
I had never really considered what it would be 
like to have my picture taken by someone I 
didn’t know; I had only ever thought about how 
other people would feel in such an instance be-
cause I never thought.  I �gured that people 
would be uncomfortable, like they were on dis-
play for my viewing pleasure.  But then in India, I 
had a chance to experience what it meant to be 
the “exotic other.”  While leaving Gandhi’s crema-
tion site, I noticed an Indian family smiling at 
me.  Like an idiot, I grinned back and waved, 
trying to be friendly.  The family apparently 
viewed this as an invitation, because they sud-
denly surrounded me. The next seconds were 
such a blur that I really have no idea what all 
happened.  What I do know is that I was handed 
a baby, who became appropriately upset and 
started crying and squirming.  The baby looked 
at me and I at it, neither of us knowing what was 
going on.  The rest of her family was standing in 
front of me and her father took out his camera 
and snapped a few pictures before they once 
again descended upon me and took back their 
terri�ed child.
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