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\)apanese Culture Shockforal atina

1 followed the shop owner through a long, narrow bamboo cor-
ridor. Quietly and with a sense of mystic reverence, we entered a gar-
den of cherry blossoms, of ancient garments, and old tea recipes. The
scent of the blossoms, their pink hue permeated the heavens above me.
Though delicate, the trees they clung to so tenaciously were hundreds
of years old. My mind wandered through the history of this ancient land
and the experience 1 was about to embark upon. Earlier that morning, as
1 lay upon my mat, 1 reflected on my recent visit to Kobe and the incred-
ible experiences 1 had. Deep in thought 1 did not hear Yumi enter my
room. In our special way of communicating, part Japanese, part English,
and part hand gestures, she told me that this was going to be a special
day, a day she hoped 1 would enjoy and always remember about Japan
and the history of the Geisha.

After a week of hearing my name pronounced incorrectly with an
additional “chan” placed at the end, 1 was not surprised when the shop
owner called “Allison-chan” from across the room. He was a gentle old
man, the Kind 1 had always imagined was the epitome of the Japanese
elderly. 1 envisioned him sitting on a bench in the park with his eyes half
closed, wearing a faded kimono, always willing to provide a new prov-
erb or pearls of wisdom to his grandchildren sitting attentively at his
feet. Tucked beneath the sleeve of his garment was a photo of a girl, not
many years advanced compared to Yumi or me, with a face almost as
white as a ghost’s and with a smile that seemed to say, “This could be
you.” My heart began to pound with excitement as 1 imagined the supple
silk against my body. In that moment 1 truly felt Japanese. 1 opened my
arms wide to embrace Yumi for her generosity and thoughtfulness. This
entire week 1 had referred to the kimono as a symbol of Japanese culture
and for Yumi to spend her Saturday driving a great distance to Kyoto to
allow me the experience of being a Geisha was a gift from the heart. Yet
1 was not surprised by her act of giving. The week 1 had been in Kobe
she gave the gift of her time guiding me around Kobe, providing a home
for me, and patiently instructing me when my chopsticks slipped through
my finger tips.

To my left was a small traditional chaniwa garden, used for tea
ceremonies, and to my right a single calligraphy hung from the wall. 1

é



was directed to a room and asked to put on a thin white garment, sim-
ilar to what one wears during an exam at the doctor’s office. Moments
later 1 found myself climbing up a set of slippery wooden stairs that
led to a light and open room with three mirrors. A gentle tug directed
my attention toward a single large closest. A chill snaked its way

up my spine, not because 1 felt fear but because 1 was in awe, as 1
watched the attendant glide the bamboo doors open to reveal a mag-
nificent display of kimonos. The sight was overwhelming. The dyes of
each kimono were perfectly in balance with the handcrafted woven
fabric creating a garment as holy as the Pope’s golden laced robes. 1
eagerly sorted through the racks of kimonos worn by the mikos; each
personified a unique artist infused with its own identity. Suddenly, one
kimono toward the end of the row caught my eye. A ruby red sash
hung from its dark blue bodice. The blue reminded me of the serene
waters of Kobe’s port and the red of the Nissoki of Japan’s flag, which
represents the sun.

My thick dark hair was restrained by nets. White makeup was
applied to my face and down my neck. Scarlet red lipstick was applied
to my narrow lips and dark blue eye shadow was added to compli-
ment the hues and tones of the kimono. Surprisingly, the makeup art-
ists directed me not to smile, for Geishas do not show emotion except
thru their eyes and gentle movements.

Finally, 1 was dressed in my kimono. 1 was impressed by the
fluidness and natural speed with which the two women were able
to secure my bodice considering all the intricate pieces that compro-
mise a kimono. The three pound headpiece was the final accessory to
my ensemble. 1 stared at myself in front of the three mirrors. From
the outside 1 knew 1 appeared drastically different in the eyes of my
audience, and yet 1 could see my Latina face transcending through the
layers of makeup. 1 had never seen myself appear so beautiful, and 1
had never once felt so embodied with a culture so drastically different
from my own. This moment was the consolidation of every new sight
and sound that graced this country and the zenith of my experience in

Japan.
~A”ison Fina






Thriller in Mandla

The pizza tasted great, The steak and shrimp dinner wac a delight,
and like the pizza, tacted wonderfully ‘normal” However, whdle my tacte
bude were ready for re-entry, my stomach was not, My wife was able to get
me to the Queen’s Hospital in tonolulu where { spent my first night back
in the US in the ER next to a drunken woman, handeuffed to her bed,
hurling expletive laden insults 4t the arresting officer, A few hours later,
sitting in 2 wheelchair just outside The Queen’s Hospital, | promptly passed
out, ot two minutes after | had been discharged, | had to be readindtted
and given a second If, Thus ended my first night back in the Unéted States
after two months of weekly disaters in Mandla, ncult added to injury

ARRIAL

My oéfe and | were members of a touring 50% rock band, dle
had been invited to Mandla for two months of concerts sponsored by local
Christian ministries. After 36 hours of travel we landed in Mandla and were
promptly assautted by heat and humidity that fett (ke 2 wool sweater i
cummer; Even at 2 A, the roads are crowded, and traffic laws are merely
tiaffic suggestions, Sxhausted and disoriented we arrired at our hotel room
and promptly needed to change rooms, Uelcome to Mandla

Ue met ac a band with our local advance rep and had our ﬁrsﬁ
meeting at the Charro Pizza in a local mall, which would become our

sanctuary,
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"Heres the sttuation,” he began, "Death threats have been made
againgt American missionartes, The Catholic Church fears that Protes-
tants will proselytize Catholics and diaw them into cults, Many mécsionartes

are. heading down to Singapore and you can choose to dtay, or go.”

Could angthing be lesc subtle than an American 50 band?? tJe
were sitting ducks, Ue were exhausted sitting ducks, and we decided to
remain seated,

WEEK 2

e had friendc in Mandla in the entertainment business, <o we
quickly got  spot on a popular local telexision chow, This was a great
opportunity for us because we were eager to promote our shows in the
local schools and townchips, The show went off well, bt the sight of
people fishing in the open sewer was a stark juctaposition to the celebrity
atmosphere (n the studio,

Back at our small hotel we relaxed watching television, The
rumble of 2 heawy truck pasing by seemed more pronounced, Ule quickly
realized that the truck was in fact an earthquake, [ calimly told my wife
not to worry, as the power hadn't even gone off. Then the power went
off. Ac the shaking intencified we braced ourselies under a door jam, The
chaking was <o violent we nearly lost our balance. Convinced we were

about to be buried in a pc of rubble | could hear my wq% pmz/mg
After about a minute of g/mh'ng, tht'ngg calmed down, (Je quéck&/



grabbed our passports and were about to head out when the first after-
shock hét, Once again we were braced in the door jam. After the shaking
stopped, we ran down the hall and out of the budlding to join our band
mates, the other scared quegts, and the hotel employees Running pact the
pool we caw waes cresting a oot above the edge, flooding the lobby,

(atching the news later that night we leamed that the quake was 74 on
the Richter ccale, # city north of Mandla was comp/eéeb/ leveled due to
liguefaction during the quake, Thousandc were dead. Our concerts quickly
became earthquake relief benefits

=2_

[to prayer and
bgue after the
quake tumed to spiritual matters, | say ‘dialogue” but Philippinos qpeak a

The regponge OF the ?ht'/c)opéne peop/e Was a ca

=

repentance, It was fascinating to see how quickly the dia

unigue dialect, Uhdle tagolog (s the official language, the way people speak
& a micture of tagolog, Englich, and Spanish, all at the came time, Inagine
watching the evening news and suddenly, in mid sentence the anchor beging
spealing in Spanish and some other language qou dont even recognize, I
wa fascinating, and more than a little confusing,

WEEK 3

By now the band members kegt no secrets, ‘Bananas or papayas?’
was the question our hostc greeted us with at meals, Half of the band
would raise their hand and ack for bananas and half of the band would ack
for papaya. Bowel function became everyone’s business, After § weeks of

"bananas’ i was no wonder | was o dehydiated i thawad,
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Wow the rains came, f week of monsoon rain kept the dhreets
flooded, tle worried about the squatters who lired in shacks erected out-
stde our hotel along the street, Comehouw they managed to survive, ndle
we had grown weary of being accosted by the children begging for candy
ac we walked to and from the hotel, we were g/ad to be accosted after
the floodc abated,

WEEK 4

Mold was growing on our clothes as they hung in the closet, My
jeans had holes in them from where | had sweat right through them, Being
a drummer | worked up quite a swedt, fs | played, sweat would run down

my arms where & would drip onto my drumheads where & gathered in little
puddles,

Uhdle that was unpleasant, what was worse was the cholera
outbreak that resutted from the monsoon raing overflowing all the
cewers, (hat's more, all the sewage wag now i Manda Bay, which
made seafood iedible, ot only could we not eat vegetables due
to human waste used a fertilizer, seafood wac off the menu learing
meat: and ‘thick-skinmed" fruct such as bananas and oranges as our
main dtaples, Oh, and C'barro pizzat

WEEK 5

Mandla was getting old: trach buming on the cide of the
road, cicknecs food that tactec Just "/eﬁ 0,0 center,” and u)ee/(ﬁ/
12



disacters, Tortunately we had become good friends with come local
musicians who were quéte popular —esentially we are talking the
Michael Jackeon” of the Philippines and his fréends. Theq indted
us to be their quests at their concert in a village a couple hours
outside of Mandla, e piled irto the tour buc and headed irto the
beautéful jungle countryside of Mandla,

As the bus pulled into the village, hundreds of fans lined the
dreet to get a glimpse of their idol Girls were literally screaming
and pulling their hadr;  was reminiscent of “Beatlemania” newsreeks
These guys put on a phenomenal show, and the crowd got quite a
reward for their enthuciasm, & was a night | will never forget,

{ will alco never forget leaming after the fact that the
band had an lterior motée for us, ¥ juct o happened that one of
the dancers in the band was the daughter of General Ramos, the
head of the military and fitwe president, Apparently the rebels were
planning a coup that weekend in Mandla, Knowing that his daughter
was hanging out with come Americans, he cuggested she take uc out
of town for our cafety! So, no dicater thic week, but a very cloge

call

In the weeks that followed t/u'ngg did calm down, thoagh
our stomachg did not, (e were able to take part i an Sm%qaake
Relief concert in the /argegb‘ adium in the nation, g/mn'ng the stage

13
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with our friends and other giants in the entertainment inductry,
Many of our other concerts alo brought in relief goodk for earth-
quake victing. t was the hardest two months of my ife, but | am
proud of the work [ was a part of.

Getting out of Mandla would prove to be it own adenture,
The Airline went on dtrike, <o our flight wac cancelled, Fortunately
we were able to get another flight, Unfortunately, the route took
us right over a Typhoon, UJhen the stewardesses are hanging on

looking scared, qou know &' cerious

Finally, we were relacing on the beach in Honolulu after 2
wonderful lunch of pizza, the adventure was almost orer,

~Michael Andercon
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PHOTO BY Gabriela (Gabi) Leite-Soares
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The Struggles of Studying
Abroad

My name is Chastonie Chipman and |
grew up in Mannheim, Germany with my three
siblings. In September of 2006 | wmoved to
Spokane, Washington to attend a Christian
Discipleship school called Masters Commission.

Before | actually woved to the United
States to participate in a Christian Internship,
[ had visited Chicago, lllinois twice. That is when
| realized that this country was different from
others that | had visited. Of course | knew be-
fore visiting that it would be different because
[ have traveled all my life and knew that every
country has its own culture, but up to this point
[ had always been in a “comfort zone” called
Europe. Less than two months after moving to
Spokane, | was ready to quit school and return
home to Germany. While in the beginning | was
excited about my new adventure, | quickly be-
gan to experience anxiety, constant headaches,
extreme homesickness, feelings of helplessness,
and withdrawal from wmy close relationships.

[ had absolutely wno idea that | was
experiencing culture shock; all | knew was
[ wanted to go home. | think a lot of what |
experienced was due to the fact that the people
around me, myself included, did not realize that
[ came from a different country and culture. For
example, if | did not show patriotism, even though



[ have an American passport, | was viewed as an
outcast. In reality | had never learned anything
about patriotism; after World War I, Germany
did not dare to show any kind of national pride.
Not until the 2006 FIFA World Cup was held in
Germany did the country show any patriotism.
During this event hundreds of German flags lit-
tered the streets at any given time. Now that
[ understand the concept of “Culture Shock,” |
know that it is an important one to take se-
riously because it can have serious side effects.

For example, my friend Katharina came
to Spokane the year after | did. My presence in
the U.S. made her transition much easier than
mine was. ldentifying with someone from your
own country makes experiencing a new culture
much easier. My experience in Spokane was more
difficult than hers because not only am | Ger-
man but also part African American. | felt very
misplaced as | could not relate to anyone who
was German at the time, but it also seemed as
though people treated we differently based on
my ethnicity. Having people judge me because
of my physical appearance was a shocking con-
cept for me. Now that | have been in the United
States for some time | have grown accustomed
to it, but at first it was difficult for me to grasp.

~Clrastonae F. Chvipmon
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KEEPING TOURISTS SAFE; BILINGUAL
STREET SIGNS

PHOTO BY EMILY GOONTING
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The Power of Sucking It Up

That first dinngr at 871 lsarrega, Bugnos {i-
regs, my head felt likg a ticking timg bomb wait-
ing to gxplodg. My brain struggled to pigee
toggther sgntgncgs in €nglish, much lgss com-
preghgnd thg Spanish that was bging thrown
around likg food in a food fight, mixed and
mashed together. Qugstions dirgeted at mg
werg answgeregd with a nod and a lot of “yes’s”. |
quickly lgarnegd the phraseg “I don’t undgrstand”.

Four months later [ would sit at that samg
tablg, plaging Rummi Cubg with my host mother
and sister, bantegring back and forth. Mg head
no longgr felt likg a balloon ready to burst, and
Spanish camg to me quicker and gasigr than €ng-
lish did. Thosg four months taught me the power
of sucking it up, and showegd mg that the world
is at ygour fingertips when you do so. | spent the
first wegk walking forty minutgs to school gach
morning, too afraid of thg nonsgnsical bus sys-
tem to try it out. 4 month later [ found myself giv-
ing up my seat likg a good Arggntinian ggntlgman
to a goung preggnant woman, whilg theg bus driv-
gr gelled at the “@ringo” that this was the stop.

19
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The first weeks werg filled with tgars and
s¢lf~doubt, theg final ongs with gratitudg and
sglf~confidgncg. In betweegn 1 discovered the
greategst lgsson of all:  angthing can bg ac-
complished with a littlg bit of courageg and for-
titude. ducking it up Igads to thgopgning of
cultural doors that wegrg not gvegn visiblg be-
forg. domgetimes the act of falling can bg quite
helpful for gour perspective, and whegn you
stand back up and brush yoursglf off, it is
likg looking at things for the first timg again.

Culturg dhock is thg warning sign that
somgthing inergdiblg is about to happen.

Jou just nged to suck it up to get there.

By {Indrew Cataldo



In many rural areas in developing countries, peo-
ple still use traditional cookstoves (wood) to cook.
This picture was taken when we visited a villag-

er’s kitchen in Bobonaro district in Timor-Leste.

PHOTO BY Gabriela (Gabi) Leite-Soares
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Dirty Laundry

One thing | never expected when studying abroad in Ca-
qli, Haly, was traveling about town with my dirty clothes
in a sack. We were told each apartment would have

a washing machine or at least have access to 3 wash-

ing machine. | was rather surprised when my landlord
explained that | could leave my dirty clothes with him
so his family could wash them for me, retuning them
within a day or so.

| send clothes to the dry cleaner all the time when I am
home in United States, so | am not exactly sure why this
generous proposition made me feel so uncomfortable.
After all, wouldn't it be nice to take a vacation from
doing laundry, too? Maybe it was because | only send
skirts and shirts to the dry cleaner, not my underwear.
Maybe it was because a dry cleaner is a professional,

and there is 3 detachment in that relationship. The
landlord’s family was very kind and amiable, but I just
couldn't imagine my underwear hanging in a stranger’s
backyard and still be able to look him in the eye the
next day. Or maybe, in this adventure abroad, holding
onto my underwear was the last bastion of control in an
otherwise fluid and uncertain environment.

| don‘t know. | imagine it is 3 little of all the above.
When you are thick in the middle of obscurity, trying
to find meaning and understanding, you just want to
know where is your underwear.

~Dignnga Stratton

22



Hybrid

There's no doubt the most frequent question I've been

asked in my life has been “Wait, you're Filipino?” It comes to a
shock to most people, mainly because there's as much melanin
in my skin as my Caucasian father. The only physical proof I
have is my flat nose. I'm not even “good” Filipino either. I can't
speak any of the dialects, I've never visited the homeland, and
I can't stomach Chocolate Meat (Google it). But there's no way I
could hide the pride I have for being Filipino.

It's been difficult finding a cultural identity being of
mixed ethnicities. Coming to a new place, like college for ex-
ample, blending in sounded like the best way to make friends. I
could get away with telling everyone I'm just like the majority:
But as I've grown older, I've never been more proud of my Fili-
pino heritage. My mom, who was born and raised in Manila, is
the hardest working human being on the planet in my opinion.
How could I ever turn down bragging that I'm just like her?

I'd say this campus is a welcoming one. But I've seen the
way people who appear different than the majority are looked
at. Although it might be only a couple hundred miles away, the
culture here is way different here than back home. Someone’s
actually said to me “Wow, you have a lot of Asian friends.” My

whole life they've never been my Asian friends; they're just my
friends.

People like to call us the people of tomorrow. One day, the
majority will be those of a blend of races. Until then though, I
answer that frequent question with a “Yes. You can't tell?” I've
never been more proud of seeing someone in disbelief.

By E.J. Spangler
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Bolivia
You can complain because roges have thoms, or qou can rejoice because
thomg have roses,” — Tom UJilson, This quote, posted outside the UC
embacsy Rose garden in |.a Fae, Bolivia, reflects the vast contrasts
within thic small, but extraordinardly diverse country, The tremendous

mineral and natural vesource. wealth judtaposed againgt the masses living
in poverty, the majordty indigenous population butting headk, the ficts
and guns againgt the colonial legacy of exclusion, and the commanding
world-clacs peaks of the Andes coaring dy-high abore some of the
mogt luch forests in the world make Bolivia an unmictakable diamond
i the rough, Ulhen | first arrived 4t the top of the world at El Alto
International érport, all | noticed were the citys thomg: the children
plaging with plastic bags around their heads; the frothy, sewage-filled
riter; the paralyzing blockades and protests; and the streets laden with
trash and packs of skinng dogs. However; poco a poco | discorered Bo-
livia's beauty; Bolivia's well-known hospitaléty, it beautdful and largely
urtouched ecological wonders, the vibrant indigenous cutture, and i
swelling national pride, So degpite s thoms, Bolivia helped me grow,
challenged my worldview, and ingpired me to pursue my dreams, (Jéthin
that context, | leamed to cherich the roces within the thicket of thomc,

Chelsea Quilling
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Reflections

Calile Beach in Broome, Austrailin

e} A

PHOTO BY Patrick Jansa
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Living Within a Different Culture

Once one turns into an adult, the time of decision-
making has come- this is the most significant period of
one’s life due to the complex results that one decision
can have. T'wo years ago I made that decision. [ am one of
those students who left their own country with the goal of
getting an education in the U.S. I remember the exact day
I left my country because that day changed my life. It was
on January s, 2oio when [ crossed the border from Tijuana,
Mexico, to San Diego, California, and then I flew all the
way up to Spokane, Washington.

The process of living within a different culture
began as soon as I arrived in Spokane, which would later
be like my home. At first [ was fascinated with the entire
natural environment that surrounds Spokane, as well as
the tasty American food. However, there are many differ-
ent things that international students have to face and
overcome: mainly culture shock. Being from a different
culture, everything will be different and new. Take the
weather for example; ] am from Mexico, where it never
snows. [ had never seen snow in my life until I came to
Spokane. It was incredibly difficult for me to adapt to the
new weather. I can honestly say that I am still trying to
adapt to this weather. The English language became the
next stage to overcome. When I started out as an interna-
tional student here at Gonzaga, I couldn’t even say “hello”
in English. Allow me to elaborate on one of my early
experiences with speaking the English language:

One day while [ was walking on the street near
Jepson, a car approached me, and the driver asked me for
directions. He simply asked me where the book store was.
Even though I knew where the bookstore was, I had to
say that I didn’t know where it was because at that time
I couldn’t express myself well in English. So I told him
that I was sorry, but I didn’t know where the bookstore
was. It was frustrating because I wanted to help the man



but I couldn’t. From there I got motivation to work harder
and to be able to communicate in a second language.

A few months after my arrival, another difficulty of
culture shock set in. I started to become homesick- miss-
ing my family and friends who had been so important to me
for the past eighteen years of my life. Another thing that I
missed a great deal was food, mostly the spicy taste of the
Mexican food. All of these things made me want to go back
to Mexico more than ever, but I refused and held to my
first decision of study abroad. The support of my family and
friends made it easier, and the time went so fast.

I took several months to understand more about the
American culture and how to be part of it. The people of
the Gonzaga community were so kind and friendly, mak-
ing my time here much better than expected. Soon I started
to make new friends, hang out, and speak English. Later
my friends and I went to see the Gonzaga men’s basketball
games, which I found very interesting, even though I don’
know the rules of basketball very well. From going to the
games [ learned that you must get there very early in order
to get a seat and that you have to stand and cheer the entire
game.

Experiencing a new culture came to be the most fas-
cinating and exciting experience ever. So my best advice for
those who are thinking about studying in another country
is to do it. It might be difficult at first, but it is something
easy to overcome. Once you get used to living within a dif-
ferent culture it will become an incredible experience. As a
current Gonzaga student I'm glad to be part of the multicul-
tural diversity, representing my Mexican heritage. Finally,
we should all remember that it is better if you “do not leave

for tomorrow the things that you can do today” .

vRicardo Ortiz Ayala
27



The moon was large and low in the sky, larger than I had ever seen
it. Its beautiful light danced on the snow and illuminated the forest I was
walking through. Up a steep and untouched hillside, I waded through the
thigh high snow seeking the shrine where the garbs of the Namahage were
to be blessed. As I reached the top of a snow covered hill, tasting blood
in my mouth, breathing heavily, and certainly lamenting the cost of my
journey, I came to the small shrine.

Once there, the Japanese men blessed the Namahage garbs and
shared sake (Japanese rice wine). We then dressed in the Namahage garb
and became the Namahage. As we climbed down, I realized that [ was
certainly the largest Namahage on the mountain.

I had woven my own Namahage garb. Because I am by no means
a small person, meant I had to make my garb much longer than the others.
To make matters worse, the masters who are trained in the art of creating
such garb were excited and seemed to be playing a sort of practical joke
on me. As I braided the stock, they would hand me more stock. With each
exchange the amount of stock given to me increased more and more until

I was nearly braiding small tree trunks! Trembling and screaming for a re-

28



spite, my hands burned with the effort, but none came. Due to the eager
masters’ efforts to hand me tree sized stock and my own stubbornness
not to show weakness, my garb soon became the largest in the room.
Despite the increasing pain and treat of rebellion, it was also one of the
best braided, as my large hands were strong and well suited for the job.
When my garb was near double everyone else’s, the master finally said
I had done enough.

I wish I could portray the amount of laughing I endured. They
laughed at how big my suit was and how the girth of the rope was near
4 inches! Looking at the efforts of others, I must admit the joke was
obvious, as no garb’s rope girth exceeded more than an inch.

The Namahage also wear masks typically made from cedar
that are painted red or green and decorated with hair. This is their most
distinguishing aspect.

The Namahage themselves are demons in Japan. A Namahage
functions in two particular ways. First, it is the most evil demon in
the evil demon hierarchy and when it enters a house, it scares out any
other spirit: both good and bad. So if a Namahage comes to a house
it cleanses the house of all evil, for no other demon can tolerate its
presence. The people who live in the house need to placate the Nama-
hage, or they will suffer its evil. It is important to note that if a person
had died within the year, the Namahage are not allowed into the home,
for it will scare away the spirit of the deceased. A Namahage may not
know if this is the case; therefore, those with spirits to protect must be
ever vigilant during the night of the Namahage. So long as one does not
enter, they will not need to placate them.

The second function that the Namahage performs is a subtle
and side outcome which deals exclusively with the behavior of chil-
dren. This is the most visual aspect of the Namahage. When a Nama-
hage enters into a home to seek out children, it shouts and screams,
“Jp T | 2 (Where are the bad children?!!!). A

Namahage wants to eat children; it is natural for him to seek them out,
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both good and bad. Should a parent fail to pacify the Namahage, they
may very well lose a child. “«ip ZlE 1275 Therefore, the ques-
tion, “Where are the bad children?!!!” brings joy to parents and dread to
children for a child’s life depends on the ability of his or her parents to
appease the Namahage. When the Namahage finds a child, it drills and
shouts and threatens to eat and kill the child. When this happens parents
seeking to save their children defend them and say that they are good chil-
dren: they do chores, finish their homework, and listen to their parents.
The parents also offer copious amounts of alcohol, food, or drink to satisfy
the Namahage at this point. But the Namahage is not so easily deterred
from its feast and will continue to interrogate the child, asking if what the
parents are saying is true, threatening in case it turns out to be a lie. The
Namahage intimidates by saying it can tell if the child is lying because if
he or she is, the Namahage will surely eat the child no matter what. By this
time, a good Namahage will have children weeping and shaking with fear.
Once it has scared every child, the parents offer more food and alcohol, as
they wish to keep their children. The process of offering food or drink is
an essential symbol. If no food or drink is offered, the Namahage cannot
be mollified and must take a child. After the Namahage is satisfied with
the child’s promises to listen to his or her parents, finish homework, do
chores, and pretty much be the best son or daughter possible, it moves on
to the next house in the hopes of finding a child to eat.

Now, if children know that their lives rest in their parents’ ability
to placate a Namahage, they may feel a great amount of anxiety, especially
if they themselves feel like they have not been good children. If the Nama-
hage is appeased, the children will remember that their parents lied about
them being a good child, and this creates guilt. This guilt may cause them
to behave better for the next year. And even good children are so afraid of
becoming bad that they won’t dare to misbehave since they know that the
next year another Namahage will be back. Thus keeping children in line
is what keeps the tradition of the Namahage alive. The tradition is an old

one, and no one is quite sure where it came from. There is a large commu
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nity in Japan who speculate that Namahage can be translated as “foreign

god” and postulate that in ancient times the demons were shipwrecked
foreigners who ran into houses seeking food or drink, odds are scaring the
heck out of children and those involved.

Leaving the mountain shrine behind, we, a group of about ten Na-
mahage, came down the mountain side shouting and making our presence
known to the world. Our collected din echoed off the snow and preceded
our terrifying arrival. Once we reached a cluster of houses, we split up
into groups of two to four depending on the size of the house. As it is not
in the nature of a Namahage to knock, we barged into houses shouting,
terrorizing, violating privacy, and forcing our presence upon the family of
the house entered.

Our first victims were in the midst of consuming a massive feast.
All generations were present and after fulfilling the duties of the Nama-
hage, we were asked to sit and eat. To do this I had to take off my mask
and to everyone’s astonishment, I turned out to be a foreigner. No sooner
had I lowered my mask, when an old grandmother shoved something into
my mouth. She was knuckle deep and deposited what I later found to be

cow hoof. I had no choice but to eat it. Here I thought I was the one dis-
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regarding boundaries of privacy, causing children to shrink in shock and
terror as we kicked through the door. With my mouth violated straight
out of the gate, I should have known then how foolish I was to think that
this was going to be a one-sided affair.

After several houses, where we steadily made children shriek,
tremble, and hide, I started to feel my mind dulling from the alcohol. As
the largest Namahage, and maybe because I really was foreigner, I could
not escape each person in the house wanting to fill my glass. I wanted
to be polite, and in Japanese culture it is a sign of great hospitality and
respect to fill a person’s glass, so I could not help but continue to drink.
Things continued and soon my voice began to slur and increase in vol-
ume adding more terror to my presence.

Many houses later, with my own inhibitions challenged, I found
myself the only Namage in a house with a thirteen year old boy. I raged
upon him in the most savage way. The “foreign god” had returned to
Japan, drunk, fanatic, and insatiable. The Namahage coursed through my
veins, causing the boy to wale and shutter in terror as he called out for his
mother to save him. With an attempt to appease me, the mother brought
out more sake and some very plain looking tuna sandwiches. She could
not help but smile as her son hugged her for dear life. I drank and casu-
ally picked up a sandwich and ate it. I wish I could explain how magical
the tuna sandwich tasted. It was the best food I have ever eaten in my
life, and for as long as I live, I know I will never eat anything like it. [ can
say it changed my life for the better, and [ am sorry to think that I will
never eat something so delightful again. I left the whimpering boy and his
thankful mother: to say the least the Namahage was pacified.

Feeling the effect of the sake and in need of relief, [ walked to a
nearby snow pile. In violation of presumed privacy, an elderly Japanese
woman grabbed my shoulder, and urged me to go to her house as soon
as possible. I washed my hands in fresh snow and ran to her home. In the

house I found two young sisters around eight and ten. They were standing
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on the back of a couch, pressed up against a wall, hugging each other and
trembling. In my nastiest and cruelest voice, amplified by inebriation,

I relentlessly shouted, threatened, and intimidated. The Namahage had
returned to my blood, and it sought to break these two young girls. As

I threatened to tear their flesh from their bones and eat them, their eyes
watered, but not a single tear fell. Clutching each other ever more tightly,
they simply nodded silently as I asked if they were good girls, if they
finished their homework, and if they did their chores. The Namahage
was not satisfied. Ravenous for blood and fear, I found myself savagely
interrogating the girls. Their deep souls were present in their watery eyes
as I pierced though them with my terrible voice. Booming with wrath the
Namahage could do nothing to break the children. Their deep and beauti-
ful souls were immensely strong, and the most evil of demons could not
penetrate or corrupt them with fear.

They had broken the Namahage. In defeat, I left the girls. I
did not want food or drink. There was no hunger; there was no need to
pacify. Their power had caused the Namahage to leave me. [ was alone,
wary of the night, and shaken by the strength of two young girls who
overcame the “foreign god” demon from the mountain.

The moon was large and low in the sky, larger than I had ever
seen it. It stared down upon the machinations of the past hours indiffer-
ently. [ turned to the mountain. It was over; the time of the Namahage
was at an end, and the time to sleep until next year was at hand. Having
raided the village and being appeased by the sacrifice of his victims, the
Namahage left hoping in his dark heart that next year may yield a child
to feast upon.

The shadow of the Namahage flickering on the white snow was

really just the shadow of a man: steadily climbing the mountain.

~Matthew Gilles

33



>4

Bi-Bi Birdie

’'m Biracial
half Cuban,
but I'm real.
[ know that no one in Arizona will look at my skin
that freckles instead of tans
and ask for papers,
‘cause I'm pale
‘cause my white mother’s tongue
is my mother tongue.
When | feel the missing pieces
the island 've never seen
the family it was so long illegal for me to
meet
[ wish, sometimes, to be just one thing
To be as white as | seem
as | sound
as | usually act.
But then | remember the things my dad gave me
From his culture.
from our culture
castallano
familia
solideridad.
Such is the life in this globalized era
of a bifurcated, bisected, biracial,
Bisexual?
Oh yeah, | date women
and men.



[ love women
and men.
Some people ask why | don't pick
Just commit
choose a side
kiss the girls
or kiss the boys.
And sometimes, | wish [ could,
but then | remember the love
in my life
from women,
from men,
from community;
the homes I've found
lll never give up.
So when | can’t bring a boyfriend
When they tell me
“This is queer space
so come Without him”
or | can’t bring a girlfriend
when they tell me” it's a family thing”
and “God, Diana, do you always have to make a
point?”’
[ remember there's a cost
of living in two worlds.
but | used to think | wasn't home anywhere
until | learned that being me
gives me a home wherever | am.

By Diana Mallon
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In 2010, I accompanied some Japanese engineers and design-
ers traveling to a rural area in Timor-Leste. These engineers
and designers work for major manufacturing companies in Ja-
pan (e.g. SONY, TOYOTA, MITSUBISHI, etc) and they are in-
terested in developing simple technologies to help people at the
bottom of the pyramid. The purpose of the visit was for the engi-
neers to immerse with the villagers, obServe the life of the villag-
ers, and identify challenges and possible solutions to their problems.
The designers and engineers were surprised that the villagers all
looked happy despite their hardships in meeting their basic needs.
(above picture) One of the engineers took a photo of the chil-
dren in the village and is showing them the result on his camera.

~ Gabriela (Gabi) Leite- Soares
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It takes a special kind of person to admire the majesty of this Post-
Mao era municipal masterpiece, with twenty-two floors of spacious
apartments that put your average Japanese apartment to shame.
One of them can be yours for the mere price of 1700 Yuan a month.
It comes complete with a heated shower, excellent panoramas of
the surrounding countryside, and close proximity to burning gar-

bage.

-Zach Kubin



lntercultural Communication

There was a very ambitious and smart young girl. She gracJuatecJ
with a hig]ﬁ GPA and received the opportunity to comp|ete her education
in the United States. Her language skills were high enough to place her in
an upper intermechate |eve|, [)ut al?ter one month she movecl to tl’ae acl-
vanced level. She was very excited as she knew she could now concentrate
on more academic skills. Three weeks passecJ and she learned new vocabu-
Iary, l)ut nothing to put into an aca(Jemic context. She Iﬁac, kopecJ to |earn
]’10w to apply her ski”s in co”ege, as we” as kow to c’eal with American
proFessors. She also desired a greater lrenowleclge of American culture. As
she was aml)itious, s]we cJecicJecJ to start on her own ancJ to write a state-
ment of her cJesire to attencJ university. The teacker's response was, But
what wil you do if you get married? You cannot work after you marry. lt
became clear that the student and her teacher had very different ideas about

stuc’ying Ianguage.

That gir| was me. As an ESL student | experiencecJ very differ-
ent environments in the different schools | attended in the US. The first
school was where the previous examp|e occurred. /\/\y teacher's reaction to
my wanting to attend co”ege and her lack of uncJerstanchng of women and
marriage in Saudi Arabia revealed her stereotypica| opinion of my culture.
The teachers there admitted that it was their first time working with Saudi
women and that lack of lznowleclge soon became obvious. | was gracJecJ
down for not participating in group work or for ta”zing with other stu-
cJents. ln my c|ass there were five gir|s from chH?erent nationalities, an(J tl’ae
rest were Sachi men. P|acecJ in a group with tl’we Sauc’i men, ] couIcJ not

talk at all. Alt]’uough the teacher was aware that in my culture women are
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not used to ta”eing to men, he sti” insisted tt\at [ must change now tL‘nat
| was in America. This was too great an acljustment to make quicHy, as
| had no experience communicating with strange men. The culture shock
took a toll on my gra&es, and my Ianguage skills did not improve. | cried
every niglﬁt and told my tami|y that | did not want to continue. The
teacher's attempts to make me more cu|tura”y sensitive undermined my

ability to learn English. Fina”y | decided to c]’uange cities.

Once l L‘na& change& scl‘nools, | rea|izecJ tL‘nat the teaching methocls
had been the problem. | moved to another school and was again placeé
at the L\ighest level. The classes were different. In each class we learned
both |anguage and culture. For examp]e, in the writing class tlﬁey taught
us APA style for writing essays. This was a combination of academic
slrei”s and American culture. |n my speaking class, tt\e teacher exp|aine&
vocat)u|ary in terms of cultural and academic relevance while te”ing us how
American universities worked. The teacher asked us at the very t)eginning
about our future plans and wlﬁy we chose to study there. He Jevelope& his
material according to I’uis stuoents' nee&s, ancl we also lﬁaJ tlﬁe opportunity

to asl? particular questions al:)out IA\merican culture.

/\/\ost importantly, even though t]'\e class was Fu” of Saudi
students, he never put a Saudi gir] togett\er with a Saudi man. The goal
was to teach us |anguage skills in a comfortable setting rather than torcing
us to understand and relate to other cultures. As a result my language

improve& sulastantia”y.

-/\/\aram ZA\lt)aIawi



The Royal Mile in Winter

Edinburgh, Scotland

PHOTO BY Set Wlorron
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Loch Lomond, Scotland

PHOTO BY Seth Morrison
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Atypical

Where Are You From?I get that question a lot, espe-~
cially when I'm meeting new people or traveling. The answer
is alwags the same: Colorado, near Denver, more speci{icallg
Aurora which is just southeast of Denver. The question that gets
asked next is a little trickier and sometimes irritating, some~
times offensive.

Oh, but what nationality are you?

Well, I'm American.] was born in Cali{ornia, raised in
Colorado. The confused look I get is usually followed by an~
other question.

Where's your {amilg from?

Ol‘l, well, my mom was born in the Philippines, but my
grandparents left when she was nine months old. They moved
all around the States because my grandpa was in the Navy.
My biological father's family is also from the Philippines. My

stepdad is Caucasian. He has roots all over Europe.

Conversations like that annoy me sometimes. It's not
that I'm not proud to be Filipino. It just doesn't define all of who
[am.

[leave my shoes at the door, eat rice on a regular basis, and
cook Asian food, but | make awesome spaghetti too. And if you
give me a plate of hot wings, [ will go to town on them. I grew up
in middle~class America, surrounded by other kids of the same
socioeconomic background. So what if [ was the only “brown”
person around? [t didn't mean anything to me. But then again,
['ve been a little sheltered and a little too trusting of people. |

like seeing the good in others.

Leaving high school for Gonzaga University was a bit
of a shock for me. During high school [ was a part of the In~

ternational Baccalaureate program which was a curriculum
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intended to better set me up for college and life afterwards. It was
a program for overachievers. One of the more interesting aspects
about this program was that very few of us claimed Anglo-Saxon
or European descent. Looking at my class graduation photo, I can
name most people and their ethnicity. On top of that, my high
school started a World Awareness Week in which students, com~
munity mem]aers, and teachers would present clances, {oocl, and
the cultures of the world. I never realized what a diverse commu-
nity [ lived in until I left it.

Driving up to Gonzaga, my parents warned me that the
area | was moving to wasn't nearly as diverse. I shrugged it off
which was easy to do when the first people | met were from
the Building Relationships in Diverse Gonzaga Environments
(BRIDGE) program:. [t wasn t until later that I realized how ho-

mogenous GUis.

Throughout my GU experience | remember seeing the in~
ditference to the call for diversity. My friends not connected with
BRIDGE or the cultural clubs were sometimes uninterested as to
what was going on with the cultural clubs. Even my education
seemed to be focused on mainstream thought. My religion classes
focused on Christianity. They included Old and New Testament,
Catholicism, and Christian Marriage. Sometimes [ wanted to yell,
“T'm Catholic! Why doIneed tolearn more about Catholicism?'?”
I wouldn't have minded learning about Islam or Buddhism or
Hinduism. However, those options weren't available to me. West-
ern thought is prevalent in the society we live in, but what about
Eastern thought? Isn't there knowledge to be gained from every-
where?

What troubled me even more were the stories of racism
and discrimination. Sure, | know that it exists. ['ve seen and heard

too much to deny that racism isn't alive and kicking, Every time
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a guy tells me he prefers Asian girls, [ cringe and hope he didn't
start talking to me just because I'm Asian.I'd like to think I'm not

the stereotypical Asian.

[like to believe that generally, people have good inten~
tions and I'd like to believe racism is dying and but ['ve seen and

heard too much.

While at Gonzaga, people of color were advocating for
more people of color and in some ways, it seemed like we were
preaching to the choir. I think in a cultural club it's hard to not
revere that particular culture and aim to recruit members with
that heritage, but if you want diversity to thrive, work on being

diverse. New ideas come from evergwhere.

During my four years, [ became heavilg involved in the
Filipino American Student Union. It was an attempt to connect
with the heritage [ knew little about.I prided FASU on being
one of the most diverse diversity clubs on campus. Not all of our
members were Filipino and the executive board was not always
filled with Filipinos. To see the incoming classes becoming more
diverse and hearing that the clubis thriving makes me proud,
but sometimes [ wish [ didn't feel the need to advocate for diver-

sity.

[left Gonzaga tired of fighting for a more diverse envi-
ronment. Toclag [ saw something that gives me hope—a large
statue of a bald man with broad facial features, full lips, and a

muscular build, nailed to a cross.

-J essalg n Herreria-Gomez
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Tuko Pamoja
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“I am because we are, since we are, therefore I am”- John Mbiti
Kenya is as beautiful and as ever changing as the sunset. With
religion as the sustaining sun and the Village as the sky canvas, people
dance across their shambas (gardens) mixing their warm colors with
gossip and friendly conversation, painting the sky. In my life T never

saw a more beautiful sunset nor met more beautiful People than I did
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while in Kenya. I knew from the start that teaching in rural Kenya
was going to be an experience [ would never forget. However, I did
not expect that I would find rnyself in a country where chickens and

donkeys were more abundant than seated toilets and packaged meat.

I'm not going to lie, the initial culture shock was pretty terrible.
To this day, I still don’t know what was more fun: eating food that my
stomach couldn’t digest or having to deposit the poorly digested food in
a pit latrine, which is fancy name for ridiculously small hellhole in the
ground. Either way, rural life was not easy to adjust to. But over time, I
found fetching water to be therapeutic and using latrines to be a game
that I would hopefully someday master. Ultimately, Kenya taught me
that peace and happiness are states of mind and that finding tranquili-

ty in chaos allows for unconditional love and growth in any situation.

While 1 learned so much from my time in Kenya,
the most important thing [ learned was the phrase “Tuko
Pamoja.” Tuko Pamoja directly translates to “We are togeth-
er.” This short and almost melodic phrase is what opened my

heart to Kenya, its what allowed me to leave my Kenyan fam-

ily and friends, and it’s what continues to sustain me to this day.

When I first arrived at my rural home, I felt so alone. I felt this
way until a small boy named Johnstone (far left in the picture) began to
hold my hand and sing a song. Johnstone didn’t speak a word of English,
so I had no idea what was being said until an old man began to laugh

and explained that Johnstone’s chorus was “me and a white girl, we are
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together.” Johnstone was my first and best friend in Kenya. Tuko Pamoja.

Leaving Kenya was equally as difhicult as arriving. Saying goodbye
to my family, friends, and students was the hardest thing I have ever had
to do so far in my life. Tuko Pamoja is what enabled me to leave all of the
people I came to love in Kenya. Prior to my goodbyes, my host mother
pulled me aside and promised me that no matter where I am in the world,

Twill always be in her heart and we will always be together. Tuko Pamoja.

Today I find myself sitting on toilets and indulging myselfin elec-
tricaHy lit decorative Christmas lights. However, what truly motivates
me is no longer the promise of a hot shower or a bowl of FROYO; but
rather, I find myself wanting to be better for my friends in Kenya. I found
myself through them and now they are a part of me. Despite the distance
and language barrier, their love and acceptance continues to grow in my

heart, and I know that we are and always will be together. Tuko Pamoja.

-Michelle Togami
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The Journey

We began before dawn. That much was necessary.

“You're not really going all the way to the top, are you?!” Asked
a voice on my left, a young German qirl with sweet eyes. It seemed as
though she would have preferred sleep to the long trek we were about to
endure. | only smiled.

I had a water bottle and two bags of chips in my pack, and |
could not help but pray that there might be one or two vendors along
the way for when these provisions inevitably ran dry. For now, we were
fine; that pre-dawn chill forestalled any longing we would have had for
food or liquid. It would only be a few hours, though, before that in-
famous Gujarati sun began to rise. We had to travel as far as possible
before the brutal heat of day stripped us of our will.

Taking a deep breath, | took that first step. It felt odd that such a
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simple action could be the precursor to so much, one in ten thousand.
| didn't know why exactly | had decided to take that step, nor why | had
decided to bring along a friend. We had traveled to the little city of Ju-
nagadh on a whim, in fact, and both hoped it would be well worth the

trouble—food poisoning and thieves—we had run into along the way.

The second step was easier. | was here to complete 3 task. |
thought | would see it through to the end no matter what. Amazing
how easy it was to drive one on with such encouragement at the begin-
ning of a trial.

So we marched upwards, step after step after step, circling
around the mountain and coming ever higher. Our breath grew la-
bored and short, as though each inhalation could not bring in enough
air. Upon reaching the one thousandth step we were happily out of
breath, smiling to one another and commenting on how the air didn't
seem so cold anymore. An hour passed and we had reached the two
thousandth step of this great stairway up the mountain. Slowly, the sun
began to rise in the distance. The woman and | looked to each other.
We both knew how long a path we still had; this stone road would not
get any easier. We had to pick up the pace.

It was then that we began to see the Pilgrims. Withered old
women in sarees and strong young men in jeans and T-shirts, Jains and
Hindus. Both ascended this mountain, neither sect minding the other’s
presence, yet always mindful of their existence. Some of the Pilgrims
came up from below. Others had stayed the night on the mountain
path, so as to spread their pilgrimage over as many days as possible,
making it easier for their fragile bones.

Three thousand: all jests and idle talk had ceased, our energies
too focused on the next step.

Four thousand: We had found more water and my companion
had lost all previously ingested potato chips over the side of the moun-
tain. | hoped that wasn't sacrilege.

Upon reaching step five thousand, | realized that | would
have to continue on alone, packed between vast throngs of chatter-
ing Pilgrims, some singing, some yelling, while still others silent and
contemplative. | waved goodbye to my companion as she sat on that
five-thousandth step, a frown on her face. Likely it came from the pain
in her stomach, though, I'd warrant from the disappointment in her
heart, as well.

The next five thousand steps are something of a blur in my
memory. | know | walked those steps. | cannot, however, recall the
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context in which I climbed. No, I was far too concerned with the burn-
ing in my thighs, and the hateful sun assaulting my shoulders and back.
We had climbed together, the sun and I, and every step | took further
was yet another challenge to her dominion over the earth. | wouldnt
fall prey to heat exhaustion; | wouldn't allow my legs to collapse under
me.

My entire body was trembling when I entered into a tiny
Hindu temple built firmly upon the highest peak in Western India.

My eyes widened before the statue of Kali, that most terrible goddess

of strength and battle. | circumambulated the statue, unable to with-
draw my gaze, as if some sort of miasma had descended over me. Only
after some moments did | come to realize the presence of a shriveled,
leathery, old swami sitting beside the statue. He smiled at me, know-
ingly, as if he remembered that first moment when he too had finished
the journey. He took my hand and gave to me Prasad, a tiny portion of
food with his goddess’ blessings imbued.

I left the temple and soon came upon another building, into
which another small, bony priest waved me. I was seated on the ground
beside a sun-tanned woman in a magnificent red saree; | bobbled my
head to her, and she smiled a toothless grin in response.

They brought out my plate, a few dried leaves sewn together. |
looked at dining ware with intensity, as only one who has spent all his
life in the West could do. Onto that little leaf plate I was given sweet
basmati rice, with just the perfect amount of saffron sprinkled over it
and a paste-like, sugary substance on the side.

Sitting there, sweat-drenched and covered in dust, | ate beside
that toothless old woman. She too had completed this pilgrimage,
albeit, for religious reasons. | had, however, climbed the mountain out
of sheer curiosity, out of 3 longing for something deep and meaningful
and beautiful. As we sat there together, sharing the same space of floor,
I realized that | had reached what I had set out to find. She and I were
the same, despite the entire world of differences that would forever
separate us. No. That day we were both Pilgrims who had completed a
journey of grueling proportions. Both of us were eating the same Pil-
qrim’s Meal to fill our empty stomachs, brutalized after countless hours
of marching towards the same goal.

It was the finest meal | had ever eaten.

~Nicholas Basham
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Larrie INoiaN GIRL

Before | left the Colville Indian Reservation | didn't realize |
was entering the world as a minority. My first weekend at college |
left campus to go to Wellpinit to check out the powwow and visit
my family from home. | had a feeling of confidence and strength
when [ left the powwow to return to my new “home” at Gonzaga.
| noticed my car was the only one with an eagle feather hung in
the windshield and that was a rare occurrence to me. It was after
dark, and | was sure everyone in my dorm was asleep. The moment
| entered the building sensor lights flashed and my attention went
toward the “little Indian girl” drawing on a neighbor’s door. The
mockery had high cheekbones, a war bonnet with the impression
of eagle feathers, long-thick braids, big kissy lips and long eyelashes
with the friendliest hand written title.

| felt compelled to erase the message right away. But then
| second guessed my feelings and didn’t want anyone to know it
made me feel insecure. | really didnt want anyone else to see the
drawing either. | could only stare and wonder what the point of her
art was.

The drawing stayed there, and | stayed away from my dorm.
My friends from a different dorm suggested | used the drawing as a
catapult to switch dorms. “Go and tell Residence Life you feel dis-
respected and want to move.” My friends were minorities and could
sympathize with my uneasy feelings. | thought at the next Native
student meeting | would share my minor experience.

“Lunch in Pandini’s, on me! But with you quys, priceless!”
This came from Raymond Reyes who is an authoritative, witty,
spiritual, and wise elder. Dr. Reyes was the Vice President for Inter-
cultural Relations at Gonzaga, so he was very concerned with the
adjustment the Native students had to make. “So! How's everyone’s
first week at GU going?!” He got a few head nods here and there.
We all seemed to be having a pretty good time. Then finally some-
one shared,
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“Yeah, it's a little different from home.”

Then, boldly, I stated, “Yeah, it’s 3 little of 3 culture shock.”

“See, | knew some people would feel this way, and that’s
kind of why I set up this lunch, so we can all get to know each
other, remember faces, and hang out. So does anyone have any
specific experiences they would like to share or talk about?”

Right away | thought that | could say something about my
experience but instead | hesitated and said “Well...” but | never
quite finished. I didn't think it would affect people like it did me.
Raymond responded quickly and asked, “What is it Meghan?
What's wrong?”

| had a knot. “The other night, | came back from the pow-
wow and saw a drawing on my neighbor’s whiteboard.”

[ didn’t think this should make me feel bad, but | did feel
uncomfortable and | told them about the drawing. The accusations
behind this issue were broad, and | think we all understood the
discrimination behind the drawing.

Raymond acted a little shocked by what I had to say; | don't
think he wanted us to have these kinds of experiences so soon. Dr.
Reyes wanted me to feel comforted and to resolve the issue in cor-
respondence with the messenger.

He wanted the Unity Multicultural Education Center to
hold a house meeting on cultural sensitivity and group building. |
didnt want this. I did not want more girls to be drawn to the sub-
ject of Native Americans and my issues with their drawings. Some-
thing about me and my culture solidified their thoughts of some
cute, fun way of portraying an Indian.

When the staff investigated the situation and interviewed

the girl she only had to say “I thought it was just cute. I didnt
mean for it to be racist!” The University never did have a cultural
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sensitivity gathering or discussion, which, I think, goes aqainst our
values and mission for the University because our Mission State-
ment includes the words “a knowledge of traditions and cultures
different from our own draws us closer to the human family of
which we are a part and makes us more aware of both the possibili-
ties and limitations of our own heritage.”

If the artist and | communicated, | think as a value of our
statement it would have been my responsibility to share with her
the aspects from her drawing that seemed dehumanizing. We
could have established a valuable connection and shared about my
culture rather than making one of us feel victims to racial inequal-
ity. The artist did not have a background like mine; she has never
dealt with images of her heritage that are pinpoints of oppression. |
felt put off by her insincere actions, and I was hurt by the amount
of ignorance she portrayed regarding the situation. Eventually, I
came to the conclusion that she was unaware of the result of her
drawing a degrading picture and placing it on her door. I can be
assured that she does not know the history of the Natives and has
no sensitivity to our customs. | am sure that she never thought
that this was an encounter of cultural differences on a campus that
values diversity, but it was for me.

~-Meghan Francis
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T he (itt

| was born in a small citg of Sou’ch |ndia but was raised
in metropolitan cities of Mumbai and Delhiin |ndia and Dhaka
in Bangla&esh. \Nhen ] came to Gonzaga ] often encountered
qucstions like “Where are you from?” Mg answer to such a
qucstion was usua”9 lemgthg. | am origima”g ]ndian, but | lived
in another country, Banglac}eslﬁ. | called it my home before |
moved to 5Po!<ane. Bangladcsh, my home, was where | had
spent my last five years before co”cgc, made my best friends
and where | knew the streets and roads inside out. \Without a
doubt, the question that followed my answer would be: “r"‘low
come you don’t have an |ndian accent? |t is a myth that all Jn-
dians have the |ndian accent; in fact |ndia contains the second
largest amount of Englis}ﬂ sPcakers in the world. | was born
and raised there and Eng]is]ﬂ was dcﬁnite]y not my first lan-
guage. Fcople here are surPriscd when theg realize that | am
tri]ingua]: I\/\alaga]amJ [Hindi and Eng]is]ﬂ. But the way | see it,
my fatheris quatra~lingual and my motheris trilingual, and t}ﬂeg
both speak Huent English. Language is not the onlg asset
that | am thankful to my parents forin terms of exl:)osing me to
different cultures. Trave]ing and moving every 6 years and at
the same time raising me with the culture that has been Passed
down to them over the years, has been thcirgreatestghct to me.

Now my parents are living in Nigeria, Africa, so that
has become part of my summer home a]omg with |ndia. W}'n'le
rclocating has helped me to see other cu]tures, moving, ev-
ery five to six years is not the casiest thimg to do. As much
as | enjoged bcing able to cxperiencc a new Place and start-
ing over every couP]c of years, | felt like there was a part of

me left behind in each of the cities | left. A]thouglﬂ | have al-

ways carried fond memories from each Place, these memories
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never seem to be enough. My ?riendships are a]wags what
] miss the most when ] leave one Place and go to another.

Despite all of my travels, coming to Gonzaga has been
one of my biggest culture shock exreriences. Bexcorc com-

school in Bangladesh)

a country with a culture very similar to |ndia. SPcnding time

ing here | attended an internationa

with friends that were all in the same boat—]iving in a culture
other than their own made it easy for us to connect. On the
other hand, here, almost everyone was from the US, most-
19 from the west coast, but also from different states around
the country. Thcg weren’t on a twelve hour time zone dif-
ference from their families. Everg day, | felt different than
everyone in my classes, dorms, and groups. Fina”y, when
Chris’cmas break came, ] was very relieved to go home to Bam
glaéesh, hoping that ] would never have to return to 5P0~
kane again. ] beggcé my parents to not send me back again.

The break, as always, was too shor’c, and the next thing
| knew | was landing back in Spokanc with my feet heavy. As
the dags of spring semester Passcé, ] felt the need to wander
more to find someone that ] could relate to. That’s when ] ran
into a senior, Kaﬂla Dc Los Reyes, who stood out from the
many others and didn’t mind sPeaking up forwhat she believed
in. She is one person that insPired me to stay at G and
make these the best years of my life. 5he made me realize that
everyone is different and to be friends with someone you do

not necessari]y need be in the same shoes as another person.

Through hcr) Uoined FASUJ one of the multicultural clubs

on campus and started mingling with more People. T hen
Sophomore year through the kuya~atc (brothcwsister} pro-
gram, | met my brother, Jo}mng} and my sister, Jcss. We did
everything like a tgpica] Familg: spent time togethcr, went out
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to dinners, watched movies, and they would introduce me
to their friends as their little sister. FeoP]e would exchange
weird looks since my big brother Johnny is a tall Caucasian
and ] am a short ]ndian girl, but we had fun messing with them.

As time Passed, ] }Jegan making more and more
friends. | stoppeci reaiizing how different | was from oth-
ers and thouglﬂ we weren’t from the same cultural back-
ground, there was a deePer connection between the friends
] made here. ] }Jegan to realize that these PeoPle ] called
friends had become like a i:amilg to me. We spent our time
testing and experimenting with my cooking skills on my en-
gineering friends, P]aying late nigi-it Settlers of (atan
(best board game ever), climbing, going out for bubble

tea, and creating fond memories that | do not want to lose.

Experiencing cach aspect of Spoi(ane, small or big,
has been one of the best parts of creating a sense of fa-
miliari’cy with the place and PeoPie here. [f it weren’t for the
sPecia] People tEat introduced me to the new life here, |
would have never tried it out or learned to love it. When |
leave GU, ] will have a co”ege degree; i'iowever, the most
valuable lesson that you can call any Place your home when

you find the special Peopie that add color to your life.

~Aratni Nair
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