My friend reminded me of one of my funny experiences.  I wasn't going to write about it at first because my grandfather reads this but it did happen, and it is funny….well after the fact (  I went to the store the other day to buy butter for an Apple Crisp stove-top desert I wanted to make.  I've never bought butter before because I've been eating olive oil since its fresh, has less preservatives, and less cholesterol.  I learned the word in training but it just wasn't coming to me when I was at the store.  I finally came up with Zibna because I remember the word was close to cheese (Gibna) but slightly different so I added the ZIB and kept the NA since I remembered they sounded similar.  There were 10 men in the store, some working, some customers, no women.  They all looked at me to figure out what it was I was trying to buy because ZIBNA was apparently not going to help me buy butter.  Using my hands, I tried to describe a butter stick.  One of the men spoke English and asked me what I was trying to buy, I told him and he said the word was ZIBDA.  I thanked him and said Zibda to the guy at the counter.  They all laughed and I just figured it was no big deal, I can't remember words all the time but with time and charades, we always figure it out.  The same man came up to me and told me to try and remember this word because what I said wasn't right.  I again said thank you and I guess he realized that I was missing the point so he came back to me with "you said something not so good, so try and remember, its just two letters wrong."  My face got red, I said sorry, even though I didn't know exactly what I was saying and left.  I went home and immediately went downstairs.  I asked K what Zidna meant, and she asked me what I wanted from the store.  I told her butter and she corrected me to saying its Zibda.  I told her I knew NOW, but I wanted to know what Zibna means because I just asked to buy it at the store.  She started laughing (remember this woman laughs ALL the time) and said…you know, "man's down.." I started laughing!  I went to the store, a store full of men, and asked to buy many a penis!  I don't think it helped the American cause because Eastern men think all Western woman are prostitutes…I just proved them right!  LOL  That’s my funny embarrassing story for the week (
A couple of months ago I called out sick from work.  K missed called me on my cell phone at 10AM to come downstairs.  I realized that there is a whole ritual that takes place that I didn't know existed and can't participate in (  At 10 am every morning the women in my house (4) eat breakfast together.  I know it probably sounds stupid and you don't understand the significance, but when I found out I was in awe.  I want to be able to sit around the table every morning and chat and gossip with these women.  There are no men around so they are free to say whatever they want, talk about whatever then want, and they are just free to be who they are.  I wanted to be a part of this…to be part of the tradition but I have to work everyday.  Today I called out sick again because my stomach was sick and I went down again.  I didn't eat because of my stomach but I got to participate in their chatter.  I can only imagine how integrated I could become if I was a part of this morning breakfast but since I can't, I'll deal with it.  It's funny because when I thought about the Peace Corps these little things are what I imagined, but reality is often different.

Friday was my spring cleaning day.  I was so excited about it that I spend Thursday night packing everything up and put it in closets and on the bed to ensure a sparse house for optional cleaning.  When I was done, it looked like the day I moved in…except 4:00 in the morning!  ( Paint has been peeling off my ceiling in the kitchen for months now so we decided to repaint that too.  One of the boys that lives downstairs came up and peeled the loose paint off and then painted with a homemade mixture of colors that K had downstairs.  The final color was a sea green that coincidentally matched my shelves and 1970's style refrigerator.  My plan was to work on my big room while he painted but K kept telling me to wait….so I did.  Eventually I did start taking off my couch cushions to beat them outside while one of the girls from downstairs used  a broom to clean the insides.  I then brushed the couch arms and back with a hard brushed scrubber.  After I was done I bleached the bathroom spotless.  The smell of bleach has become one of my favorite smells here, it means no dust, no mildew, and it just makes me feel clean.  After the bathroom I dusted and after dusting I started scrubbing the floor with the same small scrubber.  When K saw me she told me to wait…so I did.  Shortly after she mixed water, bleach, a jelly cleaner, and some other chemicals in a large garbage pal that I use when I clean.  She dumped the water all over the stone floor throughout my house but when I grabbed the big scrubber she told me to wait…so I did.  At that moment the girl that helped me with the couch cushions came up and grabbed the big scrubber that I just had in my hands.  K grabbed the squeegee and I just stood there because I had no role.  I asked what I could do to help clean MY house but K wanted to "learn me" how to clean like a Jordanian woman.  Like a well-oiled machine they moved around the room in a synchronized pattern while I just tried to stay out of the way.  I was laughing most of the time while I watched my house being cleaned better than I ever could.  After you scrub a Jordanian floor you use the squeegee to push the water to the drains in the floor, usually located in the bathroom and kitchen, in my case the water from the living room goes to the drain in the bathroom since they are on the same level.  Once the water is transferred to the bathroom they then scrub the bathroom floor before depositing all the water into the drain.  I asked what she was doing when K went back to the kitchen to make another chemical concoction.  I thought we were done!  With the bucket in hand she headed for the bathroom.  I told her I just bleached the entire room and she yelled at me 'this room is dirty, you are dirty, and I hate you…" before getting into the bathtub to scrub it!  I started walking out the door laughing but not before I turned back to her (I'm always delayed with the comebacks) "I hate you too, clean my bathroom and then get out of my house!"  What can I say…sisterly love at its best…I love cultural exchanges!  LOL
Let me give you an update on my work now.  The day I told my Director that the Peace Corps was coming I started teaching English in the Kingergartens.  It was great…while it lasted.  I still go into the classrooms but now I REVIEW the English letters!  The teachers teach the letter in the morning and then I go in to review it!  I review the letter M for half an hour…it’s a challenge.  How do you teach a letter twice!  LOL  Another update…. Today I had a lot of "worksheet copying' to do so the director asked another girl in the office to help me.  On her second worksheet she said "this is ridiculous!  I'll be right back." 5 minutes later she returned with carbon paper!  They still sell this stuff in Jordan!  So now I can make up to 5 worksheets at one time.  Nice huh?  My director never gave it to me before but now that someone else had to help I got in on the little secret…it’s the little things that can really make your day here but I never imagined in the year 2005 I'd be able to say that carbon paper made my life easier.  

One of the girls that have worked at my Center for 8 years left today for another job in Amman.  This is the second girl since January that last left.  My counterpart who worked for the Center for 10 years left for another job as well.  You'd think someone would put 2 and 2 together to realize that my Director is the reason for their departures but I'm sure that no one has.  It’s sad really.  I spoke privately with both girls before they left and they said the same thing.  Things are really different under this new Director and they didn't want to work there anymore because of her.  Apparently under the previous Director there were a lot more activities (presently there are NO activities for the youth whom I was put in the Center to work with but I'm not even allowed to meet with them!) and my Director writes a ton of proposals to really random and non-relevant funders for money for programs that are not plan or though out.  I am writing a proposal for an Internet café to the peace Corps because they have a large sum of money available for volunteer projects.  Before we even start I wanted to do a Needs Assessment.  My director was reluctant at first because she said it wasn't necessary but after I told her that it was a requirement of the Peace Corps she let me do it.  I wrote a survey that would be distributed to the women in the community.  One of the questions was "what day of the week would you use the Café?'  Since there are 7 days in the week I decided to include all 7 days (I know crazy idea!)  Apparently, when they translated it to Arabic they took out Friday because the Center is closed.  The next question was "what time of the day would you use the Café?"  morning, afternoon, evening, night (including times for each).  They again changed the question to include only the hours that the Center is open.  I guess they were more interested in getting the money than actually finding out what the community needed.  I have serious ethical dilemmas writing this because I hate bringing in money to a Center when I KNOW they will mismanage all the money.  Since I am responsible for writing it though I do plan on including a lot of criteria that they don't want in there.  For example; who will maintain the computers (they plan on doing it themselves even with networks and servers involved); who will staff the Cafe (they wanted to give out the key to the room like they do now but that will only cause problems); who will be teaching the classes they want to offer (because the current "teacher" doesn't know anything about computers); required reports to the Director; mandatory outreach (further than the current Center participants); obviously specific line items for the budget; and a required plan for the money collected.  They are not going to be happy but I'm not writing it without any accountability.  The Peace Corps doesn't currently have any method of reviewing the programs once they are put in place and I'm sure that most of the programs funded aren't as complex or long-standing as an Internet Café but I want to help them develop some form of accountability for the Center's receiving funding.  The Center also wants me to write a proposal for new exercise equipment but I refuse to do it…the equipment still has the plastic on it from when the last volunteer wrote a proposal for it!  I spoke with my Program Manager at the Peace Corps months ago about my concerns but she told me that it wasn't my responsibility to get into the details.  If the Center sees these as a need then I should work with my Director to make it work (this is the same women that came to my Center!)

Yesterday was our World Wise School phone call with my Aunt's class in New York.  It was so cute!  The kids sent me questions prior to the phone call, which was great because I was had a hard time hearing the kids on the speakerphone.  The morning of the phone call I went into the Center and reminded my Director.  She told me that it wasn't a good time because the Center was closed at that hour (I did discuss this with her previously by the way).  I reminded her that she was aware of the time and because of the time difference between Jordan and New York, earlier was not possible.  She told me that she wouldn't be able to stay.  I asked her if I could stay by myself since they would be calling and there was no way to cancel at this late notice.  She told me that she would have one of the girls stay.  I then told the girl that would be staying that the Director of the Peace Corps (in Jordan) would be coming as well (  My director asked why she was coming.  I told her that this was a big deal and the Peace Corps was happy that we won!  She was not all that thrilled to be hearing this.  I asked her if she was going to University in the afternoon; all she said was No.  I don't know what crawled up her ass but I didn't really care.  It was a GREAT phone call.  I had 5 staff show up and one of their daughters who turned out to be the star of the phone call ( I told my Aunt to ask her a question.  First we translated it and then had her respond in Arabic for them to hear and then translated the answer afterwards. My friend K came too and I put her on the phone who spoke with my Aunt, in English.  Then we passed the phone around to each of the girls who showed off their English as well.  It was great.  I can't wait to win again next year ;) After the phone call the PC Director came back to my house for tea.  It was fun.  I love when people come over.  I do have a really nice house for a PC volunteer and I love to show it off (  

IST went by so fast!  I was sick with diarrhea for 3 days, the second night there I went to sleep at 9PM!  10 hours of sleep!  The other nights I stayed up to around 2am, chatting, hanging out, and having fun.  My Director, M, came Saturday.  She was a little late but when she greeted me, she kissed me hello!  We sat down and she told me that she was offered another job!!!!! But she had to turn it down because they wanted her to work til 5PM everyday and she goes to University three days a week so it wouldn't be possible...AAAAHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!  I wanted to call the King myself and ask for a reprieve!!  During our welcome icebreaker the activity turned out to be arm wrestling which would have been fine but as soon as I turned to M to begin she turned to my friends' counterpart and asked her to be her partner!  OK...I'll let that go.  We were suppose to work together to develop a poster for our Center activities.  During a previous presentation she must have put together a list because she came to the table and started writing while I just sat there.  She asked if my friend A could come and translate for us which made her really unhappy when I told her she had her own project to work.  I called N, my program manager over who stood for a few minutes and then started translating on the poster.  My friend B needed help putting together a PowerPoint presentation for his Center so I went and helped him since I had no purpose with my own project (I spoke with the PC afterwards which I didn't want to do but other volunteers told me I should to find out what I should have done differently in the situation.  Well the volunteers wanted me to go and say...HELLO!!  Did you see what happened??? but I chose to frame it another way.  I was told that there were a lot of things I could have done differently like say, wait, I have ideas too, or oh, this activity sounds interesting, what is it?)  I went back to M to review the list together so I would know what the activities were...the ones I was suppose to be working on or would be working on.  After we were done I went back to help B while some of the presentations started.  During one of the volunteers' presentation, M started loudly whispering my name.  I was so embarrassed but I turned around to find her calling me over.  She told me that she wanted to go now.  Not wanting to make her unhappy I said "OK" and turned to the Assistant Director and said, we're going next.  (I'm going to assume she didn't want me to stop the current presentation to go but I really wouldn't put anything past her).  Another volunteer stood up at the same time to go as I did and I used my fingers to tell him to sit back down (I apologized later and he understood).  We presented and she told me that I could say what I did at the Center when a program was mentioned that I worked on...and so I did (  When we were done, I went back to helping B.  

One of the earlier sessions we went over expectations.  The volunteers presented our expectations of counterparts and they did the same for us.  My expectations are at a much different level than the other volunteers (I just want to speak Arabic at the Center, don't want her to be visibly mean to me in front of other people or insult me in front of strangers, and to show me around the village) so the expectations presented weren't really relevant to me but they were relevant to the majority of volunteers so I didn't object.  One of the expectations that came out of my counterparts small group was that they wanted the volunteer to learn Arabic.  The 2nd part of the project was the ways that they would help the other party meet that expectation to which they said they would 1) help find a tutor 2) encourage volunteers to speak with community people.  Interestingly they did not say they would speak Arabic at the Center and since no one else has a problem with working with an all-English Center, it was coincidental I thought.  I'm sure it was just a misunderstanding!  At dinner, my counterpart asked me to spend the rest of the evening with her!  She knew that everyone was making plans so I was floored.  Part of me wanted to make her as uncomfortable as she had made me feel over the last 6 months and I wanted to tell her that I already had plans to go to the mall but of course I wouldn't do that...So I told her ok.  In the elevator she asked what my friends were doing and I told her that my friends were going to the mall.  She told me that I could go but I said no...I'll hang out with you.  After two times of saying this I finally said ok and thank you.  I went back to the dining room and told the girls that I just told that I couldn't go that I now could again.  I showed a little too much excitement because I finally realized that the Director and Assistant Director were both sitting at the table completely embarrassed.  I needed to go to the mall after that day from hell and feeling guilted into staying with this woman who I hated, made be feel so sad.  The outburst was a sign of HUGE relief but obviously I could have saved it for when I was behind a closed door.  I did apologized to them later.  I felt guilty for going to the mall so I bought M some expensive candy.  I went to her hotel room and knocked when we got back to the mall but she didn't answer so we went back to our room and ate it ( 

The next morning I waited at the workshop door for her and told her where I put my things.  She went for coffee and when she came out she passed me and sat at the next table.  I very dramatically (but subtlety) pushed in the chair she just saw me pull out for her...but then she came and sat with me.  One of the main purposes of the training was to put together a plan for the next 6 months.  In preparation I sat down with a PC staffer 2 nights before to see if my activities were realistic (study Arabic, speak Arabic, working with the youth that I met once before, start an English club, and visit non-profits around my village).  I also created a list of things that I knew she wanted with a few of my own ideas to enhance hers.  We sat down and she started dictating the activities.  At one point she asked for the other volunteer could come over again to translate!  I said "NO!  She has to make her own plan!"  I told her I would get a PC staffer to come by to help and she said no.  I got up and got one of the girls anyway.  At one point while she was getting ready to end I said that I had some ideas too.  She said something to the PC girl that was helping us but we were getting called to the next activity.  She asked to fax it tomorrow.

Yesterday at work during my 20-minute English "review" in one of the kindergarten classes she came in and asked me to sign the workplan.  I told her no...it needs to be in English too.  I went back to the office after the class and she told me what was on it and then asked me to sign it again.  I reminded her that I had some ideas of my own.  I told her that I wanted to work with the youth and she said that I couldn't make separate activities for them but they could volunteer at the camps I would be creating later on.  I asked if we would have workshops for the staff to teach them how to develop effective programs, and I asked if I could visit other non-profits to see other centers in my village.  She didn't like the idea but one of the PC staffers told her the day before (I think) that it was ok, so she set up an appointment with the school for "children who aren't normal"(special education).  I asked to go to the community centers (in Arabic to avoid miscommunications) but I can't complain when she didn't set anything with them up...at least she is letting me go.  I was suppose to go today for an hour but apparently the center bus wasn't working.  Another time perhaps (
Here's my schedule:

April:

1.  Visit 3 schools to implement my needs assessment survey for the Internet Cafe

2.  Continue "reviewing" English letters in the 3 kindergarten classes 3 days a week

3.  Analyze survey results (Needs assessment)

4.  Develop activities for an upcoming field trip to the Zoo

5.  Study Arabic for 1 hour a day

6.  Speak Arabic with staff 1 day a week

May:

1.  Write Internet Cafe proposal (I asked for a weekly meeting to update and coordinate the proposal but she said that it wasn't necessary)

2.  Teach English to Towjehi students 1 hour a day every day (Towjehi is the exam they need to pass in order to graduate high school)

3.  Teach English to women in the community, 1 hour a day/3 days a week.

4.  Continue "reviewing" English letters in the 3 kindergarten classes 3 days a week

5.  Study Arabic for 1 hour a day

6.  Speak Arabic with staff 1 day a week

June/July/August:

1.  Plan and implement a daily 3 month camp including developing brochures, activities, writing a proposal to request fellow volunteers assistance. (Unfortunately the day she gave me to plan with other staffers is the day I don't work at the Center but I'll work something out...inshala)

2.  Plan and implement a daily children's club (activities, field trips, workshops, etc)

3.  Continue "reviewing" English letters in the 3 kindergarten classes 3 days a week

4.  Study Arabic for 1 hour a day

5.  Speak Arabic with staff 1 day a week

September:

Attend a domestic violence seminar

Help decorate classrooms

Start reviewing English in classrooms again

So I'm going to be busy which is a good thing.  After a workshop for volunteers entitled "Revisiting Commitment" I realized that other than a possible commitment to a mental institution, I think its best to become emotionally detached from my work environment.  My director has no interest in my interest or skills so rather than getting upset with her, I'll do everything she asks but nothing more.  She told the PC that she wanted me to share ideas but this IST training showed that that isn't true.  I showed M the powerpoint presentation I put together (which I got very positive feedback on) because I was proud of it and she asked me if I could translate it.  And when I said I couldn't she asked if A (another volunteer) could! (She loved to tell me that A speaks much better Arabic than I do)  

I told all the volunteers that I would not talk about IST/my Director/my Center.  I had numerous volunteers come up to me during and after the workshops in shock!  2 people asked if they could go to the PC to report her "extremely unprofessional behavior" but none of this is new.  Nothing that can be said will change anything so rather than running in circles I need to deal with it.  I asked the volunteers not to go to the PC and I also asked them not to ask me any questions about anything work related.  My program manager from the PC called and asked how things went and I told her the same thing.   I was told at the preliminary meeting prior to the meeting with my director a few weeks ago that my problems weren't serious and other volunteers had at worse.  For whatever reason they choose to "side" with M.  There is nothing more to do above what I have done so now, I'll keep it my problem.  My new goal is to shake the image of being the "complainer" with the PC staff.  I've been blessed with a good PC experience outside of work and that is what I'm going to concentrate on.  The PC is the one that loses ultimately because I had the potential to do great things under their name but they aren't going to get them now sadly.  I can no longer suffer because I don't care and my Center certainly doesn't suffer because they are still getting stuff from me.  I am flexible but I am not a rubber band...and even those break...but I'm not going to allow that to happen to me, not because of this power hungry, controlling, angry, frustrated, unhappy person.

Yesterday was 75 degrees here!  Who's jealous????  (
I hope everyone is doing well.  Things are going really well here.  I have some upcoming activities planned including my first weekend away.  All volunteers are able to leave their site 1 weekend a month without having to take vacation time and I've never done it before...so I'm going to do it!  I am also going to another volunteers' house to help her counterpart put together a database for his farming business.  I'm going to another volunteers' house to help set up a website for her Center...and of course I'm still working with a non-profit in Amman called Operation Smile.  I think that website should be up, linked to the International website www.operationalsmile.org within 2 months so watch out for that.  

OK...I'm going home now.  Have a great weekend and I'll try to upload soon!

Love ya!

