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4xP=Ex20 

Pedagogica, Practica, Politica,  
Poetica & Pictorica 
September 1, 2016  

As summer holidays come to an end in my part of the world, we return to work with 

relaxed minds, new perspectives, and a fresh focus on the world around us. My objective 

in the coming months, will be to explore my intercultural sphere and search for cultural 

competence in a more holistic fashion and share those explorations with you on a day-to-

day basis. To do this, I want to work from this formula: 4xP=Ex20, four perspectives that 

create 20 Effects as you see in the image above: 

1. PEDAGOGICA – tapping the power of theory, models and research in continued 

learning in a living rather than abstract context. 

2.  PRACTICA – practical exercises, activities that you can engage in by yourself or 

use in your work with others. 

3. POLITICA – relating what we learn and what we do to the body politic, society 

and its needs with words and actions, making the common good more common. 

4. POETICA – using the holistic power of poetry and the other arts to connect us more 

deeply and holistically. 

Since, as we are told and see around us, we are living in a new “Iconic” turn of the times, 

surrounded by images of all sorts. Hence, we will from time to time treat you to 

PICTORICA when images capture our imagination and comprehension in innovative 

ways. 



 
 

Billet-doux poétique 

 

July 6, 2016

Bewildered expat. 

Living in France twenty years, 

can't master the kiss! 

What does a kiss mean? 

Our eternal passion? 

Or, hello, goodbye. 

A face approaches... 

First question is, "How many?" 

then, "Where should I start?" 

Il bacio di morte? 

How do I know the difference? 

Lover or capo?  

Do I kiss your lips  

or suck on your pearl earring? 

How loud should I smooch?

Declare kissing day? 

A tempting invitation 

whom should I target?

Or just kiss the air, 

make duckface selfies with friends – 

post them on Facebook. 

 

Poetica: It's International Kissing Day  



 

My two identities 
 

 

You only need two or three, but the photographer or the vending machine 

insists on giving you a whole page of them. And, the bureaucracy only wants 

recent ones...they probably didn't know that you had two identities! And maybe 

you didn't either.  

Yes, you are two-faced, and if you don't believe me, here's how you can find out 

for yourself. 

1. Very carefully slice one of the photos exactly down the middle of your 

face. (If you mess up the cut on the first one, you probably have several 

more.) 

2. Copy the halves as separate images on your computer. Then flip one half 

of each horizontally. 

3. Put the two right images together and put the two left images together to 

create two different portraits, the right you and the left you. 

Shocking? Surprising? More comfortable with one than the other? What are 

your spontaneous reactions to each of these you’s? What would you say to each 

Practica:
September 3, 2016  

Too many passport photos? 



of them? Jot it down or share it with someone you are comfortable with. Then, 

imagine that you are one of these...what does your right you you have to say to 

you? Dialog with this other you. Tell your feelings, ask questions of each other. 

Note what you learn. Do the same with the left you. Then imagine that the two 

imaged you’s are talking with each other. What do they have to say? To each 

other? To you? 

Do these characters relate to your ideas of your identities in some way? When 

I first did this I discovered a somewhat long suffering and pacjent Pole on one 

side, and a schlitzohrige Austrian on the other. Stereotypes, perhaps, but also 

pieces of the real me!  

A great self-discovery exercise, in the privacy of your own mind and in your 

journal, or shared with a group you are building trust and exploring differences 

with. 

 

https://youtu.be/riXNDSZplvc


 

  
 
 

Politica – They smell of garlic 
September 4, 2016  

 

The nose knows? Or, olfactory bias? Some years ago, I read a French crimi 

which opens with a clue in the nose of prostitute. In the very first paragraph of 

the first page, she reflects on the fact that her john must be British or American 

because, "he smells of soap." When I was a child, I frequently heard bias against 

Italians expressed as, " I can't stand them, they smell like garlic." 

Obviously, we take in countless olfactory sensations in the course of a day, but 

unlike images and words we are hardly ever mindful of what comes in and how 

we listen to it, unless of course it is a strong danger signal – "I smell smoke!" – 

and fearfully start searching to identify the source. Or, we may deliberately 

indulge in the pleasure of "smelling the flowers." Still, though we might enjoy 

the wafting smells coming from our own kitchen, we may be enticed or 

distressed by those emitted from our neighbor's pots and pans. 

Obviously then what we listen with our nose and its olfactory memories, can 

be just as helpful or biased, useful information or exclusion of others, as is our 

auditory or visual processing. When we encounter difference in people, does 



our nose start looking for information? Then do we consciously or 

unconsciously ransack our apperceptive mass to make judgments about 

whomever it is we're sniffing? Is it a tool of confirmation bias – that tendency 

to reinterpret the present in terms of past information we have already shoved 

into our mental closets? It's the mechanism that leads us to make the knee-jerk 

judgment, "X must be true." On the other hand, when we are in familiar 

situations and things and people are cozy and homey, we rarely have the urge 

to sniff and interpret. 

Smells can of course deliberately send messages and create masks, thus the 

enormous market for perfumes and lotions, deodorants, and air fresheners to 

make things "smell right." In the perfume industry, there is even a professional 

who is called "a nose", someone who is developed a nose for blending and 

interpreting the product that goes into the bottle. 

In any case, I suspect we can benefit by paying more attention to our cultural 

nosing about, becoming more aware of the olfactory perspective in our 

perceptions of difference and the judgments we make about it. Variety can 

literally be the spice of life, an invitation to appreciate the bouquet of our 

earthiness. 

 

 

 

 

https://youtu.be/8hXu7dcJ3wY


 
 

 

Dogs get acquainted 

by sniffing others’ backsides 

but humans sniff, too. 

 

Do I mind the smells 

of who and what’s around me, 

or don’t I notice? 

 

What will I have missed 

should odors be disappeared 

in mists of perfume. 

 

What lies do I tell 

by manipulating smell? 

What seduction seek? 

 

Nobody’s nose knows 

other noses’ foul notions 

of identity. 

Poetica:
September 5, 2016 

 Sniff, sniff 

http://images.google.fr/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Fs-media-cache-ak0.pinimg.com%2F736x%2Fd7%2F18%2Fa4%2Fd718a479d1dea9a10d6c9a6524cfeaf6.jpg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.pinterest.com%2Fpetcompany%2Fdog-humor%2F&h=282&w=500&tbnid=034z6ojLom_LMM%3A


 
 

 Unspoken conversations 
September 6, 2016 

People talk to themselves all the time. They carry on a constant inner conversation while 

listening to each other, watching television, YouTube, or playing a game online. We 

don't know what they say to themselves about the messages we or the media give them. 

When we are talking directly to them we can ask questions and listen "actively" to their 

responses. Communicating with so many through other media, however, we rarely know 

who they are personally, to say nothing of knowing less about what goes through their 

minds as they take in what we send. So, we guess. We use what local and cultural 

information we are able to to try to construct a message that we hope will reach them. 

We weigh words and images to avoid "red flags" and "red herrings." We want them to 

track the direction we intend to communicate. 

If we could know more about the conversations people are have with themselves, we 

could create more effective messages. This analysis may help. 

We are born into a Prevailing Conversation carried on by the people about us, our 

parents, family, neighborhood, etc. We learn our language, its sounds, along with the 

meanings, beliefs, emotional weight and values that words contain from what people 

around us say. We talk to ourselves as others have talked to us. We have no other choice 

to begin with. This is the Primitive Conversation that we have with ourselves  

Pedagogica:



Many men, for example, are likely to be born into a Prevailing Conversation, which 

states, "Women are the weaker sex" or, "Women need men to look after them and protect 

them." This becomes their Primitive Conversation about women. It is automatically 

present when the word "woman" is mentioned, and shows up spontaneously when men 

are called to interact with women. They interpret new situations in the light of their 

Primitive Conversations with conversations derived from them.  

So, for example, when daughter is about to go off to summer camp, dad has a different 

Derivative Conversation about her with himself than he might have if his son was 

about to do the same thing, e.g., "I wonder if Amy will be ok and can take care of 

herself," or, "Will the environment be 'safe' for a thirteen year old girl?", in contrast 

with, "Camp is good for boys--makes 'em self-reliant." 

Unexamined, our Primitive and Derivative Conversations become the active 

"prejudices" with which we listen to and "understand" what others say to us and the 

"reality" out of which we act. 

As individuals grow and mature, particularly in a pluralistic environment, they are 

challenged with other Prevailing Conversations of a new time and place. They begin 

to create new or Alternative Conversations for themselves, which put them in the 

position of needing to make new choices about how they will understand others and act 

toward them. 

For a man such an alternative conversation might be, "Girls are as intelligent and capable 

as boys and need to have challenging experiences to grow up." Obviously women do 

the same thing, although their Primitive Conversations may be different because they 

were spoken to differently than men when they were children. 

When we speak to people either directly or through the media, we can ask of ourselves 

and ask our sources of information: 

1. What are the Primitive and Derivative Conversations of our audience likely to 

be, given the Prevailing Conversations of the time and place in which they have 

grown up? 

2. What Alternative Conversations will they be challenged to accept for themselves 

or defend themselves against, given what the various new conversations 

prevailing in the society in which they are immersed today, and given what we 

are here and now saying to them? 

When we have constructed our hypothetical answers, we can aim our message at the 

audience and try it out. We can then test our hypothesis by getting feedback from a 

sample of the population we are trying to reach. Such feedback can be had, even 



informally, by questions that ask people to share the conversations they have been 

having with themselves. Here are samples of such questions: 

• What did X mean to you? 

• What came to mind when you read or heard X? 

• What did you tell yourself when you saw X. 

• What would you have liked to have heard or seen instead of X? 

• What sort of discussion did you have with yourself about the pro's and con's of X? 

Culture lives in these hidden, unspoken conversations and it always at work. What is 

heard, said and constructed in and around us is the product of these conversations and 

serve as clues to them. Getting at them is the detective work we need before we put 

others, the world on trial on false charges. 

 

 

https://38.media.tumblr.com/1151ac1c9f5f8f3c9bcd201d40bbbece/tumblr_mrde3llbtp1s9kboko1_500.gif 
 



 

 
View of la Colline du San Peyre from my terrasse. 

 

 

Lying in the grass on a summer's day, I see the clouds slowly shape-shifting, 

and inevitably they picture familiar things, a bearded face like my own, the 

continent of Australia, a phoenix, and medieval rider with lance poised, and so 

on it goes one thing turning into another. Floating in the Mediterranean on my 

back I make my hour-long morning exercise swim rich and painless with these 

fascinating images. When the sky is cloudless, I turn my imagination to the 

great rocks at the end of the beach, reminiscent of a classical Chinese 

landscape. Their regular erosion reveals from week to week images that have 

been stored for eons in the face of the rock and hidden in me. I see a whale 

swallowing a fish, a tasty looking chicken leg and thigh, a monster from a 

forgotten movie, a bust of Aristotle. 

This is a natural and beautiful way to enjoy my imagination and to explore its 

contents, to fall in love with this gift of the flexible mind that tries to tell 

me what is, what is not, and what might be. It is then up to me to make of it 

what I will, when I will, and if and decide if and how I will share it in the real 

world with you. 

Practica:
September 7, 2016  

 My mind is in the clouds 



I learned that this is an even more enriching experience when done with 

another, sharing what I see and seeing what you see as you point it out to me, 

often surprisingly different, and more importantly how we can shift from on 

perception to another. 

Now I use this activity as a starting point for looking at how the mind works. It 

helps me realize how wonderful this capacity is and how it can be easily short-

circuited when my mind automatically brings forth and is tempted to accept, 

without reflection, images and stories, harmful to myself and others. This is the 

behavior we call bias and its images are we commonly call "stereotypes" 

(though the word is abused and is easily used to abuse others). They may be 

perceptions that I have been deliberately taught or that I may have picked up 

along the way from the prevailing conversations in the cultures I am embedded 

in. Usually they have been delivered out of fear and insecurity and reinforced 

with repetition. The antidote is curiosity, and "putting my mind in the clouds" 

is one way of nurturing it. 

Whether we lie on the grass, or share pictures on a smartphone, looking at our 

rich storehouse of interpretations and each other's possibilities, saying what 

we see, sharing the stories around our imaginary images of others. We need 

not blame ourselves for what we carry in our imaginations, but see what comes 

to us as a starting point and then to search more with the precious gift of 

imagination and sharing each other's eyes. Loving ourselves and each other 

with an appreciative exercise makes it easier to deal with the socially 

constructed prejudices we are brought up in and too easily trapped by. 

 

https://youtu.be/OAZ8yOFFbAc


 

. 

September 8, 2016  

 

On the run from our collective past? Who are we? There are liabilities to having 

a culture or, should we say, being a culture. It makes us vulnerable to stereotypes 

both negative and positive. And as we know naming has meant dominion from 

Adam on. Culture can be both a liability and resource.  

How much of our past do we try to deliver ourselves from? 

• Mothers say, "Don't be like your father!"  

• "I gotta' be me!" 

• TCK's insist they have no culture but are "global citizens", cosmopolitan. 

• What prevailing conversations do you hear that discourage you from 

tapping into your cultural inheritance? 

• Is culture actually fighting culture within you? 

• What hard-to-swallow cultural bits of yourself have become tasty when 

you have chewed on them a bit? 

Politica: Look for the pain in identity denial 

http://babelserail.over-blog.com/dynamic-conformity-our-brave-new-world


We need to share each other's stories and the values that live beneath them to 

take advantage of our similarities and differences. In those stories, if we dare look 

at them, dare share them, may be about hidden pain, moments we paid, perhaps 

paid dearly for who we are. When something untoward has happened in a culture 

in which we were sourced, do we defend it, abandon it, seek revenge, or work to 

repair it to maintain our integrity? Cultural catharsis means coming clean, 

transforming the story, not denying it. Authenticity comes from within, from 

befriending our story, not alienating it. 

In much of our intercultural work, we are learning and sharing about how to be 

with others different from ourselves, trying to avoid the extremes of 

ethnocentrism and going native (to say nothing about the now popular 

accusations of cultural appropriation –fortunately, my bald pate is beyond the 

temptation to sport natural dreads). Hating parts of myself that bring discomfort, 

does not bring comfort. Learning to be with different others enlarges me, it does 

not erase me. Owning my story is owning myself, loving myself, a solid basis for 

continuing to create satisfying future adventures. Likewise, I love being your 

guest even as you and I both decorate and pay off the mortgage on our cultural 

homes! 



 

 
 

 

 

I’m not like my folks, 

though they wanted me to be – 

stories with advice. 

 

Kids made fun in school 

of whom they thought me to be, 

laughed behind my back. 

 

“Where’d you get that name?” 

“What’s that funny stuff you eat?” 

“You talk so weird, too!” 

 

“If you want to fit,  

don’t wear that thing to work, 

and mind your hairdo.” 

 

Poetica:
9 September 2018

 Identity sans culture 



I could not be me 

to survive in this world, 

being hand-me-down. 

 

Don’t ask me who I am. 

Don’t tempt me to nostalgia 

about old assets. 

 

So now I’m cosmo. 

It’s just stereotyping, 

having a culture. 

 

Flaunt my uniqueness – 

that’s my chosen strategy 

(to hide loneliness). 

 

I can't stand the pain 

of being all that I am, 

letting you see me. 

 

http://www.tzr.io/yarn-clip/c0b7fc0d-8ec2-49c0-b4a1-7666e070652a


 

 
Listening is talking to ourselves. 

"Mindfulness", hearing our own listening 
September 10, 2016  

 

“Mindfulness” (in the intercultural field we generally call it “awareness") has 

become such a big part of psychobabble, that we really need to pay attention to 

exactly what we mean buy into it. For me it is essentially the act of attempting to 

posit ourselves in a neutral point where we are capable of listening to the flow of 

discourse (emotional as well as content) while at the same time recognizing that 

it is our autonomous system attempting to provide us with interpretations of the 

realities we are experiencing. Essentially listening is accomplished by 

the autonomous system delivering potential interpretations (simply put, “talking 

to ourselves”) and our then choosing which inner conversation we are hearing 

seems most fit the reality and the needs we are experiencing as a result of it. 

Mostly what we call "thinking" would be better described as "listening to 

ourselves." 

Pedagogica:  



It is important to realize from an intercultural perspective that the 

“conversations” we are having with ourselves are actually our culture speaking to 

us. When I use the word “conversations” is shorthand for the combinations of 

self-talk, images, sounds, and feelings flowing from what Kahlemen calls 

“thinking fast”. 

This listening to ourselves listen to me as mindfulness, and should be a habitual 

resource for us to access, keeping us from being driven by the knee-

jerk obedience to the unconscious flow. This can be abetted by certain practices 

of reflection and meditation, some of which have been a good part of many of our 

religious traditional disciplines. I myself got some training in this by a 

Theravadan Buddhist monk who conducted sessions in one of our winter term 

projects when I was working at Oberlin college In the 1970s, and I feel like it has 

stood me in good stead since. In the Theravadan tradition, this flow is often 

identified as “defilements”. For me it is just the flow of my listening… 

All too much of Eastern traditional savvy have been californicated, so one must 

be careful to extract the true guru from the goo of “true believers.” 

 



 

 
 

In what language do you talk to yourself? 
September 11, 2016  

 

Clearly we are talking to ourselves most of our waking hours. There are many 

ways to explore this phenomenon, but I would like to raise some questions for 

reflection and discussion particularly for those of you who speak more than one 

language. For example, my default is my native US American English which is 

regularly chattering away in my mind as I interpret experiences and make 

decisions, not just weighty life decisions that even such things as whether I should 

climb the steps or take the elevator to my upstairs apartment given the weight of 

groceries that I am carrying. My ecological discourse argues with my convenience 

discourse. 

But this is not always the case, for example when other languages are 

involved. Being relatively fluent in German, French and Spanish, my mind's 

automatic pilot will shift into these languages as it tries to listen and figure out 

Practica:  

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File%3AVecelli%2C_Tiziano_-_Charles_V_at_M%C3%BChlberg_-_Detail_head.jpg


what I should offer the conversation I am immersed in when it is my turn to 

speak, when I want to make a point. At moments when I lack the words, the 

English will come back and bounce around a little, until I either find the word in 

the language being spoken or ask for help. This is also true, by the way, when I 

am in a group with its own accents, vocabulary and slang, their version of English. 

I'm a different person with a different voice depending on the group that I am in. 

Sometimes funny things happen. Though I live in France I may be watching a 

German movie of an evening. So, to the bewilderment of the caller I'm likely to 

pick up the ringing phone and say something like, "Schön guten Abend, Herr 

Simons am Apparat!", instead of, "Bonsoir, etc." 

And, there is also the question of dreaming in a different language, for me 

something that does occur, although not too frequently. Even more rarely, a 

multilingual dream. 

What is to be learned from observing this and discussing it? Besides raising my 

awareness of my inner conversations with myself and how they echo my culture, 

here are some possible lines of inquiry for journaling or more discussion:  

• When, where, and why do I switch from one inner language to another? 

What does this switch feel like? What sort of effort does it take, if any? 

• While we know that when speaking another language with others there 

are personality and feeling shifts along with the likelihood of different 

nonverbal sounds and gestures. What does this feel like from the inside? 

• When and how do I switch accents, if I am capable of several, and why? 

Why do I choose to speak the language that I choose to speak when I'm speaking 

with another person, whose native language is not mine, but who can speak my 

native language. For example, I clearly remember how, years ago, when I had a 

dispute with my German girlfriend, I would speak my best German slowly and 

clearly so make sure she got my point, while she would speak her absolute 

and most precise English to make sure that I got hers!  



 

 
“I see you looking at me from above” 

 

 Observing passersby 

 

Some years ago, when I was living in Hamburg with a friend, we would sometimes 

go down to the Reeperbahn for an afternoon coffee. As we sat at an outdoor table, 

we would observe passersby coming down the street in our direction. We would 

look at gait, dress, gestures etc., and guess from these clues where they were from. 

Most of the time we agreed. As they would pass our table, we listened carefully to 

what language and accent they were speaking to test our conclusions. Our hit rate 

was surprisingly accurate, about 80% right guesses, assuming the language as 

our indicator. Mostly this was with groups or couples. Occasionally we hazarded 

an individual and tried to check our surmises by stopping the person and asking 

the time, or for directions or some sort of information, maybe even about 

themselves. 

Practica:
September 12, 2016  



Some years later in Chicago, another friend and I played a different game. Also 

camped at a café table, we focused on mostly on individuals and, again looking at 

movement, pace, clothing, and especially facial expressions, we took turns 

creating a sentence or a phrase that we felt represented their inner conversation 

about themselves at the moment we sighted them. We came up with such things 

as: "I've just been promoted." "I'm more important than you think." "I'm going 

to ask someone for a handout." And even, "I've got to hurry back and beat the 

orphans!" 

These exercises are interesting indicators, more about ourselves than the folks 

walking down the street. They point out make plain the pleasures and pains of 

figuring out the people around us, and the margins of error and the vastness of 

the unknown which tempts us to fill it up, looking for Pokémon we can see what 

we think we are looking for and fail to see what we see around us. Horror vacui! 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KWs5Nd2ejKk 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KWs5Nd2ejKk
https://genius.com/Hans-albers-auf-der-reeperbahn-um-halb-eins-lyrics


 

 
A mother’s laughter 1978 

 

Laughter, “Ain’t it true!?” 

 

One of the reasons we laugh comes from recognition of someone, something, 

some behavior that confirms or contradicts our inner talk in a surprising way. 

This is partly catharsis, especially if we have some unconscious idea or latent 

feeling that is suddenly revealed or confronted by what we see or hear. 

Nightclub comedians and Comedy Central performers, in their acts, often subsist 

on mediating cultural discourse and giving us freedom from political correctness 

to laugh and guffaw and even opine in a safe environment. Do you recognize this 

kind of release in yourself? What do you tell yourself about it? Do you seek or 

avoid it? 

 

Pedagogica:
September 13, 2016  



 

I have linked the Anita Renfroe "Mom Song" video below as an example of a piece 

that causes recognition laughter. (Click on the YouTube link when it appears.) I 

have played it for people from quite a few different cultures and almost always 

find that motherly expression, though not in the same words or on the same 

topics as in the video, finds a resonance in the mindchatter of the listeners. This 

is likely to lead to an interesting cross-cultural discussion about how mothers 

tend to mind their children in each other's’ cultures, how a role is constructed by 

its discourse. Can you do such a parody on the discourse that belongs other 

cultural roles or identities that you and others own or commonly experience? 

Does this lead to social deconstruction of socially constructed realities? 

 

 

 

https://youtu.be/CxjLVyYiIgM


 

 

 
From the cover of a children's book in the Dolls without Frontiers series. 

 

Dolls without Frontiers is a collection of 20 illustrated multicultural 

children’s books written and being published by Jan-Henrik Johansson. 

Being an elder male interculturalist without family in tow, I'm sometimes asked 

to deliver pre-or post-departure trainings for ex-pats on the move. At those 

moments, I find that most of everyday life and work and communication issues 

are relatively easy to address, but, but I need help is in the preparation of the 

youngsters and teens, who are about to be dislocated to a very different 

environment. Usually solve this by finding someone better grounded in these 

areas of upbringing and schooling and parenting for both the parents and the 

children. 

Pedagogica: Dolls without Frontiers  
September 14, 2016 



On the other hand, as we all know, telling people what to expect and how to 

navigate in a new environment works a lot better when there are resources both 

to remind them and to deepen their perception of difference. Here, for the 

youngsters, Jan-Henrik Johansson has provided us with a small treasure of 

children's reads that appreciate difference, and address the challenges of 

dislocation. 

But most fascinated me about the author's work is that it's authenticity has been 

based on and rooted in interviews that he conducted with migrants and people 

on the move, often in situations where children abound and adequate care for 

them is in short supply. 

Though I'm addressing this work from an intercultural training perspective, it's 

most obvious that parents and the teachers are those who can most benefit from 

these resources. I would love to hear about more interesting resources about daily 

life that would benefit youngsters and teens. 

Have a look. 

 

http://www.dollswithoutfrontiers.com/book-table/


 
 

 
Waiting for you...come aboard! 
September 16, 2016 

 

Pointed at the sunset, 

no one to share the journey? 

tethered to the shore? 

 

Please come aboard, 

sure that you will not be bored – 

we've so much to share. 

 

 

 

You tell your story, 

where you've been and how you felt, 

and I'll tell you mine. 

 

If you're not like me 

and I'm not like you either, 

we'll find much to like. 

Te
xt

Poetica: 



 
 

 What's in a name activity 

What is in a word? Let’s start with our names. Where do they come from, what 

do they mean? Everybody has a name. In some cultures, names are chosen in 

anticipation of a child’s birth; in some other cultures a name is not decided 

upon until later in the child’s life. Culture has influence on how names are 

given, not just on the choice of a name. 

My name is George, “Earth Worker” or, simply, “Farmer” from classical 

Greek. It was my father’s name. He was named after his uncle, so it has strong 

connections in the family. I never really had a nickname, though there was an 

embarrassing nursery rhyme, dating from the 17th century, sometimes sung to 

me by childhood chums, which ran: “Georgie Porgy, pudding and pie, kissed 

the girls and made them cry…” In high school German class, I was called “Ge”, 

short for Georg in German, but as it sounded like “gay” which was fast 

becoming the popular term for homosexual, so it quickly disappeared. 

Heidi was a recent intern of mine, a Finnish woman named so because her 

pregnant mother was reading the story by that name written by Johanna Spyri 
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that I am sure many of you are familiar with. My next intern’s Vietnamese 

name was Kim (Gold) Ngan (Silver) Dau (Bean). 

Names in some Western countries are assigned using a saint’s name or even 

the name of the saint on whose calendar day one was born. Many Dutch have 

the interesting habit of posting a calendar in the loo so you can study whose 

name's day is in the offing while going about your business. 

Many fanciful legends, dragon slaying and all surround my given name 

George, which stems from a martyred Roman military officer in the 

persecution of Diocletian. Statistically it seems that Mohammed is the 

world’s most common given name for men, with its connotations of religious 

inspiration in an Islamic tradition. Culturally today, your name could even get 

you invited for a much more thorough and troublesome search of your bags by 

airport security in some places. 

Many of us are named after heroes and heroines or celebrities of ethnicity or 

nation. Attila is a friend whom I first met in Hungary. When I first met him I 

was surprised that that his name bespeaks heroism there, whereas much of the 

world hears it as villainous. 

Women have frequently been given gentle, "cute" and diminutive names 

though, in recent times, many parents have chosen stauncher ones for their 

baby daughters. However, quite a few grown-up women of my acquaintance 

have resisted their given names and even changed them if they seemed too 

petty or too pretty. Caitlin, a student of mine chose her name as a feminist 

protest, feeling that her given name Kitty would not let people take her 

seriously. 

Some names like Bubba and Bud and Sissy represent relationships in the 

family, in this case brothers and sister. In the northern US, however, Bubba is 

seen as a stereotypical word for a not-too-intelligent Southerner. “Hi, ma’ 

name’s Bubba and ah’m gonna be yo’ brain surgeon today,” is a one-line biased 



Yankee joke, told with a drawl about those coming from south of the Mason-

Dixon line. Thus, regional or ethnic culture may give flavor to one’s name. 

Some names represent a particular Zeitgeist or a period in time, for example 

in the hippie era in the USA, children were named after flowers like Apple 

Blossom, after plants, like Heather or after the geography, like Waterfall 

or Mountain Man, some reminiscent of Native American names. Popularity 

of certain names may thus be a clue to an epochal values narrative. 

Kwadwo (Monday) is a colleague of mine of African origin. He was born to a 

tribe that names their children after the day of the week on which they first see 

light. In some cases, they may acquire other names later as their character 

develops and suggests. 

No one is immune from being named, so looking at family names as well as 

given names can be a very useful starting point for exploring one’s cultural 

identity narrative. Family names can be fraught with meaning, context, history 

and cultural priorities. And can be even more telling in our identity narrative 

than our given names, bestowing dignity or opprobrium on their possessors, 

either because of their direct meaning or what they sound like. Nguyen is 

common as part of a family name and it resonates nobility in Vietnam, for 

example. Celebrities, actors and movie stars often choose market value laden 

monikers to hide the baggage or lack of pizzazz found in their real names. 

Sometimes names are translated from one language to another as a part of 

acculturation, Thus, someone born Prazdnik (праздник) may change her or 

his name to Holliday. Native American names, Sitting Bull or Prairie 

Flower as translated, are often seen as curious by folks who may not even be 

aware that their own monikers are translatable with similar effect. 

On the other hand, to establish belonging and dignity, people may choose or 

be given the names of famous or respected characters or celebrities. Black 

slaves, who had only given names, when freed, often adopted what they sensed 



would help them fit in. Many chose patriotic US family names or even new 

given names, like those of the founding fathers and early presidents of the 

Republic, Washington, Franklin, Madison, etc. 

Simonovič was my family name and it has a long interesting, perhaps 

legendary story starting with a Napoleonic trooper whose given name was 

Simon. He was wounded or left behind or perhaps even gone AWOL when 

Napoleon retreated, and he settled in the Krajina region of the Austro-

Hungarian Empire. His name became a patronymic in then next generation. 

However in the immigrant-despising climate of the Northern Ohio Western 

Reserve we got tired of hearing “Simonovich the son of a bitch”, so we 

shortened it to Simons. Among my acquaintances, I have such folks as 

Krapp, Ho, and others whose schoolmates made them suffer from how the 

spoken sound of their names reflected less dignified images. 

In certain places, law may forbid names because they belong to characters seen 

to have left a stain on history, Adolph for example, or it is feared that bearing 

an offensive or embarrassing name will somehow harm the child. Gender 

ambiguity can be a factor in some laws, as well as the limited number of 

characters that can fit in the computer field used by public administration. At 

Ellis Island immigration center in New York, an officer who could not 

pronounce Walentynowicz may have scratched it out and put Walters in its 

place, altering a family narrative, just as my mother, born Genowefa (White 

Wave) Domanska did her own editing to become known as Jennie Miller for 

better social acceptance. 

Family names may thus indicate: 

• A place of origin or roots (van den Berg, Newton, de la Fuente, 

Romano).  

• Descendancy, e.g., patronymics (Bjornsdotter, Simonovič, 

Ivanova, Johnson, Fitzpatrick, O’Brien, etc.). In Spanish cultures 



a child may bear both parents’ apellidos, e.g. Inés Jimenez-Llorente 

(the name of my excellent professional Spanish language translator). 

• Marriage into a family on the part of a woman adopting or adding a 

husband's family name. 

• Profession or occupational class, e.g., Schmidt (Metal Worker), 

Wainwright (Wagon Builder), Holzhauer (Woodcutter) – this was 

my donauschwabische grandmother’s maiden name, which she 

sometimes humorously upclassed by pronouncing it as 

Hohenzollern). 

Nicknames and honorifics may be assigned sometimes kept throughout life 

and may figure strongly in one’s identity narrative, based on one’s deeds. 

Mustafa Kemal became known as Attaturk (founding Father of Turkey). I 

knew of a Bonesetter McGurk, so named because he gave his Irish co-

workers emergency first aid in a mining disaster. Less lucky, the Byzantine 

emperor Constantine V was nicknamed Copronymus (Defecator) because he 

fouled the baptismal font. This stinky name stuck as, according to his political 

opponents, he also fouled the public administration. 

Tomorrow I will post some ideas of how you can use these rich parts of 

ourselves in Practica, i.e., how can we make use of this phenomena of naming 

effectively in intercultural training. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=X7iSO0eE1CA


 

 

 
 What's in a name activity 2 

This is an activity for pulling hidden identity narratives from our names. My 

goal in this exercise is to help participants share stories of personal and cultural 

identity as an alternative to traditional dimensional thinking about cultural 

values and behaviors in the intercultural field, so prone to stereotyping. It is a 

fresh approach to understanding culture and forming connections across 

differences in a multicultural context through the discovery of each other by 

storytelling related to our identity formation. The secondary goal is to offer and 

demonstrate some simple recipes for conducting and facilitating intercultural 

storytelling discovery sessions in workplaces, classrooms and organizations 

and to encourage further development of processes of this kind. 

Yesterday's Pedagogica post was an expansion on my personal approach to 

introducing these exercises. Create your own introduction using your own 

name(s) and other name stories that you know of about given names, family 

names, nicknames, naming trends in your own culture, etc. Remember that 
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you are modeling the kind of openness and acceptance that you will be looking 

for the participants to attempt in the activity. 

This activity follows the introduction. I usually allow 20-30 minutes for the 

discussion part depending on the size and energies of the group. Likewise the 

debriefing should be a relaxed sharing and not rushed. 

Debrief in the plenum by asking participants to share any highlights they wish 

to in what they shared or what they heard. Ask what impact this kind of sharing 

may have had on their perception of themselves and others. What did they 

discover about or even own for the first time about themselves. 

Instruct the participants as follows (You may prefer to have these 

questions posted on flipchart or overhead or printed and distributed to the 

participants): 

Take about 5 minutes to quietly reflect on your name(s). When time is up, I will 

ask you to form small groups of 3 or 4 persons, in which you can take turns to 

share as much as you are comfortable with about your name(s). Here are some 

questions to help you quietly reflect as well as get sharing started in your group: 

• How’d you get your name(s)? What do they mean? What history do they 

have? What stories did you hear about them? 

• What did your name(s) mean to those who gave them to you? What 

nicknames have you chosen or been given? Why? 

• How were or are your names regarded culturally in terms of group 

belonging. To whom do they connect you? When did they put you in an 

in-group or an out-group? 

• What was their personal, cultural impact on you at various stages of your 

life? When was it painful, when enriching? Did you change your name 

for any reason? How? Why? 



When the reflection time is up, ask the participants to form their groups and 

indicate the approximate discussion time. Once or twice check to make sure 

that the groups are managing time such as to allow each person to have time 

to share. 

Additional Facilitation notes.  

Asking participants to explore and tell their name story may be challenging, 

risky, embarrassing, or just fun. Do not push participants too hard. Tell them 

that if the topic or any part of it feels too uncomfortable they can: 

• Make sure to chose teammate(s) or even just a partner that they are 

most comfortable sharing with, or 

• Reflect quietly on their own, e.g., think on the questions along and make 

notes with paper and pen, in a diary, or on a digital notepad that they 

may then chose to share or not share about in the debrief of the exercise. 

Encourage participants to take the ideas home and work further with them 

there and to explore and discuss them further with each other or others. 

This activity and this process can be applied to the names of groups and 

organizations as well as individual persons’ names, exploring how group 

identity is shaped in the naming and promulgation of a group name. While 

not foolproof, this approach has significant power in addressing conscious 

and unconscious bias and making more understanding relationships among 

learners, co-workers, etc. 
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 Naming 

 

Names come easily, 

metaphors pop up quickly, 

tell me what you're like. 

 

They tell what I like, 

but don't tell me what you like, 

and perhaps resent. 

 

Among life's dangers, 

name-calling and endearments 

make or fail the mark. 

 

Like a party game, 

donkey's tail or piñata, 

vainly pin or flail. 

 

September 19, 2016 
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“…in 1926 the forward thinkers of America were preoccupied by the imagined 

genetic threat of feeblemindedness, a capaciously defined condition that was 

diagnosed using often flawed intelligence tests and by identifying symptoms 

such as moral degeneracy, an overactive sex drive, and other traits liberally 

ascribed to poor people (especially poor women) who were seen as having 

stepped out of line... 

"A sloppy reading of Gregor Mendel’s pea pods and Charles Darwin’s theories 

gave a scientific veneer to the conclusion that many social ills were caused by 

the proliferation of the wrong sort of people and that they could be neatly 

nipped in the bud with the intervention of eugenics—a term coined, in 1883, 

by Darwin’s half-cousin Francis Galton, who declared it “a virile creed, full of 

hopefulness.” Soon, the United States, along with Germany, was at the 

forefront of the movement to improve the human species through 

breeding. Scientific American ran articles on the subject, and the American 

Museum of Natural History hosted conferences. 

Politica: A snippet of sobering history
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Theodore Roosevelt, Alexander Graham Bell, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., and 

many other prominent citizens were outspoken supporters. Eugenics was 

taught in schools, celebrated in exhibits at the World’s Fair, and even preached 

from pulpits. The human race, one prominent advocate declared in 1909, was 

poised “to dry up the springs that feed the torrent of defective and degenerate 

protoplasm.” 

Excerpt from New Yorker. For a discussion of a new book on the topic: 

http://www.newyorker.com/books/page-turner/the-forgotten-lessons-of-

the-american-eugenics-movement 

 

 

 

http://www.newyorker.com/books/page-turner/the-forgotten-lessons-of-the-american-eugenics-movement
http://www.newyorker.com/books/page-turner/the-forgotten-lessons-of-the-american-eugenics-movement


 

 Multifunctionality & the 
language of signs 
September 22, 2016  

"Is it a bird? Is it a plane? No, it's Superman!" Is it a flashlight, is it a map, is it 

a camera, is it a Dictaphone, is it the mail, is it money, is it a clock...? No, it's 

my smartphone! There are more conveniences in my pocket than I am usually 

aware of and make use of. Recently polled students reported that if they had to 

flee from disaster or seek refuge, the most mentioned take-with item was their 

smartphone. 

What is the impact of this multifunctionality on our culture (seen as our inner 

and shared algorithms for survival and success in our environment)? While 

there are many, I would like to focus on one, namely how the language of signs 

is affected. An excellent article by Sue Walsh, "Digitization and The Loss of 

Iconography" confirmed my intuitions in this regard when this image caught 

my eye. 

It poses a challenge to interculturalists as well as designers. One might ask if 

much of our symbolic language is threatened with extinction at the same time 

that images and video exchange are so strong as to indicate that we are living 
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and working in what has been named "the iconic turn." Instant imagery and 

movies are minimizing text and shoving it off the page. While writing this last 

sentence, I realized that "movies" and "page" are metaphors for talking about 

things that happen on the smartphone screen, just as much as the virtual 

manila folder on my computer desktop now represents the disappeared real 

prototypes in my now stored-in-the-garage file cabinet. The symbol comforts 

my concern about how I can "know where to find my stuff"! 

What is the cultural impact of all this on memory, history, and symbolism? 

I was lucky enough to have a dad with an interest in photography when I was a 

child, so I have inherited a goodly handful of infancy shots and a few meters of 

8mm film showing me at play in the neighborhood and on grandpa and 

grandma's farm. Then it all stopped when film became unavailable in WWII. I 

imagine that today's infant, on the other hand, could spend half or her or his 

later life reviewing the endless shots and clips taken by parents' smartphones 

until they became old enough to create their own duckface selfies. 

What does the availability of so much iconic data do to language and especially 

the power of symbols to represent realities? Perhaps it brings some closure on 

stereotypes, while at the same time it may send us to commenting from our 

own unconscious interpretations as we reply to Facebook posts. How is it 

making a greater community culture and how is it hindering it? How does it 

push power seeking through group symbolism to greater desperation? How 

much do we need the identity created by symbols that are stable? All of these 

are urcultural questions–my term for the larger and usually unquestioned 

socially constructed realities that make up the settings and prompt the 

decisions of our everyday lives that cross what we normally consider cultural 

boundaries. I can't help tending to interpret the present in the images and 

symbols of my past–and now I have lots of past stored up. What would happen 

if I could reinitialize and repartition my inner hard disk? 



 

 

 

 Law & Order 
September 24, 2016  

 

During the creation of the Cultural Detective USA, my co-author Eun Kim 

and I agreed upon a basic US set of discourse expressions that reflected 

commonly held values, though these may vary in how they are articulated and 

followed by USians and their cultural systems. One of these was Law & 

Order. Law, lawlessness, policing and justice continue to be untamed US 

challenges today, as much as they were in frontier times. 

There are many issues here, such as the legal rationalizations around 

Manifest Destiny as a tool of conquest and native genocide, the passion for 

guns, etc., etc., but today I want to focus on a single one of these, preventative 

legislation. This is the tendency to fix social and interpersonal concerns by 

creating and summoning up laws to provide and enforce solutions to 

situations, both interpersonal and social. 

Politica:
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Put simply, if something untoward happens, or might happen, or we fear will 

happen, we create a law to prevent or discourage it, rather than resolving 

conflict with dialogue, education and negotiation, e.g., my neighbor's Friday 

night party is making too much noise, don't knock on the door with a request 

for taming the ruckus, rather I my cultural tendency is to call the police. 

Sometimes this tendency becomes ridiculous. On a recent visit to the US, I 

had half an hour for a swim in the hotel pool before readying myself for a 

meeting. On entering through a turnstile, I was confronted by an entire wall 

cover with "Bathing Rules and Regulations". I felt like, given my time 

limitations, I had the choice of taking a swim or reading the list. I swam. 

Likewise, I am both humored and annoyed by disclaimers on so many US 

email messages that are five times as long as the message itself. Fear of legal 

liability is a bit like worrying about Nessie lurking just below the calm waters 

of the loch of life, except that we know that this socially constructed beast 

makes up our accepted reality and can bite. 

I was stimulated to create today's post by a reading of this summary of an 

Arizona law and court decision situation regarding child molestation, raising 

the question of how sweepingly can law and order be imposed as a moralistic 

tool. Here is a summary paragraph: 

"The Arizona Supreme Court issued a stunning and horrifying decision on 

Tuesday, interpreting a state law to criminalize any contact between an adult 

and a child’s genitals. According to the court, the law’s sweep encompasses 

wholly innocent conduct, such as changing a diaper or bathing a baby."  

Among the causes of this plethora of laws and abundance of lawyers per 

capita in the USA is the tendency to avoid the dangers of confrontation in an 

essentially violent frontier mentality; another, the other in moralistic fears, 

the need to be right and make others right. This frequently means using tools 

and sanctioned force against people different from ourselves. Perhaps in a 

http://www.slate.com/blogs/xx_factor/2016/09/16/arizona_child_sexual_abuse_law_guts_due_process_for_parents_and_caregivers.html
http://www.slate.com/blogs/xx_factor/2016/09/16/arizona_child_sexual_abuse_law_guts_due_process_for_parents_and_caregivers.html
http://www.azcourts.gov/Portals/0/OpinionFiles/Supreme/2016/CR150348PRHOLLE.pdf


society so diverse, law is a shortcut to imposing a common sense and 

expanding control over others where diversity is unaddressed in more human 

exchange. Like so many shortcuts, it seems destined to exacerbate situations 

by not addressing the human to human connection. 

Mes deux centimes, mis dos centavos, my tuppence, my two cents. Whatcha' 

think? How does this affect your dealing with US Americans, or if you are 

one, your dealing with each other? 

 

Manifest destiny image: https://media1.britannica.com/eb-

media/23/175523-004-1E2023CB.jpg 

 

 

https://media1.britannica.com/eb-media/23/175523-004-1E2023CB.jpg
https://media1.britannica.com/eb-media/23/175523-004-1E2023CB.jpg


 

 

 

 Visiting the past  
 

 

Visitors today, 

friends not seen for many years, 

faces marked by time. 

 

We met in autumn days, 

smitten with each other’s work, 

two score years ago. 

 

Now it's our autumn. 

Memory's leaves, gold and crimson 

as we stroll through them. 

Poetica:–
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 Noise & silence 

In my own experience, in parts of Latin America, people were uncomfortable 

not with noise but with silence. Interpretation? Noise tended to mean 

humanity interacting, enjoying life, facing challenges, even protesting. Silence 

seemed ominous, perhaps secretive; what you don't see or hear me give you 

no chance to escape it. 

Depending on the culture(s) we bring with us, we may have to learn how to 

experience noise or silence differently, lest the threat that each feels 

differently cause conflict. For some no noisiness is seen as imminent 

violence; for others silence is seen that way. 

I am not speaking here about the fact that some folk are more or less talkative, 

expressive or interactive than others–we've noticed these aspects that are 

found to a greater and lesser degree in different cultures. I am writing from 

Finland today, where I often wonder whether my chattiness is overdone, when 

not reciprocated. Rather, I am speaking of the level of ambient sounds of 

busyness, clanking kitchens, music piped in or out, etc., etc. To what degree 
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are these loved or avoided in various cultural contexts? I haven't seen this 

topic much addressed from a cultural perspective and would be interested in 

hearing others' perspectives, experiences on this. 

One could do a similar reflection on the cultural attitudes to light and 

darkness. Looking at general tendencies is, certainly, only a starting point, 

only, of course as one must refine cultural perspectives by how they may or 

may not show up in different contexts. 

 

 

Here are the full lyrics: 

https://play.google.com/music/preview/Txkxnbyzin3zzyp7565mphyo66y?lyrics=1&pcampaigni

d=kp-lyrics  

 

 

https://play.google.com/music/preview/Txkxnbyzin3zzyp7565mphyo66y?lyrics=1&pcampaignid=kp-lyrics
https://play.google.com/music/preview/Txkxnbyzin3zzyp7565mphyo66y?lyrics=1&pcampaignid=kp-lyrics
https://youtu.be/9XuZGJhRmU0


 
 

 
 

 Sounds and silence 
October 13, 2016 

For an intercultural small group icebreaker, consider the following: 

1. Gather a collection of sound-makers, tools, instruments, either real or 

recorded – just sound, not video. 

2. Make or play these sounds one at a time. 

3. After each sound, ask participants to share what they will of their inner 

reactions self-talk, feelings about that sound. In some groups, it might be 

useful for the participants to jot down what they thought and felt about 

the sound before sharing. 

4. After half a dozen or so discuss what cultural contexts may have been at 

work in their reactions to the sounds they heard. 

The benefits of this exercise include exploring the various meanings 

attributed from cultural and contextual perspectives, but most often it is a 

stimulus to curiosity and connection among the participants. 

https://www.freesound.org/people/sophiehall3535/sounds/248026/ 
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My gift book 

 

  
Socio-cultural nightmares? 
October 15, 2016 

Concluding yesterday my two weeks of guest lecturing in Finland, I was gifted 

with a delightful little comic book about cultural sensitivity from a Finnish 

perspective.  

The theme of Finnish Nightmares is best described by the author herself in 

the opening page: "Meet Matti, a stereotypical Finn who appreciates peace, 

quiet and personal space. Matti tries his best to do unto others as he wishes 

to be done unto him: to give space, be polite and not bother with unnecessary 

chit chat. As you might’ve guessed, it can’t always go that way." The rest of 

the book illustrates Matti's discomforts in a wide variety of situations, from 

chatting in the sauna to the rare but genuine Finnish smile. 

 

Pedagogica:



 

Probably why we resent stereotypes so much is that a certain kernel of their 

truth hits home in self-admission of the discomfort we feel, can’t rid ourselves 

of, and so endure in situations that engage our cultural vulnerabilities. Thus, 

beyond the enjoyment and the, "Ain't it the truth..." reactions to these pages 

about Matti the Finn, comes the moment of reflection about the everyday 

discomforts I experience in social settings and in particular when I find 

myself in a setting quite different from my own.  

Thus, this slim book invited me to introspectively recall those moments of 

discomfort, not the major challenges of cultural conflict, but the little everyday 

things that may distress us when swimming in the choppy sea of another 

culture or dealing with those who are more outgoing more introspective than 

ourselves, even in our own culture. When we speak about recognizing, 

understanding, and accepting differences, it is usually about those differences 

that others bring into our lives. In fact, the greater challenge is likely to be that 

of recognizing and accepting the way we are and what we feel in the moment 

that others' differences impinge on our comfort.  

Though my character may be quite different from that of Matti I have my own 

cultural nightmares. Though "nightmares” may at first seem too strong a word, 

it nonetheless conveys how feeling is mixed with fantasy in ways that I can't 

quite control, struggle as I may to wake up. I remember my first years in the 

Netherlands when I accepted the direct and plain speech of my Dutch 

colleagues to be a kind of laudable honesty, while at the same time it left me 

with a slight churning in my stomach that Maalox couldn't fix. Accepting 

myself with the seemingly incurable discomforts I experience in such 

situations, I ultimately came to realize was a missing ingredient in my recipe 

for cultural competence. 

 



 
 

 
A page from my gift book. 

 

Culture, the daylight incubus 
October 16, 2016 

 

 

Toss and turn. 

Burn and churn. 

Sores that never heal. 

Little stuff that makes us feel, 

the incubus is real. 

Cultural nightmares! 
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Hidden Valley Center for men, 1986 

 

Politica Telling stories of masculinity 
October 23, 2016 

In the entanglements of identity, we struggle to sort out who we are, beset on 

every side by biases that are gender-based, faith-based, race and ethnicity-

based, biases that compete and sometimes collaborate to concoct an identity 

recipe for every man to cook up and consume. I am speaking today largely to 

men rather than women, though our enlightenment often, paradoxically, 

comes from each other rather than from our own kind. 

The impetus to write this post came from two immediate stimuli: first, an 

invitation to be interviewed for a forthcoming article on managing inclusion in 

organizations in such a fashion that it reduces the risk of gender discrimination 

against men; and, secondly, stumbling upon a rather long and complex, but 

extremely stimulating post entitled, "How to hurt like a man", which, no matter 

your gender or sexual orientation, I encourage you to read. We understand 

each other best by sharing our stories. 

:

http://medium.com/@imransiddiquee/how-to-hurt-like-a-man-514816f58762#.ntbylfjnh


Whatever your level of identification with the author may be, his attempts to 

describe the storm of gender identity will appeal to your moments at sea with 

events in your own life related to gender. It's a very human story, not just a 

male one. Treading water, he describes how we grab at the more accessible 

flotsam and jetsam, as we are torn about by the currents of hurt, 

disappointment, inadequacy, anger, and impulses to violence towards others 

and ourselves. Unable to gain a footing or reach the shore, we are thrown what 

appear to be life saving devices in the form of cultural, social, religious belief, 

promises, and palliative new age advice, fragments of the shipwreck we came 

from, asking us to grab onto them and be hauled aboard another ship whose 

ultimate destination is not revealed to us. Should we wonder why desperation 

is only a few strokes away from radicalization? 

When I first began my career in diversity and intercultural work, I wrote an 

article which was widely distributed called, "Gender – the Ultimate Cultural 

Difference", which, on rereading, still has some relevance. The context? It was 

about 30 years ago that a friend and I created and delivered workshops for men 

on the topic of "How to love an angry woman", assisting men to respond both 

sensitively and effectively to the rising voices of women as feminism bit them. 

This task is perhaps even more pressing in our contemporary world where the 

war of words drones on and the real war of drones is horrific, where insatiable 

fear is stoked and turns to anger and what some experience as the short-lived 

breath of release found in violence. Many of us could be carrying a suicide 

bomb, even unknowingly, set to detonate by gender identity triggers. 

In this context, it is easy to blame men for being the men they were influenced 

to be by cultural affirmation, rather than exploring together the discourse that 

determines our gender behavior in a way that gives us the permission to change 

the template individually and socially. For starters, I invite you to reflect and 

explore, to tell your story, at least to yourself at the start if you are not ready to 

share it with others. 

http://1drv.ms/b/s!Anfw3pckEHn4grUbdFB1IURIk9VpCQ
http://1drv.ms/b/s!Anfw3pckEHn4grUbdFB1IURIk9VpCQ
http://1drv.ms/b/s!Anfw3pckEHn4grUbdFB1IURIk9VpCQ


 
 
 

 

 

Cave canem!  
October 24, 2016 

 

Is your wet lick a kiss of love? 

You come when I don’t call you. 

Jump into my lap when I’m trying to read. 

You plant yourself where I stumble over you. 

You sniff me in all the wrong places. 

You want to be stroked when I am busy at something else. 

You gobble my dinner scraps and beg for more. 

Regurgitate morsels on my clean carpet. 

 

 

Poetica:
AI is an ersatz Schnauzer*



Leash in mouth you insist on taking me for a walk, 

tug me from this well-known hydrant to that familiar tree. 

Who’s being domesticated, you or me?  

Who’s whose pet? 

You hound me when I want to be alone, tell me I’m not lonely. 

Perhaps I need a bona fide mutt,  

more pastimes with flesh and blood friends... 

 

*Dedicated to those internet engines, pet parasites that try to sell me what I've 

already bought, that propose to read my desires and reinforce them.  

 



 
 

 
Cartoon by Walt Kelly for Earth Day 1971. 

 
 Identity theft 

October 25, 2016 

While many interculturalists are shivering about stereotypes and exorcising 

the ghost of essentialism, the threat is that the cultural discourse that we 

possess and which possesses us is less and less likely to be discovered and 

brought to trial. It is true that cultural discourse in individual and group 

identity has become more complex and contextual. But the fact that it is 

increasingly denied or ignored means that it can play the cat burglar on our 

high-rise sense of self and our professed uniqueness. 

Identity theft and loss is not just a matter of credit cards and internet 

passwords, but a matter of our own agency and complicity in the disappearance 

of our cultural capital. We forfeit both the use of and the control over what we 

disclaim about ourselves. It is an inner and social version of the rampant denial 

of environmental change and degradation. We trash parts of ourselves and 

wonder why our lives are so cluttered. 

Pedagogica:

http://www.thisdayinquotes.com/2011/04/we-have-met-enemy-and-he-is-us.html


In fact, this denial and abandonment of our cultural features is a cultural 

discourse in its own right, which means that we need to look to see what 

survival or success aims this denial serves to meet in the environments in which 

we find ourselves. What task does it accomplish and what fears does it assuage? 

What do we do, what do we construct, not just in our inner and shared 

discourse, but also in the things we make and do and how we program them? 

Programs that are external to ourselves are becoming internalized and as 

artificial intelligence develops further, it is certain that our iDevices that we 

find harder and harder to detach ourselves from will get under our skin, 

literally. Whose implanted cultural discourse will then become our discourse? 

Whose algorithms will inform our decisions? What is their cultural bias, their 

ethical or moral stand and how will responsibility be assumed, apportioned or 

denied? We are already facing this dilemma in choices we make and it is 

destined to grow. This TED talk linked below casts light on the algorithm 

challenge directly and it holds some good examples focused on HR decision 

making in organizations. Should not the work of interculturalists be exploring, 

researching the cultural discourse of these artifacts, ever more invasive, for 

their implications? 

 

 

https://embed.ted.com/talks/zeynep_tufekci_machine_intelligence_makes_human_morals_more_important


 
 
 

 
 The Internet of things & 

cultural due diligence 
October 25, 2016 

How shall we address the cultural challenges of the digital world in which we 

are immersed? What are the backers and the hackers of our increasingly 

internet interconnected world offering to us and taking from us? For starters, 

we can talk with ourselves and among ourselves, share and engage colleagues 

and clients in discussing it. 

Last Friday's massive hack of the internet of things could be compared to a 

terrorist attack or a hurricane, but, because it appears in the virtual world 

rather than the real world (of which it is a part), we don't feel the drenching 

rain, the swelling flood or the impact of bombs and the hail of bullets unless we 

experienced personal loss. Let's leave alone the question of who the 

perpetrators are, their motivation and what they hope(d) to achieve and create 

some good discussions with clients, students and each other about the impact 

Practica:



of the virtual world which has become such a massive and invasive part of our 

culture. 

My first approach to this challenge of cultural due diligence would stem from 

the "two chair" approach of my Gestalt psych background. I suggest sitting 

down and, in your imagination, putting your internet program or internet of 

things thing in a chair facing you. The object facing you could be anything from 

your actual social network site to the self-driving car you are thinking of buying 

when it's ready. Speak to it, ask it questions. Then, exchange chairs and 

imagine you are now that program or device and let it respond to what you have 

said or asked. Let the conversation go on, changing chairs each time as the 

conversation passes to yourself or to the other. Be real, be personal. 

You can do it as a group exercise, then debrief the high points and learnings 

and perhaps explore a take-home agenda that suggests itself. Or, do it yourself. 

Record (write or dictate) and review, then note what you discover and what 

might be next. 

If you care or dare, share in response... 

 



 
 

 

 
Politica Naked US culture(s) 
October 27, 2016

 

As one of the authors of the Cultural Detective USA®, I have been watching the 

current presidential election campaign with interest, fear, and trepidation, 

concerned not just about the outcome, but about how what we see happening 

reflects culture(s) in the USA and how that will affect my understanding of it 

and my presentation of it as a consultant and trainer who frequently readies 

others around the globe for collaboration with US Americans or for 

expatriation to the States. As a citizen stakeholder, it is difficult to step back, 

observe and document the cultural dynamics without strong feelings trying to 

sway the way. 

One could pick up any number of models in our intercultural professional 

toolbox and attempt an analysis via dimensions, values, contexts, etc., of what 

is going on. My first choice in this case would be a linguistic look at how the 

discourse of the candidates both reflects, shapes and solicits the discourse of 

their constituencies. As in marketing, each candidate must become a cultural 

:

http://www.culturaldetective.com/what/series-content/19:usa.html
http://saj-justme.blogspot.fr/2015/05/walk-naked-in-america-day-is-coming-soon.html


intermediary. As this role is understood in social sciences, it is a person who 

takes an idea or product or an agenda and frames it in alignment with the 

cultural discourse and values of the target culture, so that that the listeners 

hear themselves being echoed in what they hear, and say, "Yessss!" In other 

words they buy into the candidate who reflects their construction of reality, 

who speaks familiar language and trades in familiar feelings. 

The consequence of this is that despite the massive media attention paid to the 

candidates themselves, their language and their behavior, little is said about 

the cultural significance of the constituencies of each, viz., how US culture is 

reflected in the actual identity discourse and values of the subcultures of the 

US population. So, those who find this election scary because of the candidates 

should realize that it is even more scary because a powerful surge of popular 

attitudes is being stripped naked for the world to see. If a candidate is seen as 

threatening, it is only because the persuasion, energy and engagement of 

"their" people are even more so. 

This seems to be the moment of obscenity in modern US history. Not just the 

gloves, but the masks are off. The gush of once considered "nasty" words and 

accusations in the mouths of the candidates and the commentators is a parade 

of popular feeling undressed. I find it reminiscent of the spats between 

Erasmus and Luther, neither of whom was a prude when it came to heaving 

stinking handfuls of foul language at the other, and whose followers came to 

lethal blows. 

Today's US American ideals are being rewrapped in the language of the 

rappers, and we are learning that "values", if we want to use that focus on 

exploring culture, are not necessarily positive – the same ideals shouted loud 

can mean very different things. This may mark the end of our naively projected 

US innocence when we realize that so-called values are neither moral nor 

immoral in themselves, but can lead in either direction as used, propagandized 

and executed. Corruptio optimi pessima. For example, "Do it yourself, it's up 



to you", a widespread piece of US identity discourse may produce creative 

initiative on one hand, but can also be the slippery slope to, "Taking the law 

into your own hands", as much US history and contemporary behavior both 

individual and national confirms. This ambivalence not an invention of the 

current campaign. it's long standing reality that this election striptease rhetoric 

is exposing to the US citizens themselves – many outsiders have already seen 

through the flimsy costuming. 

I'm linking here to an article that was sent to me by a colleague in Australia, 

where a "spade" is likely to be called a "(intercourse-related expletive) shovel", 

as the writing in this piece is a good example of the nakedness revealed in the 

current campaign, again not just of the candidates, but of the people 

themselves. The author's unapologetic doses of vulgarity and name-calling 

reflects the turn and temper of the current rhetoric,  and brings it to the surface. 

I am not necessarily indicating agreement with the content–that's another 

story–but citing it as a good example of the current burlesque. 

 

http://medium.com/@abbymnorman/donald-trump-rhetoric-9a57c4db82d4#.wsa8rngz4


 
 

 

 

 

Recently, I asked Siri about the origin of her name. Her response: "' Siri' has 

many subtle, metaphorical, and frankly contradictory meanings. None of 

which I am at liberty to discuss. Sorry about that." 

Siri is Apple's online personal assistant, recently launched in iOS, and you may 

already have spent some time with her on your computer or smartphone. 

Though a robot, it is obvious that she has access to both vast but also limited 

knowledge, as well as feelings, and preferences and secrets to keep. So, 

interculturally curious, I started asking her questions, starting with the one 

above, only to discover that she is sensitive about her identity. No doubt she 

has multiple personalities, due to her several progenitors and current keepers. 

What she offers and cannot respond to, what she avoids, finds funny, etc., can 

provide clues her cultural values system. 

Practica:
October 28, 2016

 Interviewing Siri 



Yes, she is handy, ready to heed our beck and call, but she may also tell us 

something about the digital culture we share with her. Maybe if we ask the right 

questions... 

So, my suggestion is to do exactly that. Create a cultural profile of the 

experience of engaging Siri on questions that are important or interesting to 

you. Start to create a profile of the responses emanating from the questions you 

ask. Keep in mind your own cultural profile if you have one. (If not, I would 

recommend using the Cultural Detective® Self Discovery instrument for 

creating one or more profiles of the dimensions of your personal identity 

discourse and the values that stem from it.) 

Whether you do this alone or with others (with others it's more fun in the 

diversity of your questions you come up with), it would be interesting to share 

and compare the profile you create with others in response to this post. If you 

are fluent in more than one of the languages that Siri speaks, you might ask the 

same questions in those different languages to see if she has cultural 

preferences in what she offers you. 

When you are done with Siri, get acquainted with Eve! Deep sexy voice and 

plastic boobs to boot–why, oh why?! Start by identifying her accent... 

 

http://www.culturaldetective.com/what/series-content/59:self-discovery.html
https://youtu.be/zIU-gk2JTdA


 

  
Where has Culture/culture gone? 
October 30, 2016

In years gone by it became common to distinguish culture with a capital "C" 

from culture with a small "c". This distinction was well defined by Milton 

Bennett, a score of years ago in his book Basic Concepts of Intercultural 

Communication. Essentially it separated the culture sought by the "culture 

vulture" in the theater, art gallery, literature and poetic recitation, from the 

examination of dynamics of Culture, seen as an objective exploration of the 

systems, political, social, linguistic, etc., which define a human entity. These 

studies created the academic intercultural curriculum and became the bread-

and-butter of intercultural training. 

I don't intend to argue about majuscules and minuscules here. Rather the task 

is to point out how research and thinking have progressed from interpretive 

approaches, trying to make our own sense out of how others differ and what 

Pedagogica:

http://www.amazon.com/Basic-Concepts-Intercultural-Communication-Selected/dp/1877864625
http://www.amazon.com/Basic-Concepts-Intercultural-Communication-Selected/dp/1877864625
http://candlefind.com/wp-content/uploads/uploads/images/Holiday/Halloween/Scarecrow%20in%20field.jpg


we should do about it, to an open-eyed focus on language and artifacts, 

preoccupation with art, architecture, everyday objects and images as clues to 

what is going on in a globalizing world. Their stories, their creation and their 

uses are now seen as cultural realizations that give life and meaning, that go 

beyond many of the abstract "objective" definitions and dimensions that have 

been generated, too often in an attempt to placate the positivistic dogmas of 

"scientific" research and the expectations of the marketplace. 

Culture has often been defined as the discourse of the group of humans seeking 

to fulfill their needs given the environment in which they find themselves. 

Objective Culture tended to define this in terms of attitudes, values, and 

behaviors. These abstract categories enabled a discussion of the topic, which 

for interculturalists, became a discourse of their own construction. Very little 

has been said about the culture of interculturalists – I've only heard one 

presentation on this topic in my 3 decades as a member of SIETAR (Society for 

Intercultural Education Training and Research). The shoemaker's children go 

unshod. 

A plethora of theories and models of objective Culture have been created, 

applied, branded and rebranded as products in order to assist people to 

communicate and collaborate with each other, a laudable objective. It is not 

uncommon today, however, to see critiques of these models as inadequate, or 

even worse, as destructive, in the sense that they tend to create simplistic 

metaphors and breed stereotypical attitudes. Rather than being appreciated as 

partial understandings, they become one-size-fits-all obstacles to be 

surmounted on the way to cultural competence, and sometimes straw men for 

Besserwisserei. The problem is not what they include but what they exclude 

that limits their functionality at the same time as it begs for deeper insight and 

broader perspectives. Again, multiple models are not per se bad, but they too 

easily increase the layers of abstraction, which can obfuscate rather than allow 

us to enjoy and engage the messiness of reality. 

http://www.sietareu.org/


So, the current question is how do we get beneath the abstractions. Some 

sociologists have not been reluctant to examine the culture of social disciplines, 

pointing out the directions these studies have been taking, ever more in the 

direction of concretizing cultural phenomena. Doris Bachmann-Medick has 

done a good job of distinguishing the "turns", the shifts in orientation in the 

study of culture. We have been passing through what she calls a "linguistic 

turn" where cultural analysis focuses on language, text, and its social 

constructions. Where are we going? Certainly, further in the direction of 

stories, theater, artifacts, and images. We live in a material world which is the 

setting of our experiences and the root of our self-interpretation, both personal 

and historical. 

All this is certainly both aided and confused by the intensification of global 

communication in the digital age. I am personally fascinated by what some call 

the "iconic" turn, as I watch video and images crowd out words on Internet 

pages. I am impressed by those who address urban architecture in a proactive 

way that both preserves and enhances the culture of the inhabitants and users 

of cityscapes. 

Unfortunately, we are wedded to abstraction in a failing marriage. We can't 

afford a divorce as separation would not be good for our offspring (our 

reputation, our products and productivity, our brand and our bread). So, we let 

ourselves be seduced by the sexiness of a tangible mister or a mistress. We rent 

a room in our minds to think the unthinkable, to disrobe, to look at and 

embrace the obscene, juicy details of real life and the bigger landscape they 

occur in, which gives the lie to our long-standing marital accommodation. 

 

http://www.amazon.de/Cultural-Turns-Neuorientierungen-den-Kulturwissenschaften/dp/3499556758


 

 We are made of stories 

 

Spin me your story. 

Tell what makes you who you are, 

or, I'll tell you mine. 

 

What has been still is, 

still walks and talks within us. 

Denial's fear-born.

 

Pictures of our past 

are not difficult to share 

if we do not judge. 

 

Exchanging stories 

humanizes differences, 

mothers empathy

My source of courage, 

my first step in meeting you, 

accepting myself. 

Poetica:
October 30, 2016



 

Here's an exercise for a small group I learned from Elisabeth Weingraber-

Pircher and am adapting to my interest in exploring cultural identities. 

Direct the group in the following way: 

1. Close your eyes. 

2. When you open your eyes, you will be an architect. (Pause briefly). Now 

open your eyes. Let your eyes wander about the room. What do you 

notice? (Pause again). Share with the group. 

3. Close your eyes again. 

4. When you open your eyes, you will be the parent of a toddler (Pause 

briefly). Now open your eyes. Let your eyes wander about the room. 

What do you notice? (Pause again). Share with the group. 

You may ask them to do this a third time from the perspective of another kind 

of person or alter the types of persons chosen for the first two experiences, or 

simply being oneself. 

Debrief by discussing the cultural roles we belong to and live out direct our 

attention, bring certain things to the foreground, are let us see our context in a 

certain way. This is culture helping us to manage our environment. Discuss 

how our cultural identities empower us and limit us and challenge our 

flexibility with and responses to others. 

Practica:
October 31, 2016 

 Through other eyes 



 
 

 
Key results of my DNA analysis by National Geographic's Genographic Project 

 I am not as Neanderthal as 
you may have thought... 
November 1, 2016 

Several months ago, one of my interns, Emily Auvinen and I took the 

plunge to have our DNA tested in the Genographic Project sponsored by 

National Geographic. I've posted the essence of my statistical report in 

the image above. 

Originally Emily and I thought that interesting some folks in this form of 

genetic research might yield some interesting results worth discussing at 

our next SIETAR Congress in Dublin. This was motivated by the 

awareness that DNA testing is one way of showing how we are all part 

of one large human family despite our tribal rivalries. my assumption was 

that this might be a useful tool in the cultural competence learning cycle, 

but the process and the results leave me questioning that. 

Politica:



Why? First of all, National Geographic was totally unresponsive to our 

inquiry about potential group use. They, of course, are only one provider 

of this kind of service and we haven't tested others. Secondly, there has 

been considerable criticism about the accuracy of this kind of work and I 

don't know enough about this kind of science to be critical. Thirdly, the 

significant cost and the time it took to get results seem discouraging for 

our projected project as well as any convenient use in training and 

consulting. Finally, at least in my case, the analysis of the results held 

neither surprises nor deep insights about my origins, which I suppose is 

neither good nor bad. 

To pick up on the last point, my ancestors, I knew that origins were 

largely from Eastern and Central Europe with some Western European 

mix. Nor did I find it surprising that a touch of the Jewish diaspora 

showed up in Central and Eastern Europe. Lastly, there was a malady in 

the family on my mother's side which was more common in Arab 

populations. While specific countries are mentioned in many DNA 

analyses, it is important to remember that national borders as they have 

been arbitrarily defined and have shifted over history are not necessarily 

ethnic boundaries. For example, my paternal grandmother was a 

Donauschwabin, a German woman whose ancestors were part of the 

resettlement of the Pannonian plain toward the close of the 17th century. 

Her ancestors' migration was part of a Habsburg strategy for repopulating 

those areas devastated by war with the invading Ottoman Turks. A distant 

cousin of mine on her side of the family did genealogical research and 

traced her ancestral origins back to the 1600s in the area of Stuttgart. 

I am certainly open to others' experiences, insights or suggestions in this 

regard, and would love to hear from readers who may have had their 

DNA tested either with National Geographic or a different supplier. 



A final note. For those of you who have the impression that my behavior 

is sometimes "Neanderthal", the evidence shows that I am less 

Neanderthal than the greater part of the population. So there! On the other 

hand, since it is a part of my genetic heritage, I would like to stand up in 

defense of my vanished Neanderthal ancestors, whose name has been 

bandied about to describe those whose behavior may be lewd, crude, or 

rude. In the name of political correctness, I beg you not to demean my 

ancestors and yours by applying the racist label, "Neanderthal" to any 

undesirable dude of your acquaintance! 

 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IoEVYx2plcc
http://www.livescience.com/images/i/000/037/714/original/modern-human-neanderthal.jpg?interpolation=lanczos-none&fit=inside|660:*


 
 

 Your unanswered phone 

 

Day in and day out, 

I call but you don't answer, 

and so, I persist. 

 

Mechanical voice 

asks me to leave a message 

and, of course I do. 

 

I start to wonder 

if you've joined my crowd of friends 

at St. Peter's gate.

 

Contemporaries 

ripe with years, without notice, 

tumble from the tree. 

 

Leaving me behind, 

I know you won't intend it, 

but I grieve the thought. 

 

I do not fear death 

as much as abandonment. 

Please pick up the phone! 

Poetica:
November 3, 2016



 

 

 Guy stuff:  
Promise, Queue, Us 
November 4, 2016

 

Men promiscuous? 

It's nature's way of saying, 

"Take care of the race." 

 

Our culture runs deep, 

our genes adapt to our jeans, 

replacing bare skins. 

 

It is no surprise. 

We form a queue to service 

women of our kind. 

 

Plant the future seed 

with momentary rapture. 

Then go off to hunt. 

 

In uncertain times 

we protect our investment, 

investing often. 

 

Yes, men do compete, 

ancient instinct to assure 

robust survival. 

 

Poetica:



Oath of enlistment? 

We promise death with honor, 

sacrificed for you. 

 

Media mention 

women and children, 

Aged casualties. 

 

Warfare's chief victims, 

our wounds, our deaths, scarce noticed, 

youth disposable. 

Eons have gone by, 

deep culture hasn't changed much, 

fake surface civilized. 

 

Yes, we're the problem. 

Perhaps you prefer robots? 

Inspermeable? 

 

In some tech future, 

what will you do without us? 

Tremble or smile?

 

 

 



My birth home with additions 

Back at the Inn* In search of smaller 
containers 
November 5, 2016 

 

Most of those who have shared living space with me over the years have 

been too kind to mention my quirk of putting everything into the tiniest 

possible containers. In the kitchen, I stock the latest purchases, after 

having stripped them of their store packaging, in the smallest 

polystyrene containers that will hold them. (Often small bits of food 

that exceed the capacity of the storage box are disposed of in my open 

mouth.) Feeling that this might offend some observers, or at least seem 

odd, I volunteer, often in the act, my reason, namely that I have a very 

small apartment, kitchen, and fridge, and I'm trying to keep things 

uncluttered as best I can. Usually this makes absolutely good sense that 

a certain level, but I suspect it leaves the listener still a bit curious about 

my knee-jerk repackaging obsession. I never found that my habit was 

infectious. My interns will leave the last little scrap of baloney in the 

original large plastic wrapper that it wore home from the supermarket 

with a dozen companions. 

It is not just about perishables in the fridge or storables in the kitchen larder 

– that's just the tip of the iceberg, likely to be most visible to roommates and 

:



visitors. The same compulsion obtains for paperclips, rubber bands and other 

office items in and on my desk as well as for clothes-closet management. 

Here, my excuse is that I have to get rid of all the clutter if I'm going to do 

some serious work and, now the technology is my desktop, I have to get rid 

of the clutter there, too, do all the little work first so that I can get down to 

the big stuff. I know that this violates all the best advice on time management, 

but I have yet to escape my habit. 

There is a story about this tidying up in preparing for a big job that sticks in 

my mind as a sort of justification. It's told that Ernest Hemingway met 

Marlena Dietrich at a party in New York, and Marlena mentioned to him that 

she was starting to write a novel. A few months later their paths crossed at 

another event, and Pap Hem asked her, "Have you cleaned out all of your 

closets yet?" Her response: "How did you know?" 

Researching the roots of this behavior in my personal history, I come up with 

a lot of theories, but no smoking gun. I have no obvious evidence clear enough 

to impel me to shout out, "Yessss, that's it!" Here are some of my guesses that 

largely don't pan out. In birth and babyhood, we had the smallest single 

house that I can remember seeing until the recent postings of stackable 

migrant camp dwellings. The house on Forest Drive where I lived from birth 

until I was two or three years old was certainly smaller than my 55 m² 

apartment today. I can't remember much of its layout from the perspective of 

crawling on the kitchen linoleum floor, but I do know that it had a trapdoor 

in the entryway leading down to the basement that was to be avoided. 

Revisiting the neighborhood a few years ago, I discovered that a more recent 

owner had added an extra room and a single car garage. 

My parents and my grandfather who lived with us were relatively tidy though 

they tended to hold on to things that "might come in handy someday." So, 

other than the occasional admonition to pick up after myself, re-boxing did 



not seem to be per se part of the family culture. True, there still is stuff that I 

don't have any immediate use for and yet can't bear to discard (yet), winds 

up in the basement or the garage. On a couple of occasions floodwaters have 

destroyed this cache and my insurance company has paid for it assuaging my 

separation anxiety. So, intermediary storage has accidentally been a 

profitable strategy, partly due to my dislike of clutter and probably at least 

peripherally related to my love for the small. 

Another speculation has to do with the religious upbringing in Catholic 

school, where guilt about peccadillos seemed to outweigh enthusiasm for the 

great ideals of the faith, engendering a sort of fear of missteps and self-

pillorying when they occurred. Scrupulosity was always a danger and took up 

a lot of emotional energy. I have sometimes thought that being scrupulous 

about housecleaning and decluttering might either be a relative of this 

anxiety or a release for it. 

I'd like to imagine that I was driven by the ecological wisdom of Ernst F. 

Schumacher, author of Small is Beautiful and precociously shared his 

insight, “Any intelligent fool can make things bigger, more complex, and 

more violent. It takes a touch of genius — and a lot of courage to move in the 

opposite direction.” However, my habits were well-established before he 

wrote those words and consciousness of ecological distress was very 

widespread. There may be a bit of truth to the fact that having been born 

toward the end of the Great Depression, the lack of abundance made as 

treasure small things. I remember hearing, Dad, that in those days if you were 

lucky enough to land an odd job paying 25¢, mowing someone's overgrown 

lawn, it was enough to buy a loaf of bread, a quart of milk, and a pound of 

hamburger. Maybe someone should have written a book at that time called 

Little is Big. 



I have speculated that perhaps smaller things are somehow perceived by our 

minds is less dangerous than larger things, thus more manageable and more 

desirable. Maybe there is one source of my proclivity hidden in the reptile 

brain. But, there is an element in tiny things that stirs my dopamine, namely 

that they are "cute" and often fascinating masterpieces of miniaturization. 

Besides my boxing mania I do have quite a. few tiny treasures that I am 

attached to. I remember once, when you were able to afford an very well used 

automobile, that you were driving us over the high-level bridge leading into 

downtown Cleveland. Peering out the window at first-time sights, I saw a 

large collection of toy cars parked on the Flats under the bridge. Now that 

you had a job in the steel mill in the Flats and came this way daily, I begged, 

"Daddy, when you come home from work would you bring me one of those 

little cars?" You laughed and told me that those were real cars parked down 

there, just like the one we were riding in, and that they looked small because 

they were so far away – my first lesson in perspective! 

Related to this yet unsolved mystery of my psyche, however, I also tend to 

think that my dislike of abstractions is connected to my love of the small and 

the intimate. Abstractions are like the big nameless cardboard box into which 

my toys got chucked when it was cleaning day, uninteresting in themselves 

they often cruelly hid, jumbled and confused their contents, while they 

restrained our ability to play in real time with each other. 

*For those who did not see my earlier posts, The Inn at the End of the 

Universe is the title I have given to post-mortem discussions with family and 

friends occurring in an Inn on the outskirts of heaven–my alternative view 

of the Last Judgement. The introduction and first installments are to be 

found in my most recent online collection of poems and reflections, Spring 

Fevers. 

 

https://1drv.ms/b/s!Anfw3pckEHn4mKdTNZ3ORUj6H_UbzQ
https://1drv.ms/b/s!Anfw3pckEHn4mKdTNZ3ORUj6H_UbzQ


 

 
An offense to modern day sorcerers? 

Were the witches & goblins 
offended on Halloween? 
November 6, 2016 

 

Cultural appropriation seems to be a growing issue and buzzword in 

diversity and intercultural work. I was reminded of this today by the blog of 

a colleague which featured commentary about a celebrity couple in the USA 

who came to a masquerade party dressed as a pilgrim and an Indian (Native 

American), causing significant uproar and humble apology for the 

colonialism and genocide that their personification represented. Current 

study on Christopher Columbus accuses him of enormous criminality, 

reminding us that all too many of our national heroes have had clay feet. If 

the truth be known... 

I guess I have to confess my sins of playing cowboys and Indians when I was 

five or six years old with my cousin Artie (we took turns with the roles). 

Nonetheless, it raises the issue of where inappropriate appropriation occurs, 

Politica: 



and I haven't seen anyone establish any clear guidelines about this gnarly 

business. The Cleveland Indians baseball team just lost the World Series to a 

pack of bitty bears from Chicago – was this divine punishment for the 

personification of their mascot logo, Chief Wahoo? Their logo has been 

criticized as offensive for many years now, but, defended by fans, long 

persisted on their uniforms. Do I dare dress is a leprechaun on St. Patrick's 

Day, given my Eastern European forebears? (Image below) And then, of 

course there is Mardi Gras... 

 

A year ago at Oberlin College there were student protests over the fact that 

the cafeteria service was producing inauthentic national and regional dishes. 

Maybe this was just an expression of the common student complaint about 

the quality of dining hall food, but it was squarely positioned as a cultural 

offense. Lots of friends love slurping my laksa and my ajo blanco, but are 

they offensive to Singaporeans and residents of the Costa Azul? 

http://www.cleveland.com/naymik/index.ssf/2014/04/demonstrators_to_target_chief.html


Given the Charlie Hebdo uproar, we are aware of the sensitivity to 

representations of the "other" and even to ourselves when represented 

stereotypically, so this issue, while it might have a particular flavor in US 

history, is not exclusive to that country. I have long been of the mind of that 

jokes and ethnic ribaldry could be good-natured and starting points for more 

authentic exploration of our identities and values, as long as they did not 

evoke a putdown or raise memories of a painful past. There is also the matter 

of whether they are told with affection or in spite, and whether we tell them 

about and among ourselves or get them from cartoonists and nightclub acts 

were a certain license is seemingly allowed. 

There is also psychological evidence that costuming, role-play, etc. can be 

vehicles to personal and social growth, but where are the guidelines? I 

suspect purpose, intention, and context are all critical in this regard. I would 

certainly like to hear others' opinions. 

 



 

A souvenir from one of my heroes! 

Politica A cultural detective's view of 
the US elections 
November 9, 2016 

This morning I posted to the SIETAR Europa LinkedIn page an analysis of 

the US election done by a colleague using the Hofstede model. I would like to 

attempt a similar review, this time using the Cultural Detective® USA. Since 

Eun Kim and I are co-authors of this instrument, the current events are 

challenging. They certainly beg our attention in checking the ongoing validity 

of our work at this critical moment in history. Besides doing regular updates, 

which is both normal and necessary", on such instruments, we and our end 

users may be asking, "Is our current presentation of US core values tilted, 

upset or is it confirmed by current events?" Is there another, different USA 

that should be represented in our work to take into account what has been 

happening now? 

:



Let's do some sleuthing. US Americans of most political shades are likely to 

agree when it comes to getting what you want and making things happen, 

"It's up to you," which is to say that individual responsibility is a top value. 

Almost all, on both sides of the electoral debate, would insist that this is true. 

Contexts and events have often led to US Americans to the point of "taking 

the law in their own hands." While history shows that this is been done 

repeatedly both by those on the left and on the right, the vigilante approach 

seemed to cohere more with Trump's rhetoric and that of his followers' 

behavior. We've just seen the perfect cowboy screenplay acted out, this time, 

not on the silver screen but on the world stage. The man in the white hat 

strode into town and chased the rustlers away. 

Cowboys, usually armed with peacemakers (guns/Second Amendment), are 

the quintessential US heroes, often acting contrary to the sheriff or the 

government, which are seen as failures or even corrupt. Now, with the current 

government being pilloried as out-of-control, the discourse of "take charge," 

fit the mood of a vast number of people who are angry, threatened or fearful 

about their condition. We need to remember, of course, that the gap between 

rich and poor in the USA is significantly greater than in other developed 

Western countries. 

In addition, the sense of entitlement, represented by the metaphor of the 

"Promised Land" echoes the biblical notions of "Chosen People" and pictures 

the "New Jerusalem", as a destiny destination, whose "streets are paved with 

gold" (well maybe with stock options these days). These images are 

widespread in the USA and not just the property of religious groups. They 

have spurred immigration from the beginning and undergird what is 

described as "American exceptionalism" in international relations, as well as 

projecting the "American Dream" of success and prosperity. They have done 

so since the beginning of the nation. Calvinistic theology remains at the root 

of capitalism in the US mentality whether one is a practicing believer or not. 



"Play by the rules" represents an important discourse in US culture, and 

when something feels amiss, "Telling it like it is," echoes in the US mind. The 

demand for justice and fairness, for "Leveling the playing field" are value 

statements that were solidly intertwined, though in different ways, in the 

electoral campaign and its results. Both candidates sought to undermine the 

legitimacy of the other with accusations of illegal activities, pointing to each 

other's wrongdoing, whether emails or taxes were the topic. Both spoke of 

equity in the sense of improving the condition of the less fortunate. USians 

tend to right wrongs by making laws and going to court (or to war) rather 

than addressing causes and engaging in dialogue. Constituencies on both 

sides demonstrated that they are capable of speaking out in protest, 

particularly when their sense of entitlement to "The American dream", is 

being frustrated. The decision to blame the other is easy to make, though 

deciding who is to blame is the result of different perspectives. Notice, that 

when it comes to economic well-being, political security and success, blame 

easily falls on others who are seen as the "bad guys" in our perpetual black 

and white cowboy movie. 

Like him or not, it is abundantly clear that Donald Trump is an extremely 

skilled cultural mediator, in the strictest sense of that role. He is able to take 

ideas, and express them to match the inner identity discourse of his public in 

concrete language so that they bought them as their own. 

In short the exceptional nature of this election made it the exception that 

proved (tested) the rule and the rule stood up to the test. Of course, we will 

continue to update and improve, our Cultural Detective® USA but this test 

gave us confidence in the discourse and values that it identifies as being 

substantiated in the here and now. 

The lesson here for intercultural research and training using such models 

should be obvious, namely that a cultural discourse in two diverse groups 



may be identical and have similar roots, and yet the life context of groups and 

individuals within the same cultural space may arrive at quite different 

conclusions about how to carry out the mandates and behaviors sensed as 

part of their identity. 

 

Aux urnes citoyennes, formez vos bataillons... 
 

 

 



 

 
Will a touch of Canadian maple syrup make it more digestible? 

Poetica: American breakfast, the 
morning after 
November 10, 2016 

 

The morning after – 

yes, my predicted outcome, 

bad dream coming true! 

 

Panic is caffeine. 

My eggs are cracked and runny. 

Bacon's not so crisp. 



 

Brexit yesterday – 

hard to digest the bangers. 

Now munch Donald Trump? 

 

Watched the morning news 

with a hangover headache – 

what had I consumed? 

 

The toast comes up burnt. 

Is there a sunny side up? 

Time to go to work! 

 

 
 

http://fusion.net/story/244897/donald-trump-health-spotlight/


 
 

 

 

Poetica  
In memoriam Leonard Cohen 
November 11, 2016 

Poet and minstrel, 

he expressed and shaped my heart, 

...and will continue. 

 

 

:

https://youtu.be/6wRYjtvIYK0


 
 

 

 

  
New Horizons migrant game 
November 11, 2016 

I’m delighted to announce that the better part of the year’s work has 

come to fruition with the completion of a starter pack New Horizons 

diversophy® game focused on the acculturation of migrants and the 

local community, which has now been released in a bilingual version, 

English and Finnish, and is available for anyone who wishes to see or 

use it at no cost. You can now download the game, the facilitator guide, 

and instructions for printing and use from this site: 

www.jamk.fi/en/newhorizons 

Being a professional collaborator with the faculty and students at 

JAMK for myself and my business has brought a great sense of 

satisfaction. The project is not over, but just beginning, currently with 

Practica:

http://www.jamk.fi/en/newhorizons
http://www.jamk.fi/fi/Etusivu/
http://www.diversophy.com/


countrywide distribution of this starter came in Finland. I have recently 

been training students as facilitators and my interns have worked hard 

in shaping the materials. Efforts continue to expand this offering to 

various levels of education and community services, dealing with more 

areas of life, from healthcare to sport, and whatever the initiative and 

energy of our students and their professors are able to focus on and 

generate to fit the mission. 

This is also a public declaration that I am willing to collaborate for the 

creation of similar materials for your country, culture, or activity 

domain. Similar projects have started for France, Denmark, and the 

UK. We will be delighted as well to have volunteers who can contribute 

to the creation of tools to meet the contemporary challenges of 

migration. 

Onward! 

 

 

Our creative team at JAMK 

 



 
Reality is only a few clicks away. Photo by Luyu Yan 

  
An ode for social constructionism 
November 11, 2016 

 

Let's make truth anew, 

if "truth is what we make it", 

social construct it. 

 

First I listen well, 

find lyrics in your mind, 

tune them into mine. 

 

If I sing them well, 

You'll not know the difference, 

think them your own song. 

 

Repeat after me, 

chant it over and over, 

'til it's your refrain. 

 

Let others hear it 

until it echoes a tribe, 

identity proud! 

 

Then odious ode, 

waving flag and marching beat 

makes other other. 

Poetica:



 
 

 
Beham, (Hans) Sebald (1500-1550): Der Narr und die Närrin. The Fool and the Lady Fool. 

 

Pictoric  Words interculturalists use 
November 13, 2016 

Today, in recognition the iconic, pictorial trend in cultural studies, I'm 

launching a new "P", Pictoria, an addition to my ongoing posts about 

Pedagogica, Practica, Politica, and Poetica. For starters, there will be a 

series of images, perhaps irreverent, but hopefully also insightful looks at 

words and phrases that are common, if not buzzwords in the intercultural 

field. Coming from a linguistic and social construction perspective, we 

might also be testing their illusory nature. 

Obviously, the shell game is pretty old, probably well-established when 

Hieronymus Bosch painted The Conjurer (Conman), somewhere around 

the year 1475, shown above. Notice the boy on the left is stealing the man's 

purse while he is distracted by the shell game. Abstractionism is the theory 

that our minds obtain some or all their concepts by abstracting them from 

concepts we already have, or from experience. What do our abstract 

a:

Today,%20in%20recognition%20the%20iconic,%20pictorial%20trend%20in%20cultural%20studies,%20I'm%20launching%20a%20new%20%22P%22,%20Pictoria,%20an%20addition%20to%20my%20ongoing%20posts%20about%20Pedagogica,%20Practica,%20Politica,%20and%20Poetica.%20%20For%20starters,%20there%20will%20be%20a%20series%20of%20images,%20perhaps%20i


cultural concepts promise us and what do they (fail to) deliver? What do 

they show and what do they hide? What do they steal from us when we are 

mesmerized by them? 

Being aware of this dynamic and managing it is a challenge to both our own 

thinking and our work. How abstract are the cultural dimensions we take 

for granted and how questionable the assumptions they lead us to? In 

coming days, we will look at our intercultural vocabulary a word or phrase 

at a time via evocative images and little or no commentary – I will leave 

that up to you. 

 

 

Watts image source: http://www.rageofreason.com/the-menu-is-not-the-meal/ 

Korzybski image source: http://www.corepsych.com/2014/05/alfred-korzybski-changing-
thinking/ 

 

 

 



 
A tip of the hat to Edward Hall 

 

 The way things are – a bolt 
out of the blue 
November 14, 2016 

The US election has been an eye-opener, in many ways, to much of what’s going 
on in the world that we haven’t wanted to see or talk about. For starters, the 
choice of Donald Trump was a major disclosure of the way a lot of things really 
are in the USA, and this has created enormous amounts of insecurity and fear, 
not only in the homes and on the streets of the USA, but worldwide.  

Certain truths have been unveiled that we have been trying to hide for a long, 
long time with a veneer of optimism and positive thinking and a culture of quick 
fixes. I suspect this new national tilt it brings to the foreground the reasons why 
efforts at intercultural understanding have been so meagre and diversity and 
inclusion initiatives have produced far smaller results than we felt we had a right 
to expect. 

It’s too easy to see Donald Trump as the villain. Saying that, I am not 
exonerating him from his words or behavior, but rather just pointing out that he 
has been the “lightning rod” around which a perfect storm has long been 
gathering, while we have been occupied with the illusion of “business as usual”. 
In the lightning flashes we see what has lain in the dark. The enormities that are 
have been happening in the world are now clearer and clearly everybody’s 
business and many of us are fumbling around to find a direction in which to go. 
In our disappointment with what our efforts so far have produced, the 
temptation is to talk about what we are against and whom to blame, more than 
creating what we are for. Onward! 

Politica:



 
 

 
Beham, (Hans) Sebald (1500-1550): Der Narr und die Närrin. The Fool and the Lady Fool. 

 
 

 Identity Narr-ative 

November 14, 2016 

 

Identity Narr-ative. A Narr is a German "fool". But not only Germans 

fool themselves by believing the stories they tell themselves and 

others about who they are... 

 

Pictoria:

http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/6/6c/The_Fool_and_the_Lady_Fool.jpg


 
A tip of the hat to Edward Hall 

 

 Not a railway but a Hall-way 

 

Headed in different directions? Often we are not trains passing in the night, 

but passing in broad daylight, labeling the other person’s communication 

inadequate as we don’t understand it or like it! The terms high and low 

context are labels that may alert us to difference of intention, purpose, and 

direction in communication, but they are not cultural characteristics, rather 

invitations to navigate our behaviors in ways that connect us better. 

 

Pictorica :
November 15, 2016 

Image%20source:%20http:/cs416929.vk.me/v416929821/6094/PGyQC_I20F4.jpg


 

 Does our lame name game 
aim to tame, blame or maim? 
November 16, 2016 

One of the fascinating things I have been involved in is helping people look 

at cultural identity through names, given names, family names, nicknames, 

etc., because these often represent attempts to create identity, solidify it, or 

on the other hand attack it and diminish it. A workshop I have created and 

have delivered now a number of times focuses on "What's in a Name". As has 

been very well received, I believe that there is an ongoing need for "name 

work" as well as "face work" in our intercultural interventions. 

Here’s an interesting 

article about Italians 

and Irish immigrants 

to the USA many years 

ago. I think you’ve 

probably seen me say 

that our family name 

was Simonovič, but at 

my birth my parents’ 

generation changed it 

Politica:

http://www.irishcentral.com/roots/history/italian-boxers-took-irish-names-to-deter-discrimination
http://www.irishcentral.com/roots/history/italian-boxers-took-irish-names-to-deter-discrimination
http://www.irishcentral.com/roots/history/italian-boxers-took-irish-names-to-deter-discrimination


to Simons because they were tired of hearing the Western Reserve locals 

make fun of “Simonovich the son of a bitch”! 

Certainly, names that come from another linguistic framework can have us 

stumbling over them. My Chinese intern Luyu assumed the Western name 

Neville. Though his is a very simple name, without any strange sounds for us, 

all too often we kept inverting the syllables and making him "Yulu". So, one 

of the questions is whether one assumes a new name with a sense of 

enthusiasm for possibilities in a new place, for convenience, or out of a sense 

of persecution and non-acceptance for being who we are. I have heard stories 

telling how immigration officers who couldn't pronounce, for example, 

Walentinowicz on an immigrant's papers would strike out the family name 

and write "Walters." Here is a comic advertisement for a power company in 

Helsinki that mocks this incapacity for learning and respecting names and 

the temptation to sidestep the issue with not-so-nice consequences. 

How do we best raise the issue of using names and teaching others to use 

them as part of our intercultural work? 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/yrjouusivirta/videos/328086330880637/


 

 

Our hells are alive with the sound of Muzak 

 

What are you attuned to? 
November 17, 2016 
 

The song comes from within. Who first sang it to you and invited you to 

sing along? Are you a walking boom box of old favorites? Does your inner 

elevator Muzak make you feel like you are going up in the world? Do you 

hum it on the way to work when passing by strange passersby? Does the 

refrain make you feel better than them? Liar lyre, pants on fire, inflamed 

by lyrics written by someone, somewhere, back then? Ca-ca phony.   

 

Turn down your ghetto blaster! 

 

Pictoria: 



 

 Are you Cow-cashian or 
Mongreloid, or...? 
November 18, 2016 

Well, most probably both! I am. Have your DNA tested, too. I know it's not 

a hard science yet, but at least you will see your varied roots, recognize your 

face and your place in the human family and acknowledge other folks as 

your kin. Why must we insist on making the human race a dash to the finish 

line? In a world of winners and losers everyone eventually becomes a loser! 

Let's not keep it a zero-sum gam 

Pictorica:

Article%20headline
http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/9/98/Asiatiska_folk,_Nordisk_familjebok.jpg


 
What if the Scots pull out, and then the...? 

Geography, maps, and yes, flags can build walls to keep the neighbors out. 

Does your flag snag, tag, shag, bag or gag you? Does it sag or lag behind the 

times? If a flag is just a rag to drag and wag, how can it brag? Why burn it? 

 

 

Pictorica :
November 19, 2016

 Do you suffer flflag lag? 

http://www.bbc.com/news/magazine-25205017


 
 

 Compliment-air-a-tea 
November 19, 2016 

 

Pass a compliment. 

Take a walk in the fresh air. 

Sit down and sip tea. 

 

Working together 

asks the best of you and me, 

knowing each other. 

 

Let's discover now 

how what each lacks can be filled? 

What the other brings! 

Poetica:

https://datinggod.org/2014/11/18/the-equivocal-sense-of-complementarity/


 
 

 "The times they are a 
changin'!" – or are they? 
November 21, 2016 

How is our technology culture changing us culturally? What remains the 

same? What must change? How will we address change? 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Bobbie got the Nobel, bravo! He still inspires 50 years later. 

Pictoria:

https://youtu.be/e7qQ6_RV4VQ


 
 

 Radicalism & the search for 

Just as I was beginning my career in diversity and intercultural affairs, 

Alex Haley, a Black American wrote a book called Roots. Beyond 

being a bestseller, it kicked off a popular movement. People in a nation 

created by dislocated natives, imported slaves, indentured servants, and 

migrants in search of a new start, were, at least temporarily, thrown 

back on the question of where they came from and what their own 

ancestry meant to them. Many started to dig for the roots of their own 

family tree. The USA is a country in which the dominant culture tends 

to dictate that people be known and recognized by what they do for a 

living, what they have accomplished on their own, rather than where 

they came from or who they were related to. In other words, they need 

to be classified as "winners" instead of "losers" in the Monopoly game 

of life, not scions of nobility. 

Politica:
roots 
November 22, 2016 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roots:_The_Saga_of_an_American_Family
https://fr.pinterest.com/pin/537406168016277779/visual-search/?x=4&y=1&w=550&h=555


This curiosity about origins percolated for a while, but has been largely 

eclipsed by the shadow of cultural self-constructionism, aided by pop 

psych, offering to help one "make one's identity" or "be one's authentic 

self". Connections and identification with others were purportedly 

unimportant, or at least of temporary worth, as one strove to liberate the 

self from past accretions and succeed in becoming a "self-made 

(wo)man". Still, the longing for belonging, especially in uncertain times 

such as our own still pesters and festers. It does so with particular 

acuteness in the wounds and sore spots of those deliberately excluded 

and disadvantaged from the mainstream in society, education, 

workplace, or neighborhood. 

During the last five months, a friend and colleague of mine was asked 

to work with ten former radicals. Some if them were in ISIS prisons, 

three in Iraq, two in Syria and two in Afghanistan. His task was to 

develop a training educational reintegration model for them. He 

reported that this undertaking was intense, difficult, inspiring, 

motivating, deceptive, both comprehensible incomprehensible, sad, as 

well as full of facts on why and how they finally plunged themselves in 

the so-called the extreme. He reported his findings as: 

1. They have somethings in common. 

2. Many things not in common. 

3. But ONE issue they had in common stood out: IDENTITY AND 

LOOKING FOR LOST IDENTITY. 

(If you would like to know more about this experience email me and I 

will put you in contact with my colleague.) 

If for ethnic, racial, religious, or social class reasons you are excluded 

from the community of the mainstream, there seem to be two options. 

http://mailto:diversophy@gmail.com/


The first is to claim that you and your kind are the mainstream, then 

both blame and exclude the others. If you are numerous and loud 

enough, you may succeed. We see this in the waves of new populism 

that have become a tsunami, as in the recent US elections and Brexit, 

as well as in the mounting tide of identity politics in many other 

countries. You may even drop out, find a guru and join a counterculture. 

Secondly, you may reject the society which rejects you and make it the 

enemy, the justified target for everything from plundering by petty 

crime, drug abuse, or deadly violence. Depending on the identity that 

others label you with, you may be terminally excluded, defined as a 

sicko, a criminal, or a terrorist. 

This exclusion starts to answer the question of where radicalization 

comes into the picture. In political terms, this may occur in what is 

traditionally defined as right or left. In other words, your need to have 

an identity, to belong, is happily provided by a group convinced of the 

righteousness of its cause and unrestrained in the means it chooses to 

use to achieve its goals. You are now ready to both kill and die for the 

group that has embraced you and provided you a long desired, 

meaningful identity. It is no surprise, then, that the disenfranchised, the 

out-group, the young women and men, whose current families or 

communities have not provided them with acceptance, identity, and 

possibilities for their future, are ripe for proselytization. 

Reaction to radicalization has largely taken the form of trying to find, 

evict or convict the proselytizers, close their centers, identify and track 

their sympathizers. While this sounds like a bold initiative to alleviate 

the fears of a community and promote confidence in their politicians 

and government, it is far too little, too late. It is reaction, not action. The 

community needs to develop the tools of insight, to look at its self-

righteousness and identify its exclusionary tendencies and behaviors. 



They need to take solid steps to rectify them, so that they need to invest 

less in police salaries, rubber bullets and water cannon, as well as 

military forays abroad, which accentuate otherness and exclusion, and 

breed the radicalism they delude themselves into believing that they are 

eliminating. 

 

 

 



 
 

 Dime-mentions 
November 23, 2016 

Locked onto a dime piece or dime bag? Is it a ten on your tail scale or 

a thug drug to chug, to banish, vanish, varnish, box or detox troubles? 

Dimensional thinking, mental shortcut, good for starters, but then 

what, martyrs? Easy to choose and use, but, bad news–short fuse, 

potential rues, hard to lose. Put your label on the table– ask what will 

enable, what is fable? Sorry, but if it's hoary, gory, Signori, but let's 

quarry the glory of the real story! 

Pictoria:

wikipedia/commons/f/fc/A_Mongolian_woman_in_a_box.jpg


 
 

P  Forgotten holidays? BTW 
Happy Thanksgiving. 
November 24, 2016 

One of the hazards of being a long-term expat, without a family or local 

home country club or network, is losing touch with one's native holiday 

calendar. Today is Thanksgiving in the USA but I would not have 

remembered it except for the shopping publicity worming its way into 

my web surfing and, in particular this morning, being greeted by the 

well-written article of my colleague Peter Isackson, which looks at the 

history of the US feast of Thanksgiving from social, political, cultural 

and culinary aspects. 

Peter's reflections are particularly astute when it comes to shedding 

light on the rather shadowed or perhaps shady aspects of the 

colonization of the North American continent. He looks squarely at 

the theology of the colonizers which wrote the ultimately imperialistic 

manifest destiny of the nation along with a number of starkly racist 

and exceptionalist outcomes. We are still seeing these reflected in 

ictoria:

http://www.linkedin.com/post/edit/6207445653434437632


today's media debates about the government transition and the identity 

challenges that we face in relating to and managing the current 

migrant surge. 

On the culinary side, the article also reminded me of a major faux pas, 

the Fettnäpchen I stepped into when, one year in the early 1970s, it was 

my turn to host the family Thanksgiving feast. Having absolutely no 

taste for turkey personally, I decided on roast duck. This vastly 

disappointed my guests. It wasn't a matter of taste, as the canard was 

outstanding, but I had violated tradition and the expectations 

surrounding it. Push back was vociferous. 

In any case I don't want to rain on anyone's parade, so be thankful for 

what is meaningful to you and to those celebrating with you, count your 

blessings, and enjoy each other's company...and bon appetit! 

PS: One rarely thinks of undocumented Irish migrants, but... Here's a 

perspective. 

http://www.irishcentral.com/news/irishvoice/thanksgiving-and-search-for-the-american-dream-for-immigrants-in-us?utm_campaign=Best+of+IrishCentral+-+2016-11-24&utm_medium=Email&utm_source=Mailjet
http://www.irishcentral.com/news/irishvoice/thanksgiving-and-search-for-the-american-dream-for-immigrants-in-us?utm_campaign=Best+of+IrishCentral+-+2016-11-24&utm_medium=Email&utm_source=Mailjet


 
http://deshoda.com/words/100-most-beautiful-words-in-the-english-language/ 

P   
The painting & tainting of words 
December 10, 2016 

There is a cultural dynamic that I am trying to identify. It has something to 

do with victimization and political correctness in the language we use. The 

brief report from http://www.thisistrue.com, cited below, brought it to the 

top of my consciousness again, which was already stimulated by my growing 

awareness that the no-holds-barred language of the recent presidential 

campaign in the USA had cracked the dam of linguistic propriety and 

continues to flood us all with vulgarian language at almost every level of 

discourse. 

Newspeak —  
Iron Bar Hotel Division: 

 

In the early 2000s, the Washington State Department 

of Corrections dropped the word “inmate” in favor of 

the more friendly “offender.” But now that word is 

olitica:

http://www.thisistrue.com/?awt_l=I8nEk&awt_m=JIHq6zNNpSAPkr


tainted. “Unfortunately, what starts out as a technical 

term, used to generically describe the people in our 

care, becomes and is enforced as a stereotype,” wrote 

DOC Acting Secretary Richard Morgan in a memo to 

staff. “This is something we can address.” Instead of 

“offender,” he has directed staff to call the “people in 

our care” different words depending on where they’re 

being held: “students” if they’re taking classes, 

“patients” if they’re in the infirmary. Otherwise, just 

“individuals” will do. The DOC says the trend started 

in Pennsylvania. (RC/Seattle Times)  

...And thus the demonization  

of the “individual” has begun. 

 

It feels to me like there is a "me too" predilection for being a victim, perhaps 

because we fear that those who are, or who pose as victims are, in fact, gaining 

too much power and we don't want to be left out. What makes some words 

deteriorate into forbidden stereotypes while others become meaningless 

through overuse? Enlighten me someone! 

 



 

Happy St. Nick's Day! (with hollandaise sauce) 
 

Sinterklaas has come 

with his servant Zwarte Piet 

(Often transgendered). 

 

If weather’s awful, 

tell him you’ve been very bad, 

“Take me off to Spain!” 

 

Okay, he’s not yet 

politically corrected, 

like Sjors and Sjimmie. 
 

  

Poetica: Gelukkige sinterklaasdag  
December 6, 2016

©%20Twixx%20|%20Dreamstime.com%20-%20%3ca%20href=%22https:/www.dreamstime.com/stock-photo-sinterklaas-zwarte-piet-taking-selfie-making-isolated-white-background-dutch-character-santa-claus-image41023142#res6816825">SinterklaasAndZwartePietTakingSelfiePhoto


 

 

 
  

Δόξα Σοι τῷ δείξαντι τὸ φῶς. 
 

"Glory to You who have shown us the light." 

December 25, 2016 

 

You don't see it yet, 

but dark days before Christmas 

are now in retreat. 

 

Fresh rays of sunshine 

light up corners of the heart 

hidden in shadow. 

 

Balancing days, nights 

from solstice to equinox 

in depths of spirit. 

 

May a bright day dawn, 

every morning that you rise 

from slumber's dreaming. 

 

Poetica:



. 
 

 

 
 
 

 Noël gastronomique. 

December 26, 2016 

 

Christmas dinner's done. 

I fell asleep in the chair 

now to do dishes! 

 

Poetica:

http://s019.radikal.ru/i604/1312/f8/8574eca2dae9.jpg


 
 

The Inn at the End of the Universe – 
Crocomania 
December 28, 2016 

Do you remember, Dad, when I was just little more than a toddler, a friend 

of yours gifted you with a baby crocodile brought home from Florida, as folks 

did in those less eco-conscious days. There were even rumors that New York 

sewers bred and teemed with gators that were flushed down Manhattan 

toilets and flourished on a diet of sewer rats. In any case, we kept it as a pet 

– I can't remember if we gave it a name or not... We kept it in a round ceramic 

tank in the back yard, fed it flies and insects and scraps of meat. Alas, it 

flourished and grew to the point where it chomped the hand of Joey Spoto, 

my neighbor kid playmate, who apparently tried to pet it, which, becoming 

Somewhere in the 1980s, in Santa Cruz, California, where I then made my 

home, I sometimes visited Many Hands, a kind of gallery shop for local 

artisans. One day in December, I was fascinated by a ceramic casserole in the 

shape of a gator and decided to buy it, not to cook in, but to put on my coffee 

known, created an outcry for its removal. 



table as a place to chuck little items that tend to clutter about, keys, 

matchbooks, pens, and the like. I brought it home. It was perfect. Then, I 

remembered that I had a tiny papier-mâché crocodile on my bedroom dresser 

which dated back to my childhood, so I put it alongside the larger casserole. 

Christmas came a couple of weeks later, and I was surprised with gifts of 

crocodiles, half a dozen of them, from friends who assumed I must be a 

collector. I placed them about the living room, one on the coffee table and 

several here and there, on cabinets and bookshelves. I had a chuckle, and 

thought nothing more of it, until my birthday in the second week of January 

swamped me with a similar number of crocs. Yes, crocodiles, not elephants 

nor owls nor the frogs and other beastie knickknacks that are so commonly 

collected. 

As time passed, they continued to accumulate and, I must admit, on occasion 

I have acquired some interesting ones on my own. The most recent got 

snatched up only a couple of weeks ago when I found a crocodile oil lamp in 

a secondhand shop in Finland for 2€50. This is a rather unique item, in that 

it has two wicks, one stemming from each nostril, no doubt to call attention 

to its relationship to that a fire snorting dragon. Such a one is pictured being 

slain by St. George in a Mount Athos icon hanging near my door. Were 

dragons actually gators equipped with bat wings? Willy-nilly, over the years 

I had become a collector to the point I felt it would be appropriate, when 

refurbishing my apartment, to have swamp grass painted on the baseboards. 

(I resisted that temptation). 

I hadn't realized that there were so many species of crocodile effigies, not just 

clay and papier-mâché, but Czech crystal, wire sculptures, plush toys, 

wooden puzzles. Not all were decorative or playthings. There were practical 

crocs that worked for a living, candles, bars of soap, paperweights, keychains, 



even some that used their dentures on the job, a stapler that sinks its teeth 

into paper, one that bites and removes bottle caps and one used to grab to 

pull al dente spaghetti from the pot. A neighbor friend even stuffed and sewed 

a calico beast that holds the toilet paper roll in my WC. 

Needless to say, over time my ears became attuned flashes of crocodile info. 

On a tour in Egypt, I learned at the Nile croc was the god of long life (though 

a passel of tourists were gunned down there a couple weeks later). An 

Indonesian student, who became a lifelong friend, informed me, on one of 

my visits to the tourist office on the ground floor of my hotel in Medan where 

she was working, that the crocodile (buaya in Bahasa) was sort of an 

equivalent to the "wolf" in my cultural slang, the guy who hits on women. I 

even found a book in Singapore dedicated to humorously exploring that 

behavior of the typical buaya. 

I haven't heard many crocodile jokes, but one that was quite a mean political 

poke stuck with me. It was related to the civil rights movement and legislation 

of that period when PC had not yet muffled ethnic and racial humor. Here's 

how it ran: It seems that President Johnson was taking a tour of the bayou 

country when he spotted two white Cajun "good old boys" in a boat towing 

behind them a Black man on waterskies. The president insisted that his 

entourage must meet and congratulate the trio for providing an outstanding 

example of interracial getting along. His aides arranged a meeting, but the 

Black man was not to be found. After the meeting and heaping praises on the 

two Cajuns, Lyndon went on his way, as did the two Cajuns. A few minutes 

later, one of Cajuns turned and remarked to the other, "Ami, that Mista' 

Johnson be a well friendly man, but he sho dunno nothin' 'bout trollin' fur 

gators!" 



Invited by Manny Cutrone, my classmate at Notre Dame, I recall a visit to 

Thibodeau, Louisiana where, asked to dinner, we were served delicious pasta 

whose tasty protein bits seemed to not be chicken, nor beef, nor pork, nor 

seafood. On inquiring, I learned that it was indeed gator. My follow-up 

question ran something like, "So you can get that in the butcher shop here?" 

Though my host insisted that you could buy it in various places, the tender 

one that I was chewing on was a relatively small fellow that, during a flooding 

rainstorm, had crawled up on her lawn. When she spotted it from the kitchen 

window, she ran out and dispatched it with a baseball bat and dismembered 

it for culinary purposes. 

What's it like to have a couple of hundred lizards planted in your abode? It 

became a population control problem. My solution? Insisting that every new 

guest to my digs walk off with a memento of their stay in the form of one of 

the beasties. This has reduced the infestation to some degree, but there are 

always new arrivals. I don't notice them much anymore, but occasionally 

visitors remark, sometimes with a bit of hesitation, "What's with all the 

crocodiles?" Then I tell my story. 

Finally last year, the crocodile became my official avatar when my best buddy, 

Walt Hopkins and I, collaborated on our magnum (for us) opus, Seven Ways 

to Lighten your Life before you Kick the Bucket, a book reflecting our efforts 

at sorting out life as we grew older. Walt became Kermit of Sesame Street 

fame and I adopted a grown up Schnappi from a German children's song. 

Here's Crocogeorge... 

 

 
 

http://www.amazon.fr/Seven-Ways-Lighten-Before-Bucket/dp/0993000282
http://www.amazon.fr/Seven-Ways-Lighten-Before-Bucket/dp/0993000282
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F44HRvn8tiA
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AgUwPyIeHTk
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