HELLO ALL!

Today I am writing this from my house.  My friend lent me her computer to work on my cookbook so I decided…what the hey!  Tomorrow (the day I am uploading this onto the web) I am going into Amman to the Peace Corps office to prepare for my upcoming project.  Sometime In May I am starting to teach English.  The bad part is that I’ve never taught the language before but the good part is…I kind know the language and should be ok.  (  I have a lesson plan for the first 12 lessons (probably the first 12 weeks) but it could all change the first day of class.  I don’t know what girls are being invited so I have no idea to what they already know.  I’m sure that everything that I have prepared already will be a good review if nothing else.  Its fun to prepare for something like this because I think I have free rein in preparing the lessons, content, and method of instruction.  I am using the book we received in training as a basis for the direction of the classes.  Right now I have planned out the following schedule:

1. Greetings – we hear kids yelling things at us like “Hello” and “what is your name” and “how are you” but when you respond they don’t know what to say so I figure we’ll start with that base (  So the first lesson is greetings and emotions

2. Possessive Pronouns (My, Your, His, Her, Their, Our) and introducing other people
3. Family Members and Subject Pronouns (I, You, He, She, Their, Our) (I;m doing subject pronouns because we’ll be saying “I have…”, “You have..” I’m not doing “My father,” or “my sister.”)
4. Review

5. Nouns and Plurals of Regular Verbs

6. Demonstrative Pronouns (This, These, That, Those) in conjunction with nouns
7. Nouns and Plurals of Irregular Verbs

8. Review

9. Adjectives

10. Regular Verbs – Present Tense 

11. Irregular Verbs – Present Tense

12. Review
Hopefully they like it.  I’m making up worksheets, posters, games, etc.  It’s going to be fun and I hope it makes my boss look good to her higher ups.

I will tell you that my plan to devoid myself of emotion at work has worked!  Work is much more manageable when I just do as I’m told.  It’s not the Peace Corps experience that I signed up for but not caring but my Director is much happier when I am not asking for anything or questioning things.  For example:  For two weeks my Director told me that she was going to get a van to take all of us to one of my co-workers wedding.  She wanted to do this so we wouldn’t have to travel at night alone and she knew that I didn’t know where I was going so she wanted to help me out.  She mentioned it maybe 4 or 5 times and I showed my excitement because I was really uncomfortable going by myself.  The day before the wedding I asked what time I should show up at the Center to go.  She told me that she’s tired and very busy with University and work and we wouldn’t be taking a van.  Unfortunately I missed the wedding but hey, these things happen.  Ya know?  I didn’t get upset, I didn’t get angry, I just dealt with it.  It’s a great skill to have, although I hope it’s not one that carries over to when I get home.  

The weather is getting gorgeous!  The days are longer, the nights are cool, but not too cool and I love, absolutely love sitting out on my terrace reading a book or just watching the people walking down below.  I rush home from work and find myself out there within 5 minutes.  I usually stay until its time to cook dinner and then return outside to eat.  I absolutely love that part of my life.  Watching the sunset in the not to distant horizon… absolutely heaven.  The summer here brings about a lot of weddings so maybe about 2 days a week (in June – August it will probably be about 3-4 times a week) I’ll watch a free fire works show in honor of the brides.  In Jordan, its Fourth of July all summer long (  

Today I went to Zerqa to go food shopping in the big Safeway supermarket.  After I was done buying my 6 JD worth of food I hopped on the highway hoping to catch a bus back to my “village.”  Unfortunately the buses fly past so quickly the one for my village probably didn’t even see me waving frantically for it to stop; however, a nice young man who spoke perfect English did offer his assistance in taking me anyplace I needed to go.  If I wasn’t by myself or if I wasn’t in the Peace Corps I might have taken him up on his offer, but being 40 minutes from my house I decided to take a cab to the closest bus station to catch a bus from the start of its trip.  On the way to the station I noticed they were having a big market day.  They called souks and I may have written about it other times on here but it really is one of my favorite things about Jordan.  Streets and streets of sidewalk vendors selling anything you could ever even think about buying.  Used clothes and shoes, new clothes and shoes, kitchen stuff, bathroom stuff, curtains, little shot-kees, gifts, food, anything and everything….really.  I don’t usually buy anything but it doesn’t stop me from looking.  Another little piece of heaven.  Last week two friends came to stay with me on the day of my village souk (we only have one because we are a large “village.”  Souks are reserved for cities because they draw in a lot of people.  I’m lucky I get to go every Monday to do my food shopping and clothing shopping.  Did I tell you about a month ago I bought a pair of Old Navy jeans for 1 JD!  Before that Gap, Banana Republic, Limited sweaters for 20 gersh (cents))!  Unbelievable!  Anyhoo, my friends came to the souk with me because I’ve been begging them to come for months now.  It’s interesting to get other people’s impressions of your normal living because they didn’t seem as excited about it as I was.  For one they thought there were too many men.  This is entirely true.  In my village you rarely see women around, men even do the shopping!  So I can imagine that it was a bit uncomfortable for them.  The vendors there know me by sight so I have never had a problem with any of the men and even if I did, I am confident that in that particular situation, I wouldn’t feel alone; someone who help me if I needed it.  I just find it so exciting!  The huge crowds, the brightly colored fruits and veggies organized to please the eye, vendors yelling out the rock bottom bargain prices (25 cents a kilo for onions, potatoes, tomatoes, peppers, etc), racks and racks of American and European used clothing that mostly look brand new, bags and wallets, and pocketbooks, tacky jewelry (that I love to buy), people selling curtains and plants and fake-Oakley sunglasses and fake-gucci watches.  I don’t know why these markets spark a flame of excitement in me especially when I hate the crowds of mostly men, people yelling, and people trying to charge me 5 times the prices because I’m a rich American, but for some reason I always look forward to these mass productions and I always leave feeling happy and swearing that I’ll never leave Jordan because I could never live without my marketplaces LOL
OK, I had a lot of phone calls tonight so its getting late and I want to get to bed.  Hope all is well.  OH!  By the way, the SMS that I emailed everyone by accident doesn’t seem to work here in Jordan.  Sorry about that!

