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Greetings from Hyderabad!

Between adjusting to a new campus and a new 
culture, we have found so much inspiration for this 
edition of  Hydertales. This month, we wanted to focus 
on the initial impact of  being somewhere new. Culture 
shock is an unavoidable part of  the study abroad 
experience and it should be celebrated—not feared. 
With plenty of  adventures ahead of  us, we hope this 
edition of  Hydertales captures who we were when we 
started so we can better understand who we become 
when the semester is over. 

Cheers,

Allie and Laura 

LETTER FROM THE EDITORS:
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Shilparanam: 
To kick off  our stay in 

Hyderabad, we spent our 
first day in the city shopping 
at Shilparanam market. From 

paddle boats, to market 
vendors, to sculpture 

gardens, and more, this day 
market was a 

wonderful introduction to 
our time abroad.

Bench at mosque: 
It is said that all who 

sit on the bench at this 
Mosque will someday 

return to Hyderabad. Of  
course, we all had to try it 

out for ourselves.

The Journey So Far
A Photo Timeline
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Charminar: 
Charminar is the icon of  

Hyderabad. Both a mosque 
and a monument, it was 

amazing to see in person. 

Cooking event: 
We couldn’t leave India 
without learning a few 
recipes! The Culinary 

Institute hosted us for a 
full day of  cooking lessons 

where we made butter 
chicken, bagara baigan, and 

shahi tukada.
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The Wonders of Traveling 
Through Hyderabad 

An Editorial by Laura Johnson 

I put on my favorite kurta and ate a delicious breakfast of  sweet rice, tea with sugar, and coconut 
chutney with dosas made by my host mom. Grabbing my bag, I casually made my way out the 
door adorned with Ganesh, listening to the school children across the street play outside before 
their day started. Feeling the dirt already starting to seep in the cracks of  my chacos, I walked 
through the arched gate of  my neighborhood and planted myself  on the side of  the main road. 
With a half  hour to spare until class, I told myself  I wouldn’t be late; I told myself  I might even 
have enough time to stop by the ShopCom and get my favorite guava juice box. 

9:01 AM

“Are you going to stop? Yes? Nope….ok.”

9:02 AM

“Hey, here comes another. Does that rickshaw look full? Darn, it is.”

9:06 AM

“Please stop, please stop, please… ok, dude, just drive right past me! Whatever!”

9:11 AM

“I’m going to be so darn late.”

Public transportation in India: a service that is likely to cause a blip in your day; a service that will 
undoubtedly give you potty mouth; and a service that I am slowly learning to adjust to. 

The concept of  public transportation is new to me entirely, as I have never before taken buses, 
trains, taxis, etc. back home. The idea of  waving a vehicle down, hoping the driver stops and the 
seats aren’t full, asking which direction the driver is going (Gachibowli? Lingampally?), bartering 
a price for the ride (10 rupees, sir!), and screaming for the driver to stop over all of  the honking 
and traffic (stop, here!), is like running a marathon for the first time without any previous training 
or warming up and stretching your arms and legs before the big race; you think it will be fine, but 
in reality you end up on bed rest for the next two days. These are the feelings I had traveling by 
rickshaw the first few times; I started out semi-confident, but then I was stressed, annoyed, and 
finally, just exhausted. 

With over a month under my belt of  using public transportation in India, though, I’m finally 
starting to learn the ropes. I’ve ran so many marathons that I barely even have to stretch my 
loose muscles anymore!

Learning to adjust to a new concept in a new culture and society is a process, but one that will 
teach you a lot about yourself  and will ultimately be something, at least for the sake of  public 
transportation, that turns into second-hand nature. 
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First Looks
A Picture Collage by Fiona 

At Tagore en route to class (Paige, Ingvild, Lily, Fiona)

At top of  Golconda Fort (Paige, Fiona)

Blanket shopping! (Fiona, Paige)

Paige shopping at the local store 
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Book Review: The Journey Home 
by Radhanath Swami; and a 

reflection on time spent in India
by Ashley Clark 

 When coming to India a big goal of  mine was to get back into reading, for me. 
This is something that I really struggle with back home. In a normal semester, 
reading for class is never-ending and whenever I finish a reading assignment there is 
always another and another and another. So reading novels and creative non-fiction 
is among one of  the things that has been put on the backburner for the past couple 
of  years. I purchased The Journey Home  a couple months ago, knowing that this 
would be a very special and revealing novel about India.

 The Journey Home  is the first book in a sequel; the second being The Journey 
Within. The Journey Home  is written by and about Rhadanath Swami’s spiritual 
journey from the United States to India. On little to no money, he backpacked through 
Europe, Turkey, the Middle-East, and finally into India and the Himalayas. He talks 
about his experiences and lessons he learned on the way. He meets many famous 
yogis and studies under a variety of  different people. On his journey through India he 
meets the Dalai Lama, Mother Theresa, and very prominent swamis and mystics who 
founded different yoga or meditation institutions throughout India. To me the most 
impactful and humbling aspect is that he managed to get by traveling with almost 
zero possessions, let alone money. Not only could he get by, but he consistently 
expressed gratitude for everything going on, even in the most dismal of  times.

 This book has been a wonderful escape and helped me to continue to reflect 
on my own personal experiences throughout my first few weeks in this new country. 
It continues to remind me to be grateful for what I have and to remember that there 
are very sacred things and experiences in this region waiting to be uncovered. In 
the spirit of  expressing gratitude, a few simple things that I have really appreciated 
during my stay so far: incredible food, the colorful flowers, and kind strangers.
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On “Finding Yourself”
An Editorial by Allie Schultz 

 I want to dispel one major myth about studying abroad: no matter what 
anyone has claimed, you will not “find yourself” when you travel. If  Pinterest 
bloggers and Eat, Pray, Love were to be believed, giving into wanderlust is the 
only way to truly discover who you are and live comfortably for the rest of  your 
life. I understand where the idea comes from. Even in the short month that I 
have been in Hyderabad, I have noticed some personal growth. But I think it’s 
important to note the difference between personal growth and the cliched 
phrase “finding yourself”.

    First of  all, if  you feel like you have lost your sense of  self, you might want to 
wait to study abroad. When you are in another country, everything is an 
adjustment. Everyday I come across new foods, new philosophies, new 
activities, etc. It’s amazing and exciting, but it certainly isn’t familiar. In fact, 
some days can be outright exhausting. I don’t feel the most “me” when I hop 
on a crowded bus to get across town or haggle down prices at a day market—I 
feel stretched. Rather than finding myself, I have found that I can be unlike 
myself  and still have a great time. This, in my view, is the real reason one 
should consider studying abroad. 

    When you leave home for another country, you should expect discomfort 
rather than ease, confusion rather than enlightenment, and surprise rather 
than indifference. You should also expect that to be a really, really, really good 
thing. Not every positive experience feels like a natural fit and studying abroad 
is a perfect example of  that.  

Me having the best time doing something out of  character!
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