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Dear Friends,

Salaam -- Namaste!

Welcome to the CIEE Hyderabad Arts and Science Program at the Uni-
versity of Hyderabad. On behalf of the CIEE Hyderabad Study Center, I 
am delighted to send you the latest CIEE newsletter: the Hydertales! 

This newsletter is a compilation of various student pieces ranging from 
short stories to inspiring photo essays of their travels, perspectives, and 
experiences. Please take a moment to look around and read our students’ 
stories aboout life and learning during their time abroad. A big thank you 
to the students who contributed to this newsletter!

Thank you from everyone at the CIEE Hyderabad Study Center for
reading this Hydertales edition.
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In the Same Machine
By Sarah Kleine, Dickenson College

From the moment I opened my e-mail account for the first time in India, I have been 
bombarded with the same excited question from friends and family: “How’s India?” 
These two words have been the source of frustration for me and almost everyone else 
in our group, as we grapple for words and sift through photographs, struggling to find 
a way to somehow illustrate what this experience has been for all of us.

It was J. D. Salinger who was first able to put something I have felt here into words, 
much more articulately than I ever could, in his novel “Franny and Zooey.” It is the 
character of Zooey who rants: “I mean, treasure is treasure, for heaven’s sake. What’s 
the difference whether the treasure is money, or property, or even culture, or even 
just plain knowledge?” Upon reading this a few weeks into the semester, I instantly 
thought of the children we see living in slums who smile so brightly at us, the dogs 
and cows on the streets, and each other.

These children have almost nothing, but this does not mean that they are any less dy-
namic as tiny individuals in the world. Regardless of wealth and material possessions, 
these children have favorite foods, songs, and colors; They have no shortage of pas-
sions, interests, community, humor, family traditions, ambition, or practical skills. This 
is not to say that their lives are easy, or that they do not face hardships that many of us 
cannot comprehend. However, the minute we allow ourselves to be surprised that these 
children have things to be happy about – treasure in their lives – is the minute we be-
gin to identify ourselves as superior, therefore building a wall between everything we 
came all the way to India to understand.

This wall is once again described perfectly by an author. This time, it is James A. Mi-
chener, author of “Hawaii,” “The Drifters,” “Tales of the South Pacific,” and many 
more mid- to late-1900s classics, who bluntly states: “If you reject the food, ignore the 
customs, fear the religion and avoid the people, you might better stay home.” Amongst 
the constant warnings against street food, tap water, motorcycles, rabid dogs, beggars, 
etc., it can be hard to remember that we are still in a new country full of new places 
to explore and interesting people to meet. Though we do have to be mindful of these 
potential dangers, we also must be wary of returning home after spending five months 
in India with no true understanding of the culture we just lived in to apply to our lives.

It is through the adventures that Michener encourages and the reservation of 
judgement that Salinger speaks so passionately of that one can finally land upon the 
conclusions found in a poem written by Kurt Vonnegut, found in his novel “Cat’s 
Cradle.” Vonnegut writes:

“Oh a sleeping drunkard
Up in Central Park,
And a lion-hunter
In the jungle dark,
And a Chinese dentist,
And a British queen--
All fit together
In the same machine.
Nice, nice, very nice;
Nice, nice, very nice;
Nice, nice, very nice--
So many different people
In the same device.”

The last two lines of this poem in particular speak to the idea that Vonnegut’s novel 
centers around, an idea that I think is so important to apply to this semester abroad. 
Though the wording of this poem is simple, the meaning of it takes so much 
maturity, open-mindedness, and understanding of the bias we carry here as 
American tourists and college students.

We do not know more than the laborers, farmers, and merchants we pass on the 
street every day; we simply don’t know the same things. We do not understand the 
world any better than the families who sleep under tarps every night; we simply 
understand a different world, and in a different way. We do not enjoy richer lives 
than any given Hyderabadi child, woman or man who struggles to survive on one 
dollar a day; we simply enjoy lives free of this extent of financial strain, but this does 
not mean we are any more self-actualized and complex as individuals and important 
to the “same machine” that Vonnegut speaks of. We all have infinite treasure in our 
lives and adventures we have yet to begin.
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 Hardheaded. It was like living in the country 
side. There was a shower head, three knobs 
(hot, shower, cold), faucet, drain, bucket, and pail. 
All I can recall are the bucket and pail. The shower 
head was simply in the background. Ma chose to live 
oblivious of the technology that America has created. 
Old fashioned was her way and the only way. Daily 
regime. A lot of left knob and a little bit of right for 
the perfect combination. No surprises in my bath.  I’d 
run back to the TV for another glimpse of Pokémon 
while I wasted the earth’s resources unknowingly. Ash 
has caught the Pokémon. Now my day shall begin. 
Little men close the valves of the hot and cold with a 
cork plug; with my assistance of course. A rigorous 
dive into the bucket takes me further than I imagined. 
Depths and trenches fill with water, temperatures 
change as the altitudes rise. The days are forward but 
it feels so backward. I can hear Ash yelling in the 
living room but I cannot run into the living room this 
time. It is a foreign matter. The water has adapted 
to its environment, but the same emotion remains. 
I hadn’t braced myself. I pant in regret and pain. I 
moan and repeat; no time to sulk in my own pain. I 
was ready this time. Mind over matter. No control. No 
left. No right. Smaller foundation. Larger satisfaction. 
The shock was painful, yet extremely enjoyable. A 
mosquito bites irony.  A foreign feeling, that was yet 
familiar. The drips carry memories of my past and the 
stream carries memories of my future.

Hemanth
By Eddie Torres, Ursinus College
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Where do we spend all our time?
Photos and Captions by Kristen O’Loughlin, 
Unversity of Washington

The lounge ‘s amenities include comfy 
chairs, ping-pong, a flat screen TV and 
India’s sweetheart: Mr. Das. The last of 
which keeps the homestay students 
coming back everyday. 

The staple mode of 
transportation and a 
central part of our 
Indian experience, we 
even started free-styling 
about them.

Granite rock formations cover the 
2,500 acres of campus, which we like 
to hike, climb and watch the beautiful 
sunsets from.

In between classes we stop by CIEE to mooch chai and 
samosas from Roju, and get advice for anything from travel 
and classes to a hug from Madhuri.

We bike everywhere 
on campus, but it’s the 
off-road exploring we 
do that lands us back 
at the bike repair shop.

1. Tagore Lounge
3. Rickshaws

2. CIEE Office

4. Rocks

5. Bike Repair



This is important because it means that despite being passengers on our journeys, we are also the vehicles and 
the paths, and the destinations are just as unreal as we are. So we must not become attached to the destination, 
or the path, or the vehicle, or ourselves, because they are all fabricated. But in the fact of their fabricated nature 
lies the opportunity for us to become the fashioners of their existence. So we get to shape our journey—where 
it is headed, and how we are getting there—so long as we are aware of its nonexistence. And while that initially 
appears confusing, and then daunting, it is actually quite fun, and a unique thrill of human existence. You get to 
make it what you want.*

As an addendum, I would argue that it is also a moral obligation that you make your journey, and your path on 
that journey, one that is beneficial, or at the very least not harmful, to the rest of humanity and to the earth, which 
is why I said “make it what is good.” See? I’m already getting quoted.

I think here is a good place to end my philosophical postulations, which I am in no way qualified to make, and 
conclude my reflections on my time in India thus far. What I want to say is that it has been good, that I am grate-
ful, that I am learning different things than I expected to learn, that I like who I am here and who I am becoming, 
and that I am eager to exist in this space for another month and see what human/automobile combination inspires 
me to muse on the meaning of life next.

*I think it is important here that I acknowledge my privilege in being able to shape my own journey, and “make 
it what I want.” As much as I believe, on a philosophical level, that nothing is real and we make everything up, 
that does not change the fact that, in reality, millions of people suffer daily because of these constructions, and 
that a huge percentage of the human population are subjugated to and marginalized by oppressive systems that 
prevent them from shaping their own ideal journeys. Actually, this is something that I have learned from my time 
in India, as well. That’s another amazing thing about India: it is full of contradictions.
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India is a place that I still don’t understand. It is just a place; like the U.S. is a place, like the East and West are 
supposedly two different places, like home is a place. It is arbitrarily defined and diversely constituted and it, 
simply, exists. It is not even conscious of its existence. There is something wonderful about how India makes no 
acknowledgement of its own existence. It makes America seem painfully self-aware.

There are things — events, anecdotes, images — that I want to include in this piece that I don’t know how. Babies 
riding on motorcycles is one. The experience of seeing a young child 
clutching the handlebars of a scooter while his father weaves through traffic, or sitting contently on her mother’s 
lap, eyes protected from the wind by tiny sunglasses, speeding down Gachibowli Road is spectacular and, I dare 
say, a little bit life-changing. It’s a phenomenon, which, like most phenomena in this part of the world, I don’t 
think can be adequately represented by the English language, but is truly marvelous to behold. To me, babies on 
motorcycles are symbolic of India, and of my time here. I am not pretentious enough to think that that is not a 
ridiculous statement, but I stand by it.

The children on motorcycles that I have witnessed in India are the most blissfully serene 
passengers I have ever had the privilege of observing. One might expect a child squished between the chest and 
back of two senior family members in the heat and humidity of monsoon season to 
appear uncomfortable or annoyed. One might even anticipate witnessing the whines and cries that are hallmarks 
of the entire human population below 6 years of age upon encountering an Indian baby on a bike. But with these 
beautiful young creatures, it is not so. They are at peace. As Lana Del Rey claims to do, they just ride (though I 
would argue that these children look much better on the back of a two-wheeler than LDR does, but that’s beside 
the point. Or maybe it’s not? Another discussion for another day.) Like India’s apparent ignorance of its own 
existence, these children seem to be almost unaware that they are passengers on an unprotected vehicle, sur-
rounded by blaring horns, palpable air pollution, and speeding cars. It is almost 
transcendental.

And then there is the metaphor of the baby on the bike as me, which works perfectly because I am adorable. 
Metaphorically, in India, I am just an infant blissfully being transported from destination to destination; or, rath-
er, being transported through a series of continuous and overlapping journeys. Which is not to say that I haven’t 
been an active participant in my experience here — I very much have. It is to say that it is a choice I have con-
sciously made to surrender myself to the experience, to this environment, and to myself. To let India shape me, 
rather than try to shape India. To learn, rather than to teach. To listen, rather than to speak. Or, better yet, to find 
a balance between the two. But the path to finding that balance, I am convinced, lies in the listening, the learn-
ing, and the letting.  

Did I draw the connections between babies on bikes and India/myself just because I wanted to talk about the 
adorable little mushes I see riding around Hyderabad on two-wheelers? Yes, of course. But I did it, and it 
worked. Which points to another valuable lesson I’ve learned from my time in India so far, or something I am 
choosing to take away from my experience here, which is the following: nothing is real, so make it what you 
want, or make it what is good. When I get famous for being an amazing person that everybody loves who is also 
super articulate and then I die, people are going to remember me by that quote.

The point is: everything is just made up. Studying abroad is made up. The program I am on is made up. Going 
to college is made up. My friends and I made up one of the classes that we’re taking for full credit this semester. 
The concepts of India as a region, as a culture, and as a country are all made up. I am made up.
  

One Month in India
By Becca Waxman, Wesleyan University




