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Vivir y Aprender en Argentina
Shamari Reid, Oklahoma City

Shamari Reid graduated from Oklahoma 
City University in 2012 with a double 
major in Education and Spanish. He 
received a Gilman Scholarship to study in 
Argentina and a Fulbright Fellowship to 
teach in Uruguay. This fall he is teaching 
Spanish at Mount Saint Mary’s High 
School in OKC 
 
Living and Learning in Argentina
Before studying in Argentina, I never 
concerned myself with the treatment of 
foreigners in the United States. I never wondered 
if they were enjoying my country. They were just 
simply here. I have to admit that while the majority 
of the time I was very kind and welcoming, there 
were also times when I was not. To me they were 
just like anyone else, any other American and 
should be treated as such...and then I became a 
foreigner in a foreign land.

For the first time ever I had to trust in and depend 
on complete strangers in order to survive. I had to 
take risks using a language that wasn’t my native 
one and hope that I would be understood in the 
way I intended. Everything was like walking on 
eggshells. I second guessed every word and every 
gesture in hopes that I wouldn’t offend or be 
misconstrued.  

On many occasions during my three months in 
Argentina, I could not stop thinking of the many 
people living in my country who took a risk to 
approach a stranger, perhaps just saying “hi” or 
asking for help, and how they are turned away. 
How as a whole U.S. citizens some times don’t 
exert any effort to communicate with others, 
particularly others who don’t speak English. We 
say we don’t understand and move on. Where 
would I be if the Argentines acted the same way? 

This question arose the moment I 
landed in Buenos Aires. My plane 
arrived late due to inclement weather 
so I missed the bus that was to take me 
and a number of other U.S. students 
to Rosario, the city I was to study in 
that is located 175 miles from Buenos 
Aires.

After being frozen in culture shock for 
about ten minutes, I was able to bring 
together every piece of Spanish I had 

learned to make a reservation for the next bus, due to 
depart two hours later. As I waited for the next bus 
an older man approached me and said “welcome.” I 
said “thank you.” Then I realized that the man had 
spoken English. 

It turned out that he was bilingual and would be the 
reason I reached the correct location and didn’t end 
up in some city in the north of Argentina populated 
by gauchos. 

After talking with my new amigo for two hours in 
Buenos Aires, then during the course of a five-hour 
bus ride on less than smooth highways, I finally 
arrived at the house of my host mother. 

As I unloaded my suitcase from the van, I said 
goodbye to the bilingual man, Juan, and thanked him 
for his help. He replied, “No need to thank me. I will 
help anyone in need--black, white, yellow, or red--
because we all, at the end of the day, are human.”

After my first week passed and I attended language 
classes, tasted mate (a typical  Argentine drink  that  
is kind of like tea and shared among friends at a park 
or in a cafe), milanesas (an Argentine dish that tastes 
and looks like chicken fried steak but can be made of 
beef, pork, or fish), took many taxi rides, attended a 
game of fútbol, and had asado (Argentine barbecue), 
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I realized that everyone in Argentina seemed to 
share Juan’s belief. 

The people of this country were nice to me 
everywhere I went. Argentines are patient, 
respectful, and other things I was told they would 
not be. I guess it is true what they say, sometimes 
you must try things for yourself and not always 
rely solely on the accounts of others.

Anyone who knows me can probably attest to the 
fact that I do not like to touch people at all. Hugs 
bother me, and I rarely like giving handshakes. 
These dislikes do not stem from disgust with 
people or security 
reasons, but it 
just makes me 
feel awkward 
when I have to be 
affectionate. That 
is, until I went to 
Argentina, which 
was a whole 
new world to 
me because they 
are a very affectionate people, and everyone is 
greeted with a kiss, often two—one on each cheek. 
Somehow in Argentina, this show of affection 
never made me feel awkward. It was as if it was 
something I became immediately accustomed to. 
Every time anyone greeted me in this way I felt 
like the exchange of kisses was genuine. 

After experiencing these greetings over an 
extended period of time, I started to feel special 
and loved. Then I thought about all the times I 
denied my friends a hug or some other form of 
affection and how unwanted they must have felt 
or how cold I must have appeared. Now I will hug 
and kiss anyone who is comfortable with such 
affection. I express my love always, because you 
never know which hug or kiss will be the last!

My study abroad program in Argentina enabled me 
to remove the word foreigner from my vocabulary 

The term citizen still exists in my vocabulary, but I 
have altered it a bit, not to be a citizen of a certain 
country but a citizen of the world. I realize that 
at the end of the day everyone just wants to live 
without struggle, and sometimes in order for that 
to be achieved, one must travel, experience other 
things, or move to other places. 

It is during such travels that we can gain an 
understanding for the struggles of others that are 
far greater than many of us will ever encounter in 
the U.S. It is through these experiences that we 
may gain an understanding for why “foreigners” 
work so hard to come to the United States. 

Through travel, 
the important 
things in life 
become clear. 
After seeing the 
world through the 
eyes of others, 
some things 
just don’t seem 
so important 

anymore.  Imagine how the world would be if all 
like-minded people stayed together in the same 
regions. 

Diversity wouldn’t exist. Differences wouldn’t 
exist, and advancements wouldn’t be made. We 
must travel. There is a big world out there, and the 
more of it we see, the better off we’ll be. 

I didn’t expect my study abroad experience to 
change my life or my perspectives about the 
world. I went to Argentina because I was a Spanish 
Education double major who intended to teach 
Spanish in an Oklahoma City high school. I went 
to Argentina to achieve fluency in Spanish. While 
my goal of fluency was achieved, my study abroad 
experience profoundly affected my teaching by 
making it authentic. Before studying abroad, I was 
preparing to teach a language and a culture that 
I had only interacted with through textbooks and 
through the accounts of others. 


