The very first thing that comes to my mind as I try to write about this summer school is that what might have seemed at the beginning (honesty is the best politics) another boring duty as a student, one of those activities one has to fulfill out of obligation, turned out to be (remember honesty…?) an exciting experience. Exciting enough to make 24 young anthropologists wake up every morning after a long night and walk the way to CCRIT. And this was a really tough job.

After a while, this “exciting experience” started feeling like a privilege. I felt privileged for being there and for being a part of what was going on. Maybe I should have warned everybody that this is a very subjective account coming from a person whose gender studies experience legitimates somehow a more “emotional” insight. Still, I am thinking of putting down some critics in order to preserve my rationality and objectivity (if any). Very briefly, these would be the structure of the daily program, sometimes perceived as too loaded and intense, the discussions with the professors that were not all at a similar standard (which is only natural in a way) and, as a self-critique, the fact that our group was not very coagulated as a whole until the end of the summer school.

But, I do want to emphasize that the best thing, at least for me, that this experience brought forth, beside memories and friendships, is a feeling of empowerment (well, the “gender studies background” hits again) that makes things seem easier and nicer even (or especially) when they are not. It is a kind of feeling (or state of mind, if you like) that the official system of education could not give me in 18 years of study. All I can hope for is to preserve this feeling and to give it forward to my students in order to make a change (or at least to refuse to put “another brick in the wall”).

                                                                     Petruta Mindrut
