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Letter from the Editors
Dear readers,
Hello & welcome to the first issue of Hydertales Fall 2017!
If you are reading this you are probably a relative, friend, or a prospective CIEE student,
in which case welcome, we miss you, and/or we are excited to share with you our thoughts
and experiences about our first month in Hyderabad!
To guide us in gathering our thoughts (we have many) and in describing our journeys
thus far, our first theme is EXPLORATION! The wish to explore is after all, what has
brought the five of us here to Hyderabad. We all came here wishing to find something, and
this something varies amongst and within each one of us. Some of us came to Hyderabad
wanting to understand a culture radically different from our own, others have a personal
stake in understanding India. Some are interested in particular areas of study and wanted a
fresh perspective, and others decided rather spontaneously to join the journey to India to
experience life in a different culture. Some of us wanted to explore for the sake of escaping.
Regardless of our specific motivations, the wish to explore and to learn has driven us all
to the University of Hyderabad, where we are taking all sorts of courses, from art of ancient
India to Dalit politics to sexuality in Indian society. In addition to our courses, we have also
been traveling independently and exploring the areas of Indian society in which we are
individually interested.
What we have found so far has not always matched our expectations or even wishes.
When we explore we don’t always find what we are hoping for, and welcoming that
discrepancy is part of the learning process. Much of what we have experienced has been
remarkably different from what is familiar: the food, the gender relations, the academics,
you name it. Living in a foreign country, especially in the beginning, can feel awkward and
confusing at best, and distressing and alienating at worst. But debatably, the most valuable
part of the journey of discovery is embracing uneasiness, and stretching beyond our comfort
zones, this process is exploration, and if you explore long enough and delve deep enough
into another society, perhaps you will find that human beings are not so different after all.
Exploration is not about conclusions or final judgments; it is about that initial spark of
curiosity and the process to which it leads. And so even if you don’t find what you expected
or even wanted, the feeling of learning something, of having grown as a person because you
made a decision to put yourself out there and try something new...that’s what exploration is
all about, and that’s what makes the journey worth it.
We are excited to share our experiences and thoughts with you and hope you enjoy.
Hydertales editors,
Emily & Mika

Peaks and Valleys
"My peak so far has been learning about the Indian culture through
interacting with the CIEE staff and indian students. I LOVE to ask questions
and everyone is very willing to answer them honestly, even if they are about
personal topics such as arranged marriages, family expectations, and the
caste system in India."
"When we go out we are often approached by beggars on the streets, it is
hard for me because if I give to one person, many more will come and I
cannot help everyone. It is difficult to deny them because I know that they
are people just like me who happened to be born in different
circumstances. However, I have started volunteering weekly at a local
non-governmental organization to help poor families in the slums so I try
to look at my work there as my way of giving back and helping people
here."

Emily--Economics

“My Peak was when the five CIEE girls took a trip to Bangalore during
our third weekend in India. I loved the feeling of standing on the
adorable rooftop of our hostel. Something about being in a place like
India makes finding little pockets of beauty all the more special.”
“My valley is all the time and effort spent registering for classes.”

kate--Communications
"There have been so many peaks! A specific one was going to mushroom
rock with my classmates. It was one of my first excursions with my
friends here and we even went swimming in a nearby lake! A general
peak has been meeting Indian students and learning from them. I love
learning about a person’s background and beliefs, and every time I have
one of those boundary-breaking conversations with someone I feel like
I’m doing something right."
"Friday nights have been particularly hard for me because that is when
my family and I usually sit for Shabbat dinner with delicious food and
family friends. I’ve never considered myself religious but being here has
made me realize how important tradition and community are to me, and
it is difficult to be without those things here."

Mika--Politcal sCIENCE

Peaks and Valleys
My peak so far in India would have to be
when we went to the Birla Mandir temple. It
was an amazing experience, getting to see the
beautiful marble carvings and at the top, it
had a view of the entire city of Hyderabad.
My valley so far would have to be the time I
had fifty bug bites on my feet. I had spent
time upstairs watching TV without socks on,
and I definitely noticed when my feet
wouldn’t stop itching for several days.

Lexi--Political Science

Peak: Learning a new language! I’ve been taking
Telugu here and successful moments of
understanding and conversation are so rewarding
and exciting. There are also the beautiful moments
of unveiling special things that are specific to any
language that reveal something new.

bRIGHID--Theatre

Valley : Learning a new language … there are also
extreme moments of frustration. The grammar
and sentence structure for Telugu is wildly
different than English and when I most want to
have a normal conversation and can’t even think
of how to ask a question, annoyance ensues.

Semester Bucket list
1

Languages
Be able to have a basic
conversation with a local in
Telugu or Hindi

2

Food
Eat spicy local foods without
crying and sweating
Learn how to make some of the
delicious foods we've been
eating like roti, vada pav, papdi
chaat, and paneer masala

3

Visit Historical
Landmarks
The Taj Mahal

4

Social
Make at least 10 Indian
friends
Attend an Indian wedding
Celebrate at an Indian
festival

Finding God
by Emily Hintsala

I grew up in a Christian home in Seattle,
Washington. Christianity has always been a central part
of my life which motivates my actions, morals, and
values. During my childhood, I followed the faith as it
was taught to me by my parents, Sunday school
teachers, and the pastor without questioning anything,
but as I grew older I started to develop and make my
faith my own. When I went away to Gonzaga University
for college, I no longer wanted to except my faith as it
was, I developed a yearning to understand why I believe
the things that I believe. They say that if you aren’t
questioning your faith, then you aren’t growing in your
faith. I decided to directly apply this idea to my life
when I entered college.
This practice of questioning and discovery was
hard enough in the United States where I was
surrounded by other Christians in a society formed on
Judeo-Christian traditions, but when I came to India, I
realized I had it easy in the United States.
I have always heard that India is a place where
people come to find God. India is an eclectic blend of
many different religions and ways of life, it is a place
where Hindus, Muslims, Christians, Sikhs, Jains, and
many other religious groups coexist together, and a
place where you may see a temple, a mosque, and a
church side by side. There is something extraordinarily
beautiful about this religious diversity, but it is also
extremely confusing.

During my second weekend in Hyderabad I visited a
mosque, two temples, and a church all within two days. My
head was spinning as I watched Muslims answering the call
to prayer, Hindus worshipping gods and goddesses with
offerings of coconuts and rice, and Christian singing the
worship songs that I knew so well from my childhood. The
following are some questions that I have had while in India:
Why do I worship one God while Hindus may worship
hundreds?
How can I make sense of the Christian teaching that
the only way to God is through Jesus Christ, when so
many people have other religious traditions?
How can I stay strong in my own religious beliefs while
maintaining absolute respect for others of differing
religions?
How should interreligious dialogue be conducted?
If I was born to a Hindu family in India instead of to a
Christian family in the United States how would my life
be different? How would I worship?
Yes, my religious life in the United States may be
easier, but easy isn’t always right, when I leave India
at the end of these 5 months I may be even more
confused about my own religion and beliefs, or I may
find peace and clarity in my relationship with God,
but I know that I must continue to question because
if I stop questioning, I stop growing.

WHAT THE NUT AM I DOING HERE?
By: Kate Bredenberg
Coming to India was never my original plan. Actually, I had no plan at all. All I knew for sure
was that I was going to study abroad… somewhere. I ended up applying on a whim. The theme of
this issue of Hyderatales is exploration. Exploration for me began when I physically arrived here in
India. Pre-arrival, I had done zero research, made zero plans, and had zero intentions of coming
prepared. When I take a good hard look at the choice I made, my first thought is usually “What the
nut am I doing here? I could be in Spain living it up with my friends.” That thought stems from the
countless power outages, sweaty bike rides to class, and cold showers. If I give it a couple seconds, I
am reminded of what I'm really doing here.
The truth is, I wouldn’t be here if it wasn't for my roommate/soul sister, Emily. Back in
January when I was trying to decide where to study abroad, Emily already knew where she was
going. She had spent months researching, and actual years thinking about India. One day, I was
sitting in class when the thought of India just popped into my head. Immediately after my class, I
went to meet Emily for lunch and told her I was pretty sure I had to go to India (?!?)
Her reaction positively reinforced my
abrupt realization and I submitted my
application the following day. Emily
made that free-falling-jumping-off-acliff choice to come to India pretty
easy, so thanks homie.

"I HAD DONE ZERO RESEARCH,
MADE ZERO PLANS, AND HAD
ZERO INTENTIONS OF COMING
PREPARED"
As I wrote this I meditated on the idea of exploration,
I realized that my personal exploration began here, and
for that I am immensely grateful. Being here, living here,
is an opportunity for me to find out why I’m here. Of
course, I have a few guesses as to what it will mean to
have lived in India after five months. But I won’t claim to
know the future, that right there is for God to know and
for me to find out. That real reason I mentioned earlier, is
yet to come. What is life without the unknown? What is
life without amazing friends and family who make it
possible for you to do whatever the heck you want?!
Before I left for India, my dad told me my brain is going to
be so huge when I return because it will be expanding
every single day. All the knowledge I have in this moment
will not allow me to explain why I’m here or why I was
lead here.
So, readers, get ready for that final issue when I will
(hopefully) let you all know exactly what I’m doing here.

Emily and I at the airport
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Dogs of Hyderabad
DOGGOS
PUPPERS
WOOFERS
YAPPERS

All the World's a
Stage
BY BRIGHID BURKHALTER
I came to India to study theatre. Or

First of all, I realize that if I cannot find

As far as a “theatre scene” in

more so to get a sense of what theatre

exact words to describe the state of theatre

Hyderabad, from what I can tell unlike the

looked like and meant outside of my usual

in the United States, the task is equally hard

Twin Cities in Minnesota there are not

and comfortable environment. I go to

for anyone here when I ask the same question.

theaters that have their own artistic

school in Minneapolis, MN which is an

I am also realizing that I am having a hard

companies that consistently produce work.

active theatre town by national standards.

time assessing what theatre is like in the

Instead, there are troupes here - both

It has been claimed that we have the

United States for someone who isn’t apart of

amateur and professional - that use different

second highest number of theater seats

the field. Or even for someone outside of

venues around town.

per capita in the United States next to

Minneapolis and the Midwestern United

New York, and “we sell more tickets per

States. I only have my immediate knowledge

comparison of theatre experiences has been

capita than Chicago or Seattle, the

gained from what I have observed and

going to see a play in The Hindu Theatre

combined annual budgets of our theater

encountered. I'm feeling very confined by the

Festival this past weekend with some of my

companies dwarf those of Philadelphia

inability to see outside of my experience. Of

classmates. The play was at Ravindra Bharati,

and Boston, and performing artists make

course I can't see outside of it, I've known this

which is one of the national theatres named

up a 30% larger share of the workforce in

but then how do I engage in any greater

after Sri. Rabindranath Tagore, the first

the Twin Cities than they do nationally”. In

analysis of it? This is true of not only theatre

Nobel laureate from Asia (Bharati is from

the Twin Cities it is easy for me, as a

but of any cultural exchange and interaction. I

Bharat, meaning India). The theatre is very

theatre student, to find any array of work

know that as an American I have to look back

nice and most of the evening felt really

to observe and participate in.

at my own country and all that I come from to

familiar to theatrical experiences I’ve had at

engage with a new culture in a more honest

home, both as performer and audience

and fruitful manner.

member. However, two moments stood out to

Apart of what draws me to study
theatre is the desire to make sense of it.
And by doing so, to maybe make sense of

There is a little overlap between how

The pinnacle thus far of my cross

me. During the second act of the play, there

a little slice of what it means to be human.

theatre is regarded - by both those inside and

was a torrential downpour outside and in two

It, of course, is an impossible task but is

outside of the community - in the United

places the roof started to leak. The only

fascinating nonetheless.

States and here. There is also some similarity

reason I knew this is because of the sound of

between the relationship theatre has to film.

the rain coming in. No one near the leak

While many film actors in the United States

made a commotion. The other moment was

career, I set the goal of studying abroad in

begin their careers in theatre, there are still a

near the end of the play, the power went out

a place that felt entirely different from

vast number of theatre artists with no eye

for just a minute or two. This happens semi-

what I was accustomed to. The goal

towards film but from what I’ve heard here,

regularly but it still caught me off guard to

behind this was to expand my definition of

this is far more rare. People get into theatre

suddenly see a fully lit stage go dark and to

theatre, better understand the artform,

as a gateway to film and sometimes continue

not know if it was intentional or not. But

and get a better grasp on why we as a

to do both.

moments later, one of the actors picked up a

At the beginning of my college

global community are drawn to
storytelling.

A big difference in terms of theatre

flashlight (that was fortunately a prop from

education is that there are few to no schools

the play), angled it at the actor who was

in India that offer a Bachelor’s Degree in

speaking and they continued on until the

Theatre. The University of Hyderabad offers a

lights were back up. Both of these instances

observations when comparing the art of

M.A. and a PhD in theatre. My classmates are

were amazing to me. They have me thinking

theatre in these two specific countries and

in their second year of the Masters program.

about expectations and entitlements that I

societies, is that many of the conclusions

Many of them have their first degree in

know I have as an audience member and a

ring true of culture in general. I also know

Technology or Communication. And out of all

performer and questioning where they come

that as I write this, I am still so much so in

the students in my class, only one of them has

from and why I have them. As was shone by

process. I will not be able to pull concrete

expressed that their parents are completely

the audience members and performers that I

conclusions out of my experience here

supportive of them getting a degree in

was surrounded by on Friday night, neither of

while I’m still here, if ever. So I give you

theatre. In this last regard, there is similarity in

these things was a big deal so why would

whatever I have. Mostly ramblings and

the societal value of a theatre degree or a

unfinished thoughts but hopefully, a little

degree from any artistic field for that matter,

bit of truth.

though I think it’s more intense here.

What I have found in my

they have been in the United States?

Sources: http://thetangential.com/2014/07/29/sorry-twin-citiesthat-second-most-theater-seats-per-capita-outside-new-yorkstat-is-total-bullshit/
http://tcbmag.com/News/Trends-and-Issues/Making-the-Scene
http://www.ravindrabharathi.org/

EXPLORING INDIA
BY LEXI MCGARGILL

HYDERABAD AND BANGALORE
When I came to India, exploring a new country
with a completely different culture and far older history
than the United States was one of my priorities.
Whether it be seeing the Charminar or climbing rocks
on the other side of campus, I have been exploring
Hyderabad as much as I can. But lately, I have been
expanding my horizons by spending my weekends in
other cities in India. Most recently, I travelled first to
Bangalore, a city further south from Hyderabad, and
then another weekend I made my way to Jaipur and
Agra, two northern cities. These two experiences were
very different and defied most of the expectations I had
before I travelled to these cities.
When I went to Bangalore, I did not have many
expectations going in. It was a city that I did not know
too much about and I assumed that it would be very
similar to Hyderabad. In many ways, I was correct.
Bangalore is a small (relative to Hyderabad) and
friendly city with even smaller streets. We visited an
ancient palace and ate traditional south Indian food, all
to the backdrop of the never ending threat of rain that
exists during monsoon season. Then, we visited the
rather well-known “MG Street”, where we spent time
browsing the various kurtas and hand-woven scarves.
Overall, the group visit to Bangalore was the perfect
introduction to the world outside of the Tagore Bubble.

JAIPUR AND AGRA
Alternatively, a few members of our group
elected to take a three day weekend and visit the
northern cities of Jaipur and Agra. What we found
was very different from our trip to the south. Seeing
as both cities are high tourist areas, the number of
shops was exponentially higher, with people
constantly trying to get our attention. It made for a
chaotic and wonderful environment. We never ran
out of sights to see or stores to browse as we made
our way through the smaller cities. We were also
introduced to north Indian food, with its heavier
dishes filled with cream. It was unanimously agreed
by the group that north Indian food is just as
delicious as the famous biryani of Hyderabad. We
had the amazing moment of watching the sun set
over the Taj Mahal while sitting in a rooftop
restaurant. Jaipur and Agra were unique, very
different, experiences that I would not have missed
for anything.
When I first came to India, I was unsure if I
would want to travel, or if I would have the time.
Now, I can say with certainty that I am very glad that
I have had the chance to explore these vastly
different cities. It has shown me just how varied the
different states of India are and has allowed me
experiences outside of Hyderabad that I will treasure
for a very long time.

Deconstru
-cting
Difference
/ BY MIKA YAAKOBA-ZOHAR
On Politicizing Attention

If you’re in Hyderabad and you are
white and female-passing, you will be
stared at. I'm sure if you are in
Hyderabad and you are a number of
other things you will also be stared at,
but I can only speak to my experience.
And let me tell you, the experience is
not always fun, especially at first.
During orientation, CIEE took
its students, five white girls
(coincidentally all blue-eyed, as one
participant noticed) to the old city.
Once ruled by the Muslim Mughal
Empire, Hyderabad became an
independent region when viceroy Asif
Jah I declared its sovereignty in the 18th
century and became its first Nizam.
During British colonialism, the city
continued to be ruled by the Nizams as
a princely state. The city therefore has a
strong Muslim influence, and the old
city remains a predominantly Muslim
area. So, as you might imagine, a group
of five white girls walking through a
very crowded street filled with burkas
can draw some attention. Navigating
the packed streets, as I stretched
further and further outside my comfort
zone, the weight of my decision to study
abroad in India set in a little bit more.

But it’s not only in these more extreme
situations that the stares are palpable.
Just standing on the side of the road
waiting for a rickshaw every morning
—let alone mornings when I walk to
school—draws looks that even when I’m
in a good mood are hard to ignore.
At first being constantly looked at was
quite unsettling, especially for someone
like me who is not only unaccustomed
to but also pretty uncomfortable with
receiving attention in the first place.
And I found that actually a good way to
cope with this newfound attention was
regarding it intellectually, distancing
myself from it, asking myself, Why is it
so interesting to look at someone who
is different from you? We’ve all had
experiences in which we see someone
different and can’t help but stare. It’s
part of our humanity; we are wired to
be curious about someone different. We
want to see the human in them, to see
that they are like us even though they
don’t look like us. Our values are
illuminated in the conclusions we draw
from that difference, but the curiosity
itself is not malevolent.

Regarding it in this rather detached way
helped me deal with a pretty
uncomfortable feeling and encouraged
me to sympathize with the people
around me.
But it wasn’t long before I began
considering the attention I was getting
in a political light, especially as certain
incidents became increasingly
ambiguous in their innocuousness. For
example, especially when we’re in a
group, people often ask to take pictures
with us. I’ve experienced this much less
since establishing a routine, but the
first couple of times I was confused and
unsure what to do. After some
preliminary thought my attitude about
it was pretty casual, thinking, what
harm could taking a picture with some
Indian children do? But the more it
happened the more uneasy I felt. It’s
not just that people want to take
pictures of you, which would be weird
enough; they want to take pictures with
you, as if you’re somebody not just
different, but important. I couldn’t
imagine a reverse situation in which a
white person asked to take a picture
with a black or brown person.

WHY IS IT SO
INTERESTING TO LOOK
AT SOMEONE WHO IS
DIFFERENT FROM YOU?
I don't know what this discrepancy really
means, and it’s likely that for every
individual or family that asks to take a
picture the motivation is different, but it
feels significant. And for me it feels like
consenting to being photographed is
accepting not only a way of thought but
also a systemic reality that regards me as
superior, one which I want to work towards
resisting.
Other experiences are more clearly about
the value of my skin color. Recently two
other CIEE students and I went to a school
for disadvantaged children. As we were
shown around the school, in every
classroom the lesson was stopped in order
for us to have basic conversations with the
children, all the while our host was taking
pictures of us. And I don’t blame him; three
white girls smiling down at eager brown
children is really photogenic, and we’re
flooded with these images all the time. But
recognizing the harm in them is extremely
important. Visually privileging white
presence in such a way tends to eliminate
indigenous work and activism, a
representational omission that has real
effects on the ground and often works to
discredit the voices that matter most. After
all, it is the teachers in the school, whose
lessons we were allowed to interrupt, who
are ultimately the ones making a difference,
not us.

My intention is not to place blame or point
fingers, and it’s important to remember
that, globally, it is white people who have to
do the serious work of unlearning racism.
I’m still figuring out how to have these
conversations with my Indian friends and
classmates without getting frustrated at the
wrong people. I’m still figuring out when
my presence is political, or rather should be
politicized, and when people’s actions in
response to my difference should be
politicized or just taken as human
dispositions.
I also don’t intend to judge or shame any
white person’s reactions to these
situations. But it’s important to have these
conversations both with similarly privileged
people and with our Indian classmates
because they matter, not only here but also
in our communities back home, which are
not immune to the valuing of white bodies
over others’. I hope that in learning to
better navigate these tricky situations of
power and privilege we will continue to
grow and maybe, just maybe, make a small
difference.

