than that.  I love these interactions because it's great for her English and its fun.  I really appreciate her company and I enjoy when she hangs out with us.  She never over stays her welcome and she always brings food!  She is a great cook and she usually feeds me 3-4 times a week.  Lately they have been inviting me downstairs to eat with them…almost every night!  If I'm down there at 4 pm they refuse to let me upstairs to cook…I actually have to time my visits to avoid eating with them!  I love eating with them but I don't want to over extend my welcome.  I'm sure they wouldn't mind feeding me everyday, but the American culture is still in my blood and I feel uncomfortable "mooching" off of them.  
These days, no one knocks.  K and R just walk right into my house and I do the same to them.  The other day I wanted a piece of chocolate so I walked into their house went to the dining room (they live in a western decorated house with a real dining room table and chairs) took a piece of chocolate and walked out of the house.  The two girls and their father were all sitting in the living room which I have to walk through in order to get to the dining room.  I said hello but that was it.  I was working on the computer and didn't have time for chit chat so I did what I went to do and left.  About an hour later K came up to say hi and she asked what I did in her house.  I told her and she started laughing (she laughs a LOT) saying it was funny but she is happy that I think her house is my house…if I want something I can have anything (I am now writing exactly like I talk!  YIKES). It's nice.  One day I was sitting at my computer and she walked into my house.  She went to the kitchen grabbed a lemon or a cucumber or something and left.  My house is her house.  Peace Corps doesn't want anyone to have a key to our apartment but during the 3rd month I was here I gave her a key.  It was the biggest compliment that I could have given her and she was so excited that I trusted her that when I came home from work, my house was cleaned!  I originally gave her the key so she could get me gas for my soba (heater) but I told her to keep it.  It's what family does.  Ahalan WaSahalan … my house is your house (  They know I don't make a lot of money so towards the end of the month they always ask if I need money.  Right before I left Petra, K came up, pulled me aside (I had 7 friends over) and told me her father wanted to give me money for my trip.  I told her I was ok I had enough.  She told me that if I ever need money to ask her…and she meant it. They are really good to me.  
Alright kiddies.  I'm tired and going off to bed.  It's been fun writing.  Hope all is well in the US.  I watched American news last week when I was sick (I stayed home from work and slept downstairs on the couch all day watching tv while they were all out doing whatever it is they do ().  It was so negative.  Another attack is eminent.  Don't know when or how.  Be alert.  I have to admit I don't miss the feeling of being constantly on high alert for disaster.  But I do understand that people in fear are easier to control.  I hope nothing happens.  If anyone is scared, come to Jordan!  I've never felt safer (
I miss you all and hope you're doing well ( Adios amigos!     
