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”“
 dear readers,
 sincerely,John Drollinger
 Welcome to the 7th edition of OneWorld! Winter is upon us, and we’re excited to be working more extensively with OneWorld at Saint Louis University. Developing from this collaboration is a new blog, updating the worldwide web with local, national, and international social justice issues and opportunities.
 In the following pages, you’ll find stories about social inequity and action through the voices and experiences of fellow students. These stories are your beginning—your starting point. Our desire is that you take this magazine and use the information within it to engage in discussion. With your peers, with your professors. Bring it up at the dinner table when you’re home for break. Take it wherever you travel and spread the knowledge to whoever will listen. Don’t let our stories become static.
 With all the different nations, cultures, religions, and struggles in the world, it seems nearly impossible to relate to someone in Bangladesh, let alone north of Delmar. Often, this makes us feel powerless. But, do we really have so little in common? And is there nothing we can do? We challenge you to consider your role in the local and global communities. And we urge you to think about the potential impact you can have. We stand behind our mantra, “knowledge is power.” As always, we can give you the knowledge, but what will you do with your power?
 The world is not dangerous because of those who do harm but
 because of those who look at it without doing anything
 - Albert Einstein
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The Women of Antoncí t e x t by Be cky Chan i s
 were the contracted construction workers. As far as we could tell, there were not any local men. There were so many children, but where were their fathers? Who helped these women take care of their families? We were puzzled by the social dynamic of Antoncí and the lack of small, nuclear families. Shana, our translator, tried to clarify: Donde están los esposos? Where are the husbands? Finally, one woman understood and responded.
 “No tengo un esposo,” she explained. She had no husband. One by one, the rest of the señoras nodded and murmured in agreement; none of them had husbands. In the intensity of their sadness, in that one unguarded moment, the awkwardness of our situation dissipated. The women explained to us that, after the liquidation of the nearby sugar cane fields that supported Antoncí, many men left to seek jobs and new sources of income. They moved to Santo Domingo or to the United States; some of these men were never heard from again, some sent money back regularly and some eventually returned to be with their families.
 They looked at us, puzzled. Their confusion was nothing new to us. In the past week, my service group had come across various obstacles, the least challenging of which was a language barrier. As we sat in a circle attempting to converse with the señoras who were hosting us in the remote community of Antoncí, I realized that this moment was, by far, our most difficult encounter of the trip. The contrast between the residents of Antoncí, a batey or poor community where sugar cane laborers live in the Dominican Republic, and my group of 11 Americans was startling. The whole scene was awkward, laden with innate cultural stereotypes and inadvertent references to social inequalities; we all kept trying to be polite yet somehow kept missing the mark. But one question we asked the women, instead of causing discomfort, evoked surprise:
 Donde están los hombres? Where are the men?
 chatter erupted from the señoras as they tried to decipher our question. All week, my group had only interacted with women, children and teenagers; the only men we saw in the village
 pho to s by Mar c i Enge l and Rayna S cha f f
 2 ONEWORLD ● FALL 2010
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Left behind, the women had to maintain their homes and be both the mother and the father to their children. Their situation was further complicated by the fact that they were all of Haitian descent: given the Dominican Republic’s long-standing distrust of Haiti due to a history of political and cultural conflict, the residents of Antoncí lacked legal rights, access to education and basic healthcare. Each of these women had at least four children to care for—some as many as seven—but no governmental support, no husband and no source of regular income. They fell quiet after speaking and let us contemplate the significance of their predicament.
 my peers and I were deeply moved. I asked Shana to explain to the women that there were single mothers in every country who faced similar problems. She hesitated, uncomfortable, and asked me to say it instead. So I did, as boldly as I could. In roughshod Spanish, I explained that many women in many countries, even the United States, were faced with the same troubles. They had to act as both mother and father; they had to provide food and care for their children all by themselves; they had to maintain a stable home in an unstable world.
 When I finished talking, the group was quiet for a moment. I began to question my decision to speak. I felt it was presumptuous. But then the first word out of the women’s mouths was gracias. Thank you. many of the women had never left Antoncí, and, before I spoke, they thought they were the only ones in the world who suffered from such problems.
 Although this was only a brief experience during my trip, it was one of the most meaningful. In an instant, I discovered that compassion
 can cross all boundaries, especially when it is coupled with an open mind and an honest demeanor. Language and cultural barriers do not have to stop people from learning from one another. moreover, I had never felt so useful and so glad to be useful; gratitude and relief swept through the group after I spoke. I had genuinely helped these women, even if it was only in a transient way, and I proved myself worthy of their trust and acceptance.
 Afterwards, they took us out into the fields. I learned about aguacate, mangos and yuca; about their families; about the history of their region. I learned the names of their children and some of their hopes for the future. I began to understand, on some level, the kinds of trials that their daily lifestyle entailed. very rarely are residents of the “global north” confronted firsthand with the problems of the developing world, let alone offered an opportunity to alleviate them. I was privileged to have such an opportunity, for it opened my eyes to the impacts of my lifestyle on the world. I realized that every morning in the United States, when I put sugar in my coffee or bananas in my cereal, I make choices that tie me directly to the troubles of the Dominican Republic. Such choices have a great impact on small, rural communities like that of Antoncí. Standing in the fields with the señoras, I began to see the effects take shape. The señoras’ poverty went hand-in-hand with my affluence; their hardship with my luxury. Breaking from this global dynamic would be no simple task, but it seemed clear to me that on such a journey, conscientiousness and acknowledgment were the first steps.
 “they had to maintain a stable home in an unstable world”3“Mitakuye oyas in (we are a l l re l ated) .” — O GLALA LAKOTA SIOUX PRAYER

Page 8
						

2
 Sometimes it’s not about the journey, but the destination.This summer, I was part of a group that canoed through central
 canada, a land once inhabited by the Inuit peoples. years later, the landscape was still far from empty. Rock structures called inukshuks, marking both practical and religious sites in the treeless tundra, dotted the hills and tent circles seemed to pop out of the ground. By nearby lakes, open graves lay peacefully ringed by stone.
 More than once we reeled in huge trout next to “fishing” inukshuks, found dry ground by tent circles, and surprised herds of caribou by following inukshuk lines built for hunting. Their traditional methods obviously worked. covered with boggy brush in the summer, with average temperatures plunging below -35˚ F in midwinter, the tundra is notoriously inhospitable, yet the Inuit had managed to survive--to thrive--for centuries. What, then, had become of this ingenious civilization?
 A ticket home
 by E l eano r Pea r s on
 pho to by U.S. Mi s s i on Canada
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Our first encounter with modern Inuit society occurred nearly one hundred miles away from the hamlet of Baker Lake, Nunavut, where we would be staying. While we painstakingly portaged around the notoriously challenging Aleksiktok Rapids, a group of fishermen in motorboats roared up the enormous waves. Their weekend outing: a five or six hour journey over distances that would have taken their ancestors the same number of days to complete. I found the noise disruptive. They found our inefficiency funny. As we slowly paddled past one group of fisherman on the bank, they yelled to general laughter, “It takes us three hours to get to Baker Lake!”
 A twenty-foot inukshuk on a peninsula in front of Baker Lake proper seemed a heartwarming greeting for my group as we rounded the last corner of our journey. Having spent so much time around its smaller cousins, we were very aware of the intense cultural and spiritual symbolism that must be attached to the structure, as well as the enormous care that its builder had used in selecting each painstakingly placed rock. Soon we could see that its rocks had been sloppily cemented together. The lower surface was covered with graffiti. Was this the spiritual symbol of the Inuit people?
 When we arrived at the local airport to confirm our departure, the small building was unremarkably modern. Its white walls were decorated with the type of generic “local art” typically aimed at tourists. In the waiting room, about twenty children of all ages played on the floor or squirmed in their caretakers’ arms. Several more moved
 fitfully or stared blankly from wheelchairs. All bore the unmistakable signs of fetal alcohol syndrome. They were being taken to a city with adequate medical care by their grandparents, some of whom were so old they could barely walk. Their parents remained absent throughout our stay.
 Baker Lake’s streets were full of other children playing unsupervised. Without the structure of school or summer programs,
 members of the younger population are left to amuse themselves while their parents are at work. Baker Lake’s explosive birthrate has now made it a home to a nearly equal amount of children as adults, and its schools can’t handle the influx. Most children, lacking personal drive or outward support, drop out around third grade. Those who stay often fail multiple times; it is not unusual to encounter
 ”
 an eleven-year-old in third grade or a twenty-one-year-old preparing to graduate high school. Though tuition is waived for any First Nation enrollee in canadian national universities, the only girl I met who had gone had promptly flunked out because she was unprepared for the workload.
 One afternoon we asked a pair of girls, nine-year-old best friends, where the heritage museum was. They gave us an impromptu
 tour around the hamlet, avoiding the museum that they thought boring and small. The internet computers in the library were considered infinitely more interesting. As we walked down the road together, the two girls spat constantly because of the tobacco they and their peers chew. Later, we asked one of the older children where the younger ones got it. “Their brothers or sisters,” she answered and shrugged, “sometimes their parents.”
 Whenever we asked what there was to do in town, we got the same response: nothing. The community center, with a few games and a pool, was closed for most of the day. The small library’s few computers were subject to long waitlists. A few run-down basketball courts and one or two dirt fields provided the only opportunities for recreational sports. ATv drivers
 in search of quick thrills continually race down the streets in the summer, replaced by snowmobiles in the winter. video game releases, here often overlooked, are their significant occasions.
 Their older siblings are acutely aware of what they lack, frustrated products of a digital age. Teenagers surf the web and do drugs, play video games and join gangs, all in
 “Whenever we asked what there was to do in town, we got the same response: nothing.
 5“ I t i s bet ter to d ie on your feet than l ive on your knees.” — D OLORES IBARRURI
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an attempt to escape a town that they see as mind-numbingly boring. Without the skills or the money to leave, most see no alternative to a local future of low-paying jobs or welfare checks. Several girls my age pointedly envied my experiences with shopping malls and big cities. Unlike them, I could easily appreciate the local scenery because I was a foreigner–with a ticket home.
 many elder members of the town had grown up in a traditional nomadic lifestyle. One elder artist we met now carves soapstone figurines for a living. Despite a nearly absolute language barrier, we communicated with gestures and a few common syllables. At one point he held up his arms in imitation of caribou antlers. We tried to show that we had seen not one, but an entire herd; his face lit up, he nodded approval and began to mime killing one with a spear. “No,” we replied, “that was definitely not part of the trip!” The man laughed. It had been a joke: obviously no one spear-hunted anymore.
 His childhood experiences are no longer necessary or even possible for younger generations. Boys used to learn to paddle a kayak as young as five in order to hunt caribou effectively, but wood is nearly nonexistent and boat-building is tedious. Now, motorboats traverse the rivers. No one remembers how to survive without modern camping gear, which is not sold in Baker Lake. Hunting is much easier on land with guns, and with grocery stores less than a block away, hunting is no longer needed. After all, why would anyone spend days paddling a river when the journey takes three hours by motorboat?
 As a foreigner with a ticket home, I wished that the inhabitants of Baker Lake
 “ ”After all, why would anyone spend days paddling a river when the journey takes three hours by motorboat?
 would recognize that their traditional culture is something far too precious to be thrown away; I wished that the entire hamlet would rise up to reclaim their heritage; I wished that the children would repudiate technology in favor of their own natural surroundings. The truth is that, in their place, I would want to leave just as much as they do.
 Too much of the traditional Inuit culture has been lost to play a significant part in Baker Lake’s future; what remains of it is mere trivia, irrelevant to its inhabitants. Once nomadic, they have chosen a life that is no longer about the journey, but the destination. If Baker Lake’s children are well-educated and successful, they will be able to appreciate their heritage rather than continue to view it as an outdated way of life holding them back from their full potential. Otherwise, frustrated generations will continue to express themselves with spray paint, covering their inukshuk with layer after layer of graffiti.
 6 ONEWORLD ● FALL 2010
 pho to by E l eano r Pea r s on
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Bare Legs and Rabatt e x t by Deanna Pa r r i sh
 “you can’t wear that dress in Rabat.”“Wait, what?”
 “you’ll be harassed!”She paused.
 “…more than usual.”“Not even with leggings underneath?”
 “Girl…I had more marriage proposals than paper assignments. And I was covered up—I’m talking no capris, and
 cardigans on the regular.”
 After months of swatting off terse emails from my corporately-concerned siblings, heralding photographs of burka-clad beachgoers and websites offering designer label Hijabs, I was still rather blasé about my plan to study abroad in Rabat, morocco during the spring semester. I had imagined my time abroad, of course, but it occupied no significant amount of worry or interest; my anxieties were obfuscated between the romances of summer and fall. Any slights my brothers brought against “restrictive muslim culture” I understood as their ignorance veiled in humor. Business school had not taught them cultural competency. I read their viral jabs with strange delight, as they humanized tales of Orientalist “othering” that I spend days in classrooms analyzing.
 my upcoming studies in morocco were a past-deadline decision: a product of rejected petitions and reneged parental promises of mali and beyond. Other prospective programs had come and gone from possibility, most left to rest in the purgatory of the Overseas Office. As such, since my application’s acceptance, I hadn’t given Morocco much thought; perhaps this allowed me to effortlessly evade the friendly email bashing. As someone for whom fervor flows like blood, I was uncharacteristically apathetic. In my mind, spring was a long way away. I had summer. I had fall. I had the whole month of January before I got on a plane!
 And then, just a few days ago, a friend who had studied in Rabat in years past approached me mid-study break:
 Laughter ensued. mine was of the nervous variety. After delaying thoughts of my upcoming moroccan traipsing, entertaining them only to haughtily gawk at my uncultured, insensitive family, her slap-on-the-wrist for my fashion faux pas put me face-to-face with the reality of my spring. This was a fellow International and Area Studies student. Someone who knew what I knew. With a world view not bound by board rooms or tracked by progress reports. And yet she and my brothers extolled the same, seemingly obvious, but manipulatively self-obscured wisdom that I would, in fact, be out of the country come January. I wouldn’t be comfortable. my experience would be largely marked by my gender: short skirts or not.
 perhaps that realization wasn’t ignorant or insensitive or uncultured. Or perhaps it didn’t have to be. I am living in the crosshairs of my relativist training and preparing myself for what will be largely an engendered experience. As a woman, I will experience morocco differently than any man on my same program. But how do I prepare for this experience without making the blanket statements about muslim culture that repulse me so? How do I digest a system of alternative gender norms while realizing that there is not one mode but a whole network of gender interactions making up moroccan society? How do I differentiate muslim culture from moroccan culture? Should I?
 There are no answers until I step foot on the dunes of Rabat. Even in the desert, I will tread the soft earth between attempting assimilation and maintaining my critical eye.
 pho to by John De lu rey
 7“L i fe must be under s tood bac kwards ; but . . . i t must be l ived forward.” — SOREN KIERKEGAARD
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 Disillusionment in South Africa
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“You know, do you know how to fly? Can you fight?”
 9
 For the last few minutes, she has been glancing at me through the rusted metal bars of a jungle gym, mustering the nerve to satisfy her curiosity. I am exploring Langa, a former Black township in cape Town, South Africa and this young girl approaches me at the Lovelife community center – a branch of the largest AIDS/HIv prevention program in the country. The little girl presses her toes further into the dirt and tucks her chin into her small clenched hands.
 Do you know how to fly?What? I hesitate as I spot the flashy
 purple design on the shirt stretched around her belly.
 You know, do you know how to fly? Can you fight?
 I realize then what she means. She has never spoken with someone of Asian descent; she has constructed the image of the East not through the majestic temples of the great dynasties, but through Jackie chan’s iconic, corpulent nose and his vicarious screams as he thrusts his fists, his elbow or whatever appendage is free at the moment, at villains swinging blindly at him.
 She betrays her excitement by poking out her head, waiting for an answer.
 Only when I’m angry. She flees from the scene with a giggle
 and a skip, as if I had assaulted her with the very pronunciation of those words. While I lived in Langa, I had not expected such a hardball to be thrown at me, least of all from
 by Cat Yeung
 a young girl I had just met seconds ago. Her mystification of the outside world had me by the ear. In fact, it merely mirrors our own mystification of the realities of South Africa. I was fortunate to travel to cape Town but, for the rest of us, it is the media and its own government that misinforms our imagination through images of vuvuzelas and the waving FIFA flags.
 Prior to this voyage, I had briefly studied South Africa in an anthropology class. Week after week, we discussed the atrocities committed by humans to their neighbors in pakistan, yugoslavia, Darfur, Rwanda—and their failures to bring about social change. South Africa was the exception. The country overcame civil conflict in a relatively peaceful way. I discovered while I was there, however, that both parts of this statement are, in fact, false.
 Apartheid had officially ended a decade and a half ago. One can learn about the nightmarish period through the plethora of museums, and glean odds and ends of stories from those who care to delve into their squirming memories. But the ways in which the government describes the end of apartheid is more or less the way that the National Bureau of Economic Research recently proclaimed that the end of the economic recession in the US came and went in June 2009 while John, Joe, Jared and Jane over here are still unemployed and uninsured. Though years have passed since the brutality of policing could be justified through apartheid legislation, many Black South Africans will tell you that life hasn’t
 gotten that much better. The strange end of the story is that none of these events inform our perception of the country as it is now. Instead, the country has come to be represented and to represent itself through the 2010 World cup, Shakira, and the imminent rise of the African continent.
 I have been in cape Town for two weeks now. So far, I’ve stayed near downtown in Omi’s house, a modest house painted lemon yellow in cape Town’s muslim neighborhood of Bokaap—where the muezzin, the call to prayer, rolls softly from the hill down the sloped asphalt to my ears. Tourists often clot the Bokaap. my next home stay is in Langa, located a short ride outside the city. The streets are desolate, but paved at least. A lone grocery store sulks while men outside sell poorly-designed and manufactured commodities: sunglasses, belts, remote controls—nothing a tourist would be interested in buying. Engulfing Langa is the mushrooming slum of Joe Slovo. Zikali, an activist in the slum, wanders often with me. He points out the doorless, concrete vaults meant for defecating. The rusty metal shacks where they live are a foot apart from each other, a tremendous improvement since hundreds of wooden shacks leapt up in flames two years ago. Electricity would be useful to light up the sandy paths. The inequality is devastating.
 march 21st, 2010: Human Rights Day. Even the name of the holiday obscures the atrocities of the past. This day, in 1960, was the day of the Sharpeville massacre during which police shot and killed 69 Black South Africans protesting the pass laws that severely restricted any travel out of the designated townships. my host mother, Nomalady,
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This, though, is what half of the country is like: children who can’t read, who can’t write, who can’t step out of their houses and shacks at night for fear of being molested. Their living standard is crudely juxtaposed with their surroundings at this rally in front of bank buildings and historical forts.
 It’s all terrifyingly contradictory: the world points to South Africa as a shining beacon of how civil conflict can be mediated through non-violent discourse—in this case, the Truth and Reconciliation commission. The country has been mostly successful, too, in portraying itself as having leapt from the stranglehold of its history into a new era of development and democracy. What results, however, is that the ensuing inequality is obscured—violence nonetheless, but one less traceable. Unlike the prevalent definition of violence today, we cannot trace in this type of violence who is yielding the machete. We can’t even see the problems staring us in the face. How can we say that the country has come a long way? Where does this notion of progress come from? It infects all of our thoughts and strikes us with an unfounded disillusionment of the world. meanwhile, treacherous 18-seat combis, whose door needs to be held shut by the 23rd passenger, shuffle endlessly between Langa and cape Town, in which women quarrel with the driver in the clicking consonants of Xhosa—but the significance will be lost on our muffled ears.
 suspects I can fly. He eyes me ferociously and I feel the antagonistic urge to examine him with the same silent scrutiny. Another girl, who manages to swagger on the spot, is eyeing Rachel, an American friend I met while travelling. Like me, she is clad in crisp Sunday clothes.
 The plaza is a hive today. A large stage is set up in Union Square. I spy the same young man staring at me, now across his comrade’s turned shoulder. He has a beaten cap slung over his head. The nearest group of boys is shaking their fists to the beat like they’re wrapping on a door. I glance around, and in each direction I catch more eyes looking at me, or looking at the stage where Asheru, a local superstar and rapper, tosses another rhyme over the beating sea of fists, and putting some rhythm to rile up the crowd of young girls for the march.
 We don’ wanna bedda life. We deman’ it [screams and squeels]. We deman’ equal education an’ opportunity [more screams chime in]. We deman’ teachers who will lead us to learn an’ to succeed [screams less audible; their voices tire]. We deman’ that our young girls won’t be sexually harassed in school [the loudest screams, a sea of small hands rises through the air].
 This is too much for me; I want to hurl and to cry and to be held in a crushing embrace. The screams of the young girls pronounced in the context of what that rapper proclaimed is jarring—grotesque.
 remembers this day too clearly; she clasps her wrinkled hands to her forehead as she narrates. The ground rumbling from a caravan of tanks. The crack of a gun. Footsteps scurrying past. Then a blood-curdling scream. She heard this from her house. Like the other women, she stayed home; but her husband, now in the grave, stood defiantly when police began shooting. The man next to him was shot in the face, and his head laid in a bloody mess on the ground. But today, as the national narrative follows, we triumphantly celebrate human rights, not whatever has occurred in the past. Today, six thousand children from townships and slums head to the business district of cape Town to partake in a march orchestrated by Equal Education— the most prominent organization that has been the bread and butter of the social movement for equality in South Africa.
 From this distance, all I hear are muffled echoes from the stage, and all I see is a swarm of uniforms—the burgundies, the forest greens, the navies, the charcoal grays. There are thousands of students gathered on a Sunday afternoon, all dressed in their uniforms. I approach as nonchalantly as I can, but to no avail; a young man stares at me intently. I’m suddenly hyperaware that I am dressed for church today; I am walking amongst the disenfranchised in my mustard dress with an imposing teal floral print. To this boy, I am symbolic of the social group that monopolizes social status and wealth in his country. Either that or he also
 10 ONEWORLD ● FALL 2010

Page 15
						

The sport of beggars and kings:
 Fútbol
 By Dan i e l S ta ro s taThe pristine field, satin end-lines and bare goalposts wait impatiently for the world’s
 game to play out, and whatever form they manifest themselves in is largely irrelevant. Be it the emerald pastures of freshly mowed stadium or a dirt clod mess decorated with stolen fencepost goals; an outdoor roller-hockey rink coerced into trying a new game; a barren desert where the only out of bounds is the horizon; a courtyard under the shadow of an abandoned Jerusalem mosque, the goals no more than the hollows of crumbling limestone archways. Every field is perfect, every terrain playable.
 Soccer, this strange creature, is powerful beyond its own measure: able to stop war, topple economies and forge national identities from dust. He who can field a team plays; the only necessity is the ball, or something vaguely reminiscent of one. pelé, a Brazilian who has long since passed into the world of soccer myth, can attest to the fact that a milk carton filled with socks was never meant to inspire legions of fans, as did his homemade Jabulani decades ago. His soccer ball was anything he could functionally put together, sometimes simply resorting to a grapefruit. With almost nothing to start with, barely even a ball, pelé nonetheless rose to become a national icon, an ambassador, a knight—nearly a god in some circles: indisputably greatest footballer of all time, athlete of the century, and, as he is known in his native Brazil, O Rei—The king. There is no rational social mobility to recycled dairy products. And even so, the ball was able to slide beautifully among the shoeless, weaving its way across what, to him, was a gorgeous, flawless field.
 11“You are never too o ld to se t another goa l or to dream a new dream.” — C.S. LEWIS
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The devout player finds a certain obligation to do honor to the game that lets hope flourish in the deepest recesses of the planet where the silken white end-lines of the field, whether physical or purely imagined, create a barrier to whatever reality exists beyond them. Within the confines of those porcelain edges, there is nothing but the sport to be played, and those lucky enough to tread that ground are raised to a different place, where one is judged purely by the beauty of his play and not by the politics of his nation. Four years ago, more than a decade of civil war in the Ivory coast stopped completely for two months. Didier Drogba had asked for it. He’d pleaded for it. He’d brought two warring factions to a temporary truce so that they could cheer together as their national team played in the World Cup. The flag flew and for those spare moments, for every goal scored, soldiers traded artillery shells for plastic chairs and huddled around flickering televisions. Such esteem seemed to have meant something once, when even enemies had respect for each other; a certain honor among thieves, perhaps.
 For being the national pastime of a remarkable number of countries and a source of fervent pride and jealousy, the beautiful dance of foot and ball is surprisingly egalitarian. call it fútbol, football, fuβball, soccer if it so tickles your stateside fancy, but don’t call it exclusive. Soccer is the sport of the masses, one of a few select arenas where the playing field is truly leveled. Race and class divisions, finance, infrastructure and political instability evaporate. Haves and have-nots play together. Their historical and familial differences—ethnic, religious and linguistic, too—are erased.
 Anybody can play. more importantly, anybody can win or lose. And on the world stage, anybody can become a hero and an icon permanently etched into the collective cultural memory. After all, FIFA, the governing body of soccer, represents more nation-states than the famed United Nations, and commands considerably more influence and respect in many circles. The politics of the sport often become the politics of countries, and vice versa. Even the smallest of countries only needs eleven men to shock the world, and the giants of the game need only one bad day to be felled.
 For decades Uruguay has remained a virtually unknown national program, constantly trying to beat out the South American powerhouses for the World cup to no avail. But Uruguayans cling to a victory that changed the world. In 1950, Brazil was fútbol incarnate. It was everything that was perfect about the game: it was played like a lively dance during carnaval and the national team, the canarinhos, was unstoppable. That World cup sixty years ago was set to be a breeze. The final match, Brazil versus Uruguay, was set in Rio de Janeiro’s largest and most prestigious stadium, the maracanã, custom built and not quite finished in time for the tournament. It was standing room only: 199,854 people watched in raucous support as the match began. A makeshift carnival was organized by the city government in anticipation of the world title, thousands of banners already made, the roads clogged with preemptive celebration. The elation lasted until the final minutes of the game, when the first Brazilian fan made his way out of the stadium. Uruguay had won. The entire second half of the game was silent, Uruguay in the lead and holding strong, a silence that former FIFA president Jules Rimet called “morbid, sometimes too difficult to bear.” After the final whistle, the organizers didn’t know what to do; there was no trophy presentation ceremony. Fans stood frozen in disbelief. Sports radio hosts retired, players were vilified, flags were lowered, team colors were changed. The economy faltered. It was the maracanazo, and it crippled an entire nation for decades—even now it remains the boogeyman of Brazilian lore, a collective trauma ingrained in its history.
 For nearly a decade the country remained in limbo, still unsure of what to do with itself and its tattered dignity. It had fallen out of love with the sport, and the rest of the planet had all but forgotten about Brazil. It took a scrawny 18-year-old named Edson Arantes do Nascimento, the child who would become the legend known as pelé, scoring an unheard-of 8 goals in a single tournament to revive soccer in his home country. Eight years after the maracanã disaster, the Brazilian squad brought with it a new style of play: creative, rhythmic and devastatingly fast. It was as much tactical organization as it was gaudy flair. Sweden, then host of the World Cup, would see an elated Brazilian side raise the golden trophy to the sky, finally taking home the glory of a World Cup championship—it would be the first of five. In those few weeks, the canarinhos single-handedly set the standard for soccer going forward. As an entire nation began to remember its passion for the game, 1958 became the year the world discovered Brazil.
 The sport has not always been harrowing tales of toil and redemption, however, though it often reflects larger issues than just sport. England may have brought the sport to the Americas, but it was Uruguay, poor and tiny, that dominated in the early years of the World cup. Decades later, Diego maradona drew heavenly inspiration and hellish backlash for his game-winning Hand of God goal in the 1986 quarter final: rather than use his feet, he punched the ball in with his fist, and the referee had no idea. That game was against England, with who Argentina had been at full-scale war only four years earlier. With Argentines cackling and the British fuming, maradona fueled a rivalry that still runs strong. In the summer of 1990, West Germany took home the coveted championship—by October, following reunification and the fall of the Berlin Wall, West Germany had ceased to exist. Two years before the turn of the millennium, croatia placed third in the tournament—unheard of, as it was the country’s first time fielding a team as an independent nation, no longer Jugoslavia. And it may have taken centuries for a symbolic victory, but in 2002 Senegal qualified for the cup for the first time ever; the Lions of Taranga, as they styled themselves, defeated France in the opening game—not just an upset over the defending champions, but over their former colonial rulers.
 Such is the sway that comes from this fickle, spotted ball. If you aren’t nice to her, if you don’t treat her with respect, she will wobble and smirk at your misfortune. But if you lead her along, caress her and play with a certain honor even, sport becomes waltz and she follows your every touch. She accepts your invitation to find the back of the net. Flags wave, fans yell, bonfires burn, governments fall, spirits rise. All for a chance to dance under the world’s brightest lights. As 32 teams gathered for the first World Cup on African soil, many countries were finding themselves in unique new situations. The opportunities, it seemed, were endless. The German team had lost its traditionally homogeneous ethnic makeup—though still fielding some blonde and blue-eyed, almost half the lineup had a foreign background, from Nigeria to Turkey. mesut Özil, their 22 year-old star of Turkish descent, helped carry a team that, for the first time, truly embraced the cultural distinctions of its country. Fresh off their World cup title four years earlier, Germany was still struggling to cope with the new idea of profound German nationalistic pride. The United States, rarely representative of soccer greatness, got a taste of thrill and glory: Landon Donovan’s last second goal propelled the team into the next round and into international legitimacy. Suddenly the US had stake in the tournament, some emotional investment. people across the country turned on their televisions to watch twenty two men chase a ball, if only for the remainder of the summer.
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As the tournament progressed, Ghana became the lone African country left in the first Cup on the continent. In a sea of South American teams, they stayed afloat until the quarter finals, becoming the pride of nearly a billion Africans. And when they finally lost, it was at the hands of Uruguay, another cinderella story. For Uruguay, it wasn’t merely that they had done well, but rather that they had reestablished their international soccer tradition. The world recognized a country of less than four million as a force. It had taken more than a half-century for Uruguay to return to form. Baby-blue jerseys crossed the Atlantic in droves to see their beloved play in Africa, hoping for a second chance after six decades. The World cup saw the renaissance of famed national programs long since discarded as defunct, and all it took was a ball finding its way to the back of the net.
 With a single goal, an entire culture can be revived from irrelevance and heroes can be made, never to be forgotten, sometimes bitterly remembered. In the 1994 World Cup, Oleg Salenko scored five goals in one match for Russia, the brilliant moment of his young career immediately followed by his fade into obscurity. Hristo Stoichkov waved the Bulgarian flag as he won games for a country that had never savored a single moment of World Cup victory; some fifteen years later I would meet a Bulgarian teenager in a bar, and with no other connection to think of, I tried him. She choked on her beer, saying she’d fallen in love with me.
 Swedes Tomas Brolin and martin Dahlin played like twin brothers, though one was white and one was black. I’ve yet to see another pair play like them. Ilie Dumitrescu smiled sheepishly as he scored goal after goal that made fans worldwide rethink Romania. Time slowed as American marcelo Balboa, stars and stripes and his jet-black ponytail midair, swung into a full-extension bicycle kick that seemed to rival the greatest goals of all time. colombian goalie Faryd mondragon watched helplessly, without so much as moving a muscle, as the ball sailed inches wide of the goalpost. It became the most replayed miss of the tournament. The goalie walked over, kissed the metal post, and crossed himself. That Colombian squad had made hotel reservations for only half of the tournament, expecting an early exit. Instead it found itself rumored to win the entire tournament and instantly became the pride of a country crumbling under gang wars and corruption. colombia lost that game over an own goal by Andres Escobar, one of the best players the country had ever seen. He was murdered upon his return home. And yet, the tournament continued. Someone had to win. Brazil faced Italy in the final game, one that almost refused to end. The Brazilians in canary yellow, a design deliberately different from one worn in their 1950 loss, and the Italians in their azure blue. Europe against South America. powerhouse against powerhouse. Through a full game and two overtimes, the score remained 0-0. Brazil was assumed to win, but
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the national psyche refused to celebrate early for a second time. It comes to one Roberto Baggio and his wagging ponytail to keep the Italian dream alive through penalty kicks. This one sails right over the bar. Before he can drop to his knees, the Brazilian goalie is sprinting away in joy and the stadium erupts. A single team has won, but flags of every country flutter in the wind and the cheers are in myriad tongues.
 These are the moments that set the collective soul of an entire country on fire, and nothing seems to glow so bright. Grandmothers stand alongside granddaughters, draped in their finest patriot colors, yelling cheers and obscenities amidst the static of a grainy television a thousand miles away. And perhaps, among other things, that is what this fútbol attachment is all about.
 Languishing in the throes of cultural division, Spain was in desperate need of such a moment. The pervasive nationalistic pride in La Furia Roja, that is, the red fury of the Spanish team, was all but nonexistent less than a decade ago. There was no sense of La Roja, of one united Spain. Instead there was the constant specter of catalan political dissention, of the heartbreaking inability to root for a national team that was always losing. people instead clung to their clubs and regional teams, around which they were able to build a bond from birth; during the drought of world tournaments, they kept the rhythm and linked histories—in that sense, there is always
 someone to root for. On the Iberian peninsula, where club teams were thriving, the national game seemed fatally wounded. And so in 2008, when Spain won the European championship, the country exploded in revitalized spirit and beautiful vindication. The team was a vibrant organism, exemplifying everything that makes the sport delightful, regardless of which player was Basque or Catalan or Andalusian.
 The true test of talent came two years later, this past summer, in the latest World Cup installment. Spain was ranked first overall, and promptly proceeded to lose its first game to a bewildered Switzerland. All of Spain held its breath in fear: it had taken too long to embrace the team, this was the exception and not the rule. Though supportive, they were hesitant. It took a thrilling win against portugal, the eternal rival, for fans to believe again—there were many happy Spaniards on that day. And so when for the semi-final game against Germany, when twenty thousand fans roamed outside in a stadium parking lot waving flags and honking horns; when the Spanish national team reflected a diverse country standing united; when the collective emotion ran high from Gibraltar to the pyrenees; when they won, it felt like they were already world champions, and their celebration reflected their excitement.
 On the Sunday of the final match, the biggest newspaper in cataluña chose not to run a single story on the cup. Instead, it covered a massive rally for catalan independence that had been
 15
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held a day earlier. It was a saddening political statement, hampering complete national support. Unlike the rest of the world, where a player comes from inside Spain is a big deal. Five starters on the national team are catalan, seven play for Barcelona (a catalan team), and while madrid papers recognized and covered all their collective stories, while a united Spain was being championed, cataluña was dissenting. Though cataluña’s premier paper covered the cup, it made no mention of it on the front page. Regional disputes and the pressing issue of catalan autonomy make for an ever-uneasy situation nationwide, and the sport becomes a political arena all too often. Even soccer can’t always fix such problems.
 Days later, Spanish dreams would be vindicated. more than 200,000 fans filled up seven city blocks of Madrid’s primary avenue to watch the final on giant projection screens. Other than that Plaza de cibeles, the city was dead. Every major road was devoid of cars—everyone was watching the game. La Furia Roja had emptied out the capital. The Queen was in Africa, watching the game firsthand. people waited on asphalt and lawn chairs for hours in anticipation, wearing only their reddest of finery. The game may have not been a pleasure to watch, but it was tense as ever. And so when midfielder Andres Iniesta scored a goal in the 116th minute for the win, the roar of the crowd echoed across Europe. Bonfires and flashbangs sprang up everywhere. Fans climbed statues overlooking the scene. crowds stormed through the city and the subways chanting “yo soy Español.” By morning, madrid was doused in red and yellow.
 madrid’s El Mundo newspaper drew up a special forty-page section on the World cup, covering every topic imaginable. The headline read “Nuestra España, de Aquí a la Historia”—Our Spain, from Now Until the End of Time. Stories on what it was like for one reporter to touch the World cup trophy; the country’s soccer history; full page photos of red throngs covering city plazas, and of the riot policemen meant to keep order showing off the Spanish jerseys worn under their uniforms. The team returned from Africa to a reception with the king, to a parade around madrid that a full third of the city came out to take part in.
 Even in cataluña the regional paper bore a full front page photograph of a smiling Andres Iniesta and a headline boasting the championship. Using his face was actually the biggest political statement, the paper actively choosing against traditionally divisive commentary. Despite his being from the interior of the country,
 his playing for Barcelona made him nearly an adopted native son of the region. perhaps only Xavi Hernandez, a true catalan, might have made his countrymen happier. They too had gotten excited. For a day, there were no politics, only revelry in the victory. Fútbol had triumphed. There were no regions, just Spain and the golden spoils of war that had been brought home. All for a few players wearing the Spanish flag, national treasures and beggars for goals.
 By luck, chance, or something far stranger, my brother was working in madrid for that summer of soccer celebration. He’s already been spoiled with unforgettable sports moments: “I’ve lived a Duke national championship as the sports editor of the paper, seen my beloved University of miami win a college football title, and been at Game 7 of the World Series when the marlins won.” And he was in Spain for the World cup. “madrid came alive like I’ve never seen anywhere.” championships have come and gone, “but this was a much different and more emotional feeling than any of those, even though I have no real connection to Spain.” Residents in all-red swarmed the city plazas, cheering and hugging complete strangers. people climbed statues and draped them in the national flag. “Fuck it was awesome, it doesn’t need any poeticizing. pretty sure it’s the closest I’ll ever be to my own team winning the World cup.” This moment of pure Spanish community changed everything—the flag sewn onto each red jersey represented more than just a soccer game.
 There is an endless struggle to string together words that adequately reflect such memories. The Spanish soccer jersey bearing a single yellow star above the coat of arms—for one World cup title. The coarse golden stitching isn’t just a product of a memorable summer, it chronicles a change in the national psyche and the smiles my own brother can barely explain.
 These are the wonders that come with a tournament four years in the impatient making. It is the world’s playground and its gladiators’ arena. Sole and soul collide with the smiles of style and grace and demand the envy of the wealthy—they who can only yearn to have the flash of riches that comes with the joy of the game. For every one lucky enough play in front of the whole world, countless others never make it close, but they love it passionately anyways. Those young ones still barefoot can dream of that day, once every four years, when millions of wild eyes will crowd around the flicker of a television, cheering on the wonderful dance of speckled ball and restless feet.
 What a great thing the World Cup is.
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I sat still for hours in my room, entangled in a mosquito net that was only half hanging from the ceiling. Writing intermittently in my journal, I tried to make sense of what one might call a culture shock. I still couldn’t separate images of the lurking men who whistled and yelled at women in the streets and abused children in the marketplace from my encounters with honest, hard working, and admirable people—the same people who stood up to brutal dictatorships and who fought for their country and for their rights. How could I walk to work through the marketplace on monday past men whistling at me, when I knew what these machistas were capable of? I didn’t feel vulnerable in broad daylight; I had my passport and my unfortunately obvious heritage to protect me, but what about every one else?
 t e x t and pho to by Ce l ina S t i en-de l l a C ro c e
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my hours of pensive, depressed silence were inspired by a boy named José. José, fifteen years old, worked in the marketplace where I met him through my volunteer job at an extra-help center for children. On my first day, he painted me a picture of Tweety Bird titled Para Celina, which he handed me with a beaming smile. He loved to learn and joke around and he never gave me a hard time. He looked like he was 12 at most, a skinny, dark-skinned boy with a lazy eye and a never-fading smile. He didn’t learn English in school, so he always asked me to translate for him and waited patiently as I searched my own limited vocabulary in Spanish to give him the correct response. I never would have thought that such a smart, cheerful, motivated boy had endured anything beyond the trials of a poor but honest working life in an impoverished country.
 When my co-worker told me that José had been raped early this year, I wanted to scream. Or cry. I didn’t know what to think. On the way home through the marketplace that day, I wanted to hurl myself at every catcaller who ominously whistled at me, saying words that I was glad I only partially understood. Every day, José passed through the same market where he had been raped to come to the center for homework help, where he appeared with his infallible smile. How could such a small person have so much strength?
 To add insult to injury, José’s perpetrator was not sent to jail. No one believed José, and the judge let the rapist loose to roam the streets. The only adult who supported him was his grandmother, who was so confused and disoriented in court that no one knew what to believe. The conclusion? The kid’s just lying.
 So just like José, I walked through the marketplace past the degrading stares and whistles, unable to fathom how he could walk the same path when I, your typical activist-minded gringa, was so enraged. In my head, I couldn’t separate the catcalls that were shouted at me at incredible speeds from the thought of the actual rape that at least one of these same men had likely committed. The only things that I saw and heard were the degrading stares and never-ending strings of “oye chelita mi amor que guapa…” And although I knew many honest and admirable Nicaraguan men, they all seemed to be hiding as I walked through the marketplace that day.
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 T: That was before our time. you know, we’re both relatively new, but the idea was that when the Beehive Collective was first formed, it was a place for folks who just happened to be all women, dedicated anti-globalization activists, to rest and to take care of themselves. It prevented them from burning out by giving them a chance to keep busy, do a useful task that was really meditative, by really giving them time to reflect and to work with their hands, to create something that was beautiful rather than spending all of their energy shouting, “no!”
 OW: Do you still feel that sense of healing with what you’re doing now?
 T: It...it’s different now. But there’s still an element of that. you know because we’re all learning together as we go how to create a community where we can all feel comfortable and feel like we’re making something greater than ourselves. We’re learning how to work with the small town that we’re in and to grow up and become adults in a really responsible, really life affirming way, not just going out and getting jobs because that’s what we’re told to do but actually taking charge of our
 321
 The Beehive collective as it exists today grew out of a regional women’s stone mosaic collective in rural eastern maine. The members of the original collective were activists who used mosaic work as a chance to step back, meditate, and reflect on their time out in the field. Their grassroots idealism was reflected in their artwork, which articulates current environmental or social justice issues. Both their mosaics and murals were and still are about how individual components come together to form a much richer and powerful message.
 Over fall break, members of the Beehive collective visited Washington University. Their most recent project, “The True cost of coal,” is a mural illustrating the larger picture of the coal industry and mountaintop removal in Appalachia, and it took over two years to complete the image. Their designs use insect and animal imagery to create a more universal and inclusive message. The images are non-copyright, free of legal constraints. This way the images can be gifted to the public as tools to help organize and teach others.
 While the Beehive collective was at Wash U as part of their outreach tour, OneWorld was lucky enough to catch an interview with two of the Bees!
 OneWorld: So,who is the Beehive collective?Tyler (Bee): The Beehive collective is an all-volunteer group of artists and activists, educators and organizers, and we work together to collaboratively create educational graphics.
 OW: How do the Bees go about picking topics for these projects? Is there any theme that you think keeps coming up in your work?
 Nikki (Bee): We get a lot of requests from a lot of people asking for some sort of tool to help with their campaign, but we started out as a women’s mosaic collective and we moved into illustrations being really inspired by the anti-globalization movement. So that’s where a lot of first works came from.
 OW: Actually, I was going to ask you how you think the women’s mosaic collective influenced where you went and where you are now? How do you think that history relates back to what you’re doing?
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 globalization. It relates to the way you use animals. Since animals can’t represent one kind of person, they can speak to each culture in different ways.
 N: That’s a really good, concrete example with how our work has changed, and sort of adjusted to the needs…that we see in our audience maybe.
 OW: So what role do you think art has in terms of audience?
 N: It’s kind of…I mean in its basis it’s a universal language right? And especially symbolically when you try and stay away from…specific identities and representation by using people and very distinct imagery, you’re able to share a story that’s very specific. Like our newest graphic, “The True Cost of Coal.” We are specifically speaking about a story in Appalachia and colonization and resistance and industrialization. That story, though specific to Appalachia, can be used in other communities. Other people can relate to it because every part of the mural is represented in an accessible way .
 T: yeah, you know, and we say that our motto is that we’re cross-pollinating the grass roots, so, in a sense, what we’re doing is traveling all over the place, just like bees, going from flower to flower to flower, from region to region, and group to group, and even going across different issues and movements. We’re constantly collecting all these different stories and telling folks in different places about what’s going on. We do our show and afterwards someone comes up to us and says, “Wow, that was really inspiring. you know, let me tell you about the stuff that I’m doing. I wanna do this, this, and the other thing. There’s this project that I’m really so passionate about but I just can’t quite seem to make it happen.” So often I get to say “Well, you know, just two weeks ago, I was 200 miles away, and I met some folks who are doing exactly that, and who are
 lives and doing something that’s really useful to ourselves and others.
 OW: So you see this as a process?
 T: yeah.
 OW: And do you think it’s going to lead you somewhere new? Is this the way you want to be addressing these issues?
 T: Well, I would say that people come and go from the Beehive Collective so quickly and we’re evolving and changing at such a rapid rate that I’ve lost my ability to plan ahead in things like that, so I’m kind of rolling with it right now. [to Nikki] Do you have a different answer to that?
 N: Well I think that…yeah, I think it’s hard to imagine where it’s going to go next. It just depends on what comes to us and who’s a part of the collective and what we come up with together. I think something that’s super special for me in learning this process and being part of this is trying to learn how to use a story and present it in different ways for different communities and to do so by getting to know the community you’re in. It really requires you to not only be incredibly self-reflective but also very aware of your surroundings, and because of that, you’re required to have a very intentional and meditative process. The basis of our work is trying to represent a story cross-culturally.
 OW: I know your hunt for a universal language and universal voice has led you to a lot of places. You’re constantly in the field meeting people and I was wondering how that’s affected the way you create these images.
 T: I’d say it’s not so much the pursuit of a universal voice…In a way, it’s kind of opposite of that. We’re trying to celebrate the diversity of the voices that are out there and really focus on lifting up the voices that are less often heard, to provide folks with a tool that amplifies their voices and really blasts it out there. So that their stories are able to compete with this sort of monoculture that claims to be the universal voice.
 OW: Right, and in that sense it’s very anti-
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 OW: Which has been your dream for 3 years.
 N: yeah, I’ve been into it for a long time, which is exciting for them to see, and for that they’re supportive. But it’s still really hard. I think that there are two things that help me to relate to them, and that I’ve seen work with the collective and just trying to relate to people who don’t understand where we’re coming from at all. Which is firstly, having confidence in your philosophy and perspective. you totally have to really, really believe what you’re doing, but also try and meet those people where they’re at. Try and understand and respect why, you know, your friends or family sees you the way they do. Is it their life and their life experience that makes it hard for them?
 T: you know what I always told my parents, who also, for a while, thought I was crazy? That some folks pursue money and invest in capital, and things like that. But I’m pretty damn sure, especially given the state of the world today, that it’s a way better idea to invest in good friends who’ve got my back because we’re building a community where we actually take care of each other and the land that we live on and everything around us. That’s the real key to prosperity.
 To view the rest of “The True cost of coal” graphic, check out the Bee’s website at www.beehivecollective.org
 really successful, and look, they even signed our contact book. you should get in touch with them. This is the name of their organization. Go check it out.” And, you know, we’re trying to grow the movement, not by building numbers in the rank and file of one super-organization, but by connecting all these different things.
 OW: It’s nice that it’s not done only by the internet, you know? This makes what you do so much more intimate. Is that intimacy intentional?
 T: It’s interesting because different folks in the collective have very different perspectives and very different personal priorities and things. The baseline we have to start from is a sort of equal power of knowledge amongst the population of folks, so we’re going around just trying to help people understand what’s going on and understand all the dynamics behind what they hear on the news which often doesn’t make sense because it’s just little blips and pieces and there’s never the big picture really painted for us. Even in school we never really get a full understanding of what’s going on and why. So we’re trying to create that. Trying to empower folks to make decisions based on understanding of the consequences of their actions in this bigger picture.
 OW: In your history have you faced people who have been opposed to you or who misunderstood your message? What do you do in the face of that opposition?
 N: I think that…I have stories as, you know, part of the collective, and personal stories. It’s really hard for my family to understand, you know. I just graduated from college and now here I am volunteering with a radical art collective.
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What if I told you that the distance between you and a congolese rape victim was three feet? Take a look around. There is probably at least one electronic product within a three-foot radius around you right now. It may be the BlackBerry in your pocket, the macBook pro sitting next to you, or the ipod blasting
 from your headphones. Regardless, the true connection between you and a congolese rape victim sits in every one of those electronics.
 The civil war in the Democratic Republic of the congo has lasted for 10 years; it is now the deadliest war since WWII, responsible for over 5 million deaths. To compound
 the circumstances, rape has become the most powerful and innovative weapon of war. Hundreds of thousands of women are raped and tortured daily. These women, from the age of two to eighty, are violated with tools and weapons, tortured and beaten, and destroyed so that they can no longer reproduce, or in some cases even survive. Because of this dire scenario, human rights groups have declared that the congo is the worst place on the planet to be a woman.
 Rape is being used in new and particularly cruel ways to tear apart the fabric of communities. By raping women in newly grotesque and abominable ways, militias effectively kill any semblance of spirit and faith that existed in the community. When a 5-year old boy is forced to rape his mother with a gun to her ear and a machete to his neck, any hope or trust one had is erased. moreover, the men who are unable to protect their mothers, wives, and daughters from such atrocities feel guilty and angry. Basic family units are violently torn apart, leaving every individual alone in a state of hopeless disorder. The militias gain ground by disabling any possible form of unified resistance and terrorizing the countryside with increasingly feared violence.
 The congo is one of the world’s richest countries in terms of mineral resources. As seen with other countries, this richness can become a curse, contributing to the longevity of the war and the strength of the militia groups. Funded by the some of the
 Bloody BlackBerrys:
 t e x t by Kath l e en B rophy
 the true cost of today’s electronics
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most coveted minerals in the world, armed militias can finance and wage an endless war, perpetuating the violence against women. Tungsten, tantalum, tin—“the 3 T’s”—and gold are particularly sought-after minerals in the congo, as they are necessary for the functioning of almost every electronic product. Every domestic electronics company currently obtains these minerals from the
 congo. Every single electronic product you own is then strewn with a layer of this conflict, and that is something no BlackBerry case can cover up.
 We have seen a similar issue before in the case of “blood diamonds,” proving that multimillion dollar companies can clean up their supply chain and effectively stop illegal trade and conflict. In the trace, audit, and certification scheme, companies can definitively ensure that the minerals in their products are not tainted by conflict. Without consumer pressure, however, companies have no incentive to change their destructive practices which allows the conflict in the congo to continue.
 As consumers, we are directly linked to this violence and massacre. We, with all the
 agency and power in the world, are at one end of the mineral chain while the congolese rape victims are at the other. yes, in some ways the blood of the congolese is on each of our hands; but, literally in our hands, is the solution to the problem. These electronics companies answer to us. As consumers, we are in control: what we want is what they make. If we start asking for conflict-
 free products that are not sourced from the congo, instead of asking for better 3G coverage, we’ll see change on this issue.
 Better yet, we do not have to start from scratch. This past summer, included in the three hundred page Dodd-Frank Financial Regulation Bill, was a tiny congo Amendment (Section 1502 Conflict Minerals.) This amendment put the issue of transparency into law by stating that electronics companies had to begin adhering to certification programs and start disclosing to their consumers that their products contained conflict minerals. But this is just the first step in the battle, as industry lobbyists and interest groups are wasting no time in appealing and watering down the obligations electronics companies could face. We need to enforce this law and
 show that we do not want to buy another product borne of bloodshed. If we stay silent, it is almost inevitable that the meat of this law and the meaningful application of it will be rendered completely useless.
 A coalition of Wash. U. student groups, led by Amnesty International, is already taking the pledge to support the conflict-free movement. These students recognize
 the school’s innate responsibility as a huge consumer of electronics products and are seeking change. The coalition is working with the administration to garner support for the conflict-free movement and to join other universities in pressuring electronics companies to provide such products.
 It is time for the rest of the student body to follow suit and support the movement. No radical action is needed. We simply need to assert our role as conscious consumers and demonstrate that we care about the reosurces that go into our products. Due to no effort of our own, we drew the long straw and are sitting at the much more fortunate end of the commodity chain. As you sit comfortably with your phone to your ear, remember the rape victim with the gun to hers.
 “Yes, in some ways the blood of the Congolese is on each of our hands; but, literally in our hands, is the solution to the
 problem.”
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A DECISION to CARE
 I never got to meet Martin Luther King, Jr.
 But I did get to meet Coretta King while
 Martin was still alive. I got to hear a
 young Stokely Carmichael and spend
 some time with a young Julian Bond at
 his cousin’s apartment. I managed to get
 attacked and beaten up bY the Ku Klux
 Klan.. And when I decided to press charges
 against the head of the local Klan, my
 lawyer’s office got bombed. I marched to
 make this day a holiday, and I can tell you,
 because I remember, that Martin Luther
 King, Jr. had a lot more going on than
 just that dream that shows up in holiday
 cards this time of year.
 by Bob Hansman
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It’s how we simultaneously worship and erase real and complex people. It’s a kind of…second assassination. And selective memory is also a way of letting ourselves off the hook.
 In his last book, “WHERE DO WE GO FROm HERE: cHAOS OR COMMUNITY,” you may be surprised to find that King had this to say: “Loose and easy language about equality, resonant resolutions about brotherhood fall pleasantly on the ear, but for the Negro there is a credibility gap he cannot overlook…. The outraged white citizen had been sincere when he snatched the whips from the Southern sheriffs and forbade them more cruelties. But when this was to a degree accomplished, the emotions that had momentarily inflamed him melted away. White America left the Negro on the ground and in devastating numbers walked off with the aggressor. It appeared that the white segregationist and the ordinary white citizen had more in common with one another than either had with the Negro. When Negroes looked for…the realization of equality, they found that many of their white allies had quietly disappeared.”
 You won’t find that in many holiday cards.Apparently the mythical king bore as little resemblance to king
 in his own mind as it bears to him in many of our minds. “I am conscious of two martin Luther kings,” he said. “I am a wonder to myself.…
 I am mystified at my own career. The Martin Luther King that the people talk about seems to be somebody foreign to me.”
 The real king saw connections among things: poverty, race and the casualties of war; military imperialism abroad and the gutting of civil rights at home. He explicitly advocated for affirmative action and a guaranteed annual income, and—as if anticipating current social and sustainable concerns—delivered scorching critiques of the way we live: materially, spatially, hence, morally.
 Listen to this: “…Affluent Americans will eventually have to face themselves with the question that Eichmann chose to ignore: How responsible am I for the well-being of my fellows? ….many Negroes have felt that their most troublesome adversary was not the obvious bigot of the ku klux klan or the John Birch Society, but the white liberal who is more devoted to ‘order’ than to justice, who prefers tranquility to equality….The suburbs are white nooses around the black neck of the cities….(They) expand with little regard for what happens to the rest of America….It is not enough to say, ‘We love Negroes, we have many Negro friends.’ They must demand justice for Negroes. Love that does not satisfy justice is no love at all. It is merely a sentimental affection, little more than what one would have for a pet.”
 Or this: “America is deeply racist and its democracy is flawed both economically and socially. The black revolution…is exposing…systemic rather than superficial flaws.…For the last twelve years we have been a reform movement….but…we(’ve) moved into a new era, which must be an era of revolution….This means a revolution of values….The whole structure of American life must be changed.”
 This is strong stuff. There’s a lot of it, too, and a lot stronger stuff that I won’t read because, ironically, it would sound pretty harsh at a martin Luther king celebration. But when you get past the Dream, the Drum major, the mountaintop, and the Sneeze, he often sounds a lot more like malcolm X than he does our holiday image of martin Luther king.
 No wonder that, at the time of his death, the man we celebrate today was one of the most hated men in America. FBI paranoia notwithstanding, perhaps in some weird and twisted way the FBI had a better appreciation of king’s radical nature than we do today.
 people get upset with king’s tougher words even now. We like to think that maybe he didn’t mean them, that he was still the Dreamer that we think he was in 1963. We don’t want martin Luther king to …be martin Luther king. We don’t want king to change, or to want that much change; at least not from us, not still now. How dare he suggest that the life that I choose to live affects the life that you have to live? How dare he challenge my sense of my own innocence and virtue? Look at all we’ve done. What more does he want? I thought he wanted other people to change, not me.
 A large part of what king said is apparently still at odds with our selectively airbrushed portrait of him; and yet here he is—radical, challenging, fierce—in his own words. So who was Martin Luther king, Jr.? Who—and what—are we celebrating today? And how do we follow in his footsteps?
 Because who we think he was determines what we will do in his name. Are we celebrating an eloquent but ultimately safe and reassuring Dreamer? Or are we celebrating a demanding, radical prophet and teacher who was engaged in what he himself called “a dangerous unselfishness?”
 His friend Stanley Levison tells us, “Martin found it very difficult to live comfortably….martin was always very aware that he was privileged….One of the reasons that he was so determined to be of service was to justify the privileged position he’d been born into.”
 “I think I’d rise up in my grave,” king said, “if I died leaving two or three hundred thousand dollars….If I have any weaknesses, they are not in the area of coveting wealth.”
 In his sermon WHAT ARE yOUR NEW yEAR’S RESOLUTIONS? he speaks of telling his children:
 “I’m going to…do everything that I can do to see that you get a good education. (But) I don’t ever want you to forget that there are millions of God’s children who will not and cannot get a good education, and I don’t want you feeling that you are better than they are. For you will never be what you ought to be until they are what they ought to be.”
 Students are often told nowadays, especially since the latest presidential election, that we live in a post-racial, post-civil rights era now; that clearly anyone can be anything they want to be if they just make good choices and work hard. They usually hear this from a white teacher, while sitting among mostly white classmates, in a mostly segregated suburban school—and they don’t detect a trace of
 Because remembering can also be a way of forgetting.
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because he was not a god, he was human, flawed, conflicted—just like us…and harder, because he wasn’t the beatific Dreamer that we have created in his stead—someone who can easily be emulated merely by adopting a color-blind posture toward those people with whom we happen to come in contact.
 people argue about whether the problem, hence the solution, is personal, institutional, structural, systemic, cultural, social, political, legal, economic, educational; it’s all of the above; they’re all related, and they’re all just big words for us—which means there’s plenty for us to do. But make no mistake: we must work, because wherever else the responsibility falls, it also falls squarely on us.
 The test is not just the acts we commit, either, but the acts we omit: not just how we are with each other, but how we aren’t.
 What does king’s Dream mean when, right now, people are dying in North St. Louis of conditions that get easily treated in West county?
 What does king’s Dream mean when the killings of some innocents are cause for
 irony in any of it. Sometimes they make it all the way to college still believing this.
 I try to imagine that same teacher going down to peabody School, next to the projects where I spend the other part of my life, and explaining to those kids that segregation is over now, that we live in a post-racial society now, that we should all be color-blind now. I would pay good money to see that.
 Of course we all should aspire. Of course we all make choices. But some of us have different choices to choose from than others. And while some of us get to work hard choosing which school to go to or which laptop to buy, others of us have to work hard, choosing between diapers and dinner, and never get to make the other choices.
 But there is one choice we all can make, and that is to tell the truth.
 The perfect king that we think we can’t possibly be like is a king that king himself could not identify with. The good news is that this puts him within reach: If he was more like us, then we can be more like him. Following in his footsteps is both easier and harder than we make it out to be: easier,
 national hand-wringing and searching for reasons, while the killings of “my kids” in the projects barely make a ripple, or only cause people to blame the kids themselves, and stay as far away from them as possible?
 What does king’s Dream mean when we move far away from “my kids” and then study the speeches of martin Luther king in school? When we talk about colorblindness where there’s no other color around to be blind to? When one of the very reasons why we live where we do is color-consciousness—and we all know it.
 What does king’s Dream mean when we would rather live in a safe neighborhood –safe, because it is removed, exclusive, fortified, gated, fearful of what is beyond—than in a safe society? –safe, because it is open, inclusive, compassionate, equitable, with no reason for fortification or fear.
 What does king’s Dream mean when we arrive at Wash U hearing, “Don’t go north of Delmar.” “Don’t go east of Skinker.” “Wellston is a ghetto.” “If you go there, you’ll get shot.”
 What does king’s Dream mean when we
 “THE WHOLE STRUCTURE OF AMERICAN lIFE MUST BE CHANGED.”
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king—who loved us enough to nail us to the wall with truth, not just with dreams.
 This is the man who set me on a path that led eventually to the projects of St. Louis. And the message was unmistakable: if I had stayed where life put me, if I had just accepted my gifts as if I deserved them, if I had just said, “Well, my privilege worked for me, and I want nothing more than for my son to have the same,” I would never have found my way down to the projects; I would never have found my son.
 If it weren’t for martin Luther king, Jr., I would never have gotten beaten up by the klan; but I would never have found my son, either.
 meanwhile, a couple miles northeast of here, St. Louis’ statue of martin Luther king sits up in Fountain park, surrounded by a fence, in a part of the city where few of us will ever venture, even today.
 The man I’ve told you about this evening is the martin Luther king I love, the man I owe so much to, the man I owe my life to, really. Sometimes I wish I could just see him, just hold him in my arms and tell him, “Thank you. Thank you for my life. Thank you for my son. Thank you for making me work hard, not for making things easy for me. you were a great teacher, and we are all still your students, with so much still to learn.”
 As much as I celebrate his life tonight, I still grieve his passing, as if it had happened just this evening, just…a little while ago….
 As those of us who actually remember martin Luther king become fewer and eventually die out, it will become harder and harder for young people to discern the truth about the man. But it wouldn’t take a great man, it wouldn’t take a prophet to espouse the “bland euphemisms” that “fall pleasantly on the ear” on a day like today. So don’t you fall for it. martin was made of tougher stuff than that.
 I’ll leave you with some of his last words, delivered at mason Temple in memphis the day before he was killed: “We are constantly trying to finish that which is unfinished.…Life is a continual story of shattered dreams. (But) God does not judge us by the separate incidents or the separate mistakes that we make, but by the total bent of our lives.…I want to be a good man, and I want to hear a voice saying to me one day, ‘I take you in and I bless you because you tried….you are a recipient of my grace because it was in your heart….It is well that it was within thine heart.’”
 Thank you.
 are told to be afraid—or have to be afraid—to drive through kinloch, to drive through Ladue, to go to meacham park, to go to the Galleria, to go off campus….
 That’s not a dream, that’s a nightmare—of our own making. We’re not living king’s Dream—or any dream—when we move out, ignore or blame the people we leave behind, destroy everything from the school system to the environment in the process, and then…talk nice to each other…?
 king’s Dream isn’t about the way we talk; it’s about the way we live. It’s not about our own internal transformation; it’s about justice for others. It’s not just about the one person at the top, in the White House; it’s about the millions of people at the bottom, in the projects. It’s not just about being able to climb the Fortune 500 corporate ladder; it’s about being able to play jump rope and not get shot.
 It’s not enough to just talk and dream and have these yearly celebrations and pursue our own dreams of security and growth at the expense of “my kids’” dreams of security and growth rather than with them, and then hope that somehow in another generation or two the problems we’re perpetuating will just die out. king didn’t die for such pathetic dreams, such “anemic democracy.”
 “(We) fear each other because (we) don’t know each other; (we) don’t know each other because (we) cannot communicate; (we) cannot communicate because (we) are separate.” maybe kings’s Dream and the American Dream aren’t even compatible.
 In truth, anyone can have a dream. That’s easy. And anyone can say they have values. The question is what are we going to do? I can claim to have the finest values on earth, but if I don’t do anything with them, they don’t do you a bit of good. It’s just me talking. values are nothing if they’re just words. We’re all “colorblind” until it’s 10 o’clock at night and my son is walking toward you. (praise god.)
 Of course it’s good to treat people equally, within our small sphere of influence, but it isn’t the same as working for justice. It’s too easy to just talk, and our words become merely a soundtrack to a life lived in a very different direction—a life that ultimately exacerbates the very problems our words purport to be solving. Because, collectively, when it came time for us to change, a lot of us dropped the ball and ran, and we’ve been denying or rationalizing it ever since.
 Around millions of kitchen tables, we made millions of personal decisions that turned our backs on “the rest of America”—
 and then we wonder what happened to the Dream.
 “In the end,” said king, “We will remember not the words of our enemies, but the silence of our friends.”
 In a sermon at Ebenezer Baptist church, less than a year before he was killed, king said: “you may be thirty-eight years old, as I happen to be, and one day, some great opportunity stands before you and calls upon you to stand up for some great principle, some great issue, some great cause. And you refuse to do it because you are afraid….you’re afraid that you will lose your job, or you are afraid that you will be criticized or that you will lose your popularity….So you refuse to take a stand. Well, you may go on and live until you are ninety, but you are just as dead at thirty-eight as you would be at ninety. And the cessation of breathing in your life is but the belated announcement of an earlier death of the spirit. you died when you refused to stand up for truth. you died when you refused to stand up for justice….”
 king’s was a “militant nonviolence,” not a passive one. For king, “Justice is love in calculation.”
 Some people say that it’s hard to care about anything that doesn’t affect us personally—when we’re raised in ignorance, when we live at a distance from other people and their problems—even ones we’ve helped create. It’s true there are some things we can learn only by making it personal, but it’s also true that we don’t have to wait for it all to affect us personally in order to care; we can just look in our hearts, grow up, and make a decision to care.
 So here’s a test: If we couldn’t talk, if we couldn’t tell people what our values are…could people tell what they are from just our actions? When we walk out those doors in a while, when we wake up tomorrow, or years from now, what will our actions say about our values? What will the arc of our lives look like?
 Because the other thing about king being like us is that it takes away our own excuses for doing so little. king was us writ large: passionate, uncertain, despondent, determined, funny, furious, hopeful, humble—in a word: imperfect. He worked hard to be martin Luther king; being martin Luther king didn’t come easy, even for martin Luther king.
 Tellingly, the dedication to his last book ends with the phrase “that brotherhood will be the condition of man, not the dream of man.”
 This is the man I love, this martin Luther
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by A lannah Gl i ckman
 The Delmar ‘Divide’:
 Observations from the Laundromat
 33“Preconce ived not ions are loc ks on the door to wisdom.” — MERRY BROWNE
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At about 9 o’clock on Tuesday night, I lug what feels like forty pounds of clothing down three flights of stairs because the only thing I have put off longer than my homework is my laundry. Delmar Loop Laundry is three blocks north of Delmar, in an area that is geographically close to Washington University, but socioeconomically worlds away.
 Like most other Wash. U. students, I have only breached the Delmar divide for three major attractions: Schnucks, mi Ranchito, and Queen of Sheba, a delicious little Ethiopian restaurant. The common thread between these three hotspots is that alcohol is readily available for minors with bad fake IDs. Otherwise, we are told to stay away. A Wash. U. website discussing nearby neighborhoods writes, “The north section of the loop area…has the highest concentration of population which does create a higher potential for crime,” and the Wash. U. School of medicine website states, “Living south of Delmar is preferable to living north of Delmar for your safety.”
 Delmar Loop Laundry is huge. Industrial washing machines of various sizes fill five aisles and dryers line the walls, spinning clothes of different colors like lollipops being made at Willy Wonka’s factory. There are baskets on wheels, video games, snack machines, and lots of fake plants that sit on top of the washing machines like fancy little hats. There are also several plastic chairs and tables to sit at while you wait and some high tables for folding comfortably. The constant purring of the machines throwing pants, sheets, and socks in violent circles mingles with the tap-tapping of someone using one of the several available video game machines to pass the time.
 The first time I visit Delmar Loop Laundry, I go primarily as an observer for a creative writing class. I put my heap of laundry into two triple-load washing machines, and after some help obtaining a laundry card, I settle down at a round table with attached benches—the kind you would find on the patio of a fast-food restaurant. The first thing that catches my eye is an adorable Hispanic girl with a round face and small eyes, who can’t be older than two. While her parents sit calmly at the table next to mine, waiting for their clothes to dry, she runs around playing with an empty laundry bin. Eventually, the mother gets up and walks across the room to the wall of dryers, allowing the daughter to monopolize her father’s attention, which she does by shmooshing his face with her hands. meanwhile, the mother folds a pair of grey slacks and a large beige jacket with two neon yellow reflector stripes across the chest. It is a uniform. I presume she is folding it for her husband and wonder where he works.
 After the uniforms are neatly folded and piled, the father gets up to help fold the remaining loads. Together they fold a big blue sheet and a baby green fleece blanket covered with teddy bears while their daughter and her older brother frolic playfully, letting out the occasional shriek. After I move my newly clean clothes into the dryer and resettle at my outpost, the family packs up their clothes into a few cotton laundry bags and gets ready to go. All of a sudden, the little girl comes strutting down an aisle of washing machines wearing a fuzzy leopard-print vest with a hood. It is too big for her; everyone in the Laundromat
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laughs heartily, especially the young girl. On the way out, she waves and says, “bye-bye.” I can’t help but wave back and say “Have a good night!” to the girl and her parents.
 The only other time I break my character of silent spectator is to respond to a man in a loose red polo shirt and baggy jeans who is asking me for a few dollars to get something to eat.
 The city of Saint Louis website has an article titled, “The African-American Experience.” It reads, “As with many cities, black and white Saint Louisans lived in separate parts of town for the most part. African-Americans generally lived north of Delmar by 1970, white residents in the south and southwestern city, with an integrated strip down the central corridor”—a underwhelming way of describing the rigid rift the divides Saint Louis’s population. There are points in Saint Louis’s history in which segregated housing was enforced by law. “By a three-to-one margin, voters enacted a segregation ordinance in 1916, holding that no one could move to a block on which more than 75 percent of the residents were of another race.”
 The second time I go to the Laundromat I am more comfortable. I go alone early on a Saturday evening. The Laundromat is less busy than on Tuesday night, but a substantial number of people are there. There is a friendly young man who keeps smiling at me. He has shoulder length dreads tied behind his head with an elastic band, and is wearing a white shirt, low rider jeans, black running shoes with neon green details, and a soulpatch-moustache combination. I think about how there is something about waiting for your laundry that brings people together. Even if you are busy doing your own thing (reading, listening to music, catching up with your mom on the phone), everyone acknowledges each other with friendly head nods. And, whether you like it or not, everyone at the Laundromat can see your most embarrassing pieces. There is nowhere to hide your granny panties.
 On my third trip to Delmar Loop Laundry, I arrive at 5:40 pm on Thursday evening. I walk up to the woman who I’ve seen working at the Laundromat before. She’s on the phone but gives me an ear to ask a quick question. I tell her I’ll come back when she’s off the phone. While I wait, I talk to two young white women. Both of them grew up in Saint Louis and live in the area. When I ask them about the “safety” of the area, they both insist they’ve never felt uncomfortable. One girl tells me she walks her dog after dark every night, and goes running before sunrise in the morning. I am embarrassed to tell them what we learn about the neighborhood at Wash. U. Neither of them seems to have a strong reaction. “Hm, that’s weird.”
 When Ava, the manager of the Laundromat, gets off her cell phone, she tells me to come with her so she can fold while we talk. She is finishing up a drop-off load for a customer. While I wouldn’t dare ask her age, Ava seems to be in her fifties and she ages herself when she tells me about her grandson that comes to the laundry sometimes.
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pho to s by John Dro l l inge r
 She wears glasses with thin blue metal frames, a white t-shirt, and pink velour pants. She has a big smile that she exposes often and that reveals that she is missing the majority of her upper teeth. Her frizzy salt-and-pepper hair is forced back into a ponytail, though some rebellious strands defiantly stick out. Ava exudes warmth, and I immediately feel comfortable.
 As she finishes folding and the conversation winds down, I tell her about Wash. U.’s warnings about the area north of Delmar. She gives me a look of genuine surprise. “Why?!” she asks, putting down the piece of clothing she was folding, and turning towards me with her hands on her hips. She doesn’t wait for an answer before telling me about how secure and safe she feels in the neighborhood. She admits, with a motherly tone, that young women should never go out at night alone, but thinks that is true everywhere, not just certain neighborhoods. Ava encourages exploration: “If you’re scared to go places, you limit yourself,” she advises me. Then, she asks me a good question: “Why do Wash. U. students only go to the Clayton Shnucks? Isn’t that limiting?”
 Ava doesn’t know that on campus, we call the Shnucks on Olive, “Ghetto Shnucks.”
 It appears as though the Delmar divide, at least in the area immediately surrounding Wash. U., is a one-way phenomenon. No one in the Laundromat sees a lack of interaction between the two sides of Delmar, and no one sees a reason for it either. While it is certainly Wash. U.’s responsibility to keep students out of harm’s way, it seems as though north of Delmar has become an unfortunate scapegoat. Recently, more crime announcements have reported incidents south of the Loop, even closer to campus. yet, my econometrics professor still references the fact that he drives faster on the north side of Delmar, and my roommate asks me if it’s ok that I’m going to the laundromat alone.
 A local blogger writes, “you know how stereotypes typically are true or at least commonly held beliefs? Well the fact that Delmar is the north/south divider of Saint Louis could not be more true. It’s a racial, cultural, psychological, economical divider of this city.” Even if this is true, being afraid of exploring beyond Delmar only reinforces and perpetuates the divide. Students and local Saint Louisans should make an effort to discover the city, learning the beautiful and not-so-beautiful aspects of each of Saint Louis’s quirky neighborhoods. The same blogger advocates a more radical approach—combining some of Saint Louis’s neighborhoods into larger, unified areas. He writes of the area around Wash. U.: “Wydown/Skinker, Skinker-DeBaliviere, West End, visitation park and Debaliviere place become ‘The West End.’ Spread the wealth, join hands, cross the divide and become one.” I would advance a more simple proposition, a piece of advice that applies in equally important ways to doing laundry at a Laundromat and living in Saint Louis—don’t forget to bring change.
 “If you’re scared to go places, you limit yourself”
 36 ONEWORLD ● FALL 2010

Page 41
						

Culture without the shock
 By Saad Adnan Khan
 United States of AmericapOpULATION: 310,232,863AREA: 9,826,675 sq kmLOcATION: North AmericaLIFE EXpEcTANcy: 78.24 yearsLANGUAGES: English 82.1%, Spanish 10.7%, other Indo-European 3.8%, other 3.4%ETHNIc GROUpS: White 79.96%, Black 12.85%, Asian 4.43%, Native American 0.97%, other 1.79%
 I had been drilled with the concept of cultural shock. Before stepping onto the beautiful campus of Washington University in St. Louis, I had to attend two other orientation programs:
 one in my native country, Bangladesh, and one in Washington D.c. While attending these, I was bombarded with advice on how to “survive” the culture shock I would experience when living in the United States. However, even after much hype, the concept of culture shock remains ambiguous to me. Because I have yet to experience cultural shock, I am skeptical of its existence.
 my country, Bangladesh, is thousands of miles away from America, and there are major differences between the two nations when it comes to cultural and academic scenarios. The fact that these two countries are so far apart from each other solidifies the differences between them, and makes the transition for any international student quite scary and thrilling.
 As a literature major, I see things critically, but with an open-mind. Taking part in the exchange program is a very broad and big experience for me, just like the field I am studying. The innumerable resources in the library and the various opportunities I am able to seize through the lectures, seminars and conferences with international writers and the enthusiastic peers are all catalysts for me to become more ambitious. This is not to say that the place I come from is devoid of intelligent people and a learning environment. The strong educational foundation I stand on was built with the help of my teachers in Bangladesh. But exposure to another culture is necessary for me to understand where I stand as a student when it comes to global competition.
 I live in world where people spend their intelligence to think about
 https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/us.html
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 BangladeshpOpULATION: 156,118,464AREA: 143,998 sq kmLOcATION: Southern Asia, between Burma and IndiaLIFE EXpEcTANcy: 69.44 yearsLANGUAGES: Bangla (official language) and EnglishETHNIc GROUpS: Bangali 98%, other 2% (includes tribal groups, non- Bangali muslims)
 concepts like globalization, neo-colonialism and other political issues. Thus it would be naïve and ignorant of me to not think politically, because quite simply, things are not as simple as they appear. The reason for which I have not been victimized by cultural shock is because I live in a globalized world. media is the tool through which we gain access to the most desolate parts in the world. And America, being a large nation, can hardly escape worldwide attention.
 Tvs, books and magazines have exposed Bangladeshis to American culture. Their forms of media have portrayed America and its lifestyle in the most vivid of ways. They show us what kind of people compose America; what these individuals wear, eat and drink; what kinds of sports they like to play; what languages they speak; and how, though they differ in skin color, they are still all Americans.
 However, seeing America in the media and living in America are two very different things. moreover, the representations of the media can be misleading at times. Instead of getting entrapped with assumptions and getting aggravated and anxious about cultural differences, I think it is wise to accept the fact that differences among different nations are constant, despite the rate at which globalization is taking place. We should celebrate the cultural differences instead of getting depressed or “shocked” when coming to live in a different country.
 There are many people who are not very comfortable with the English language, yet they still move to England, Australia and America. The term “cultural shock” is much more applicable for some of my uncles and aunts of the previous generation who had moved
 to the “first world” for economic reasons and, in doing so, had faced culture shock. However, they eventually grew accustomed to this new way of life. If they had moved now, I think the cultural shock would have been less present because of the influence of media and easy travel access to anywhere in the world.
 Of course, my advisors during orientation were only trying to help me, because, yes, some people do have problems adjusting to a new environment. The people in the sessions were attempting to prepare us for a new lifestyle. Some of the seminars did educate me about customs and social norms of America that are not necessarily a part of my own culture. For example, some American teachers are fine with being addressed by their first names only, students are allowed to eat and drink during classes, people have dinner at six or seven in the evening instead of ten at night, alcohol is widely and openly sold in almost all restaurants, and fraternity parties are very popular events in college. There was even a session that told us about “reverse cultural shock,” which is bound to happen when we return to our home countries.
 I think international students might find the term cultural shock blown out of proportion because nowadays far more people are keen on learning about new cultures than in the past. I see Western women enthusiastically attired in traditional dresses like salwar, kameez or sarees, and even men in panjabis when they visit places like Bangladesh or India. So maybe we should come up with a new term to describe this cultural experience. perhaps we should use embracement, instead of shock?
 https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/bg.html
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“I’m not a racist, but I hate the Nicaraguans.”This is Brigette: my host mother and one of the sweetest people
 I have ever met. A divorcee and a retired structural engineer, she embodied the very image of a strong, independent costa Rican woman. She cooked me elaborate dinners every night, made my bed every morning and even nursed me back to health as I fought off a nasty stomach virus.
 And so I found it especially difficult to match the words above to the woman sitting in front of me. We had just finished our dinner of pastel de yuca, and my roommate Amy asked about the country’s health care system, inquiring whether the quality of medical attention was lowered due to nationalization. We were both surprised by the reaction this question provoked.
 “I pay my taxes, my neighbors pay their taxes, but the Nicaraguans don’t,” she said, spitefully. “And they fill the ER’s and take up the doctors’ time and I have to wait.”
 I studied Spanish for a month in costa Rica this past summer and spent my time mainly in San José, the inland capital city that lacks the touristy, paradisiacal vibe of the beaches. As part of the immersion program, I lived with Brigette and her two children: patricia, 20, and Sergio, 12. But while her children, who have always known c.R. with a large number of Nicaraguans, seemed more open-minded with the issue, Brigette remained staunchly anti-Nicaraguan.
 ‘No seas Nica’
 by Me lan i e Dr i s c o l l
 Nicaraguans in Costa Rica
 39
 pho to by Ky l e May
 “ I don’t l ike that man. I must get to know h im bet ter.” — ABRAHAM LINCOLN
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Nicaragua shares a 192-mile long border with the north of costa Rica, and immigration—both legal and illegal—has been a contentious issue in costa Rica for the past few decades. The reasons for Nicaraguan migration into costa Rica have changed from political to economic since the 1990’s with Nicaragua’s increasingly privatized economy.
 costa Rica, on the other hand, boasts one of the region’s most extensive welfare states. Employment opportunities are more prevalent in the southern nation, and the per capita gross national income is $4,700—six times higher than that in Nicaragua.
 possessing the highest standard of living in Latin America, costa Rica’s citizens have been ranked the happiest in the world by the New Economics Foundation. The country has no army, protects 25 percent of the land as national parks and provides free healthcare and quality public education. It’s no wonder that about 400,000 Nicaraguans reside in costa Rica—about half of that number considered to be illegal. This brings the percentage of the population suspected as illegal to 4.5 percent, which is only slightly higher than that of the United States.
 The immigration influx is very similar to the relationship the United States has with mexico, and xenophobia is fast becoming a problem in this idyllic country where roughly 15 percent of the population is foreign-born. In 1999, approximately 60 percent of the costa Rican population favored deporting all undocumented immigrants. “No seas Nica” is a common insult, literally translating to “Don’t be Nicaraguan,” but colloquially meaning “Don’t be an idiot.” Five years ago, police watched as two Rottweiler dogs tore a Nicaraguan man to death, after the owner of a workshop outside of San José let them loose. He had suspected that the Nicaraguan man was attempting
 to break-in.Nicaraguans are easily recognized in costa Rica by their
 dark skin. When the area that is now costa Rica was colonized by Spaniards in the 1600’s, there were very few indigenous people, and so the genetic make-up of most ticos nowadays is mainly European. The same does not hold true for their northern neighbors, and many Nicaraguans will say they are from Guanacaste, a northern province of costa Rica, to explain their darker complexion.
 Brigette rationalized her distaste for the Nicaraguans through her own experiences. She had hired a Nicaraguan cleaning lady years ago, but after a few months discovered several pieces of expensive jewelry missing. She asked the woman if she had noticing them while tidying up her room, but the maid denied ever seeing them. When the jewelry failed to show up after a couple weeks, she dismissed the woman, but hired another Nicaraguan as a replacement. A year passed without any problems, but suddenly this woman told Brigette that she needed to care for her infirm sister and therefore could no longer work for her. Brigette didn’t think twice about the matter and simply let the maid go. A few weeks later, however, Brigette received legal notice that her former cleaning lady was suing her for wrongful termination, claiming that Brigette had fired her upon learning she was pregnant. Brigette, having had no idea the woman was expecting a child, fought it out in court and eventually won. Nowadays, her maid is a costa Rican.
 If there is one uniting theme throughout costa Rica, it is “la paz,” or “peace.” The ticos, as costa Ricans call themselves, are incredibly proud of the fact that they have no army, and they strive to minimize conflict in daily life. “If a tico doesn’t like you, you won’t be able to tell because we’re nice to everyone,” patricia told me once. costa Ricans
 40 ONEWORLD ● FALL 2010
 “Approximately 60 percent of the Costa Rican population favored deporting all undocumented immigrants in 1999.”
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often shrug off upsets and annoyances with the ubiquitous phrase “pura vida,” which literally translates to “pure life” but signifies “cool,” “cheers,” “it’s fine,” and everything in between.
 It is this cultural value that sets the Nicaraguans apart, as the costa Ricans regard them as loud, rude and generally disruptive, an opinion based partly on the their country’s war-filled history. The immigrants’ purported violence leads to stereotypes of criminality. yet according to the UN Refugee Agency, only three percent of the country’s crimes are committed by Nicaraguans—and a disproportionately small eight percent of the population is of Nicaraguan origin.
 Traveling to the caribbean side of the country, I saw the Nicaraguans’ desperate economic situation firsthand when I visited a Del monte banana plantation. Three hours on a rough gravel road brought me to plains covered with rows of banana trees, their bunches of fruit tied up in blue plastic bags to protect the produce from the elements. The laborers are not so lucky. They toil in the 100 degree heat, nine hours a day, making minimum wage.
 Banana workers typically only last four or five years before the demanding labor on the plantation forces them to find another job. The majority of these men are Nicaraguan, their already dark skin almost blackened by the intense sun exposure. They live in houses provided by Del monte and buy goods from the Del monte store. Rent and grocery expenses are deducted from their wages, making it difficult to save enough to move on to another occupation.
 Two years of back-breaking work at the plantation, however, allows a laborer to bring his wife and children over from Nicaragua to live with him. As bananas are costa Rica’s top agricultural export, Del Monte has some influence over immigration and can provide safe passage to costa Rica without too much trouble. After all, who is
 going to notice a couple hundred extra Nicaraguans in a country with 400,000 of them?
 At its height, xenophobia against Nicaraguans manifested itself in legislative immigration reform in 2006. The new law mandated that any illegal immigrants picked up in a certain swath of land would simply be “turned away,” and not deported, thus denying them the right to demand pay for work done. This strip of land happens to be heavily covered by banana, pineapple, and cassava fields, where the majority of workers are Nicaraguans.
 As is the case with Americans and mexicans, ticos would not be able to enjoy their high standard of living if it were not for the legal and illegal Nicaraguan immigrants who take jobs locals do not want. The banana is crucial to the costa Rican economy, but without the cheap labor influx from Nicaragua, banana prices would have ceased to be internationally competitive.
 Nicaraguans in the 1990’s also began to perform tasks in the home that were normally done by middle-class costa Rican females, like Brigette, freeing those women to enter the work force. many Nicaraguans are overqualified for the menial jobs they perform, but economic desperation forces them to embrace work that may be beneath them. yet costa Rican employers often exploit their undocumented Nicaraguan workers, even going so far as to report them to immigration authorities a few days before payday.
 my friends and I would often walk from the school to downtown San José on our way to visit museums or eat more of the daily staple of Latin America, rice and beans. The first time we made this journey, we passed a one-story building with at least a hundred people camped outside. There was such a large crowd that cones blocked off one lane of the road because the sidewalk wasn’t large enough. As naïve
 “Approximately 60 percent of the Costa Rican population favored deporting all undocumented immigrants in 1999.”
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Americans, we assumed such a crowd could only mean a giveaway of concert tickets—or of free rice and beans.
 In fact, the building was the Nicaraguan Embassy, and the enormous queues of people outside were waiting for their chance to speak to an official. Every time we walked down that street, a sizable crowd always lined the pavement near the embassy.
 Costa Rica’s immigration law is a mess, with various conflicting policies and arbitrary enforcement of them. Though technically there are no immigrant quotas per country, the vast majority of rejected immigration applications are submitted by Nicaraguans. costa Rica is trying to improve its tangled immigration policy, however. The time limit in which visa holders can leave the country has been extended from six months to two years, and dependents of foreign workers can also now seek employment within the country.
 As I sat at Brigette’s small kitchen table, I looked down at my half-finished pastel de yuca made with local cassava and the side dish of cinnamon-covered plantains. I couldn’t help but think that both of these crops had most likely been cared for and harvested by Nicaraguan laborers. Forced from their homes by unemployment and a shaky government, they bear the snubs, stereotypes and segregation of a xenophobic society.
 While the ticos are taking steps to deal with the legal implications, their cultural reaction to this influx of foreigners is one of fear and distrust. The costa Ricans must learn to recognize that their relationship with their neighbor to the north is one of mutual benefit, and accept the Nicaraguans as a necessary part of their economy, culture and perhaps even identity.
 “The vast majority of rejected immigration applications are submitted by Nicaraguans.”
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what now?conflict-free campus
 To get involved with the conflict-free minerals campaign on campus, email the Wash. U. chapter of Amnesty International by contacting [email protected]. To learn more about the conflict in Congo and the national conflict-free movement, go online to www.enoughproject.org
 The Social Justice center is a collaboration between administrators, faculty, and students that promotes awareness and understanding of social justice and diversity issues by providing education, facilitations, and resources. Interested in learning more? visit the Social Justice center’s website at www.sjc.wustl.edu or visit them in person in the lower level of Umrath Hall on the South Forty.
 Social Justice Center
 R E S O U R C E S F O R T H E I N S P I R E D
 summer in Kenya
 Want to participate in the Summer in kenya program and experience service-based learning? Want to learn kiswahili while working with a number of Kenyan non-profit organizations? If so, contact Dr. mungai mutonya at [email protected] for more details.
 get involved with OneWorld
 We are always looking for the inspired, the motivated, the creative, and the willing. Our magazine welcomes designers, artists, editors, and writers to join our staff or contribute to our magazine. No prior experience is necessary. Drop us a line at [email protected]. If you want to check out previous issues, go to www.issuu.com/oneworldwashu
 Environmentalism and the Arts
 Interested in how the arts can bring people together to discuss a common issue? Or interdepartmental exchange? Edison is sponsoring its first annual Environmentalism and the Arts series for Spring 2011! It’s going to involve speakers, screenings, and workshops for students and the larger St. Louis community. Have an idea or project for the Spring 2011 series, or want to get involved? contact melissa Freilich at [email protected]
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