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As I approach the completion of my college education, I am forced to look back 

on the past four years and evaluate the experiences I've had. Clearly, I am a much 

different individual than I was four years ago. Changes have taken place in every 

aspect of my being. Certainly, the major characteristics of my personality were 

already developed prior to my arrival at Ball State. My family, church, and 

community had shaped every aspect of my person. I was the product of 

Greentown, Indiana: a nice Christian girl, who was active in school and received 

good grades. These things didn't come about due to some great effort on my part, 

but were perhaps solely the result of the type of environment I grew up in. It was 

all I knew; and I naively assumed that most other girls my age who were growing up 

in other areas, were also striving to be "the perfect girl". Not that this type of 

environment was in any way negative- on the contrary, I feel I grew up in the perfect 

environment. But I soon realized, quite to my dismay, that everyone else in the 

world didn't share my conservative views and background. Where I grew up, we 

all shared the same opinions on must about everything. I had never been exposed to 

anything else. But that was then ... 

I wanted to go to Taylor University. This would've been an extension of my 

Greentown environment: small, protected, and a separate entity from "the real 

world". But, as it turned out, I ended up, somehow, at Ball State University 

(ranked number 12 on Playboy's list of the best party schools). I'll never forget my 

freshman year! My roommate had an entire wardrobe of alcohol-advertisement-wear 

(her mother manages a liquor store). I saw the whole of this campus as a huge 

commune for freaks of nature. Guys with earrings, girls with mohawks, drunks 

everywhere, and The Violent Femmes ringing through the halls ... This was a 

definitely a different world that Greentown! Gradually, though, I learned to accept 

people from all types of backgrounds. In fact, by the end of the year, my roommate 
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was beginning to think I had "a thing" for befriending "freaks". Little by little, 

although I fought it every step of the way, I was changing. 

Then came my sophomore year. During the fall quarter I traveled to England 

with eleven other Ball State students to attend Westminster College in Oxford. The 

summer prior to my trip, I nearly "chickened out" because I was terrified of leaving 

home. Fortunately, though, I decided to go ahead as planned. 

I remember the flight (the NINE HOUR flight!) from Detroit to London, 

Heathrow. So many thoughts were going through my head. I had few if any 

preconceived ideas of what my life would be like for the next three months. I had a 

very strange type of anticipation. Perhaps deep down I knew that, after my journey, 

I would never be the same. 

Indeed, the experiences of those three moths changed me more than I would have 

dreamed possible. I kept a diary during my stay, and it's amazing to see the way my 

attitudes changed from the beginning of September to the end of November. 

September 26. 1987 

I've been in England three weeks now and I"m sure they have been the best three 

weeks of my life. Our tour of England and Scotland was brilliant! Now we're back 

at Westminster College, which is situated on a hill overlooking Oxford. There are 

flowers everywhere and the grass is so green! It's a Methodist College, but there are 

virtually no rules against anything! "The whole atmosphere is so causal. I came 

back to my room after lunch one day and found purple flowers on my desk with a 

note from my tutor inviting me to his flat for "tea and chat". Unbelievable! Can you 

imagine such a thing at Ball State? Everything here is so personal. I love it... 

September 29 

I met an English girl today who moved into my house. They're so interesting to 

talk to! Most British people have this picture of Americans as a bunch of greedy, 
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obnoxious jet-setters. Why can't they see that we just take advantage of our 

opportunities? They are doomed to the social class they were born into, but it's 

easier for them to call us greedy, than to take a look at their own deficiencies in their 

"system". 

October 2 

Tonight at The Fishes (our favorite pub) we met a couple of British guys. They 

immediately began trying to make us angry! They were ripping on Americans for 

celebrating Thanksgiving, for entering world War II "too late", for "ruining the 

English language", etc. I usually just let it slide, but it happens so often. Why can't 

people here just accept me for who I am? They don't see me as a human being, but 

as an American. I never thought people would hold that against me. 

October 7 

We went to London again today. Can you believe it: I've figured out and utilized 

the tube! This merely proves that I can do anything I want to (the American Way!). 

Although I had a wonderful time today, I saw a lot of things that really got to 

me. Bag ladies, people living in the tube stations, lesbians, people tripped out on 

drugs, beggars, and people eating out of trash cans. It seems so much more real 

when you actually see it. How can people live like that? Even worse: how can 

society let this go on? How can people continue on their way to Han-ods after 

stepping over a wine-o in the subway? Doesn't anyone notice? 

October 28 (Continental Tour) 

We arrived in Amsterdam this morning. This city is really different. 

Everything's out in the open: drugs, prostitution, it's crazy! There are old buildings 

that are beautiful, surrounded by tacky sex shoppes and hash bars . .like a mixture of 

the old and the new ... 

October 30 



- Today we took a train to Berlin. What an experience! When we got to the border 

of East Germany, the DDR guys got on the train to stamp our passports. There was 

a really tall barbed wire fence at the border. Very eerie! When we got off the train in 

Berlin, the first thing we saw was a big cathedral with half the steeple missing ( it 

was blown apart when Berlin was bombed in World War II). A constant reminder! 

These people actually lived through the war. It wasn't just something in the 

newspaper. 

In the evening, we went to see The Wall at Checkpoint Charlie. It was scary. 

The West Berlin side was lit up with different colored neon signs and the East Berlin 

side was absolutely desolate. We went in a museum that told about all of the people 

who had been killed trying to escape of actually did escape. I can't imagine! 

It seems like those people are hostages or something. Shouldn't we be doing 

something to help get them out if they don't want to be there? I know it's not quite 

that simple. 

Noyember 1 

Today we arrived in Zurich, Switzerland. We're staying with Jill's pen pal. Her 

family has taken us in! They made us a lovely dinner tonight and spent the entire 

day showing us around! This little village is like something from a storybook. 

Mountains and little Swiss houses all around . .it smells like mountain air and 

fireplaces bunling. I love it! The Swiss people are more well-to-do than the 

English, although they maintain a quaint lifestyle. The convenience of home with 

the English hospitality- just the right combination! I could spend my summers 

here ... 

November 2 

It's been a week now that I've been in countries that speak languages I've never 

_ heard spoken before. My money is going fast (I have pounds, dollars, gulden, 
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marks, Swiss francs, French francs, and Austrian shillings in my purse right now!). 

I'm tired, my clothes need to be washed, my towel is mildewed, and my stick 

deodorant broke off today. I miss my family. I miss lots of things about home ... 

November 3 

We're finishing our tour in Paris. We stood in front of the Eiffel Tower for about 

an hour just so the fact that we are actually in Paris would sink in. 

Some of the parts of town we walked through today were bad- full of dirty places 

and pathetic looking people. It's so sad. It makes me just want to go home. I can't 

believe how lucky I am. 

Tomorrow we go back to Oxford. This trip has been the best experience of my 

life. I've learned so much. I've learned that the U.S.A. is the best! America is 

truly the land of opportunity. 

November 9 

I arrived back in Oxford today. I can't believe how much this place feels like 

"home"! It was so good to see all of my friends! I'm not homesick anymore. 

November 21 

Today Marcie and I spent our last day in Oxford with our two favorite blokes! 

We went to Christ Church College, they we went up in the tower of St. Mary's. 

There was an orchestra practicing, so we listened for awhile. It was nice! Oxford 

was brilliant today! Absolutely bustling with people, and the Christmas decorations 

were up. 

I am going to miss this place so much! This city is sO .. how can I describe it? 

It's so full of history, the buildings are gorgeous, and the grass is green. Lovely! 

November 23 

We flew out this morning. All of our friends got up to see us off. We all stood 

and cried. I am going to miss them all. It still feels like a dream. I'd like to go 
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home to visit, then return here. I miss my family, but I feel I have truer friendships 

here. My friends here have gone out of their way to accept me. They have taken me 

home to meet their families, fixed meals for me, and seem to genuinely care about 

me. We can spend time just being together. We don't have to be partying to have a 

good time. We have a commitment to our friendship, and even though they know 

I'm just passing through, they took time to get to know me. I know they'd do 

anything for me. At home, so many of my friendships are superficial. I'll miss the 

depth of my friendships here. 

I love England. People take time for important things such as family, friends, 

and flowers! Everything in America is so fact paced. No one takes time to talk, or 

to listen. Don't get me wrong, I love America. It's no doubt the greatest country in 

the world. I enjoy its prosperity, convenience, and certainly its opportunities. I 

wish I could find a land with the perfect combination of the qualities of England and 

America. Hence, my Utopia! 

What will it feel like to be home again? 

November 27 

I've been home for a few days now. It's so strange. I keep thinking, "It's 9:00 

now in Oxford, I should be down at The Fishes." I'm sort of in a daze. On the bus 

ride from the airport to my home, I experienced the strangest feeling. I kept gazing 

out the window, thinking, "It's so ugly here! The grass is brown, there are 

billboards everywhere, the houses and cars are huge, and everything is fast." I felt 

sick to my stomach, and I honestly wanted to tum around and go back to England. 

The culture shock coming back home was much worse than the culture shock going 

over. 

It was wonderful to see my family and friends, but no one understands. People 

say, "How was your trip?", but they don't care. Or I start to mention a really 
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special experience, and they smile and say, "Oh, that's nice." It's so frustrating. I 

know it's not their fault. They can't know all I've experienced. They can't know 

how much I've changed inside. I truly don't feel like I belong here. People freak 

when they see pictures of me in a pub. They don't understand- a pub is a place to 

meet with your friends to talk, relax, and keep everyday "traumas" in perspective. 

Certainly unlike a bar. 

People here still feel that people who don't look like them or act like them are 

somehow "wrong". People are prejudiced. That won't change, unless they 

someday, like me, are put into a situation where they are the minority and people are 

prejudiced against them. But for most, that will never happen. 

Many people- even here at Ball State- don't ever think beyond their own lives. 

They are honestly unaware of a world outside of the university. But they can't help 

it. They've never been exposed to anything else. I just think it's sad. When you 

know there's an entire world full of people, none of which are born into as much 

prosperity and opportunity as we are in America, it's hard to get too disgruntled 

over any trivial everyday problems. Maybe that's why my friends think I've become 

"ridiculously laid back". 

I've changed, and I like who I am now. Even if no one else can understand. 

Certainly many others have experienced similar self discovery in leaving home 

for a period of time. In Homer's epic, The Odyssey, Odysseus' son Telemachus 

also experiences a certain self discovery in leaving his homeland of Ithaca. Advised 

by the goddess Athena to go and search for news concerning the death of his father, 

Telemachus discovers many characteristics in himself that he was unable to clearly 

see while still at home. Just as I did, Telemachus gained a new understanding and 

appreciation of the heritage that made him what he was. 



-- Plato's writing display a similar idea. In "The parable of the Cave", an excerpt 

from The Republic, Plato describes mankind as living inside a cave. They are 

chained in such a way that the only things they are able to see are the shadows cast 

by objects behind they. Plato describes how certain members of society, through 

pain and struggling, can break free from the chains that bind them, and see the truth 

rather than shadows. The first steps away from the cave are extremely toilsome, but 

after a person has "seen the light", it is then difficult for him to return to his former 

state of being. Those who never leave find it hard to understand the new insights of 

those who have ventured from the cave. Leaving "home" brings these cave-dwellers 

a new understanding of the views they once knew, and an exciting desire to 

experience the world around them. 

Although I feel I've come a long way as a result of my college experiences, I 

know I'm not finished changing yet. Hopefully, throughout my life I will keep in 

mind the lessons I've learned. I know I'll always have a bit of the attitude I acquired 

in England. I never want to become so caught up in my lifestyle that I forget what 

life is really about. Wordsworth said it best in "The Tables Turned": 

Books! 'tis a dull and endless strife: 
Come hear the woodland linnet, 

How sweet his music! on my life, 
There's more of wisdom in it. 

She has a world of ready wealth, 
Our minds and hearts to bless

Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health, 
Truth breathed by cheerfulness. 

Enough of science and of art; 
Close up those barren leaves; 

Come forth, and bring with you a heart 
That watches and receives. 

I am so thankful for the blessings that a new perspective brought to my life. I 

wish others the same opportunity for self discovery. 


