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torn down to make their coffins).
“Monks smoking cigarettes and hus-
tling tourists for money at Angkor
Wat made my skin crawl,” he writes. 

Yet Asma saw another Cambodia
too. “The quiet pride and gentle
humor of my kindhearted friend
Kimvan, who lost most of his family
to violence,” he writes, “or the way
my grizzled hotel owner saved a baby
who had been abandoned in the
street and adopted him as his own—
these experiences showed me a kind
of human dignity and care that can
be witnessed more readily where
people have lost a great deal.”

Asma keeps coming back to an
especially humbling experience. Like
many Americans, he’s skeptical of
authority and isn’t inclined to get on
his knees for anybody. But one day
Cambodia’s supreme Buddhist patri-
arch, Maha Ghosananda, came to
visit his class. Ghosananda lost his
entire family to the Khmer Rouge. In
1993 he risked his life leading a 16-
day, 125-mile walk for peace through
territory the Khmer Rouge still con-
trolled, and he subsequently led
numerous other peace walks. He’s
sometimes called Cambodia’s Gandhi
and arguably is working under worse
conditions.

For safety reasons, Ghosananda’s
visit to the institute had been kept
quiet, writes Asma, “but as soon as
he emerged from the van he began to
be recognized by other monks, nuns,
teachers, and laypeople. My students
dropped to their knees in a group, as
did the rest of the crowd that was
now gathering in the driveway of the
institute. Some of the older Khmer,
those who had lived through the hor-
rible years of violence, began to weep
quietly, and some sought to touch his
robes or help him mount the
stairs. . . . Never had I seen such a
spontaneous, unstaged outpouring of
admiration and gratitude.”

Asma sees Ghosananda as tran-
scending the divide between philo-
sophical and cultural Buddhism,
though he’s quick to point out that if
Ghosananda is something of a
Buddhist saint it’s “not because he
performed a miracle, but because of
his integrity, his nonviolent resistance
to these oppressive forces.” He was so
in awe of the man that when someone
introduced him to Ghosananda as a
teacher of Buddhist philosophy he
was mortified. “I got a very weird feel-
ing from this introduction,” he says,
“like I had just learned the C Major

scale and somebody introduced me to
Mozart as a music teacher.”

Asma’s trip shifted his assumptions,
a change he’s willing to call a spiritual
awakening. Maybe the next time he
meets a new age Buddhist at a party
he’ll have something to share.   v

Wake-up Calls

Reclaiming 
the F Word
It took a couple bad
breakups and a documen-
tary film class for Therese
Shechter to rediscover 
her values.
By Cara Jepsen

F ilmmaker Therese Shechter
usually waits a few dates before
she tells men about her new

autobiographical documentary, I
Was a Teenage Feminist, which will
be screened this weekend at Chicago
Filmmakers.

“I sort of have to pick the right
time to tell them I’ve made this film,”
says Shechter. “I told one man about
the film and he said, ‘Oh, are you a
feminist?’ I said, ‘Yeah, aren’t you?’
He didn’t call again, so I e-mailed
him. He said, ‘I really dig you, but I
don’t think I could date a feminist.’”

Shechter, who’s 43, wasn’t always
so quick to call herself one. Her doc-
umentary, a 67-minute video that
examines how the term’s connota-
tions have changed since the 1970s,
is a result of the process that got her
comfortable with the word again.
“What happened to this movement
that changed people’s lives, and now
it’s a bad word?” she says.

In 1974, when Shechter was growing
up in suburban Toronto, Marlo
Thomas’s popular TV special Free to
Be . . .You and Me had a big influence
on her. “That was a time that made me
feel really empowered,” she says.
“Nothing around me made me feel that
way when I started to make the film.”

The video starts with a voice-over
of Shechter saying she hadn’t
thought about feminism in years.
“What happened to my feminism

[snip] The last word on Dick Cheney. “It doesn’t matter whether he takes Amnesty
International seriously,” says William Schultz, the organization’s director. “He doesn’t
take torture seriously, he doesn’t take the Geneva Convention seriously, he doesn’t take
due process rights seriously, and he doesn’t take international law seriously.” —HH

Boutique of the Week

W hile visiting a friend in Seattle five years ago,
Margaret Jung bought her first pair of
Cydwoqs (pronounced “sidewalks”), leather
shoes handmade in California. They were $170

on sale—“the most money I’d spent on shoes in my entire
life,” she says. But after wearing them at her catering job—
where she was often on her feet for 12 hours at a stretch—
she found they were worth the money. “They were more
comfortable than anything else I had,” she says. “I didn’t
have any leg or back fatigue.” She wanted another pair, but
couldn’t find anywhere in Chicago that carried them. So she
decided to open her own shoe store—Traipse, at 4724 N.
Lincoln, in Lincoln Square. Besides Cydwoqs Jung carries
styles for men and women by Lisa Nading, Camper, and
Giraudon, all lines that fall in with her philosophy that shoes

should be both comfy and cool. There are no stilettos at
Traipse, but there are chartreuse kitten heels by Lisa Nading
and strappy cork wedgies by Farylrobin. The store, which
opened in 2003, stocks 75-100 styles at a time and is popular
with fashion-conscious Lincoln Square folks, but Jung says it’s
been a tough road. “At first I had only 30 different shoes to
choose from. People would come in and say, ‘Is this all you
have?’ And I’d say, ‘Yeah, this is all I have—but what I have is
really great!’” She dreamed about shoes every night during
the store’s first year. “I would dream that I couldn’t get shoes
that were supposed to be coming in, or they’d be shoes that I
needed to try to find for my store because a customer had
asked for them,” she says. “I was like, ‘If this goes on I’ll just
have to close my store.’ Now I only have shoe dreams every
once in a while.” —Heather Kenny
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continued on page 26




