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LETTER FROM THE EDITORS:

Hello again!
Now that the initial impact of culture shock is
subsiding and routines are settling in, Hyderabad
is starting to feel more and more like home. With a
home-base established, we have all been very eager
to explore the edges of the city and even the edges of
the country. From Bangalore, to Goa, to Hampi, and
more--we CIEE students have seen so much! This
edition of Hydertales highlights those journeys and
the many moments of self-reflection they inspired.
Cheers,
Allie and Laura
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An Editorial
By Brighid Burkhalter

Since I’ve been here in Hyderabad I’ve been trying to get a hold of my identities and what
they mean in a different socio-cultural environment. When are they at play? When are they
important? (Always. Always.) I am a white, American female from an upper middle class
family. I am of the school of thought that these facts deeply mean something. That there is
no environment I can go to in which these factors are not present, where they are not
narrating my every move and interaction (Mind you, not in inherently detrimental or
negative ways. Only in ways that invoke responsibility).
I haven’t had many specifics to point to until a recent conversation with a friend that
simplified and summed up some things for me.
A few weeks ago, my friend Anmol* and I were reflecting on our time knowing each other
and the general evolution of our friendship. Mostly we were laughing about an exercise
we had to do on my first day joining my batch’s acting class in which Anmol and I were
paired up. But then he said something that meant a lot to me. His comment was along
the lines of, “After a month or so of knowing you, it really didn’t feel like you were from
somewhere else. It felt like you were a natural part of the group.” This has been one of my
many goals. To actually be a part of a group here. To not be a special guest, or honoured
visitor. I wanted to be able to have real friendships and honest artistic collaborations.
But not even two minutes later, Anmol laughingly remarked, “When could I talk to an
Indian girl like this?”. After my inquiry he went on to explain that he had never had as
quick or as comfortable a friendship with a female. The specific gender politics at play in
this country are for another piece of writing but this observation of his is - if nothing else,
I think - understandable.
But there it is. Paired quite concisely. Everything, everything always at play. I, one of the
Indians and one of the boys, but not at all. Entirely neither. And there, too, is my
responsibility to recognise the benefits that come with these granted comforts.
I still, somehow, do not have many conclusions. But I do know from my watching that my
whiteness and citizenship (for they cannot be separated; I am never American without
being white, and I am only ever rarely, briefly interpreted as white without being
American) have granted me privileges that pair nicely with the privileges that my male
counterparts here enjoy. Theatre here is undeniably a boys club, dominated by its male
practitioners. But I am sometimes invited to the conversation. Much more frequently than
my brilliant but few female peers.
As I consider my few remaining months here, I’m thinking about while in many of the
spaces I navigate around the world I have a “seat at the table” or at least relative access
to the table, what is my role once I’m there? I’m thinking about what role I can play as a
westerner in racial and gender politics specifically. How to use my voice effectively and
responsibly.
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*name has been changed

Laundry Day
by Breeze Doe

Our hostel director locks the roof doors at sundown because a
student committed suicide on campus last year. What’s more
integral to the story, though, is that the student was Dalit, or a
member of the lower caste once subjected to untouchability, and by
default darker skinned. So rather than complain about having to do
laundry at normal hours of the day, which was my initial
reaction, I try to use laundry time to take space for reflection; check
my privileges; learn about the oppression of people from far away
who look a lot like me; attempt to understand the powers of whiteness
and colonialism in a country where I’ve taken partial refuge that in
many ways feels like a big hug but in others reflects my own.
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Love Letter on a late
night bus
a poem by Allie schultz

On every wheel-turned inch, I ask
what I can give the roads before
they leave me. Into the gravel past
my back, I see enough. So I implore,
what can I give the roads before
they claim it for themselves?
My back? Is that enough? I implore
these questions into the diesel wells.
They claim it for themselves:
my whole movement, my curiosity,
these questions in the diesel wells—
but it is nothing to the roads. You see,
my whole movement, my curiosity
wrapped in metal packaging,
is nothing to the roads. You see
this red earth and its living things
wrapped in metal packaging
glint under the sun, and know the roads own
this red earth and its living things
entirely. All that I have is just a loan
glinting under the sun and I know the roads own
most of that too. Even what I breathe
entirely, all that I have, is just a loan
from the wind the road already receives.
Most of that too (even what I breathe)
will never inspire the highway—
from the wind, the roads already receives
the scraps—tire skins, an empty cup, a “someday”
that will never inspire the highway.
So on every wheel-turned inch, I ask
to take the scraps—that tire skin, empty cup, and “someday”—
before they leave with me into the gravel past.
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Weekends Away: Excursions
to the Golden Triangle
and Hampi
This February, CIEE sent us all across India. Dartmouth students made their
way arond the “Golden Triangle” - a famous tour that travels through Agra,
Jaipur, and Delhi. The rest of CIEE headed to Hampi, a world heritage site. From
breathtaking nature scenes to beautiful historic structures, we really
got in our tourism time.

golden triangle:

(Taj Mahal--Agra)
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(Backwaters in Kerala)

(Qutub Minar--New Dehli)

(Hawa Mahal--Jaipur)

hampi:
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(Rock Paintings--Anegundi)

(Hazara Rama Temple--Hampi)

(Monolith Narasimla--Hampi)

(Cave Paintings--Anegundi)
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(Mahanavami Dibba--Hampi)

(Dollu Kunitha Performance--Hampi)
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(Stone Chariot at Vittala Temple--Hampi)

(Camel Rides--Hampi)

