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T here are some crties in the world with
special traffic “rules” For pedestrians.

Aurmman 1S one of those cities.




It is wighttime and we're standing on the edge of a curb.

Though guiet during the heat of Ramadan days, the Amwman nights are lively.
I'ma watching For gaps in the traffic as trails of car headlights fly past us,
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blowing the dust and warwm air up beneath us and grazing past
our loose clothing, barely catching wy scarf.
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| had. learned. years earlier that some streets wait for no one,
except those wiho step onto them with confidence, deciding it 1s
ther turn to pass.

But | had grown accustomed. to the order of sleepy American
towns, where we wait patiently for lights to turn.

Now, | unlearn this.

| choose when | will inject myself into this
never ending stream of wovement.,
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It’s widday and we're standing outside
a water shop.

Things are slow, groggy m the wadday
heat. The kind of dry heat that burns
when the wind blows,

| am nervous, Our supervisor motions
for us to go mside, where we ask to
speak with the wmanager of the store.




| am hesitant to speak, wmiy Arabic 1sn't very good,
| think waybe someone else should take the lead
mstead of me. But | begin our pitch.
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| explam we're American students living i Amman for a

few wmonths, and we are working to help a community of
displaced Syrian refugees. They are working to live on a

farm n Mafrag, a city wnear the border. My peer picks up
from here. \We are asking for water. We are gathering

donations of clothes, food, and other supplies - water
coolers, air conditioners, other things they told us they
need - to mprove their living conditions and help thewm
regain some comfort after their struggles.
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“Thanks be to God!” he says.

He donates a liter.



He tells us, “OF course,”

“Uod wwust have sent you.”



We spend the rest of the rest of the day going door-to-door to water
shops to ask for one liter of water. Overcoming my hesitancy to start
was the always hardest part, each time | was nervous.

But almost every single shop donates.

Some send us away with wore
Jugs than we can carry.

They don't all fit m the car.
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It's wmudday, we're standing
outside a dilapidated. old
bullding. The humantarian
aid orgavization | work for is
co-opting the space for a
distribution of necessities -
mainly wmeal packs and

hygiene kits - to T

refugees m the area.

The day i1s long and hectic, there are maany people and
lmited resources. Not everyone has the correct asylum
seeker documentation with them, others need wmore
supplies than we give.

But work 1s downe.
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In the sky two wlitary jets appear .
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It Flies over we, o
grazing the top of the buillding.

It’s the loudest sound I've ever heard.



As the jets Fly off, the volunteers try to guell the
panic inside and outside by explaung they jets were
Jordawian, and were not hostile. (\We still don't

really know what happened or wio they were.)

For many of the refugees we worked with, the
last time they experienced something like this,
it was followed by a bomb dropping.




| always come back to this mage of a wother
trymmg to comfort her child when those jets Flew over us.

And | wonder, what was the tipping pomt for them?
What happened that wade thew know the time
had come to leave home? How long did they stay?



| also come back to this wmemory From
when we delivered all the water and
supplies to the Farm near the border.

Sitting down and having IFtar with the
conmunity, celebrating Eid with new
outfits For the children, we all Felt
reasonably confident that we'd done at
least one helpful thing.
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(God willing)

Next
year
we will
eat
together

m Syria.
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How long would they stay here?
How long would they exist in this lmbo?

| Felt the happimess drain From me
a little bit, sobered by reality.
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| think sometimes our
circumstances maake our
decisions For us.

Sometimes they are
unrelenting; they force us to
move, to speak, when we are
wot sure If the time is right .

E specially for those wihose
have not lost the right of
choice, we must use that

privilege to choose: to take

action, to Just go now, even if
it 1S mconvewent .



Sometimes the timing IS never right,

and things are always hard, and with

no certamty we must choose to leave,
to stay, to love, now, or not at all.




In the blend of lights and dust n the evenwing, there is no
sign of traffic letting up, and so | motion to wmy Friend
to step mto the street and cross with we.

T here 1s never going to be a good time to cross, Just go now .
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