Between cultures: living in-between.
By Yuliya Yurchuk
Despite the broad popularity of the word culture and the endless list of entries in all possible dictionaries and encyclopaedias, it is still difficult to say shortly what one means speaking about such a ubiquitous and all-inclusive phenomenon. I am not going, though, to go into details and ponder about the culture par excellence. We can easily take any of the tons of books grappling with the question and find thousands of answers and we will still have no fewer questions. I’d rather share my personal perceptions of the culture and how they change, if ever, when I encounter with other cultures. What does culture mean, how does it influence us and is there a way out of the in-between cultural space?
First idea that comes to my mind is that only through the encounter with a new culture I become aware of the culture as a whole. I even can feel the culture, I can hear its dialect, I can see its hues and I can taste its difference. An abstract notion of culture takes a palpable shape with distinctive features and characters. Some of them are so alluring that I want to make them my own. Sometimes I do so, through learning a language, through reading the literature, through friendship with people I care about. So I build my own space in a new culture. The new culture becomes partly mine. In some cultures my ‘space’ is large, in others it is very moderate, but still it is there. Everything depends on communicative and cultural skills and a feeling of personal attachment to the culture. 
Secondly, the encounter with a new culture gives a perfect perspective both on your ‘own innate’ culture and on the ‘other’ one. While living in my homeland (it is Ukraine) I perceived my difference on the individual level only. While travelling, studying and living in other countries I can see the difference through the multilevel scale. It is not only the difference I face, I also find many similarities. While communicating with my friends from Poland, India or Germany I can see that we share more common interests and common views than I have with my fellow countrymen. The distant view on my own country allowed me to see some problems in the country from the different view-point and to shape new unbiased opinion, however, difficult it seemed before. No doubt, new cultures influence your identification and change your personality. You never stay the same after encounter with new cultures, it always brings new experience, positive or not. The fact remains the same: you change. You are constantly moving to the space in-between, where you belong to a couple of cultures simultaneously. The mobility between cultures becomes your life-style. Your identity transforms into the ‘collage of fragments’ as Richard Sennett called it or into a ‘patchwork’ putting it by Heiner Keupp’s words. No surprise that after living in a foreign countries and experiencing new cultures you feel lonely and misunderstood when coming back home, where only a few people can share the same experience with you. You’ll surely need time to reintegrate.  
After living between cultures or I’d rather say living with/ in cultures, I can agree with Flemming Christensen who elsewhere wrote that in the postmodern society we do not have roots, we have feet. And I can add that on becoming aware of your feet you cannot pretend as if you don’t have ones. In building your patchwork identity in rapidly changing world you will also change. Once you start you’ll never quit. It seems impossible to come back from the in-between space. You’ll be caving for getting more rags into your patchwork. The end result is never clear, but the game is still worth playing. 
