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Abstract
This paper will explain the ethnic, geographic, family,

and/or religious culture or cultures of my youth.  I relied
heavily on my own recollection of my upbringing and
several questions from senior family members. Using the
required reading material from chapters 1-3 of
Intercultural Communication Encounters as a guide, I
will provide an explanation. The information in the
assigned reading material provided me with a better
understanding of how the very words that we use are a
reflection of our own cultural backgrounds yet how all
cultures appear to have certain universal aspects in
common.
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MY ROOTS
The recollection of my upbringing is one of

happiness with being well cared for and loved.
Just like the majority of Americans, my family
origins are from Western Europe. It almost
appears as though my parents picked the
midpoint between the places of their birth’s to
raise a family of their own. Even though my
mother and father viewed the importance of
attending church very differently, religion was a
big part of my youth. I do like to believe that I
have gained the best of the culture that I have
experienced throughout my life.

Starting with my earliest memories of my
paternal family, I remember visits to rural East
Texas where my father was born and raised. My
father’s family name was derived from
“Sponheimer”, with forefathers from Germany.
He grew up picking cotton and working hard as
many did in his time, selling eggs and whatever
products that the family could sell at their small
grocery store. I remember the main event for the
adults when our family would get together was
a domino game called “42” that was played with
partners who became very competitive and
would often last until late in the evening. The
sense of “family” was at the center of it all, which

INTERCULTURAL COMMUNICATION

Noel E. SPOONEMORE1

1. Student, Southern Nazarene University, Oklahoma City, USA
Corresponding author:noelspoon@gmail.com

sadly, didn’t last long after my “mama’s” death.
The maiden name, “Wagner” is telling of my

mother’s German heritage with her grand
parents actually being immigrants from Russia.
They settled in the northwest part of Oklahoma
with the purchase of a claim from a fellow
railroad worker. Arriving with little more than a
healthy dairy cow and a growing family, they
went on to manage large crops. I do have dear
memories of my grandma’s apple pies fresh
from the oven.  However, it was my wild cousins
that introduced me, as a minor, to drinking beer
and fast cars, usually together.

My mother and father were married and
ultimately bought a house in the suburbs of
Oklahoma City where I was raised as a child
along with my younger brother and sister and
on occasion my older brother from my father’s
first marriage. Mostly I know of my
surroundings as a young child through photos
of the home based business which my father
successfully provided for our family along with
much help from my mother and most of the
family over the years. He worked very hard
throughout his life but he always managed to
make time to go fishing, often with the whole
family in tow. I may have been raised in the city
but we would often go out to property that we
owned outside of town to work on a large garden
and play in the dirt, thus at least preserving a
sense of being in contact with the soil as our
ancestors did.

I was baptized and raised as a Lutheran,
attending church regularly without my father
ever going with us. I always knew that he was
raised Baptist and have many fond memories of
attending my “mama’s” church and hearing
“Amazing Grace”. The fact that my parents had
different churches caused me some confusion
and led me to have some doubts. Even the fact
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that I had been thoroughly instructed and
confirmed into the Lutheran church as a
teenager, my doubts ultimately led to me not
attending church and even quitting my belief in
God. While not a practicing Christian for some
time, it was the values demonstrated to me by
my parents that helped me to remain a generally
good person. Ironically, it was the very loving
and caring words of a local Baptist preacher for
my father and our family as his life ended after a
long battle with cancer that helped me to begin
to once again seek God.

Keeping the broad range of what determines
our culture in mind, I think that I can now begin
to understand the ways that I have been
influenced throughout my life.  Even with the

differences in my parents families, there is much
commonality. Never angry with my parents for
their lack of religious unity, I’m thankful for the
questions it raised which eventually led me to a
deeper faith. The stories of my youth may not be
filled with great intrigue and adventure, but
nonetheless shaped me into the person I am
today, for better or worse.
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