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Turbanator: Religious Literacy
	The first day I walked into my Kindergarten class, I knew I was different. I mean, I knew I was different since the day I was born because there was a small, fluffy cloth that kept all my hair inside, on the top of my head, but I never felt any different than those around me till I started school. There were twenty-four pairs of eyes staring not at me, but what was on top of my head. “Why are you wearing a hat?” the blond girl sitting next to me asked. I replied by saying, “It’s not a hat, it’s called a turban.” “A turban… what’s that?” I did not really know how to explain the meaning of a turban or much about my religion at the time since I was only five years old. I went home that day and asked my parents for help and so, the learning process to my religious literacy began.
	My parents gave their first presentation about Sikhism, a religion originated in India, believed in one God and followed the teaching of the ten Gurus, to my Kindergarten class. Not only did the students learn about my religion, but I did as well. My mom showed children how to tie a turban by demonstrating it on me and explained the significance of the different articles of faith in Sikhism. I was given early exposure to advocating about my religion as well as giving general knowledge about it. I made so many friends among the students in the class after the presentation. I felt normal… just like any other kid in a classroom of twenty-five students. Practicing Sikhism had become much easier for me because other children understood about my religion as well as I understood where I came from and about my heritage in an early age. Just as I finally started to settled into school and feel comfortable about my religion, a tragedy occurred that shook my world and turned it upside down… 9/11.	Comment by Keerat Kaur: Added on based on peer revision
	I was in the first grade when I heard that two planes hit the twin towers in New York and I was shocked as to why and how it happened. I was only six years old so I did not understand what was really going on but kept hearing the word terrorists. What did I know that that word was going to be used against me? What did I know that people who I was once knew to be my friends, my neighbors, my fellow Americans, would soon turn against me? What did I know that every single person who walked past me would give me dirty looks, call me Bin Laden’s daughter, and flash me the middle finger as if it were a common gesture of courtesy? I was bullied, made fun of, mistaken to be Muslim, called names, and so were millions of other Sikhs across the globe. I felt ashamed and embarrassed to walk into public areas, go to school, or just be around other people.
This continued on for many years and I was in the seventh grade when I asked my parents, “Why do we wear the turban? Everyone treats me like an alien, a monster.” They responded by saying, “It is our gift from the Guru. It is our crown of commitment to God. It represents royalty, grace, and equality. In the times of the Gurus, only kings were allowed to wear turbans. When you choose to stand out by tying your turban, you stand fearlessly as one single person standing out from six billion people. We are born not to hide or fear, but to stand out.”  From that day forward, I felt an awakening inside me. I felt like I could do anything in the world because of the amount of strength and boldness wearing a turban and being a Sikh gave me. The talk that I had with my parents changed me because it taught me the importance of self-identity and reestablished the concept of never forgetting where I come from. 
 I began going to religious concerts, called smaagams, and camps in high school where I was taught even more about Sikhism. It was an amazing experience for me because I was around people like me, Sikhs. I learned to read different religious scriptures, sing spiritual hymns all night long, memorize various prayers, and attempted to write in Gurumukhi script. While all these things were hard and difficult to learn, I felt like I was growing intellectually and spiritually. I made many friends at these camps and concerts who were also Sikhs and people that I could relate to. I never felt like an outcast and was accepted by those surrounding me. I felt happy and overjoyed and thought, “Finally, I belong. I’m not an alien or a monster.” My Sikh peers, who I met at the smaagams, gave me guidance, love, and support and the learning experiences given by the head counselors from camp helped shape my knowledge of my religion and other Sikh principles. 	Comment by Keerat Kaur: Added sentence to expand on the emotional aspect of my journey to religious literacy. 	Comment by Keerat Kaur: Changed to present voice 	Comment by Keerat Kaur: This growth is to connect it to religious literacy. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The learning process to my religious literacy had finally been applied in my senior year of high school. I had made it a goal to incorporate some part of my religious background in assignments given to me by my teachers. For English, I wrote a paper on the fifth guru who was a martyr that sacrificed himself to protect Sikhs, who were being forced to convert to Islam. For sociology, I did a presentation on Sikhism and a speech about a freedom fighter that fought for Sikh Rights during the Sikh genocide from 1978 to 1984. In creative writing, I wrote poems about the injustices in India being done towards Sikhs, the cover-ups and killings from the genocides, and my Sikh identity. Many of the students in the class as I expected did not know about my religion or who I was. I was given the opportunity to research further into my religion, gain more knowledge and also teach others about my religion just as my parents did from the very beginning when I was in Kindergarten. 	Comment by Keerat Kaur: Added sentence based on peer comment about expanding about the students in the class.
All of these specific events that happened in my life shaped my religious literacy. From the simple presentation in Kindergarten, to the 9/11 attack, followed by the talks with my parents, and the trips to religious camps and concerts- each one of these events and learning experiences taught me more about my religion and where I come from. These events allowed me to learn, read, write, speak, explain, and eventually teach others my religious literacy and helped me add on to theirs. I enjoy telling people about my religion, the atrocities committed against the Sikh people till this very day, and the concepts of my heritage. It gives me the opportunity to tell others not only about my religion but also to remember where they come from, embrace who they are, learn to be strong and knowledgeable, and pass on their religious literacy so others can gain from it as well. I am proud of my heritage, of my religion, of my faith. I am a Sikh and I am different. And so, this is my religious literacy. 


et 03

e o ey Korganlos, oo vs .| st
ot b oy, ot sl e
B ——

My s ot S, et

Kb . oty e oot ot bl el

o —




