I ran almost every day in Luxor.  At first I was worried that my actions would be viewed as being rude, as most of the local women veiled.  Our lead archaeologist assured me that people in Luxor are used to the weird ways of Westerners because of all the tourists that come to see the antiquities.  No one would care, they would just wonder why I was running when nothing was chasing me.
Instead of curiosity I experienced nothing but athletic encouragement—as long as I took care not to scare the goats and donkeys!  I especially loved my interactions with the children.  They would race me, sprint along side me until they tired.  They would be upset if I missed a day. They nicknamed me “Marathon Girl.”  The little girls in the Village of Habu make hand-sized dolls out of fabric and try to sell them to the tourists.  –but I got one as a present because I gained sister status.
The children of Egypt are the most beautiful, happy and free I have ever scene.  They never stop smiling.  That’s why I couldn’t stop crying when I heard about the first civilian casualties of the Iraqi war.  One was a 4-year-old child.  Soldiers couldn’t tell if it was a boy or a girl because they had blown off part of the head when they dropped the first bombs.  This is how I felt when I heard the report on NPR…

