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culinary Art 
BY M ICHAEL REMINGTON 

A crowd outside stands in pandemonium 
Waiting patiently for a delectable treat 
New people come and go, some even meet 
And I'm standing in line just like all of them 
smells so exquisite, diverse, and pleasing 
My stomach grows impatient 
After the kind man at the window cooks the different meats in 
A plethora of spices for cooking 
Finally I arrive at the window of the humble cart 
1 stall as most of the dishes are from places miles and miles away 
The man in the window may not get much pay 
1 gaze at the structure and notice the different art 
This was the right place for me 
Every dish on the menu is someone's favorite afternoon meal 
Around noon is the best time for the deal 
The food carts in Portland are one of my favorite places to be 

Factoid: Portland has close to 700 food carts throughout the city. 

Discovering New Flavors 
in Portland Restaurants 

BY INDU SHANMUGAM 

When my family immigrated to the Pacific Northwest from India, the 
first notable differences were the language and food. The language bar
rier Wasn't that wide. Growing up in both India and Dubai, I attended 
English-speaking schools. However, as a person living in the Common
Wealth, the English that I grew up with was British-English spiced with 
some Indian dialect and regional flavor. 

When I came to America, I struggled with the accent. At first Ameri
cans sounded like they were singing in English. Then, I noticed different 
Phrases and expressions. I learned that "rubber" is not what you use to 
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erase pencil marks. My classmates wouldn't let that incident die and for 
a long time I got teased for asking someone for a condom. 

It only took me about three months to adjust to American English 
and learn the "Americanisms." I tried very hard to pay attention to the 
language, because I got tired of people noticing my accent and unfa
miliar expressions in English. The worst part was that even strangers 
would comment on it. It was awkward. As a kid, I wanted to fit in and 
hated constantly being reminded that I was different. I wished that I 
could hide. 

Then, there's also the unfamiliar food. I remember my second week in 
the school cafeteria and seeing the choice of sides behind the counter: 
one I recognized as green beans, and the other was yellow and looked 
crunchy or maybe not. I hoped the kid in front of me would order that so 
that I would know what it's called. But the kid just walked ahead. Staring 
closely, I was still trying to guess this mysterious side dish. Then, the lunch 
lady asked me what I'd like. I knew I didn't want green beans. Feeling like 
an idiot, I pointed at the foreign food and meekly said, "I'll have this." 

"Oh, tater tots." And she served it up and handed it to me. I discov
ered that it's actually not too different from French fries (or what we 
called "chips" in Dubai). 

While living in Dubai, I equated American food to burgers, Pizza 
Hut, and so on. I thought all the restaurants here would be McDonalds, 
Kentucky Fried Chicken, and pizza chains. There were times when I 
was riding in my parents' car and noticed that there seemed to be a 
fast-food-chain restaurant almost every block. Does this mean that 
Americans love to eat? (And this sounded like a wonderful generaliza
tion because I, too, love to eat!) But eventually, I realized that there is 
more to American food than fast-food joints. 

My sister and I liked going out to new restaurants with unfamiliar 
food and ordering something we didn't know to see what we'd get. 
Sometimes, we'd discover something delicious, and other times we'd 
discover things that we'd regret ordering. We didn't realize that the food 
we got in America was just as culturally diverse as the population itself. 

In Dubai, the most common restaurants were Indian, Middle East
ern, some French cafes, and American fast-food brands. But in Portland, 
we discovered Mexican, Cuban, sushi, and many other flavors of food. 
Back in Dubai, Latin American food wasn't well known. When we first 
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tried burritos, my parents wouldn't stop commenting on how weird it 
was to put meat and beans together in a chapatti (Indian term for a 
flatbread-like tortilla). Even today, after almost 20 years, my mother is 
still getting used to the idea. My sister and I liked it, though. It seemed 
practical. It's the kind of food you can literally grab-n-go and eat while 
walking somewhere or wanting to eat in a rush. 

The next item we discovered was tamales in Cha! Cha! Cha!, a restau
rant that has many locations in the Portland area. I went there with a 
couple of my friends who had suggested it. After the server brought 
me chicken tamales, my good friends said nothing. They got a kick out 
of watching me try to cut through the husk with my knife and fork. I 
knew something wasn't right and looked at them. Ana couldn't hold 
back her laughter and told me that I'm supposed to remove the husk 
before eating it. I laughed with them, but also added, "Cmon, do you 
want to scare me from Mexican food?" I'm sure they wouldn't want me 
to think that corn-husk is part of the dish. Tamales definitely has the 
feeling of comfort food. The spices are different from those in Indian 
food, but they give it a characteristic flavor. 

My next venture out was with Italian cuisine. I explored Italian dish
es like lasagna, spaghetti Bolognese, and tiramisu. One of my favorite 
places is Nona Emilia. It's a small, hidden spot tucked along TV (Tuala
tin Valley) Highway and 18S'h Avenue in Aloha. The first time I walked 
into this restaurant, I noticed elegant candles, beautiful paintings, and a 
lady at one corner sipping wine. The place would be perfect for special 
occasions or maybe dates. Their pizza and lasagna is the ultimate com
fort food and something to indulge ip. We noticed that the restaurant 
paid a lot of attention to every detail. 

Two years ago, when I visited my extended family, my 8-year-old 
cousin asked me about wanting to try sushi. My uncle commented that 
she seemed more interested in the sound of the name rather than the 
actual sushi. I asked her, "Do you know what sushi is?" She had no idea 
and wanted to know. "It is raw fish and vegetables rolled in seaweed 
and rice." As soon as I mentioned raw fish, she began to squirm, as 
though I just told her that sushi is made of worms. 

My uncle then scolded her to not react that way towards food. He 
told her about being respectful because that is what some people eat 
in other cultures. 
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I chimed in, "It's not as bad as it sounds. It's actually good. A little 
salty but.not that much different from the rice and curry you eat, but 
not.as sp1cy .or curry-like." Now when 1 think of it, 1 too may have react
ed like my n1ece when I first encountered sushi. 

I first stuck with "beginner" sushi of California roll before venturing 
~~t to other types. The only sushi I avoid is octopus; 1 can't tell whether 
~t s the tough texture or if I'm having a psychological response. Perhaps, 
Jt may not be that bad if I didn't think of it. I wouldn't exactly describe 
myself as a sushi snob, though. When I go out to eat sushi, I like restau
rants with conveyor belts that let you choose your own dishes and that 
have a laid-back atmosphere where I can relax with friends. 

In Portland I discovered Bamboo Sushi, which is the first sushi 
rest~ur~nt to be certified as a sustainable restaurant, meaning that its 
fish 1sn t farm-grown or over-fished in the sea. It's an order-from-the
menu place, and I go there for special occasions. In fact, 1 was taken 
there on a date. 

I ~nee took an international student from India to her first sushi. She 
remmded me of myself about 17 years ago when 1 first arrived in the 
States and was new to food. Her comment was, "Don't you find most 
food here bland? I guess you grew up here and are used to it." 

"Maybe .. . you should try it. I know that it's impossible to take the cur
ry away from Indians, but it's a good idea to give yourself a break from 
all .the spicy fo~d:" She laughed. I enjoyed the feeling of being a tour 
gUJde and explamrng to her each type of sushi and recommendations. 

She was enthusiastic and willing to try, but said, "It's not that sushi is 
~ad. I'm just not used to it. It seems that sushi is an acquired taste, and 
It take~ some time to adapt." I predicted that she'd learn to love it. And, 
I was nght. In two years, she loved sushi. 

As for lndi.an restaurants, whenever I miss the food 1 grew up with 
and am. not m the mood to cook, I visit some of my favorite spots. 
Chenna1 Masala in Hillsboro serves up both South Indian and North 
Indian cuisine. The dosas (rice crepes) were exactly what 1 remember 
from back home. Its lunch buffet is the best deal and lets you sample 
to your heart's ~ontent. The west side of Portland has many Indian 
restaurants. But 1f you do not want to drive that far, downtown is East 
India Company. 
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sed to miss shawarmas from Dubai, too. It's a street food with 
1 

bu ut into pieces and wrapped in pita bread with pickled vegeta-
lam c . · h · d 

d a creamy sauce One time I mentioned how muc I m1sse 
bles an · . 
h Shawarmas to a friend of mine from Oman. To my surpnse, she 

t ose . 
ld me about Ya Hala, a Lebanese restaurant on SE Stark, wh1ch has 

~~awarmas that remind me of the ones I probably had back in Dubai. 
Another Lebanese restaurant we visited was Marrakesh. 

What I like about Portland is the food culture; it's the right place to 
be a foodie-wannabe. Earlier, I would have not thought of going out 
to restaurants as a hobby. Where I come from, even though we have 
restaurants, hosting dinner parties was the norm. I remember how 
much work it took-usually with my mom hustling back and forth, 
stressed out over the details. Compared to hosting dinner parties, ex
ploring restaurants means no cooking or worrying about flaky guests. 

Instead, by going out to eat, you can experience new tastes of many 
cultures. Portland has restaurants with cuisine inspired by different 
parts of the world. It's an exotic foreign world fused with the Pacific 

Northwest. 

Factoid: Portland has the highest number of restaurants per capita of any 

city in the United States. 

Tastes That Make Us One 
BY GUIRENA SANTA CRUZ 

Many stories can be told, ~own, and remembered. And many 
have the magic to make yo'u fly, feel, and relax. But have you 
tasted a story? This story takes place in a building that was 
converted from a butcher shop to a restaurant. It's a Peruvian 
restaurant called Andina, where you will not only be delighted by 
the food but also transported to Peru at the same time. 

The history of this South American country can be found here. Wines, 
food, love, family, effort, and relaxation are few of the characteristics 
that make this restaurant unique. Two floors are available for us to 
observe, chat, and taste. More than three rooms await you to make 
reservations with the family or colleagues, and of course its bar cannot 
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