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Response #4: Enculturation
	The process of enculturation is an individual one and one that takes a long time to occur.  I think of enculturation as informal schooling for one’s own culture—the way we learn about the clothes we wear, the food we eat, the languages we speak, and the parties we hold.  Enculturation is a process that has taken and will take me a long time.  I grew up learning to judge people by the clothes that they wear as well as the piercings and tattoos they have on their bodies.  “If they speak a different language around you, they must be talking about you” I was taught.  
	I grew up with a completely different culture than the one in which I now live.  I grew up in the Mormon Church and even became the president of the teachers’ quorum (this was a big deal for me because it meant that I was in charge of other teenagers—and they had to listen to me).  I lived in a fantasy world that I would reach self-actualization through attending church on a regular basis, reading my scriptures, and paying 10% of my meager earnings to “the church.”  Around October of 2009, I opened my eyes to the reality of my situation—I was being lied to.  My culture as a young child had taught me to be very judgmental and hateful toward those who didn’t go to church, and read their scriptures too.  I then initiated a process which I now call “re-enculturation.”  I decided to leave the church around February 2010.
	I lived in a state of rebellion for about 6 months while I was attending college and dealing with “issues” of homosexuality (as the Mormon Church called them).  My Mormon culture had taught me that I was hated by God for thinking that men were sexually attractive and that God would send me to the outer depths of hell were I ever to act upon those thoughts.  I decided to join the G.S.A. (Gay-Straight Association) called, “Coloring Outside the Lines” at Salt Lake Community College around this same time.  I then started to learn of a new culture that I had never encountered before—at least not in this light.  I felt so included, welcomed, and loved.   I learned that the gay culture (if it can be called such) is flashy, colorful, and very involved with many activities.  I soon became the president of this organization and held a position of honor, not power over those who attended weekly meetings.  Being president of the G.S.A. felt very positive and helped me to assist those who were “coming out” as well.  Juxtaposing my presidency of the teachers’ quorum in the Mormon Church and that of the G.S.A., I would say that I actually mattered and was making a positive difference in others’ lives in the latter; in the former, just wasting my time on monotonous and meaningless rituals.  
	This shift of cultures was very difficult for me to undergo.  I went through a period of my life where I became very suicidal and hateful toward my own family and God as well.  I had grown up “knowing that ‘the church is true,’” but realized early that in order to come to terms with my own identity, I would have to question that and eventually leave the culture that had long-stood as the foundation upon which my life had been lived.  It entered my realm of possibilities at that time that I would actually be happier outside of the church than I would ever be in it.  I felt as though I had lost my identity and that life was hopeless.  After speaking with many mentors and therapists, I started to love myself again and accept my homosexuality.  I became more open-minded, loving, and accepting of others.  I accepted God into my life again, not the Mormon God who is disposed to shun and condemn his children for wrong-doing, but the very living God who is loving, forgiving, patient, and the one who evokes peace, not shame. 	
I chose to re-learn culture and have participated in many different activities that I would have avoided being a Mormon.  I have gone to Gay Pride in Salt Lake, I have drunk alcohol, I have tried hookah, and have slept with men.  I am not at all ashamed of whom I am.  I am Nicholas Pell, an ex-Mormon, college-educated, culture-loving fag. 
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