It's  nice  to be  useful again.  No,  not  just nice. Great. I'm finding myself to be  more than  just a translator.

But  such is the  way. The level of  uncertainity, the lack of  predictability, the  constant  challenge  suit me just  fine. 

It's  good to be  among  people who consider my opinion to be  worth while, who do not  respond  with envy or  condecension at my  contribution to our  common  goals, who are not  intimidated by eagerness, enthusiasm, perception  -  for  a  change. 

The  WV staff a  remarkable  people. I think that what  separates them from the  other Taiwan people I have  worked for  is that they have  developed  a habit of putting the collective  goal ahead of their  own personal  ambitions. It's not just a job. It's a life style.

Yesterday's dinner was  a trip. We  came upon a restaurant  with a  menu. In English , no less. We  sorted  it  out  and translated to  Chinese for our staff. The shopkeeper kept  saying, "kepiting"and making  a  thumbs  up  gesture, and showing a big  grin. We were all wondering  until she  came out  witih a writhing crab with a leg span that could grapple a desk top computer.    

So, for the a  meal that  would have  set us back the  price of  an flat screen LED monitor  back home, we paid the price  of  2 tickets to a matinee,  for 6 people.

I  came here with expectations of grovelling  with the masses of victims. To date  I've ridden a luxury private aircraft where I anticipated an arduous overland  drive, and watched my mates eat the largest  crab any of us have  ever  seen, where I anticpated eating rice witih my hands. I'm trying not  to be disappointed.

My hope and prayer is  to go to Banda  Aceh to supervise a construction crew after my translation work here is finished. 

Last  night  I stood  at the  beach  with  my  Indonesian counterpart, and  watched  a massive lightning  display that makes the  assault  on  Bahgdad  look like  a child's pop  gun, with half a dozen lightning strikes per second.  

3  days  ago  we  stayed at a Catholic mission with a  Dutch Father Matias, swam in the  Indian Ocean amidst  emerald  isles.

Do  I  feel  guilty?

I'm  trying. 

