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Letter From the Editor

Dear Prism readers:

It has been almost a year since the Prinw
magazine was last published in Januacy 2005. Today,
Prismis retuzn comes at the heels of increased global
tuchulence, Amenca’s mudterm elections, and the
Unmessity’s studes to make the campus a more
equitable environment for all. From the approval
of financial provisions for all juniors and seniors
on aid to cover eating club contracts, to co-hosting
“Kaleidoscope: An Alumni Conference on Race and
Community at Princeton Unsversity” and “Comuing
Back and Looking Forward™ with Black Princeton
Alumni, to establishing the new Center for African
Ameccan Stodies, the University 15 making wis:ble
progress.

Despite these steps in the pos:tive direction,
thece is stll nmch to be done, and it s up to us
students to affect change on the mndividual level
The Prisw's retuzn builds on the efforts of many in
the past and present who see Prnceton as what one
makes of it. As brought up in a recent discussion
on “self-segregation” led by the USG, if we allow
it, Princeton can introduce us to people from all
different walks of life. The Prism is a forum for
embracing differences, shanng simdarities, and groing
vo:ce to the traditionally voiceless or overocked.
This Fall, we have hosted the “Faces of America”
show zlongside weekly free-writing houss to promote
expression and sharing of ideas. This first issue
encapsulates vo:ces from staff (Paula Chow of the
Internatonal Center and Dean Maria Flores-MMidls of
ODUS), students from all fous classes, and an alomna
(Elizabeth Landau ‘06, former Prism co-editor-in-
chief). Ous hope is that you might come away from
reading this issue mntrpued, challenged, and hawing
leacned something new!

happy reading,

Aitaloh Amaze 0z
(aamai zeCprinceton.edu)
Editor-in-Chief
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Social Commentary

REDOUBLING THE REDOUBLING:
A PROPOSAL FOR A PUBLICATION ON DIVERSITY AT PRINCETON UNIVERSITY

by Elizabeth Landan 06

“Difference defines our werd” (Mcllvame).
Urging the Princeton University community to discuss
race, gender, and sexuality rather than “sweep” them
“under the carpet,” Robert McIvame 97 emphasizes
the importance of discussing the varous types of
difference and confronting the stereotypes associated
with them (“Celebrating Difference™). This open
discuszion, McIlvaine argues, will give commuuty
members a greater understanding of diversity. This
student pomt abourt confronting difference is a good
one. To ensure that we, the members of the diverse
community of Princeton University, do not held
opinions of each other based on stereotypes, we must
discuss and analyze our differences n an open forum.
Indeed, by communicating these ideas in an artcle
for The Progressive Review, Mcllvaime shows us that a
publication can serve as this open forum. Dizlogue on
diversity, McIlvaine’s article demonstrates, is not always
oral.

Having just received 2 $223,000 grant for
initatives o increase dialogue about diversity—
both the number of discussions and the number
of participants— Prmceton University has the
opportunity to both initiate new forms of dialogue
and harness existing resources. The primary existing
dizlogue-on-diversity efforts at Princeton, the
Internztional Center Consortium (ICC) and Sustained
Dialogue,
currently host
separate oral
discussions
on different
categones of
“diversity.”’ The
ICC* discussions
prmanly
revolve around
“natonality” and
“culture™ as waits
of diversity—
programs
partculady
attzactive to
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international students —while Sustained Dialogue
meets in 12 groups of 10 to discuss race relations—
dizcussions pertaining to American minonties
(Chow, E-mail, Re: Paper). Given their shared goal
of fostering understanding between all people with
culrurzl differences, the ICC and Sustained Dialogue's
separation 15 somewhat disconcerting. By implicidy
catering to different populations, these groups further
separate students Into categonies of “International™
“Amepncan minonty,” and “American majonty.”
Though students do choose for themselves where to
attend dialogues, after one session a student will either
feel engaged m or disconnected from the subject
matter . Some drrersity coordinators at other colleges
are similarly concerned zbout an zbundance of
diversity initatives that actually separate students. In
her essay “Multiculturalism: An ‘As If’ Phenomenen,”
Beaver College Minonty Affairs counselor Ana Mana
Garciz observes that in higher education “diversity...
often means producing static and repetitive programs,
dizlogues and services that polarize the commuity™
(3). Garcia’s observation about colleges’ diversity
services is particularly relevant as Princeton seeks
to “redouble” its own efforts (Quifiones). It means
that Princeton needs a diversity initiauve that does
not further polanze the community according 1
types of difference, but allows students of all cultural
backgrounds cne forum to analyze zll types of
difference.

"ice President Dickerson wants to use the
Bildner Fund to “redouble Princeton’s efforts to
make this a place that is truly inclusie for zll of the
students,” (Quidones), but the first step towards a
sense of inclusion is creating more forms of dialogue
in which students can unpack the meaning of
“Inclusive.” In order to ensure that ICC and Sustamed
Dizlogue are not static and repeuative of each other,
they must pool their efforts in an mnovative, more
comprehensive dizlogue initiative. This initative
would prowvide the Unrrersity comumunity with both an
overview of relevant diversity topics and a space for
community input. The necessity of such an initiative
1s clear Princeton University needs a new lens through
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which students can see each other’ differences.
Ponceton Unrrersity’s students are mdividuals who
need to show their true colors. Princeton University
needs a prise.

I therefore propose the creation of Prism,
2 quarterly magazine co-sponsored by the ICC and
Sustained Dialogue that will provide the commuty
both 2 record of and 2 new forum for dizlogue on

perspectves on ther own culnures and identities.
Striving to expese students to each other’s differences,
any dizlogue forum would benefit from such 2 range
of experience. Despite their interest in contributing
to a publication, however, none of these students has
ever participated in a discussion at the International
Center or Sustamed Dialogue. Cleary, oral dialogues
lack certain attracuve features that only a publication

diversity at czn provide.
Ponceton. a4 What are
With a staff Princeton University needs a new lens through which | these femue?
coxl{pf:ised of students can see each others differences. Princeton ;h:; mﬁ::;?
parucipants University's students are individuals who need to show PPeor

998 complement to

?i::gsun:g their true colors. Princeton University needs a prism. oral dizlogues?
Inizauves and g
unlimited time

other interested

persons, Prie will ensure that issues discussed at
separate forums about diversity will be summarized
and promulgated to the entire comnuuuty. A section
for reader contributions will also ensure greater
participation in analyzmg these issues. At 2 wuiversity
with forty-five hundred undergracduates, no oral
dizlogue can possibly give all students an equal chance
to voice their opinions. A publication gives everyone
this equal chance to participate. With an e-mail address
to which students can send their comments, Proiow can
potentally collect viewpemts from every student on
campus. Every student will alsoc have equal exposure
to Prism, as 3 copy of each issue will be distribured to
every dorm room on campus. 'To redouble dialogue,
we need to redouble the community’s exposure and
conmbution to this dialogue. The Bildner Fund can
facilitate this redoubling by funding Prisa.

But will students actually read and contnbute
to Priow® When I asked the students m my writing
seminar if they would utilize such a publication, four
out of seven responded that they would both read and
contnibute. While thus is a small sampling of the student
body and is therefore imited in scope, the strong interest
of 57.1% of a group of freshman suggests that many
more students at Princeton will also want to express
their viewpoints in this magazine. Just the four students
who comprise this 57.1% reprezent diverse viewpomts.
One, Ngo, speaks Vietmamese and pracuces Vietnamese
customs m her househeld (E-mail, “RE: questions for
project”). The other three come from different corners
of the United States and consequenty hold different
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frame. As freshman Melanie Leong points out,
students have “crazy schedules™ and many simply
“wouldn't have tme” to attend a scheduled oral
discussion forum, whereas 2 person can read and
correspond with the magazine any time of day (Re:
proposal). A magazine also negates the fear of public
speaking. Fresiman Maggie Dillon admits that she, no
doubt as are other students, is “too afraid of saying the
wrong thing in an open discussion,” but would gladly
write her thoughts in a letter to Prisar because woting
enables her 1o more carefully word her ideas (E-mail,
“Re: Proposal”™). Thus, students who do not feel
comfortable speaking in front of others can simply
write their thoughts n the form of a personal essay or
editoral and submit it to Posm via e-mail. Unlike in an
oral dizlogue,
Imorecver, —In mizantim
these
comments
need not

be verbal

In addition
to witten
expressions,
2 publication
can print and
promulgate
drawmngs,
photographr,
and other
artistic

Jazeasy 2004 Freree Cores (Val. 2Na 1)
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expressions that encourage further thought on issues
regarding diverzity. Visual media can juxtapose ideas
to directy challenge zssumptons that viewers may
hold zbout cultural differences, and Princeton students
already have much to contibute on this topic. Emy
Kim 02, for example, pamted 2 “Self-Portrait™ that
depicts only an empty chair with 2 white cultural
garment (“Nassau Notes”). A current sophomore,
Evelyn Thai, expressed her mterest in contibuting
photographs of Cherckee Indians in Oklahoma to
Prism (E-mail, “Re: Publication™). Both Emy* pamting
and Evelyn’s photographs are images that challenge
viewers to re-examine their assumptions zbout the
nature of identity and the bebefs and practices of
other cultures. Cral dialogue groups might also use
this artwork as discussion prompts. Rather than
replacing oral dialogues, Prism can zdd new dimensions
to them.

One might object that Princeton already
has an array of publicatons that that may serve
simular purposes to Prisey implicitly, such a daily
newspaper or literary magazme. Though Princeton
the University recognizes sixteen different periodicals,

—y
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however, none is
distinctly devoted
to dialogue
about diversity
(“Newspapers
and Periodicals”).
Tke Daily
Princeronian, the
student daily
paper, will report
on brand new
Inigatives—such
as the Bildner
Fund— but does
not report on
ongoing dizlogue
programs. Tk
Progressive Review, as already noted, concentrates on 2
vadety of wourldly affairs such as the death penalty and
presidential elections. In terms of student submussions,
2 stronger accusation mught be that the newly founded
Troubadosur Magazine already domunates the arena for
Ponceton students to submit artcles, poety, short
fiction, artwork, and photographs abeut their cultures.
Indeed, Troxbadexr's mission to capture “how people
understand themselves through where they've been™
15 seductively similar to notions of cultural difference
that submussions to Prisw will address (“Mission of
Trowbadosr”). But “diversity” encompasses more than
mast the places a person has visited. Differences such
as gender, race, religion, and sexual orientation are not
necessarily issues of location; rather, they are issues of
self-perception and how that self-perception affects
one’s daily Life. Troxdadoxr presents tourism; Prism
zlone will prezent dialogue to Princeton.

While unique a5 2 publication at Princeton, Prisns
will not be the first magazine devoted to increasmg a
college community’s understanding of drversity. In fact,
Ponceton’s age-old Ivy rival Harvard Unrrersity already
has z similar publication called Disersity and Distincrion
(“Diversity and Distinction™”). This award-winning
Harvard initiative, bke Priow, is published quarterly and
“deals explicitly with issues of diversity, social justice,
and identry” through articles, personal essays, and
photography (“Dversity and Distinction”). Disersity
and Distincrion wiiters also go into the Cambridge, MA,
community and analyze diversity initiatives at public
schools, such as a program for disabled students.
This model suggests that Prissr too may connect more
students to the community surrounding the University.

The Hezavan ek e

Alxy 2004 Prizew Comee (Vel I N2 1)

The Prism  December 2006

Social Commentary

Other colleges sponsor publications with more of
2 focus on the arustic and poetic expressions of
diversity. St. Cloud State University publishes an annual
literary arts magazine called “Kaleidoscope™ with the
“poetry, essays, short stodes, art, and photography
with 2 multicultural theme” (“Kaleidoscope™).
Websites through other celleges such a: Cregon State
University display content similar to that proposed
for Prism (“Drversity at OSU™), but such sites are not
as accessible as a printed publication debvered to a
student doorstep. With Pnis, then, Prnceton can
join znd strengthen this emerging trend of publications
as dialogue venues on college campuses. A published
collection of dmersity-themed prose and art should be
as commonplace m colleges as discussions intended to
“celebrate differences™
The Priser staff itself, compnsed of

representatives from each existing initiatives and
other interested persons, is 2 microcosm of what
the magazines hopes to help buld: a communty of
students with many differences who work together
to understand each other and learn from each other.
No doubt this is what Prezident Tilghman envisioned
when she told the 2002 freshman class that Princeton
seeks to make students “cosmopolitan,” which she
defined as “z person whose spixit is informed by 2
deep understanding and appreciation of the world
in 2ll of its manifold subtlety and complexity™
(Stevens). Beyond making students with differences
feel included in all aspects of campus life, Princeton iz
fundamentally geared towards buildmg a communty
of students who, by understanding and appreciating
civersity, have 2 better understanding of the world at
large. We are all here to learn, but there is no better
way for us to

6' e 79’7- 3 learn about the
[( J)% complexites

i and subdeties

of 2 diverse
world than
| through each
| other As alarge
| cosmopolitan
CORUNUNILY,
therefore, we
must stove 1o
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This exposure, with the help of the Bildner Fund, can
happen in the form of z quarterly magazine whose
content refiects student perceptions of this diversity.
Prism is thus a teaching tool as it promotes dizlogue
on diversity. The ICC, Sustamed Dialogue, and other
programs can continue to thrme as oral discussions,
but collaberatively they can facilitate the ideal
complement to theze discussions. No marter what
other creative and innovatve programs the Bildner
Pund suppozts, these developmg initiatives should
hare a conmumon connection to the community at Jarge.
That connection should be Prisn.

PRrisM INTERVIEWS
Paura CHow,

DIRECTOR, INTERNATIONAL CENTER

by Teck Hsien Ho '10

Priem: I ungerstand yox were a student beve in America. Whar
way it fike back rhen? How nas life for you as an internarional
studens? 84

Paula: First I studied for two vears ata small Catholic
school called Edgewood College which was in Madison,
Wisconszin. Then I went to the University of Wisconsin
for my bachelor degree before getting my Masters in
Social Service Administraton from the University of
Chicago. At Edgewood I'was one of the only 2 Chnese
students. Life there was non-threatening. The Catholic
nuns at the college were warm, friendly and always
ready to help me through my culmral accommodation
process. I think I was more fragile emotionally than
some of our international students here. Most of them
seem well adjusted to Life here. Back then, in the first
months, I missed my family very much -- especially my




Interview

kid sister who was only 4 when I left home. Language
was 2 huge izsue -- it was a challenge trying to express
myself. I was forever preparing several iterations ahead
before I dared to engage in any conversation.

Prism: 4dnd bow »as it in the Universizy of Wisconsin?
Paula: The people in the Midwest are very friendly.
At Wisconsin, I don't think I ever felt out of place. I
was active, jomed the leadership of the International
Club  and parucipated in student activities at the
Student Union. At that time, there weren't many Asian-
Americans on campus but a good number of Chmnese
intemational students, many were graduate students
and we did thmgs together socially.

Priem: Whar abosr ar the University of Chicago?

Paula: At Chicago I Lived at the International House.
Half of the residents were mternational students,
while the other half were Americans There weren't
many Asian-Amerncans at the University of Chicago at
the time. We had great fun mformmg each other of
our unique perspectives as we all came from so many
cultures and countries, and talked through the nights. I
alzo learned abour the underbellies of American society
as I did field work m the slums of Chicago.

Pricm: How different was Gfe for internationa! studenss during
_your studying days compared fo vhe presems?

Paula: I haven’t been a student for some ume now, so
I can’t really say what the differences might be. From
my observation, as it 1s true with those during my time,
intermational students need to be a part of the larger
and mamstream community and simultaneously they
do have their needs that stemmed from being uprooted
from their own cultures. Above all, they are amazing
resources for us to understand the word beyond. Being
away from their own and having to acchmate quickly to
2 new culture and new language, and feeling the need
to come up to their same speed of accomplishments
back home etc. can all be very frustrating. These were
problems we faced back then as well.

However, I do believe that many of cur international
students hers at Pronceton are much more mature,
soplusticated and wordly than we were. Many have
trzveled to many different countries, stucdied at boarding
schools  other countries and are quite sophisticated
and keenly interested in world issues. Here they are
active with so many student organizations on campus
-- some ethnic, some national, some cultural, and many
very mamstream as participants of sport and debate

Pk:;g by Justis WendBozx ?h:fa.ﬁ’:

teams, reporters and editors for the Daly Prmce, or
inigators of penodicals that reflect diverse perspectives,
being with the Graduate and Undergraduate Student
Govemments, and taking part m the govemnance of
their residental colleges’ programs. In sum, they really
make our campus 0 much mere cosmopelitan, colorful
and vibrant.

Pricm: Now rhat premier umiversities are welcorming, and
perbaps acvively prrising, aoplications from students around rbe
world, do you rhink rhat this is a posinive develgpment?

Paula: I think this is a very good thing for our students.
It is really important that our future leaders of this
country and of the word should know about the
happenings, experiences and perspectives around the
word. Having more international students on campus
mezans that more students would be expozed to more
vadeties of perspectives. In many areas, Amencan
institutions of higher education are in cutting edge
positions, so it is very exciting for top students from
around the world to be zble 10 come to these msumtions,
to learn and to be expesed to different ways of thmking
and doing research. This has to be good, both for
our admitted students and for thexr counuy of orngin,
to which many retwrn to serve and to lead. It is very
important that international students leam zbout the
American and their fellow mternational students’ ways
of thinking, because they are the world’s future leaders
and will be those who mfiuence how our wodd will
move. Our would 15 shonking, we need to understand
one another in 2 profound way, for us to swrvive.
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Priem: Bar now that there is a larger popwiation of international
studenss, and in some coses, o sigable mamber from just one

Joreign counsyy, do you think 1har self-seprepavion is more of

@ problens than before? Almost every year there is some &ind
of article decrying rhis phenonsenon in tde Daily Princetonian.
Whar do you think abosz 15is?

Paula: That is an interesting issue. I think people tend
to congregate with others with whom they could feel
comfortable and with some kind of a commeon bond.
A large number of our international freshmen come on
campus earlier to a Pre-COnentation program orgamized
by Dean Baldwin so they have had this opportuty
to interact in a meanimgful way — discoverng ther
commenalities and differences. And that bond continues
tohold even after classes begn I think thatitis important
that you have a core group of frends to depend upon,
but that doe:nt mean that having this group would
exclude you from establishing meaningful relationship
with other people. Many

international  students  are

hard to facilitate Princetonians’ understanding of owr
commeon grounds and our comumon need for respect.

Prism: Do you rhink rhat the push for diversity bas overbeared;
in the sense zhat mow people laok for diversity just for diversitys
sake?

Paula: Some members of perceived minorty groups
when invited to discuss or exam issues on diversity
might question the “token™ factor of their selection.
Actually, by becoming 2 member of such groups, one
becomes an mtegral part and can start tzansformung
the mind:et of the group. Let me see whether my story
can ilustrate this point.

Back m 1974, Prnceton didn't have an International
Center; 2 group of us velunteers were thmking zbout
ways tc be helpful to our international students as
they adjusted to Lfe at Ponceton. President Bowen
agreed to give us an office, four years later he agreed

for us to become zn office of
the Unrrersity and I became the

active In mainstream student Got a thought on director of this Internmational
organizations mcluding the - . o A 2 Center. Az a Chinese I was
USG, and thev have Amenican discrimination on campus: invited to join many committees
friends. Write us! on diversity issumes because

Internatonal minded
Americans benefit from being k
with foreign students. If you,
American or foreign, only interact with your own kind,
vou do vourself a disservice by not taking advantage of
this Universitys amazing pool of resources in cultural
diversity. I havent read the articles you mentioned in
the Daily Prnce, but almost every vear I suggest to my
Chinese friends in the Graduate School that zlthough I
empathize with their desire to speak Chinese with each
other in order to ‘let their hair down’ while eating, they
should at least plan on one or two meals each week to
speak in English with their other friends, or else their
English would not improve with much speed. It is
important that you retreat to yowr comfort zone, but
it is also important that you venmure cut of that zone
in order to develop a real sense of comfort with youwr
newiy adopted environment.

Pricm: Whar do you 1hink aboss discrimination on campuse

Paula: That's 2 difficult question to answer. We can
be openly or unconsciously discriminatory. Some
unconscious discriminations stem from misguided
sense of superionty, and we all are tempted to feel
that way at times. Through discussions, dialogues and
formal or nformal presentations, we here zll try very
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I was an ‘Asian’. At times I
rebelled agamnst thiz kind of
designation because I always
looked at myself as 2 Chineze or a foreigner who had
recently went through the naturalization, acculturation
and consoldation processes. But I tred hard, as
participant of these comnutees, to learn about and to
understand histopcal and discriminatory 1ssues agamst
Asian-Amencans in this country. As a result I believe
I was able to extend my fellow committee members’
insights and concemns bevond the prevailing ‘Black vs.
White’ mentality, and we began to talk about the many
complicated mult-racial and mult-ethnic issues n
the US and at Prnceton. We also started to examine
Admissions issues of Asian American applicants at
Ponceton as we became more specific in students’
ethnic and racial designations and reframed from
lumping them together as ‘nunorities’.

That was back in the 1980s. I believe some current
Poncetonians feel that their self idenufications are
different from their designated (or percered) identity,
and they don’t Like that. #

Paula Chow is the director of the Imternational Center at
Ponceton. She is also the wife of Class of 1913 Professor
of Political Economy, Emeatus, Gregory Chow. Posm staff
member, Teck Hsien Ho is a2 freshman from Malxysia and
can be reached at tho(@ponceton eda
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UNDERNEATH UNUM
by Jean Beebe 10

“E Pluribus Unum™: “From Many One™,
as appeared on the first Great Seal of the United States, September 16, 1782.
This poem was written on September 16, 2006, 224 years subsequent to the motto’s first appearance.

Striding from the Des Moines Science Center
bathroom, a woman grves me a second look, wa,
wibar are yox, am I in rhe right place? The two small chicas,
white girl, and black boy toddler are squirrels shifting
around her hips, sbars srong, Manswy, 25y did we 5t -2,
but their sign stutters, hides in the ruffles of her hem,
no, We are strangers, this is not the place: she says, Hasb.

Afy father Jooks up from the donking fountam,
spittle soggy on his mustache, stooping between
those two doors, Mes and Womes. He sees her confusion,
rolls his eyes like the schoolgirl his mother wished
him to be (after all, she did name him Gail, even
spelied the wrong way for a guy). He stands, awkward
between those two plastered figures, dark metal stuck
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onwhzmxdoorsnemzdeof,onemzshn
and the other standing supposedly naked, protected
not even with shoes. I brush agamst the door to which
I think I belong, yep, the chick with the skirt, although
I'm wearmg pants and have bound my chest, bandaged
as if I wear two wounds, left and rght, drawn centrally.
I 2m spread into one long nibbon, fiattened as much

as the fabric will allow: She tres to place me,
put it there, but I could be 2 shightdy chubby boy
or a mangirl (says my brother), but not, of course,
2 girly man Or 2 butch dyke (says my mother), but
not a trans boi, wéar are you? Freud would nod,
the first thing we notice about others is sex. Which?
She couldn’t get beyond it, and stumbled out

of the door, the fuzzy heads of her children
wondering why, saying 4 & and I trying not
to be self-righteous, tryng to stay here. I decided
that this tme, I would sit down in the stall I sat,
dnbbled and wiped. Yes, I painted the seat red
and brown, brown like her skin, and I thought
she was Mexican by the way her cheeks met her eyes,

and wondered why there was an Anglo gir and two
Hispanics at her thighs, and that black boy bouncing 5 5i
How we try to know each other before even greeting,
how when we brushed, she thought I wasn't legal
and I thought she wasn't legal, and our fanulies weren't legal,
and how my white father waited, smirking at our dance,
wanting to get going, to forget, 1o move on
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96TH & 3RD
by Kimn Kamarebe 07

/

For some, Liquid X is the depressant of choice.
For Mumtaz, it was sex. Or maybe just sex with Sa'ed.
She sat glumly through her class, dejected, shunped in
her seat, thinking back to the night before. It was meant
to have been a night of sheer bliss, one to finally give
Sa’ed’ old dorm room bed something to crank about
Crank it did. Sa%ed — quite surprismely for a first tmer —
had rocked her wozld. But the tremors and aftershocks
had left her petite frame, and her mind, more shaken
up than anything else. In the rapture of climax, all
that had lain buned within burst forth, subduing the
once-setted surface, spurting out frenziedly with every
ecstatic shudder. Still dazed, Mumtaz had watched Sa’ed
flop over and fall sound asleep, his body overwhelmed
by the all-too-new sensation of releae. She had lain
zwake next to him all night, envious of his blissful state.
She couldn’t sleep; each time she tried she was forced
to contend with the wasteland that pervaded her mind*

eve.

Itwas a Foday afternoon. Mumtaz was grateful
that her class, and week, was minutes from over. She
had been o distracted zll day, impatient for the chore
of NYU lectures to be over, desperate to leave the
suddenly suffocating lecture halls and take refuge in the
endless sea that was New Yok City. Professor Chomsky,
her blubberng and balding Fmance Professor, wearing
vet another of his tight tweed jackets and perpetually
dabbing his shiny top with his crumpled hanky, suddenly
gestured n her direction. Afraid he had made 2 snide
reference to her daydreaming, she came to n time to
hear him trail off, ““... outsourcing to the Indian sub-
continent ..."

Though she looked vacuously at him, her mind yelled,
‘Prick! ‘Am more American than your Hasidic ass!
Ordmarily, her thought would have astounded her
today, she very neady said it out loud.

Five minutes later, Mumtaz was dashing out
of the building and towards the subway station at
Astor Place She only had a couple of hours to get
home to Midwood, take a quick shower, change into
the ‘model Pakistani gird’, and rush over to their senu-
family reunion in the Bronx. Afidwood, though only six

subway stops away, was another world entirely. Known
as Little Pakastan, it was picture-perfect 1970% Karachi,
complete with cricket stumps in the alleys and curry
stalls at every comer. Each tram ride home was like
an express flight to Pakistan. Her day — and more and
more her life — was half-Midwood, half-AManhattan
It concemed her how many times she had lngered in
Manhattan hesitant to leave it.

She waited on the platform, her nund still
resplendent with thoughts of sex and Sa’ed, of her
father and her furure. Train after train passed her by
The monotonous sound blended with the dripping of
the overhead sewers to create 2 maddenmg buzzing in
her ears. The staton felt like a torture chamber — the
humidity choking and the smell repugnant. Her mind
was clogged, her person claustrophobic. Like refiux,
anxiety began to well up within her. She needed to
breathe.

“Puck this!” she mumbled, as she ran up the steps and
out the staton, “‘thus zint worth it.”

Outside, Mumtaz breathed in the smog-thick — or in
New York speak, ‘fresh’—air. She resclved to go straight
to the Bronx, ‘get the damn thing over with’.

‘Besides,” she thought, T could use the long stroll
through the city’

Family reunions were always the same old
pseudo-nostalgic odes to the old country — tacky Urdu
music playing from generation-old cassette tapes, saree-
clad mothers boasting about their children: math
grades, the potent smell of curry eating into the very
woodwork, and loud conversations that eventually
gravitated towards three thmgs: arranged marriages,
accountancy careers and American bigouy Looking
down ather Gap jeans and ‘Baby Phat' tee, she remarked
to herself, smiling for the frst time all day, “Guess
someone’ got to be the Paki Paris Hilton tonight!™
Mumtaz knew her outfit would raise an eyebrow or two,
and spice up the predictable dinner table conversation.
She could see her father shifting uncomfortably,
attempting to make up for the shight embarrassment
by ‘cazually’ commenting on how well her Economuics
degree at NYU was gomg.

“Economics 15 the future, you Enow;” she nmimicked
in his Urdu-tainted accent and bobbing her head from
side-to-side, “NYU 15 2 fine school, finest Economics
department in the country, I tell you. Jeffery Sachs is
there, you know: “Tis very good. Very, very good.”

She couldn't help but giggle.

Photo Credit- “Schoals of Thought” by Khang Nguyen 97 (New York City, Fall 2006
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Mumtaz started up Third Avenue. She had
picked Third, because it was the only one that could
take her night up to the Bronx: no hassles, no shifting
from avenue to avenue to circumvent Central Park or
to evade the Hudson, no mordinate name changes to
pay trobute to other times, other spaces. Just good old
reliable Third Avenue.

‘If I was an avenue I'd like to be Third,’ she thought
to herself, ‘T mean ... Fifth, such a show-off; Park and
Madison, minions. And as for anything pasr Fifth ...
11th who?’ She smiled.

‘T'd probably be Sixth though or the verbose “Avenue of
the Americas”,’ she said, rolling her eyes, ‘or whatever
name the schizophrenic’s going by in that part of the
City” She shrugged, pondering it for 2 moment, “Yep,
that'd be me — Sixth, slash Awve of the Amercas —
ostentatious and yet ordnary, so close to Fifth's pomp
vet in effect parallel to it ... °

She sighed.

‘Better me than old Chomsky — he’d definitely be
Broadway! Anyone can see that that avenue amt
straight!’

A stranger caught her smiling to herself He grimaced.
Inthe process, he almost topped on an empty Starbucks
cup. Avenged, Mumtaz deliberately returned the

jadgmental gesture.

Lookmng around, she noticed she had long left

the Village and was approaching 28th Street. Curry
Hill, as 1t was colloquially known, was a haven of Scuth
Indian restaurants. Thats another thing Mumtaz loved
about Third — it always offered her a taste of home.
Nearly everyone in Midwood, at some time or other,
had worked in Curry Hill. Surveying the new breed of
busboys, the Jatest shipment from the motherand.’
she thought, ‘Maybe I should just come pick me a man
down here!’
Despite her flippancy, she was beginning to realize
that this idea was, in essence, the axis about which her
distressed psyche whirled. The past four months had
been bliss. Sa'ed was seemungly perfect focused yet
tons of fum, conservative yet not close-minded, super-
sexy yet surprisingly sweet and, almost miraculously
— Pakistani_ But her sensational seizure the night before
had left Mumtaz musing: was the magic Sa'ed’s being
Pakistani, or did the mere fact he was do the trick?

The previous week, amidst a steamy session in
his dorm, Sa’ed had suddenly popped up:
“T've been thinking about it, and ... well, I ..." he had
labored, frowming so hard that his thick brows seemed
to merge, “I think ..."
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He had then paused, exhaled, straichtened up, and
continued:

“I decided, despite the whole exclusive-moral-
religion thing, or maybe because of it, anyway, I ... I
have decided I'd Like to ... I mean its time I ... you
know ...” he had stuttered, sinking back into an abyss
of inarticulacy.
Attempting to regain control and make licht of the
topic, he had exhaled again, smiled and said, “Basically,
where’re the goods at?”
Mumtaz had honestly been shell-shocked. Even though
they had exhausted all possible ‘etceterz’, she had never
dreamt that Sa’ed — pious as he was — would budge
on the full-on ‘p-thing’. It was too sacred to him And
yet there he was, opening himself up for business. For
her. The phrase “or magybe because of it had reverberated
over and over again in her mind. That Sa’ed thought
their relationship so semious that he would consider
penetrating the Holy Grail scared her. Sa'ed’ clanty, in
place of bolstering her own, shattered it.
“Are ... You're ... You're sure, right? You have, like,
thought about 1t*” she managed, unsure of how to

react.

“Clealy! Tlove you. I ... I want to be with you ..
He hzd looked down, aware that he hzd unmtnnglv
backed himself into a comner, “hke .
Mumtaz had stared at him as he spohe No sooner had
she recognized his scary sincerity than she had shoved
it away, banushing it to the back of her mund.
Consciously attempting to focus on the frivolous, she
had thought, “Termina/y? What are you, cancer?*

“Me too, boo,” she had said mstead, with 2 simper of
a smile, “Hey, whilst you're in the transcendent mood,
ready to meet the family>”

“Sure,” he had said, looking visibly relieved at the eased
tension, “why not. I'll do ‘em on the same day. That
way I'll have one thing to Jook forward to, and then go

through spending the night with you!”

She slapped him playfully on the head Then,
to show her appreciation for the compliment of his
colossal sacrifice, Mumztaz straddled Sa’ed’s erect frame,
50 close that she could hear his heart race. She slowly
pushed him back on the bed, looking lustfully into his
brown eyes, and then at his navy boxers. She lowered
herself towards him Sa’ed’s eyes closed. How he loved
being thanked! @

fUfant to kmow how it enda)
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ON WESTERN BEAUTY
by Jessica Pottenger 10

I ducked my head into a bow at the elderly
woman sitting next to me on the subway station, and
was zbout to tun back to wnlk to Grace when the
woman spoke. “Oh, you're so beauuful”

I gave my standard blush, smile, half bow
and polite thanks, all in rapid succession. After all,
this was Korea and ever since I had stepped off the
plane people had been exclaiming over how pretty I
was. I was more than used to it — it happened back
in the States in
all the Korean
communities I
visited. I mostly
shrugeed it off
as Koreans being
polite to the
foreign girl After
2, I couldn’t be
#har gorgeous or
guys would be
commenting. not
old Korean women.

But thus
time az I numed
away, I notced
Grace snuling
crookedly, in 2 not-
quite-embarrassed
way. The woman
hadn’t commented
on Grace’s features at zll, and I could tell that she
felt hurt by it, especially when the woman continued
to talk to me, reaching out for my hand in 2 friendly
manner, clasping it as she spoke. Her Korean was
teo rzpid for me to understand, and all I caught was
something about church, so I simply nodded and said
“neh, yes, ma'am, neh™ and smiled until the subway
came.

I bowed and smiled my way onto the subway,
and then asked Grace, “Wait, what was she saying®”
Grace shrugged. “She was inviting vou to her church
next week.” I grinned for 2 moment at the perfect
Korean randemness of it all, and thed to ignore the
fact that that smile was still on Grace’ face.

It had never cccurred 10 me to question why
everyone thought I was 0 especially beautiful m Korea.
I took it as part of Korean culture, lixe taking off vour
shoes when you entered the house. Whenever I went
to Koreatown, a Korean church or a Korean party,
Korean mothers would pinch my cheeks, run their
hands through my har and congratulate my mother.
And I never thought it should or would be any other
way untl I noticed Grace’s smile.

A few days later I was out in 2 local shopping
center with Gloria, a Korean :tudent who Lived in
America that I was tutoring for the SAT I She was
showing me around the practical part of Seoul, pointng
out where I could buy food, rent DVDs, and get my
clothe: tallored if I
wanted. We stopped to
buy duk, 2 type of sweet
Korean dumpling, when
the woman over the
counter smuiled at me,
and told Gloma, “She’
30 pretty.”

This time I instantdy
recognized the same
sumnile on Glorias face,
and told her mght away,
“Oh, 1t because I'm
Western. You know;
like, 2l over the world
there is this ingramed
idea that white skin is
more beautiful — it: a
really Eurocentric idea
of beauty. I think it Jeft
over from the colonial times, when Europe ruled over
2 lot of foreign countries. Since they were at the top,
their standard of beaury, class, etc. got passed down to
evervone else.”

Gloriz enthusiastcally agreed with me, and we
spent therest of the trp taliking about Western influences
on Eastern countries and I began wishing that these
well-meaning Korean mothers and grandmothers would
stop seeing me as the paradigm of beauty especially as it
hurt my friends. But it was more than that. I didn’t want
to be beaunful just for my Caucasian side. I wanted to
be beautiful being half #

y Venelca Chazwedera 09

uan Pans, Sumecer 2006)
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(GROCERY SHOPPING
b)-' Tamara S pifzer—Hobeika 10

Behind an cversized shopping cart in 2 New
York supermarket, I stretch out, up on my tpteces,
to rexch 2 pack of Entenman’ low-fat blueberry
muffins off one of the towermg shelves. Then
hesitation stokes. Would I rather have Krispy Kreme's
“old fashuoned™ donurs® In the end, 2 box of mixed
berry Nutri-Gram bars gets 1o topple onto the pile
of selected products. Three thousand miles across
the Adantic, the pharmacist around the comer from
my high-school in Paris aligns hairbrushes on display
behind the window: Simultaneously, a vender in Beirut
makes his first ransaction of the day: an old woman
purchases a uicy watermelon from the back of his
truck.

Large supermarkets evidendy exist n France

as to those of her neat little commerce. In contrast
with CVS-type stores, where impersonal efficiency
is the guwidmg ponciple, any item bought comes with
the added cost of feeling scrutinized for the reasons
behind its acquisiton.

For some, the idea of being immersed ina
different culture may be daunung. As swrprismg as it
may seem, 2 good first step 1s to take a stroll in one of
those apparently nondescript supermarkets. They can
be reassurmg since they are often perceived as fanuliar
no matter where they are on the globe. Sall, far from
portending 2 progression towards Aldous Huxler’s
Brave New World, theze stores actually vary depending
on their locaton. For instance, supermarkets are
always stocked with a plethora of local favorites,

and Lebanon, 68 For some, the idea of being immersed in a different culture  such as “dulce

::.d;::::}y may be daunting. As surprising as it may seem, a good first 99 g-e leche” m:l

P step Is to take a stroll in one of those apparently nondescript e i
those found ] Argentina. Even
throughout cten global brands
the United States. are tinted with

However, the mstant the automatic doors shide shut
on the chilled air contzined within these microcozms,
the true character of the country just entered becomes
pervasmwe. The spreading of a standard model does
not in fact entail a woddwide synchromzation of
lifestyles. How would the pharmacist from Pans

react if she followed home the woman with the
watermelon? The Parisian would be stunned to find
the Lebanese woman cutting up the whole of the
newly acquired fruit, simply in case the neighbors
dropped by unexpectedly for 2 convivial lunch.
Impromptu gatherings are mdeed most unlikelyin a
“Rave Gauche” apartment building, where residents
do not even converse m the elevator. On the other
hand, the Lebanese woman may be able to relate to
the gargantuan servings at a diner in Manhattan- it

is after all part of her waditions 1o present company
with far more food and drinks than necessary. Finally,
an American in Pans would probably be intrigued

by the care with which the pharmacist is perfectly
exposing the sleek and uny hairbrushes, oblivious to
the Ine formmg m front of the counter Yet, when the
pharmacist does turn to her clientele, she pays as acute
attention to the slightest details of each customer life
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national fiavor: 2 L’Oréal shampoo botde iz labeled
“Elvive” or “Elséve”, depending on whether it is
aimed at the American or the French market. The
crackling voice on the loudspezaker in a Lebanese
supermarket zddresses the customers in a fanuliar tone
that would be inapproprizte in many other countries.
In the United States, the dizzying array of items
adapted to mdividual tastes and needs reflects the
diversity among the people that compose American
society. When paid attention to, the sights, sounds
and other details which appear tivial to begin with,
confer a new dimension to the simple act of grocery
shopping. The subtle peculiarities of a store mirror
the unicueness of the counuy in which it is simated;
and thus wanderzing along the labyonthme aisles of a
supermarket forges z perspective on the reality that
lies beyond. As the skidmg doors of these stores allow
2 country’s character to seep through, they can become
the “locking glass™ giving access 1o a wonderland that
prepares and entices its visitors to explore the culture
walting just outside. y
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THE UNNECESSARY USE OF RACE IN NEws MEDIA
@-’ Kel/e)' Frances Fenelon 09

Fromcrimescenestofiowershows, governmental
actions to COMMUNILY projects, international events to
the home team’s performance last might, members of
the news media report the gamurt. Oftentimes, stories
include individuals or groups, and one of the best ways
to capture an audience is to present the human face
of an event. Thinking back over the many articles you
have read, how are mdividuals most often written abour
or presented” Do the charactenizations or descriptions
differ depending upon the circumstances of the piece?
Do reporters highlicht some aspects of one person’
physical attributes while downplaying — or not even
mentionng them —in another? AMost importantly, what
role does race play when making descrptive decisions?

stereotypes let one be lazy in talking about, describing,
or judging a person.
As an example, complete this sentence from
2 news report “A Muslim man was arrested this
moming for...” With the racial fallout following the
9-11 terrorist artacks and contnued terronsm zround
the world, the automatic assumption would be thart this
man, too, falls mto 2 terrorist category. This could just
as easlly, however, be completely untrue. He could have
tried to shoplift 2 candy bar. Even if valid, and the man
was attempting to set off his shoe bomb m 2 crowded
bus, the description — Muslim — has no place. It is not
simply because he is Muslim that he made the decision
to become a terrorist. To use the term in describing him
seems to correlate his

There aze a4 Muslim identity with
A A mug shot of a black defendant is four tmes more e e
of issues — or terrorism with
concerning likely to appear in a local television news report than of AR Ry et
Sana ot a white defendant. The accused is two times more Hkely aszociation. In realiry:
the news to be shown physically restrained in a local television news Muslims around the
mediz, and report when black than when the accused is whits. The world would condemn
here I'd ke name of the accused is two times more Hkely to be shown hiz terrondst action.
to discuss on screen in a local TV news report if the defendant is It would mstead be
a specific black, rather than white. another, more precise
one: the 9 descoption of a
unnecessary specific  system of
use of race, beliefs or membership

ethnicity, and what some call the “default race™ m the
news media, 2s well as what the news: mediza itzelf can
do in brnging an end to this practice.

First of all, this default race: white. Both in
descriptions and I coverage, the so-called “white”
rzce has become the race most often seen and the race
asswmed when none is given. The use of the default race
15 actually problematic — and harmful to more groups
and individuals — in more ways than you might at first
expect, by both placing a stigmaz on anything non-white
as “different” and assigning a sort of racelessness to
those known 25 whites.

This practice of describing an individual by
their race unless they are “white” also leads to the
unnecessary use of race, which in tun perpetuates
stereotypes. Stereotypes themselves require z bit of
unpackmng. While sometimes useful, they most often
simply allow those using them to assume. In essence,

m a smaller sect, such as Radical Islam or Al Qaeda,
which prompted his actions and should rightfully be
used.

The Muslim association with the terrorsm
stereotype played out in a real life media example in
1995 when *““[t]ze headline of the Chicago Sun-Times
[following the Cklahoma City bombing] read “In the
Name of Izslam[]" Below this headline, alarge picture was
shown of a firefighter holding 2 dead child m his arms™
(qrd. in Kazmi). This mstance was recalled by Nader S.
Nasir Al Aulaqi, whose study concerning “the atutudes
of Arab Muslim smudents towards the US government,
pecple and media since 9/11” (Kazmi) led him to
assert that “‘[fjhe Amencan media has been a primary
agent responsible for creating racist stersotypes, Images
and viewpoints for Amb Muslims before and after
September 11, 2001 (qed. in Kazmi). This indictment,
especizlly in the face of media occurrences such as that
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printed following the Oklahoma City bombing. rings
startlingly true.

The use of race in describing someone can,
however, at umes be necessary and even good, such
as when the piece describes a cultural event associated
with a specific race or 2 “be on the lookout for” style
bullezn. Use of race can and should be permutted in
providing physical descrptions — but only with care,
for, unfortunately, using such descriptors can also bring
much more to the tzble. Imagine hearing or reading
“the two green-eved perpetrators were apprehended™
This line sounds ndiculous, doesn't it® Yet replace
‘green eyed’ with ‘Afdcan American’ — only as useful
as and seemmgly just another physical description
- vet also seemung to fit where ‘green-eved’ does not
African American’ too has no place here, for readers
gain nothing from knowing the shade of the captured
criminals’ skin.

Purthermore, one must examine media reports
beyond their face value. Such reports which include race
in needless simations have great social ramifications.
The mususe of race in reporting can even seem to
sUpport a stereotype’s veracity when used in cazes in
which that stereotype seems to fit, cauzing more people
to buy into it as valid This feeds discimination and
misperception.

For example, n a study by Proctor and Snyder,
participants were shown “anews story about the arrestof
2 person charged with the murder of three individuals”
There were, however, three different photographs
associated with the story; m two, an African-Amencan
man’ skin tone was altered, one dark, one light. 64%
of the participants “judged the accused as guilty” when
his skin was darker, contrasted with 44%%¢ when his skn
cdone was digitally lightened (Cliver et 2l 88). While one
might shrug and say that these results have nothing to
do with news media or thart theyre simply indmwiduals®
conditioned perceptions, from where do you think a
great deal of this conditioning comes? Why, the news
media. In fact, many instances show that racism bleeds
mte decisions made in presenting news on 2 regular
basis. This reality becomes increasingly clear m many
collected staustics from The Black Image in the Whire Mind
by Robert M. Entman and Andrew Rojecki regarding
rzce and the news media:

A mug shot ¢f a black defendant is fowr fimes more hkely 2
appear in a focal selevision news repor? than of a white Gefendant.
The accused is two nimes more fikely 1o be shown physically
restrained in @ local relevision news report when black than wben
#be accused is whive. The name of rhe accused is two fimes more
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fikely 1o e shownm on soreen in @ docal TV mews report if rhe
aefendant is black, ratber than whive. (qrd. in “Erbnic”)

Purthermore, a study by Martin Gilens, an
assistant professor in Yale’s political science department,
found that “[n]ational news magazines, mcluding Time,
Newsweek and US. News and Wozd Report, pictared
Blacks 62 percent of the time in stores on poverty,
though statistics show only 29 percent of Amencans
below the poverty line are Black™ {*Media”). Cleady,
those producing such programmmo and selecting
pictures for such stopes are madvertendy affirmung
stereotypical racial misconceptions.

Not only are these many racial categories
unfair, they are oftentimes untrue and even contrived.
Race — in the sense that provokes racism and racial
stereotypes — 15 not biological; in fact, according to an
anthropology website, “all humans today are 99.9%
genetically identical” (O'Neil). Thus, racial perceptions
have come zbout purely through owr judgments and
opinions. Ethnicity, o0, largely consists of arbitrary
groupings. For example, the term “Hispanic” “was
actually created by federal bureaucrats working under
President Nixon” (O'Neil). Usze of these classifications,
especially when contrived, remams unjustifiable in most
sitaations.

But these phencmena in the news harm more
than those who find themselves ascribed to a particular
race. As “the woter Tony Morrison has observed][]
“whites see themselves as unraced”” (qrd. m O'Neil).
While on the one hand this alludes to racism on the part
of so-called whites, it also suggests the lack of ethnicity
or identity that plagues many who don’t fall into an
ethnically distinct category, prompting some to adopt
the ethnic trends of other groups (O'Neil). Whether itz
consequences show in supremacy or ethnic emptiness,
the use of white as a2 “default race” only serves to
harm.

With 2 more watchful atutude on the part of
the news media to ensure that rzcial stereotypes are
zvoided, especially in sitaations in which it proves truly
unnecessary, the face of the news nught be changed for
the better Most times, race does not matter; in tragedy
or joy, come or compassion, any and all races are equally
deserving of honest coverage.
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AN AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL
@-’ Karolina Brook '10

“Yo wassupl.Uh...South Africa, pght™
Right. From this opening (znd rather typical) salutation,
I believe you can gather I'm from Scuth Africa. As a
freshman entering the great class of 2010, I'm here to
give my opinion abcut the “nternational experience™
here at Princeton.

In writing this article, I initially thought
I should describe my experiences regarding how
America and my counuy differ from what I've
experienced thus far Lookng back to two months
220, to the begmning of September when I first
aroved at Princeton after a grueling twenty-hour
flight, I remember how excited I was to finally have
landed on the continent

bonded and united as one aganst the “Amercans”
— that is, untl the school year actally began.

It was inevitable — we see that now. After the
magical and surreal days of Intermational Preorientation,
we had to do the unthinkable and actually mteract with
Americans. It was at this pomnt that my “Amencan
Culture 101" course began (a: clichéd as that sounds).

I have to say, young Amepcan adults are a
fascinating species: I realized that what I thought was
the ocutrageous stereotype that the most common topics
In American conversation are the weather and the traffic
is scarly true...It is a rather frightening prospect that
there exist American college students who do not know

— the continent where the
American dream was born
and. I believe, contnues
to exist today. After a few
incoherent and babbling
(and rather meriminatng)
e-mails which I sent while
completely jet-lagged, I
awoke the day after my
flight, eager to start my
Ponceton expenence
with the much-anticipated
Internztional Pre-
orientation.

Maxy
international students will
relate to the iutizl and,
well, wique experience
of International Pre-
orientation — who will
ever forget buying
blankets and sheets at Wal-Aart, or running around
campus on a scavenger hunt (oh, the days when we
had time to do fifty pushups on the top floor of
Fine...), or playing “raunchy” (not) games in Café
WViv, or trymg to crash the OA party in Dillon Gym
while our own “International Pre-or” party died
after Post decided to kick us out at the wee hour
of 10...definitely, our initial taste of Princeton was
rzther bewildering We all got along — or at Jeast,
we all understood what we were gomg through and
commiserated. It was us “internationals™ all the way,

“South Africa Memoriea™ by Veneka Chagweders ‘09 (Johannesburg, Sumoer 2006)

that South Afica is a country as cpposed to 2 region
(ves, it's happened)...Many international students do
not understand the American concept of drinkmg for
the sole purpose of getting drunk, as cpposed to having
a gocd tme with friends... And, I'm sorry to say, from
the pomnt of view who has studied Standard Oxford
English, American slang represents the demise of the
English language.

I could go on listing the quirks of America,
but, for 21l that I sound critical and rather cynical, I've
realized it's impossible not to love Americans for all of
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their idiosyncrasies. Far be it for me not to admire them;
South Africa is still 2 developing country while America
is a booming empire. And, while I was on Fall Break,
I also realized (in one of those rare and mspiring Licht
bulb moments) that it's not the differences between
the twe cultures I should be observing, but rather the
simularities.

During Fall Break, I headed off to Louiziana
with nine other people on a SVC (Student Vohmteers
Council) tzip to help with Hurricane Rita relief. Having
heard about the terrible destruction and the tragedy as
a result of Huwnicane Katrina, I wanted to see with my
own eyes what was really happening down in the south.
And it was while I was in Lowsiana, that I realized
two things: first, the stereotyping of groups of people
within a country is something that, unfortunately,
happens everywhere. Whereas in South Africa you
might hear generalizations of the stressed-out/upught
“Jozis” and the laid-back/beach-bum “Durbanites”, in
America, one always hears negative comuments about
the Rednecks and the Yankees (negatuve depending on
where you come from). And the second thing was, as
I sadly realized, suffering and destruction are universal.
South Africa s at the pinnacle of the AIDS crisis, and
millions are dying either as a direct or indirect result of
the virus; while m Lowuisiana hundreds died from the
hurdcane and thousand: meore lost their homes and
their possessions.

If one zets azide international boundanpes, it
not hard to see how we are 2l linked together in the
chaos and meandermg of life. In wiiting this article, Ido
not intend to make some grand or profound statement
zbout the condition of human life I simply hope to
reflect that, despite superficial difference: berween
American and international cultures, I am mtrmsically
the same as an American: we Jaugh the same way
(though perhaps not at the same thmngs), and we all
cry together. Sure, my accent strange and my sense
of humour may not be up 0 American standard (sadly
enocugh); but when I look past that, I see myself as an
indwidual — just ke anybody else — who simply grew
up in a different country and was exposed to different
living conditions and lives her life differently. Now, isn't
that an idealistic way to lcok at the wozld?
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STRAIGHT: A
MONOLOGUE
OF FOLLICULAR

ORIENTATION
@' Nicholas Lt@ 07

To the barber, I z2id: Hold on a second here—lets nlk
about this decision we’re making; its never good to

rush mto things . ..

Never, he zhook his head.

Good, we agree. Now . . . do you ever think azbout
vour hair? I mean, really think about it? That it's more
than just strngs of dead cells danghing down from your
scalp? It is for me, you know—more than that, more
than my body’s waste.

I was bom with my hair, you know that? Ay mother
says I came out with 2 head covered in 2 dark, jellied
mass, like pamt. And the hair didn't £l our all at once
like my brother's. Nope, my hair stayed with me and
grew. Sometimes I wonder if any of the orignals are
still hanging around, butied beneath the outer tanned
and flattened lavers, hiding at the bottom of the heap,
where it's warm and familiar. It because my hair didnt
fall out that I have my cowlicks now—it just grew the
way it had been while I was waiting to be born. All
angled grams from leaning against the mside of mom?
It's odd now, to think how the cowlicks used to grve
me wouble. When I was little, I'd go to school and
my hair—even though it was stubbornly straight—
would still suck out from my head i funny mounds.
‘Conspicuous’ 1s the term —‘conspicuous’ and ‘pamful’-
not funny for me. All the other kids with their second
round hairdos, heads hung with obedient rebommn locks,
thought it was great fim to laugh at them, at my Jumps.
For me they were like scars—prenatal bedsores.

But in spite of them I enjoved my hair, took pleasure
init. At seven, I already carried 2 comb in my pocket.
When I was alone, I obsessively rolled it through
my hair, determined to smooth out the bumps that
protruded from its surface. I imagined it, even and
elegantly quatfed . . .

Then . . . my parents split, and they worred for my
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brother and me. They used to feed us to show theyloved
us . .. grandioze school lunches of Twinkies, miniature
apple pies, and salamu sandwiches—advantageous in
elementary school nch-table trading sessions, but not
goed for health We gamed weight, both my brother
and I—we swelled with their offerings And my hair
made even less sense with my face than it had before.
Its cowlicks and currents lifted away from my head more
so than they had when I was younger, more than was
natural even for them. They were scattered—sparse
and mconsistent over my distended scalp.

That was when I experimented, lathered my hair in
handfuls of gluey gels and mousses—de-volumizers,
sleekers, and other straightening corrosmes .
I thought it'd make me look more Lke I did when I
was bom, with the smooth wet matte of hair that my
mother had been sc proud of. If it did—I have no way
of mowing exactly what my mother saw—then no one
noticed. Atschool, they called me ‘helmet head,’ rattled
their fingers along the shell I had painstakingly built up
around my face . . . when the products finally dried, it
did feel like my head was covered in glass. My hair must
have locked Like beetles’ wings—closed, stoated, and
shiningly smooth. Bur fake, nonetheless.

I tried to give it up, then—to let it sculpt itself mro its
‘conspicuous’ and ‘painful’ knobs. It was because of
Tom Sawver that I falled. They made me play Injun Joe
in our fifth grade production; I had tc wear 2 wig—a
long, black wig, coarse and chezp but free of any waves.
After the show, the gir]l who played Huck Fmn (ves, 2
gid!); her hair was perfect, with blonde ringlets—she
azkad me how it felt to have hair hanging down my back
... Though I did not admut it then, that fake hair gave
me power on stage—a respected and feared presence . .
.and I guess I felt that power would carry over into the
rest of my life, if only I could imitate the wig . . .

... but, as my own hair grew out, the lumpy cowlicks
overshadowed any evenness that might have come with
length. No one feared or respected me anymore. I fell
from villain to androgynous cherub. They thought I
was a gigd, called me as much. They told me I'was pretty.
It difficult for a pubescent twelve year old boy to have
to explain every day that—despite all appearances
the contrary—he’ not in fact female.

So I gave up zgam, let them think what they wanted.
I didn’t snad at our school carnival when parent after
unobservant parent complimented my rosy cheeks
as I painted butterflies and glittered stars on theirs. I
didn't correct anyone. Maybe that’s why the children

were 0 surprized the day I came to school with it cut
short around my neck and ears, ternfied in my sandals
and hiding behind sunglasses . . . They had forgotten I
was a boy, but for once—in their shock at my reversed
metamorphosis—:they did not mock my hair

Since then, I've gotten it cut short every six weeks. No
vagagons. Monotonously straight, with the cowlicks
disgused.

And what do vou want done today, he asked.

Shave it off.

I NEVER
FORGET A FACE!
by Tao Leigh Goffe 09

I never forget 2 face. I remember every single
person I've ever met the color of the hair, whether it
mousy blonde, fiery red, inticately braided, or 2 big
fat fro. I remember whether the nose is aquiline, pug.
hocked. I remember whether the nostils are so thin that
vou wonder how they are able to breathe or so wide you
wonder if they are getting tco much of everyone else’
oxygen. I remember if the eyes are almond like mine
or droopy like 2 good foend of mune’s or beady like a
preceptor who gave me 2 lower grade than I'd expected.
I remember people with bat ears lixe Will Smuth. I
remember whether 2 person has 2 square chin, z double
chin, or no chin at all I never forget 2 face. I'm good
like that.

So you can imagine how swposed I was when
I retumed to campus this fall and realized that though
Inever forget a face, everybody, it seems, had forgoten
mine.

When I shouted ‘Hey' across campus to a
face I know well, she greeted me in 2 way that made
it obvicus that she had no idea who I was and why I
was approaching her From friends, I learned that other
people — some very short, some very tall, some of
medium height, some with light hair, some with dark
hair, some with no hair, zome with dark skin, some with
light skin -- were being mistaken for me.
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I've figured out, after much contemplation and wrestling with the problem like 2 problem set, that there is a
calculus, that there is a system, that there is 2 science -- maybe a social science -- to this forgemting, this forgetting of
names, this forgetting of faces, this forgetting of people.

This forgetting is almost epidemic. Other friends of mine, the least forgettable pecple anyone could imagine,
said they'd been forgotten, too.

I discovered that forgetting is the preserve of the powerful (or of those that are playing at beng powerful). It
the preserve of the prvileged. It's the preserve of the patrician to forget, or claim to forget, the plebian.

“The suuggle of man against power,” said Milan Kundera, “Is the struggle of memory against forgetting”

For most, though, it simply a pose. This forgettng of faces is not a medical condition, nor 2 malady, nor a
memory lapse. It’s no accident. It's planned. It’s pre-meditated. Those who play at being patrician mean to harm, to hure,
and they do. Though they seem to pay no attenton, they pay the most attention. They know whom they believe to be
their superior and they certainly know whom they believe to be their inferior. The former, they never forget. The latter,
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they never remember. For these Pretenders to remember is to be wezk. To be weak is to remember.

We zll want to be remembered — poor people who gie their children unusual unpronounceable names, rich
people who purchase large plaques with their names emblazoned on them above Blair Arch. Neither want to be forgotten;
both want to be remembered. “The remedy for wrongs,” Publilius Syrus sa:d unforgettably, “Is to forget them.” As I said

before, I never, ever forget a face.

' Leizh Goffe (tpoffs(@jpancetcsn.edn) i 2 omoe

MounTAINS BEYOND MOUNTAINS:
REFLECTIONS FROM A COMMUNITY SERVICE TRIP IN MOROCCO

by Jireh Li 08

AT 2300 dsparting from Cseablanca to Nsw York The local
time is 12:20pm on 19th March, R005. Plight attendanss,
rrepars for takesoif

The Morocco Sermice Top has ended. Did I
reallymake a difference? Howrealistic are my conclusions
on Morocco’s community development bazed on my
few days of ethnography? We communicated in French
instead of their native Arabic or Berber dialect There
could have been misunderstandings we were unaware
of Nevertheless, out of all the teachings I have received,
I find this one the most important: Nothing belongs:
to me. Of what there is, of what I take I must share.
Thus, I have documented my thoughts and reflections
to transport us back in time and re-experience the
Moroceo Service Trip together I will narrate some
projects in Am Leuh at the Village of Hope (VoH])
and Adas Mountzin Community School, and describe
the dilemmas I faced m my endeavours to be civically
engaged with a foreign community. Join me now to
embrace the spirit of Morocce, her culture, and her
pecple.

The VoH is literally 2 village of hope. A
community of foster homes in Ain Leuh, Azrou,
zbandoned Moroccan children are cared for m 2 family
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sitnation. Three families are currently caring for nineteen
foster children. Their love and care offers security and
hope, enabling the children to fully mtegrate mto the
Moroccan community. I shared my stories with the
workers and children through drawing and acting due
to language barrers. Did they make sense of what I
said? Perhaps I was just another gil to play with. What
kind of difference, then, did I make” The conclusion
I have reached is that attitudes to service matter more
than the magnitude. 1st Corinthians 13:1 says, “If I give
all I possess to the poor and surrender my body to the
flames, but have not love, I gain nothing™ Love Lies at
the core of service whether it is making a donation or
working hands-on m an impoverished place. Though I
cannot measure the difference I made in the children’
lives, I am glad that I served with love.

Apart from interacting with the foendly workers
and lovely children, we served in conjunction with the
VoH?* on-going building project. It was physical in
nature and mnvolved earth moving and removing rocks
and debuis. The idea of gomg all the way to Morocco
to spend 2 morning moving rocks was not partcularly
appealing I tned but found no nobler way to percerve
“moving rocks.” No, it was as plain as can be - I had
gone all the way to Africa to move rocks.
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In spite of my hesitation, I picked the rocks up and loaded them imto a rusty trolley. The weather was fine but
tco sunny for moving rocks. As I locked up at the sky in silent protest, I suddenly realized why I felt so out of place.
Standing under the clear, blue skies I smelled the freshness of the grass, I heard the lovely chirp of the birds, I'was touched
by the innocent laughter of the Moroccan children. I was lost in the magnificence of mountams beyond mountans.
Yet this very paradise is struck with indigence, gender mequality, and disconminaton. I was extremely disheartened by
the paradex. How is it that suffering and poverty is so prevalent m an amazingly beautiful place® Ecclesiastes 3:11-22
reminds me, however, that the Lord has already made everything beautiful m His ume. There is nothing better than to
do all T can and patiently await for the Lord’s plan to unfold. In the end I decided that if a1l I could do was move rocks,
rocks I would move and with love, humility, enthusiasm, and praise to the Lord.

While some contimed to work at the VoH, some undertcok service projects at the Atlas Mountam Community
School (IEcole d’Atlas Ain Leuh). We painted 2 classroom that was to be the students’ dining hall The headmaster
Abdul* and all the teachers anticipated our arrival with much excitement and gratitude. They showed us mto the dmning-
hall-to-be classroom. The ceiling was peeling off, and the grey-chipped walls were bare. It looked rather miserable, but
I was tholled to brng happiness to Meroccan students and teachers with my first pamting project.

Along with Mohammed,* the Moroccan painter-in-charge, 3 few of us mounted the ladder to repaint the
ceiling while others painted doors and windows. Mohammed spoke French and 2 bit of English in addition to Arabic
and the Berber dizlect. He worked as 2 butcher when he was not a painter for he had eight children to take care of. What
impressed me the most was his optimism despite life’s challenges. He found it a privilege to serve with us, he was very
protective and always checked that the ladders were sturdy and stable before zllowing anyone on. His joyful serving
attutude reminded me of the purpose of the trp — to work with the Moroccan community and devote ourselves to
fulfillime their needs.

More gratifying than serving through painting was the mrteraction with local teenagers from the village. If
their teachers were not on strike, they would go 1o school. In the winter they would not worry about tending the

The
Student
Volunteers

Council

has

48 weekly projects
and a

fleet of cars

to get you rollin
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fireplace because heatng does not exist. In summer,
they would not complain zbout exhaust air from air-
conditioners because there were not any. If they were
thirsty, water was available from nearby contaminated
streams. Life seems simple. .. but three meals a day?
That troubles them. Yet regardless of their living
conditions and financial
difficulties, they were
open to concepts of
community shaong. When
they first approached

us, we had a short and
dizjointed conversation.
Once past the ice-breaking
stage, we started to teach
each other English and
Arabic. The following day,
they decided to join us in
panting! I was more than
overjoyed. Affirmatve
action I comumuuty
building starts off with a

few taking the inigative
to serve and develop relationships between different
facets of society, which is exactly what the teenagers
did. Such were heartening moments.

Culturallearning in Fez and Rabatin Casablanca
further ennched owr fascinatng experiences in the
village of Ain Leuh. Fez is one of Moroccos tourist
attractons, famous for its hand-made carpets and
leather products, while the Royal Palace of hiz majesty
Haszszan II is zet in Rabat There, we vizited the RPF
International Church and chatted at length with the
congregation. I met Marie* who comes from the Ivory
Coast and was wisiting Morocco. She has dedicated
her Life to serving nauves m a jungle m Congo where
transportation s Lmuted to walking or rafting. She
has toed to improve hygiene and hving conditions by
tezching the natives farmmg and irngation methods. It
15 not 2asy to serve in a jungle, but for Marne, the power
of one is the power to do something. Anything.

I also got 2 ghmpse of the political and culmural
conditions that hinder Chnstians from fully mtegrating
inte an Islamic country with 2 99% Muslim population.
Being a Churistian is not illegal in Morocco if you are not
origmally 2 Muslim. But to $2 Christian, 7har1s 2 problem.
Polical restrictions dictate that it 1s legal to evangelise
to Muslims and for Muslims to be converted to ancther
religion. Christians are forbidden to share with Mushms
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about Chostianity even m a neutral exchange of ideas.
How can a Christian be Chuistian if he or she camnot
freely share the joy of knowmg the Lord®

Female Chostian: encounter other cultural
challenges. Where men and women are equal mn the
Lord's eve:s but women are subordinate to men in
Moroccan culture, how should female Chrsuans behave
in social occasions? Should
| thev value Moroccan culture
over their beliefs? Moreover,
|| cultural shocks can deeply
| affect the Lifestyles of female
| Chostians. Some women
confided that they do not
feel safe walking zlone in any
part of Morocco simply by
bemg female. I shared thexr
sentiments. After zll. women
are of an mfenor race there,
thev are naturally the ones to
blame for incidents of rape,
adultery, or sexual or verbal

#“Morcccan Ware” byV-u-ln Chagwedera 09 (Pasis, e 2006) paraccment. .

Estimated arrival tims 18 15:30pm local time. Thank jou
for fiying with Air Maroc. Flight astendante, prepare for
landing.

Just like that, I was back in New York I had
mixed feelings. I could not wait to share my experiences
but I felt guilty for having left Morocco. It seemed
as if T went to stir up the lives of 2 random few and
disappeared before they realised. Sull, like Antoine
de Saint-Exupéry wrote in Le Petir Prince, “Le plus
important est iwisible,” (What is essental is invisible
to the eye). Morocco has left footprints m my heart. I
am blessed to have immersed in her culture and learnt
about the obstacles in social building. I have felt the joy
of reinvigoratng the hearts and Iives of those who may
be weary from Lfe’s toils. Once agam, I am convinced
of the obligation to actvely serve our communities.
Perhaps the Trp has ended in Meroceo, but I hope it
will live on through usz. ™

* aif ke mawser Bave beew chawged
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THE AMERICANDREAM
@' M, gbec‘bi Erondu 10

Amarachi wants nothing to do with the Igho
language or culture. Whenever someone greets her with
“%edw” how are you, instead of responding “odinms” I
am fine, she stubbornly answers “geod.” She doesn’t
like joliof rice (too spicy), egusi soup, (looks gross), or
even tomato stew, (too spicy a4 too red). Her mother,
Rosemary, does not know what to do with her She
wishes she could take her to Nigeria — show her how
to make 3 real wood fire, show her what it 15 Like to
have to carry 2 heavy water jug from the pump to the
house. Teach her appreciation for relizble electzcity and
seemmely limitless running water, the simple pleasures
of Amepcan life that children ke Amarachi take for
granted.

But nght now they just do not have the money.

While sull m Nigeda, Rosemary and her
husband had looked at the United States with wide-eyes
shinmg and filled with golden hopes and dreams. It
would be the perfect place to raise their children. They
would have the best of both worlds: 2 good education,
an easier way of life, fluency m two languages, and most
importantly United States citizenship.

But nothing seemed to work out as they had planned.

When they left Nigeria, Rosemary was already
six months pregnant with Amarachi, or “Bleszing™ as
she now msists on bemng called. Had she not been 2 big
woman, they might have been stopped and sent home.
But it is hard to carry 2 child in 2 foreign place, a place
where your heart isn't. And Rosemary, not usuzlly cne
to fall ill, had 2 difficult pregnancy. Cne partcularly
cold evening, she unexpectedly went into labor. The
delivery was no easier than the last few months of her
pregnancy, and while the baby swrvived, her uterus did
not. Rosemary was heartbroken: one measured success
by counting the number of healthy children. And to
make marters worse, this her one child was not even a
boy. Now there would be no one to carry the family
name, to mhent what is the father's.

It was one more straw to 2dd to the hay stack.

Indeed Life in New York was very difficult to
adjust to. Rosemary was 2 village girl: she was notused
to encountering people who rushed past her and down
the streets like cold glazed pottery down a conveyor belt.
She was not used to hard, unmelding, wnfeeling sround
from which sprung buildings Lke crowded, jagged
teeth. Instead, she was used to seeing people, receiving

and retuming smiles, warm hugs, firm handzhakes. She
was used to feelmy the land, the red earth, the blue sky
and the nules of green become the very essence of her
blood as she drew each breath. She wanted to be able
to zee the zun, the hot, red, relentdess s:un. The zun
that shone bright with the power of human feelng and
sucked the earth dry Like a nursing child. She did not
like how there was always a dirty gray cloth across the
sky in New York, and how the air was always thick with
smoke and chemical and ice cold. And when it ramed
here, it didn’t rain in the same rushing, pounding, pour-
everything-out-at-once way, 1o Rosemary, the New York
rzin was light and timid ke a mouse and what was the
point if it was scarcely enough to fill 2 water bucket.
They had dreamed of a2 large white house complete
with zll of the typical American appliances (of course)
and 2 huge green vard with an actual soccer goal But
the one bedroom aparment with drug dealers, ugly
streets, ambulance sirens and gunshots for 2 backyard
was the only thing they could afford then.

And it 15 the only thing they can afford now:

There was an emptiness, a sense of utter
lonelmess here that Rosemary had never felt before.
Here, the neighbors are not your relatives or even
your friends, there 15 no comradeship, no one to come
to vour rescue. It: a dog eat dog world they sayw
Even yvour own husband becomes a stranger tc you
Rosemary hates how her husband is always away for
nights on end. Working, always working, but nothmg to
show for it. No appreciation, no sympathy, no raspect.
They hear the different cadences in his speech and
label him uneducated and unfit. To them he is only an
immigrant, maybe even an alien, yet another victim of
the impossible to realize American Dream. She musses
the days when she could lie next to her husband and
feel his warm breath, and the strong beat of his heart.
She misses how he used to make her feel whole and safe
and secure. The man is supposed to be the one that
heads the family, without him, the family has no name,
it is lost. In Nigeria, his family had been very wealthy
and he would have been made chief had he not been
the rebel, the thrill-seeking son of the famuly. His dream
was America and they thought that they had nothing to
lose and everything to gain.

But Rosemary now looks across the table at her
daughter, her only child who is ashamed of her cultuze,
her parents.

She looks across the table at her husband
whom she no longer remembers because he is but a
shadow of his old self.
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She listens a5 he mechanically thanks the Lord for the meal the government’s focd stamps program has provided.

And she wipes a tear zway. One for the son she will never have.
And then another one rolls down her cheek for the daughter she is losing.
And she cannot hold back a final one for the husband who may never retumn.

She closes her eyes and sighs in memory of zll the dreams they have had to lock up and place far into the dark
depth of memory’s closet. The dreams they have had to defer in pursuit of the ultimate American Dream. How ironic.
They all bow their heads and begin to eat. #

e coxche

FPhoto Credit:

“Artiat’> Work™

by Venska Chagoreders <09
{Galerie Menouar, Paxis,
Sasncmer 2006)

NEVER BEEN SO GRATEFUL
by Ellen Adams "10

The night after Katy died

Joumana caid the first thing che had ever said just to me.
She uced to just rattle off in Arabic to her sister

but that night her Englich was ctrengthened all of a sudden.

It was on the way back to the cabin. We were walking
in the dark trying not to trp on tree roots, which

ien't really comething you need to talk about to understand.
She told me about how back home in Palectine

they had pinned her brother up againct the wall

and shot him in the head

right in front of her own two eyes,

She caid,
*I am corry about your friend.” =smrienlgsto

GIRLHOOD

By sixteen we learn how to dance with drinks in our hands
and how to let cigarettes loll from our lips

and how to Lie to our mothers

and how to be a good gixl

and stll be a piece of something that all the boys want.

We learn that seduction is sexy

and that good boys aze not

~— and that bad boys are better m bed

because they will always leave you in the morming

with vour hair marted to the side

and your mother making French toast back home in the kitchen.

We learn thart rape 15 2 personal choice

~ and sex is as good as gospel

and the thing that will fum us into

smuling bodied married thirtysomethings ready to be mothers is
tme not love.
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Carl A. Fields Center

for equality and cultural understanding

RECENT EVENTS

On Common Ground
Reflections on our Fall Break Retreat

At our first annual Carl A. Fields Re- ON CaNNS, ..K% Sany o Rovgel what

< are jonate about. Whlle

treat, students were motivated to yw?rkmg ?ﬁs;reservanons and prob-
LEARN, LEAD and SERVE in a Di- l2m s&ts, you forget how much you
verse and Changing World. want to 0o to fight world hunger,

The conference was a l2aming brigge race reiations, and promaote
Sponsored in colatoration with the Carf A. perod whera | had to adoress tolerance. The retraat re-uindied ail
Fieids Center, Center for Jewish Life, OMce of my own personal siereotypes these desires and placed my passion
Religious LYe, the LGET Center and the infer- and resignations. for change back to the forefront of my

-MickhelNa Jssmin mingd.

group Fund for Diversiy.

Dr. Carlos Silveira

Professor, California State University at Long Beach

On November 8-, the Carl A. Fields Center was
proud to host a series of events by artist and educa-
tor, Dr. Carlos Silveira. A powerful and impassioned
force in his own community, Dr. Silveira teaches
others to use art as a tool for self-understanding.
social justice, and community uplift in underserved
areas of Brazil and Cambodia. Events included a
lecture, an art workshop with Community House’s
local high school students, and a dinner discussion
with Princeton undergraduates.

Inspired by each navicual's dverss kden-
tity, snesa colortul painsings are gram-style
represaniations of each particlpant's name.

Azusa Nishimoto

“It was coincidence

Prof: Aoy Gakuin University, Tokyo, Japan

A dJaganese Riading of
"It was coincedence but not coincedence--A Japanese Reading Afeicad-Adaricins Womea Wetitars
of African-American Women Writers"

Professor Nishimoto discussed the significance and power of the
literature by African-American women from a Japanese female

hetp:/www.princeton.edu/~caf/

Standing on Common Ground since 1971

UPCOMING EVENTS

Sarurday, December 9, Spm
CABARET:

A Tropical Night in December
Carl A. Fields Center, Liberation Hall

Join us for one of the most anticipated partiss of the year! CABA-

RET 2006 will feature tropical themed décor, music, food and

beverages. Formal attire &5 encouraged—come out dressed to

impress!! Dinner will begin ar Spm. The panly begins at

10pm. To attend the CABARET dinner, please RSVP to
@princston edu by Saturday, December 2.

Wednesday, December 13, 6:30pm—8:00pm
KWANZAAY

A Celebration of Kwanzaa

Come and celebrate Kwanzaa—a holiday that stresses the values
of unity and rogethemsss, family and community, self
detsrmination, collective work and responsibility, cooperative
econoniics and collective strength, purpose, creativity, and faith.
It is a time of reqffirming African American people, their anees-
tors, and culture. The celebration is based on the Nguzo Saba
(seven guiding principles), one for each day of the observancs,
celebrated from December 26th to January Ist. Sponsored by the
Carl A. Fields Center , Community House, and Black Graduate

Mid-January

Location TBA

Spanglish 101

Are Latim-American immigrants changing Amen-
can English, or is America changing their Spanish?

TRADITION IN TRANSITION:

An Experience in South Asian Performance

researcher's perspective. Sharing the stories of her own encoun-
ter with and Japanese students' reactions toward their writings
with the participants, she showed students the African-American
women's voices do convey strong messages fo the readers in
Japan today. Her hope is that there can be an exchange of
views regarding both the hopes and difficulty that occur when
peoples with different histories and cultures try to understand
one another and find some common issues.

Sponsored Dy the Carl A. Fields Center and the Department of African American

4 ths gooy of AL warean
B T e
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Cart A. Fields Center Artist-in-Residence, Bala Devi Chandrashekar
will treat the Princeton commuaity to a spectacular preseatation of
Ind:ian classical dance, followed by a discussion of Indian dance and
pesformance traditions. The performance will be free and open to all
members of the Princeton community interested in South Asia,
dance, theater, art history (especially temple art), literature, philoso-
phy and religion.
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SUSTAINING THE AMERICAN SPIRIT
by Dean Maria del Carmen Flores-Mills,

wbo was invited 70 give an adaress to women gf color ar Xavier Universizy in Cincinnari, Obio
as the final program in Women'’s History monzh.

I was bom on August 24, 1971, the third
child and first daughter to Dorothy and Jose Flores in
Paulding, Ohio. I spent the first 17 years of my life in
Otroville, Ohio. It% a small town with two gas stations,
one church, one school and three bars (four while I was
growing up there). The Ctroville Local school district,
while Lmited in resources, provided what I consider
to be an extraordinanly sound core curdculum. We
were learning how to leam. My introduction to history
included snippets of world history, the requisite Ohio
history and 2 concentation on US hustory at several
levels. I remember distinctly my feelings of pride and
patrotism as we exanuned and re-examined the period
of “discovery” by Chustopher Columbus to 2 Lttde

beyond the Civil War. After many childhood wisits
to Texas to wisit family, including an excursion to the
Alamo, I vinidly recall a conversation I had with my
father after we covered the event in my class.

“Papi, we leamed all about the Alamo today!
Even though we lost, Davy Crockett and Jim Bowie
fought so bravely agamst the Mexicans, holding them
off for a long time. Santa Anna brought the rest of the
army and eventually stole the fort but in the end we got
it back.”

He looked at me and sad “Afja — there®
another zide to that story — another way of looking at
thmgs”

I'was so confused. Eventually, the US. “won,”
WE won, what other side to the story? In my own
mind I had identified my father as 2 former Texan and
an American, like me, but did not really contemplate
the implications of being Aexican Amercan in this
context. In a war context, Americans were always the
“zood guys” and whomerer they were fighting were the
“bad guys.” He gave me a book with the same facts
but from the Mexican perspective. I started to get it.
To understand about voice, power, perspective, identty
and the impossibility of “objectivity.” The Alamo had
been a Spanish mission and later occupied by Mexicans
because Texas had been 2 part of that countuy. White
settlers eventually entered the land and took over the
mission.  Santa Anna re-claimed it durng the Batde
of the Alamo but ultimately suffered defeat as Texas
became mdependent first and then part of the United
States. “WE” didn't win that one. Our ancestors lost
the most resource rich region of their country. I began
to thnk a little more critically about the mformation
presented as history. However, with no working
knowledge or exposure to diverse perspectves, the Civil
Rights movement, the farm worker/labor movement,
or the plicht of Native Americans, I continued on
my path with a suwong and loyal patrictic sentiment
Around that same time, I submutted the winning essay
in our local “Voice of Democracy” competition.

“The United States of Americz, 2 synonym
for pnde, freedom, courage and excellence, is a
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country created by and for the pecple. Unified by owr
consttution, our county kas been lixe a plant. Its roots
were created and planted by bloodshed, determination
and courage. The stem grew from nounshment called
pride, intelli;ence and great leadership. Excellence,
guidance and heritage have caused the flower to fully
blcom. Without any one part, the plant dies, but
instead, as each works together it prospers. So is owr
great nation; without any one ingredient it would not
have such a rich heritage nor such strong structuze.”
Some 16 odd years ago, those were my most
heartfelt convictions about the United States of America.
And then began my jowney of self-discovery, identity,
and purswit of articulations of history from multple
perspectives. That essay came from 2 naive perspective,

I learned about the Baldus study which proves that a
black perzon 15 much more likely to be put to death for
killmg 3 white person than a white person s for killing
a black perzon.

Please, do not misunderstand me, despite these
flaws; I am fully aware that I live in the greatast nation
in the wordd. I would be lymg if I said I didn't cheer
for American athletes in ternational and Olympic
competitions. It would be a musrepresentation if I
didn’t admit to the swell of pride in my chest and tears
in my eyes when I hear the National Anthem and God
Bless Amenca. September 11th recalled my attention
to my personal patriotic evolution. More than anything
I wanted them to symbolize to the world UNITY - to
show the gritty strength, determination and unwavering

\tho\.\é nauh-‘p:wud of theis n-uanao Is\&.!ﬂ\ marm of the Maxicans in the crowd wraiting to enter the Museo
\:u‘mldn hu clogia were indifferent to this d.x*b\ ﬁm&g-nouﬂ huuxgv Oxndy cke to
whaos thn o:-p!n.-u the indifferemnce:

Ty By cfie neat fooremask and figzy movensenta.

written before. Before I learned that our government
interned thousands of Japanese American citizens
durng Word War II and the Supreme Court deemed
the action consttutional in Koremaryy v US. despite a
phrase m the 14th Amendment promisng the equal
protection of the laws to all people. Before I learned
the horifying details of the “peculiar mstitation” of
slavery in 2 country which proclzimed to “hold these
truths self evident that zll men are created equal”
Before I knew segregation plagued the Scuthwest too
and Latinos were also legally targeted and separated
as inferior Before my law school career. Before I
read court cases that shocked me, like a decision by a
Texas judge in 1995 which held that 2 mother speaking
Spanish to her child constituted child abuse. Before
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» toe, seemed captivated
¢t pride ia there to be bad =

commasrcialized customa?

will to rebuild and reclaim our lives rather than to
crumble in fear To show that we would emerge from
the sorrow, desparr, smoke and destruction 2 defiant
and undefeated people undaunted by the gargantuan
task of achieving the promuises and possibility of our
great nation. After all, it iz the greatest nation n the
word. Where else could the son of undocumented
immigrants gam adnussion and full Snancial aid to cne
of the most prestigious msurtions of higher education
and emerge four years later with 2 bachelor’s degree and
head on to medical school like Jesus Lemus® Where else
could a poor black girl from Mississippi, become one
of the nchest and most influensal figures in the media
like Oprah Winfrey? Where could the son of Baptist
minister seek out an education under the oppression
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of segregation and set in motion 2 seres of peaceful
protests that would change the face of 2 nation like
Martn Luther King Jr* Where else could an openly
gay man run for an office m the national legislature like
Bamey Frank®* Where el:e could Fanme Lou Hammer
and Ida Wells defy oppression and speak out for the
betterment of the naton? Only in the United States of
America.

And so, I would assert that we, a5 women
of cclor, must not only sustan the American spirit
but redefine it and expand it and assist our nation in
achieving and fulfilling the lofty, idealistic pronuses in
the Declaration of Independence, the Constitution and
the very essence of what it means to be an American.
First, let’s talk about the redefinition. When I say “the
American spiit” what comes to mind® I remember
growmg up in Cttovile, reading magazines like Teen
and Seventeen. I remember my dolls, my books and

re were very few people who looked like me. The
only Latinos on the TV scene were maids or funny
sidekicks. I remember being convinced that I was
fat and ugly. Now, my family surely tned to tell me
otherwise, especially my papi, but the messages around
me cleady communicated what beauty was — blue eved,
blonde, thin and I was none of those things. My peers
noted the dark hair on my arms, legs and face. Ifeltso
ugly. I had exactly two dates in high schocl — neither
one of them successful. So I decided to concentrate on
being smart — al:o not a desirable female characteristic
in the opinicn of many. I went off t0 Ames, Iowa
and Jowa State University on 2 National Hispanic and
George Washmgton Carver scholarships cloaked m the
anonymity of 2 student body of 25,000 people. I met
my husband in October of 1989, my freshman yvear.
I HAD A BOYFRIEND! He was (sull 1!} good
locking!! And he significantly
contnbuted to my self-esteem.

But my self-confidence
alzo benefited from my diverse
peers. (Yes, there 15 drversity in
Iowa.). The media contnued
to evolve. Pecple who looked
like me were bezuuful!! Who
knew? My black sisters helped
me appreciate something else
about myself. Now I was always
under the impression that I had
a fat butt. Lirtle did I know I
did not have an f-a-t “fat” but
p-h-2-t phat booty, an onion, if

vou will and that was a good thing!! Imagine my elation
the first tme I was forwarded “Phencmenal Woman™
by Maya Angelou viz e-mail. My spitt embraced those
words and they provided sustenance for my soul. Iwas
validated

In order to sustain the American spirt we must
help this naton attain all of its pronuse and potential.
How will we do this> How does one take on such a
daunting task? In order to effect change vou don't need
to sit back and be intimidated by this monumental,
amorphous job. Here are some of my thoughts zbout
how to help accomplish this goal.

Be responsibie for the doy-to-day reaities of Bills,
dabies and work. Do your part by articulating yosy vaiues 1o hose
arownd you every fime you are presented wirh the agpormnity. If
here is an spening in a comversation, rake it. Wimess. Deter
yes, Gve it When you bave achiesed somerbing, remember
whose coming bebind you. Give back. More than likely you
are sranding solidly on he showlders of hose who came before
o Make priovities. Contribure w%as you can. Mentor. Take
care of yoursell. Stars slowly. Pick somessing. Walk. Drink
mare warer, Ouit smoking. Pray. Read. Ger the mammeoprans
_you've been purting off. (I bad one, they really aren’t 5o bad ) Seek
opporinities 5 grow inteliectually, emotionally and spivitually.

Appreciare and sek onr rhe expeniences of others.
There is 50 much 2o learn from rhose around us. So nouch wisdom,
emonion and knowiedpe. To rhat eng, 1 want fo leave yos roperker.
Lz us moove fonward in sisterbood 29 sustain the American Spinis.
God biess you and God biess America. ¥

e

“Epiopue’ by Khane Neuven 07 (Lockhart Hall, Princeton University, Fall 2006)
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office of religious life

http:/iweb _princeton.edu/sites/chapel/
(609) 258-3047

Congratulates Prism

e

CAFE is an informal meeting place with free home-baked cookies, cof-
fee, hot cocoa and herbal teas, musical performances, poetry readings
and special event Thursdays and Saturdays. Open Nightly, 10:00 p.m. -
12:30 a.m., in the basement of Murray-Dodge. www_princeton.edu/~cafe

CAMPUS CHAPLAINCIES AND STUDENT RELIGIOUS ORGANIZA-
TIONS The Office of Religious Life encourages students to participate
in one of the many chaplaincies and student religious communities. For
more information please visit hitp://web.princeton.edu/sites/chapel/

CHAPEL CHOIR offers students the chance to explore a varied and
rich repertoire of sacred music. This 80 strong chorus provides music
for all the Sunday morning services and major University services in the
C(?a elﬁ an/d performs several major concerts each year. www.princeton.
edu/~choir.

CHAPEL DEACONS are one of Princeton’s oldest student groups, car-
rying on the tradition offellowship and student involvement in the Univer-
sity Chapel Sunday services. www.princeton.edu/~deacons/

ECUMENICAL CHRISTIAN WORSHIP draws students, faculty, staff
and townspeople together to hear God’s word, to sing God's praise,
to lift up the University in prayer, and to enjoy one another’s company.
Sundafyls at 11:00 a.m., University Chapel. http://web.princeton.edu/
sites/chapel/

HALLELUJAH! is a student-led interdenominational worship service

in the African American church fradition. Hymns, contemporary gospel
music, praise songs, testimony, and altar prayer create a sanctuary for
students who desire to deepen their faith and enjoy the lively rhythm of
God. Sundays at 1:00 p.m., Murray-Dodge. http://web.princeton.edu/
sites/chapel/Hallelujah.htm

RELIGIOUS LIFE COUNCIL is an interreligious %roup of undergraduate
and graduate students who provide visibility for the strength and diver-
sity of religious life on campus, as well as valuable educational resourc-
es for the university community. The council’s mission is to deepen the
understanding of all religious faiths, to explore the connection between
intellectual life and spintual growth, and to encourage interfaith discus-
sion of moral issues and life choices.

www._princeton.edu/~ric/

STUDENT VOLUNTEERS COUNCIL offers opportunities for students
to reach out to the larger community through participation in weekly
community service projects, as well as numerous special programs and
break trips. http://www.princeton.edu/svc/




Done /‘eaa/fng &
Please pass the magazine on to someone else in your hall,
your class, your student group, your eating club...
the Prism promotes the free-flow and sharing of ideas.
share it widely with your professors and your peers.
help us save trees by not throwing out the magazine.

Zhanks !

~the prism staff (prism@princevon.edu)

“Mother & Daughter” by Khang Nzuysn 97 (Ha Long Day, Viet Nam, Sunmaer 2006)

The Prisrsrr cooel/d life o Zhank

Janet Dickerson, Sustained Dialogue, the Carl A. Fields Center, the LGBT Center,
the Office of Religious Life, the Student Volunteers Council, the Pace Center, CBLI,
Dean Dunne, our Advisory Board, Elizabeth Landau ‘06, and
all our readers and supporters
era! pris,m@prrinceton.edi
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