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Foreword

Paul Rabinow, in a suggestive phrase borrowed
from Paul Ricoeur, sums up the problem of interpre-
tation and the problem of this book: “the com-
prehension of the self by the detour of the com-
prehension of the other.” Most of the book, quite
rightly given its aim, is concerned with the enorm-
ous difficulties and complexities involved in the
comprehension of the other. Only allusively do we
see that the project of the comprehension of the
other has been motivated by a profound perplexity
about the comprehension of the self. Here 1 speak,
as does the author, not of the personal, psychologi-
cal self, but of the cultural self. Much of the best
work in anthropology (as in sociology and psychol-
ogy) has been motivated by a deepening sense of
that perplexity. Perhaps the most poignant thing
about this book is that by the penultimate chapter it
becomes clear that the author (speaking for the cul-
tural, not the personal self) does not have a “my
culture” to complement the indubitably “your cul-
ture” of even the most modernized Moroccan vil-
lager. In consolation for that desolating realization
we are offered just a glimpse of the idea that having
lost a traditional “my culture,” the modern Western
intellectual has available the totality of cultures for

personal appropriation. That, of course, is what the

ix
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Foreword xi
know that field data (or any other kind of data in the
human studies for that matter) are not Dinge an sich
but are constructs of the process by which we acquire
them. But here we see beautifully illuminated that
process at work.

I particularly admire the way in which the author
can reveal just so much as we need to know of his
personal feelings and judgments without ever ob-
truding parts of himself that are not relevant to the
process of cultural understanding. Rabinow not only
shows a degree of being at ease with himself that
many of us lack, he also makes the important point
that knowing in the human studies is always emo-
tional and moral as well as intellectual. The emo-
tional honesty that anyone who has ever worked in
the field at once recognizes should alone recommend
the book to the anxious anthropological novice. Even
more important is the unselfconsciousness about the
moral dimension that I take to be the most valuable
contribution of the book. Fieldwork, like any investi-
gation in the human studies, involves constant valu-
ation and revaluation. Many of us, frightened by

Weber’s contempt for those who use the lecture plat-

form for political or religious prophecy, have forgot-

ten that value neutrality had for Weber a very specific
and a very confined meaning, namely the obligation
not to let our value predilections dictate the results of

our research, and that it was itself a moral norm, a

tenet in the ethics of scholarship. What is dangerous

is not the presence of value judgments—they can be
found in almost every line that Weber wrote—but
only those judgments that remain beyond the reach
of critical reflection and are not subject to revision in
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! hereby atjudp™ with whom Rahn‘ nd that tells us that the journeys we must now take must
d, The Moroccan®s = tificers of the ¢ I“’W g0 farther and deeper than any that have gone be
: s not © ly fellow ar ” " the Ultura) fore. In any case we remain in the author’s debt for
wurkt‘d We :"“, ﬁcldW"rk me_i_u“"h'l ht y ”_“'“' alsg showing us so much with such simplicity and such
prn'-']“"t "_h" .achers in what it is to be human, aq 1, prace
in part his ll't ot theirs. ) . Robert N Bellah
was, toan e " “' one other barrier that this modegy
There is fina :r d"wn__thc barrier between schg.
At

pook helps t© l;.“_ 1f the author has reminded

larshiP 30 that a fact is, etymologically, something
quite ritr,hHY : " we may be forgiven for pointing oyy
that is “ma Lk word poiesis means ‘‘making” ang
that the Grtt_r' 3 “maker.” But the materials of the
that the E:::‘l much facts as symbols and narratives,
yet are NOL!

or rather facts
rali\-'l'-‘i- Iﬂ the

that are themselves symbols and nar.
human studies to duny1 anyhnm-tig
- rratives is to reduce humay
e sy:lt:‘::;ﬂ;‘;’ngi rfu:titm to motion. Rabinu\;
g o L {a that mistake. The symbols, those out-
e put ma’nbmaking moments that concentrate the
bmk,ng t:!f-ithu tale, and the narrative structure itself,
mﬁ:ﬁ"%ilow.« one of the oldest of all mythic
:‘vnarins, the journey of the hero on a dangerous
;ﬂi.‘i!-iiﬂl’l and his successful rf:tu |:n, provide T}\‘ut‘h of
what is cognitively illuminating in ihtt btm.k. The d(
parture from the traditional structurc 15 as instructive
as the recapitulation of the archetype. In legend the
hero returns home and lives happily ever after. In
this book, as we have seen, the hero returns to an
even deeper doubt about the very meaning and exis-
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Introduction

I left Chicago two days after the assassinabior of
Robert Kennedy., My apartment in Chicago was
practically bare. I had finished pac king and had soid
most of my furniture, leaving only the bed and 2
coffeepot. 1 had been mildly anxious about leavin

but the news of the murder had buried those feelings
under a wave of revulsion and disgust. [ left Amernica
with a sense of giddy release. I was sick of being 2
student, tired of the city, and felt politically impo-
tent. I was going to Morocco to become an anthro-

o

E

pologist.

I arrived in Paris in June of 1968, several davs after
police had cleared the last students from the faculty
' of medicine. In the wake of the uprising 1 found the
streets nearly empty, and ripped-up walls covered

with political graffiti. I attended several meetings in

the courtvard of the Sorbonne, but it was too late, the

revolutionary momentum had crested. Leaflets
urged people not to leave Paris for their vacations.
The capital was empty, broken, worn. I met a girl—
part Indian, she said—who was running away from
her home in Arizona. As we wandered by the'Seine,
the war-like atmosphere and uncertain future made
me feel like a character in one of Sartre’'s novels, very
existential. Two days later [ had my hair cut, took the

bus to Orly, and left for Morocco.
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In the graduate anthropology department
hicago, the w orld was divided nto
two categories of people: those who had done
fieldwork, and those who had not, the latter were not
“really” anthropologists, regardless of what they
knew about anthropological topics. Protessor Mircea
Eliade, for example, was a man of great erudition 1N
the field of comparative religion, and was respected
for his encydopedic Jearning, but it was repeatedly
s_treﬁsed that he was notan anthropologist: his intui-
tion had not been altered by the alchemy of

fieldwork.

[ was told that my papers did not really o
cause once I had done ﬁzfd work they \33;\11‘?;::&1%1-
cally d:ffererjlt. Knowing smiles gre:eted the acerbic
lr;e::a(r]lfu,thw]-uch_ gradu:fte students made about the
e :gry }n Cfertam of the classics we studied;
ﬁeldworker' u: were ‘told, the authors were great

cidwo f's"' t the time, this intrigued me. The
2 of initiation into the clan secrets was s.educ-

tive. I fully accepted the dogma

at the

University of C
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responseé I roce | thought about it when | War;
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t diaries, ; ;
Dung'th[ﬂfl:re really other things which are more
know

irnpo‘rta]t;:)f0 k is an account of my experiences in
Thex so an essay about anthropology. |

Mo h.ie'dl:(:sb:eak through the double-bind which
::::edeﬁned anthropology in the past. As graduate

that “anthropology equals ex-
Stufien::u‘.rv;oa:ea:gliot an anthropologist until you
havee';he ;xperience of doing it. BI:lt w.hen one re-
tums from the field, the opposite _:mmedlat?ly
applies: anthropology is not the experiences which
made you an initiate, but only the objective data you
have brought back. B .
One can let off steam by writing memoirs or anec-
dotal accounts of sufferings, but under no cir-
cumstances is there any direct relation between field

reat
u Sy’

Introduction

activity and the theories which lie at the core ot the
dm‘ipilnv In recent vears there has been a mmnor
flurry of books dealing with the question of partici-
pant observation. These books have varnied a great
deal in keenness of perception and grace of style but
they all cling to the key assumption that the field
‘.\}{k.”,.““. itself 1s basically M-p.lmhiv from the
mainstream of theory in anthropology—that the en-
terprise of inquiry is essentially discontinuous trom
its results

At the risk of violating the clan taboos, | argue that
all cultural activity 1s experiential, that fieldwork 1s a
distinctive type of cultural activity, and that it is this
activity which defines the discipline. But what
should therefore be the very strength of
anthropology—its experiential, reflective, and cniti-
cal activity—has been eliminated as a valid area of
inquiry by an attachment to a positivistic view of
science, which | find radically nappropnate in a field
which claims to study humanity.

The problem of the book is a hermeneutical one,
and the method I employ is a modified phenomeno-
logical one. T have striven to keep the use of technical
terms and jargon to an absolute minimum, but it
seems only fair to give some signposts for the path |
have attempted to travel. Thus, following Paul
Ricoeur, 1 define the problem of hermeneutics
(which is simply Greek for “interpretation”) as ““the
comprehension of self by the detour of the com-
prehension of the other.”* It is vital to stress that this
is not psychology of any sort, despite the definite

*Paul Ricouer, ““Existence et hermeneutique," P- 20, in Le Con-
flit des Interpretations (Editions Du Seuil, Paris, 1969).
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Gefrou lie the Middle Atlas Mountains, which are
now dry and largely deforested. A S€TI€s of “-)Ckyt;
sparsely populatud hills and plateaus lie to the sout

of Sefrou and lead to the mountains proper. Sefrou
itself is located within 2 narrow piedmont which cir-
des the lowest edge of the mountains and which 15
marked by a series of large springs which water siz-
able gardens, orchards, and olive groves. The
Moroccans call such an ecological niche the dir—
literally, the “breast.” This niche follows a series of
geological faults along the edge of the mountains. As
one follows the line of the dir, one also follows a line
of well-watered, climatically favored, and prosper-
ous towns, Sefrou is such a town.

Because of its location Sefrou has served as a mar-
keting and commercial center for the tribes in the
surrounding region. In addition to the farmers who
work the gardens of the oasis, and the merchants, it
has traditionally had a large and active population of
artisans. Sefrou has also had, as far back as the ninth
century, a dynamic Jewish community which has
often served as a link between the urban community

h this fertile countryside.

throug \ e
I?ushne‘ss; of the city of ?efruu as it
is hidden from view as one
W sornewhat
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Remnants of a Dying Colonialism 11

Richard, the owner of the hotel, the patron. Yes, he
did have a room; in fact he had ten, would 1 follow
him? Which shall it be, he mused, and a gentle
charade began, although its hollowness and pathos
were apparent from the start. Richard later showed
me to one of the ten tables, holding the chair for me
and graciously informing me that there was only one
menu,

The next morning, my fourth in Morocco, | had
coffee and bread in the courtyard of 1'Oliveraie. It
must have been lovely in carlier years. There was an
enclosed garden with a grillwork from which vines
once grew, there were metal tables which once
shined, and there was Ahmed, the wailer, impecea-
bly groomed, who might have served (or so Iimag-
ined) tables of French families preparing for the tasks
of the day ahcad. I was alone, It was already getting
hot. Ahmed brought me the brown carthenware cof-
fee pot with a polite, pscudo-French bow, refused
my overtures, and moving swiftly, left,

How cthnographic. In Morocco only several days
and already I was set up in a hotel, an obvious rem-
nant of colonialism, was having my coffee in a gar-
den, and had little to do but start “my” fieldwork.
Actually, it was not exactly clear to me what that
meant, except that 1 supposed I would wander
around Sefrou a bit. After all, now that I was in the
field, everything was fieldwork.

Whistling, moving his portly frame with speed
and grace, Richard appeared from behind his
jalousie doors, wished me “bon appetit,” and
handed me a tourist card to fill out. He was some-
what surprised that I was American. He was sure, he
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prolessions ranging from mechanic to '|--\'.-|l|-!_'-|
I'he lack of the usual French reserve and ho tility was
startlingly indicative, I mused, either of a transforma
tion of French culture once it left France or an intense
loneliness on Richard’s part Here it was the loneli-

ness which prevailed. It quickly emerged that he was

a Parisian managui

I'he expectations his family of col-
onels and doctors had placed on him was too heavy

to bear, and so he had left them to wander through
an existence of assorted lower-middle-class trades.

He was also a failure historically; he had arrived in
Morocco a generation too late. The first wave of
French immigration to Morocco occurred in the late
1920s, and brought mainly farmers and military men;
the second wave, mainly functionaries, arrived dur-
ing and shortly after the Second World War. Obvi-
ously, there was a sharp difference in outlook be-
tween the older colon population and the newer ar-
rivals. The “old Moroccan hands,” les vieux Maro-
cains, as they were called, had a more personal con-
tact with the Moroccans themselves. Particularly in
the Sefrou region, where they had established the
first mechanized farms, they often knew Arabic,
: . : ked closely with their Moroccan workers, and
Richard at ease in the Oliveraie, wor

Bt 2 Satvon were not cloistered in French ghettos. Their pater-
the last French ba :
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. they sgnew’’ the Moroccans ang rod,, ey
f.lrm“:‘,jnpd them, they would work w
‘y'::'uim ression that Richard could h"lvpl'ﬁ I
these farmers, small entrepreneurs, ang t_., ad
all-trades: In any case, the remnants of thig Jacky,
ity by and large€ accepted him. ‘ Oy,
But Richard came (0 M(:rtacm in 1950
e different group of immigrants, These Part Of
wcains as they were contemptuoy ;I”Hbl"qu
inly in the great colon centers of (_‘S 4 ("'ﬂlvdJ
and Meknes; they almost never knew Arah‘-fhlﬂn('
had little or n© contact with the M('r"ccanab' . ﬁn;
pusiness hours: They saw themselves mn” Oltsjg,
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way of life. By the e.arly fifties over 80 pcrcethmn
French population in Morocco was living j of the
cities. Moreover, they were mainly gov: Majg,,
functionaries. The percentage of fun Ctionar-m"“fnt
even higher than in the mother country, Th;es Wag
not to sustain their presence for very long. Y Were
Richard sought the earlier identity but wag
come by the later one. He arrived when OOVer..
tunities for the average Frenchman were dpplor_
down, not opening up- Instead, he confmnt;;ln
jctive antagonism between the French and Mg an
.an communities. Richard was too weak to esca roc-
esist it. He found the now hardened lines beh}:,e or
he two communities t00 political to cross. Alth ojea
is personal dealings with the French communitygin

(orocco were always painful for him, he never
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he first cottled, and by his wife, an Algenan colon
He was sup

{ of her rac 1al super ity
y fledghng efforts to learn Arabic He
thods, encouraged me and then
would dnft to a reverie about how he she wauld have
arned Arabic when he first arrived, how 1
do, but hélas, his duties just wou

who boasted
purhn' of m

asked me about mt
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still be the thing to
not permit it. Rich
colonialism, excep

lier rewards.
Each morning Richard revved up his 195
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ard was truly a remnant of a dying
t that he had never reaped the ear-

2 Ford
and roared the kilometer and a half into Sefrou to
pick up his supplies. As there were almost never any
guests at IOliveraie this amounted to provisions for
himself and his wife, the newspaper (Le Petit Maro-
cain), and some wine. Except for a little passing con-
tact with the storekeepers and exchanges of pleasan-
tries with officials, Richard’s world was restricted to
the wino cab drivers, his wife, and two or three old
E‘r;n:l:eo;gfslwho accepted him as an equal. These
ple who had been in Morocco for forty
years and had made niches for themselves as handy-
men or storekeepers. They respected the Moroc-
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o

16 11y en retraite, both retireq
fived e’:ﬁ:ﬁm);orary France. There y,
retreat fﬂ?'l'l‘ﬁ.l gnarledr .OId Frenchmen ket
dett? W'tlh ; 59353 (}’: INCreag
i obser" onificantly eroded his v,

Richard . each los:a?;g&at the worst of the Par:!-:i
has often e:with it, and this was certain]y i
culturé is oung French residents | knew o

case f lhfﬁ)_’ance one may choose between dojp
Moroceo: Int o SOME alternate civilian servics
" the ex-colonies. I}/!orocco had a Severe
overseas I reachers for its bilingual school syster:
shortage Of f‘ ‘orced to import large numberg o
bee to sustain it. Each year, the"(’-'fore' X
couples arrive in Sefrou to perform jtg

" They are largely young bourgeo;
s m:cyo to avoid the barracks and t;

tasies not feasible for them in France,
They can afford villas, complete'w:th gardens and
Y Of equal importance is the fact that in
ﬁworgm they can dominate. They d.ominate the ser-
vants, whom they treat with the obhgatory patroniz-
" condescension; and they dominate their stu.
:‘fms whom they perceive as culturally inferior and
not h—;ﬂy worthy of the luxury of hope. W1thiq their
own community they observe the old social distinc-
tions and hierarchies of France, but with a new twist:
now they can play the leading roles.

Accordingly, they dominated and despised
Richard. There was a prescribed ritual which was
reenacted each year with a painful and predictable
regularity. As the new couples arrive in Sefrou they
stay first at L'Oliveraie while their affairs are being

anqd
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 Ghortly they learn from more seastlmed

zg:::gr;:"lm that{’OIinaie is beneath them socmﬂyr-l
At first, talking with Richard seems natural enoug
to them; he is an old hand, and he is French—one of
their own in this foreign setting. Richard would re-
peat the same tired formulas and dequalely try to
create a relationship. There would be glimmerings,
at times, but it never seemed to materialize. After
these young couples had moved to the villas they
might return to I'Oliveraie once, perhaps even twice,
with their new acquaintances, but never more. The
cirde would dose in the fall, as the new arrivals were
ingested into the little community and told simply
that Richard was “‘un pauvre type.” His world was
soon as impossibly distant from theirs as it would
have been in Paris, except that in Sefrou there was
little else for him.

Ironically enough, Richard began each fall with
warnings about the Moroccans, their unpredictabil-
ity and irrationality. He was trying to please, no
longer knowing himself whether he believed his own
stories, but feeling that the stories would fit the pre-
conceived ideas of his new audience. In the first
weeks they succumbed to their fears. Once settled in,
however, such crass indulgence changed rather
quickly to a more insidious rhetoric of “’objectivity.”
They were there to educate the Third World.
ek e Mamrs, S . By e

" » exciting, and intriguing. But les indigenes
simply could not do arithmetic. Despite the French
efforts, the students just did not seem to learn. They
were sympa but inferior. Richard was merely inferior.

Richard was actually quite lucid about the nature
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0O,
of his situation, but he g " f
clmnginy:; it. He wmi'i'n“t';’l‘(’:"’::tlluu_q n oy
wrong time. The hotel’y declin .“n;; Posjy
he lost on the hotel, the m(;r‘(; fed itse)p
shunned him, the more the m,{lh{_. ung,
refused his company, and the YCcan ll.mq-F
becarrte on the near alcohgljc nore de, 0N
ostracized even by thejr own co 8, v Ry
one more of his circle died. The munitY- an Werg
more strained his smijle becam, more he
he clung to the new arrivals th o e
them away. Colg s

_a nialism vy
colonialism was taking its lacaS B ang '€
I encouraged hi g o
ged him to talk, ang he
spent many hours during thoge ﬁrs‘: E;Z

tening to his stories. I was fluent in F
ren,

entrée was immediate. The an
t!"le situalation were also idea?t}-g: tcl:]?l pPSSihmt?’i‘Suz
hF)n. I did not conceptualize it thjg weclmg in&’“rla-
ning, and for this reason (among oth o 2t the beg :
tematically pursued this sity ik

2 Never
- ation, ys-
Morocco intent on studying rura] re]lj l_‘ad Come

tics. It seemed

gion and poli-
RiFhard about his past. One

OVerjn
w Weel)(:ldfl_

self-indulgent to be chatting iy
Must be Problen,

seem. Further, one pnesumabl?runu‘lsi:ds tg:i mlght

matized by the local Muslim communi e

ty.

' Actually, I had been in a rather ideal "anthropo‘mg-
1::3] position. I was fluent in the language, familiar
with the culture, concerned with related issues, yet
unguestionably an outsider—all by the fourth dayin
the country. With Richard I was not in 2 position of
dominance or one of submission. | had access it

[#
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Richard as well as the younger French. The whole
structure of the relations between them was easy to
formulate and the needs of the various parhc:paflls
were such that they were in search of an outside
observer to whom they could recount their troubles
and reflections. | was in no position to threaten them,
or to offer direct economic or political assistance. In
retrospect, this climate was ideal for anthropological
inquiry. At the time, its very ease and accessibility

seemed to discount its potential value. Surely field-
work required more toil.

The stillness of the hot afternoon, some two and a
half months later, remains clearly in my memory. So
does the emptiness of I'Oliveraie and the gloss of the
wooden bar and its brass rim. Richard and I were
chatting quietly with long pauses between remarks.
He was in his habitual pose, bent over the bar, chin
resting on his palm, as if preparing for an'arm-
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tectorate was otficially procdamm 1
the complete pacification of the tribes was not ac-
complished until the mid-nineteen thirties. Thus
coincided roughly with the beginnings of the urban
nationalist movements which led to independence
for Morocco in 1956. The celebrated Marshal Lyautey
attempted to make Morocco into a progressive model
of colonial administration. Under his leadership the
cities of Morocco were not to be altered by the French
commerdial, colon, and administrative presence. In-
stead, new cities, Villes Nouvelles, were to be con-
structed alongside the older towns. Throughout
Morocco one finds sometimes immediately adjacent
(as in the case of Sefrou), sometimes several kilome-
ters distant (as with Fez or Marrakech), a European
city symbolized by the governmental buildings,
municipal parks, and broad avenues. Cities like Fez
and Sefrou still have no automobiles in the medina,

and the visual effect is one of two civilizations living
epochs apart, alongside one another. The symbolism
is deceiving;

the social and cultural reality is quite
another story,

The Ville Nouvelle in Sefrou lies on the
above the medina on land which was formerly or-
chards and gardens. This land belonged to the
people of the Klaa, a somewhat isolated quarter of
the medina. This quarter has a population density of

slopes
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\ately 1300 people per hectare
:!‘:E:::I‘:‘:"d“ a \)‘;htlle, the ﬁglll'e is dOSer to 11[%1' tl'le
Ville Nouvelle has a density of 12 people Perhe. The
It is not entirely pOP_lllated by the Wealthy' howctal.e.
come 50 percent of its residents were categq rizsveri
lower class in the 1960 census. _TheSe e eid as
former landuwnc_ers from the medina whe : }he,
their rights, relatives who have moved i Withamed
successful cousins, or servants. But the "\’Ea{rti.l%
and more powerful citizens of Sefrou live therg er
The cultural tone is set by the French POpulat;, ;130_
we have seen, it is here tl}at most of the “coq Eral'-‘A,s,
settle in and play out their haute _bourgeois fa“tasi's
Their neighbors are the wealthier Moroccang W‘:f;
have adopted European patterns of dress 5, i
meanor. .

My first Arabic teacher was one of thege -
chants, a moderately prosperous, extremg),
hardworking and ambitious storekeeper, whom |
shall call Ibrahim. The ston of a mason,t he ang i

nger brother operate a grocery store locy
t;:leg the arcade on the Boulevard MOha'mme d":d.
They cater mainly to the European population of ef.
rou. They carry a variety of canned 80Ods as well a5

azines and newspapers which they bl"lllg in from
Fez every day. They work hard and. their money is
not spent on conspicuous consumption but is saved
and reinvested in the business or t}1e1r property.

Ibrahim had begun his adult life I?y actm.g.as a
middleman between the French colonial administra-
tion and his fellow Moroccans. During the closing
vears of the Protectorate he had officially advanced to

the post of government interpreter. He speaks

Packaged Goods 23

French quite well, though with an accent, but in-
terestingly enough he has not been enticed or con-
fused by the French literary and philosophic culture.
He had correctly assessed the French as a possible
resource to exploit commercially and he proceeded,
in a modest fashion, to do so. The French language
was an instrument which helped him reach his end.
Ibrahim is an example of a class of Moroccans who
have successfully played a mediating role between
the French and their own community without suc-
cumbing to the debilitating identity confusion which
usually accompanies the colonial presence. Ibrahim
is not an intellectual, at least not a French-style intel-
lectual. The Islamic reform movements in Morocco to
which he belongs have helped him to avoid the cor-
rosive acid of cultural doubt. Ibrahim has not aban-
doned his heritage. Quite the contrary, he has re-
newed it. His son learns both French and Classical
Arabic. Ibrahim supports the mosque and the local
parent-teacher association, which he helped found.
He always struck me as an illustration of a person
who had blended what social scientists refer to as
tradition and modernity.

He had worked with Richard in the early days of
Richard’s stay in Sefrou. They were engaged in
operating the town’s movie theater together. The en-
terprise faltered after a period though, as Mrs.
Richard refused to socialize with the Moroccans and
Richard was regretfully forced into a fuller commit-
ment to the hotel and his wife. Today Ibrahim and
Richard exchange greetings, but that is all.

Ibrahim'’s younger brother had already done some
work with another anthropologist who had been in
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ot work out there would be - tu-a-\-ﬁnnt
\'xoujd also not endanger his ]anp e fe"h‘z -
foresgners in Sefrou. e S vith the

e Of course, | yra B oty
gratefully agreed In dosing h:;] undemﬂudm:
doing this favor because he w ot i

Amencan wanted to leam his  pleased gy
WMJ of Araba and Pfl"'dddhgs] :uage }kh-a}
stood why | had come to Sefrou (10 underg b e,
socety). and he would be glad 10 be of sen, ‘;_:‘f'
would 2’50 be more than pleased o show -_-_:,E.; =
the city whenever he had the time 1 do so 1y g
cerelv hoped that | would be happy in Sefrou

All of thus turmed out to be true. The weasghed ¢
modest evaluation of his abilities and intentions wa
quite just. The more usual rhetorical flourshes o
self-aggrandizement and purity of mtent, which plar
such an integral part in Moroccan forms of address
were absent from Ibrahim. He would have agres
with Ben Franklin that in business your words s
reputation are your most valuable assets.

good at it. He
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i v the
[brahim lived on
Nouvelle, at a p01_nt »fhere t:
paved. He had built himse
house with an en
in O T ”
i")er:::acarefull\ arranged to gTOW over
iding sha V.
- ished in a simple,
. on. The furnituré i 2ink) 4
:Jci'rl;an stvle of low plarforr_ns “‘lﬂ? hxg\de c:;, he}r‘of
illows. A rule of thumbin determining thew ; :
E;e owner of a house is the size of the pillows. This

house, like its owner, was functional, restrained, and

v prosperous.
moé;at;tm;nﬁg during the summer 1 would trudgz
up the hill along the tree-lined road that win
through the villas arriving chez m}um Paﬂ:hed bu{
eager. Our sessions lasted about six weeks and they
gave me an object lesson, one of several | received, of
how not to Jearn a language. Ibrahim was dearly
concmwdﬁut.-\rahcbelearmicmwcﬁyandl‘w
spent many hours patiently preparing for our hes-
sons. Unfortunately the two models of mstruchon
available to him were distinctly unswited to my per-
sonality and needs. The waditional Koramc methods
of rote memorization were cbviously out of the ques-
tion. Therefore, quite naturally, [brahim made a val-
iant attempt to reduplicate the procedure through
which he had learned French.

At first [brahim would come with vo-
cabulary lists which we would translate mto French
and then repeat to each other. So, for example, we
would have a lesson on farm animals or rooms of the
house, in comprehensive detail. The limits of this
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t to both of us anq
apPale' Wi
approach ‘"“e;:gs. The phrases told a story, gy,
mwdmtop as ducks a]}d :ﬂlucklmgs, geese ang
g"Sﬁ’-'gs];:mmfl!and work on the phrases and lists,
room Of

reetings which I learned readil
Aside from 'hf:h confidence, it was Erustraﬁng :2:
would “se-mpossibk to make use of phrases aboyg
: m]s or kitchen utensils. Ahmed, the wajte,
armed up considerably am:! was dlearj
had by now W efforts. We would enthusiastically e
pleased by 1y when I retuned there, but theye
d;ngfﬁe to sustain us beyond that. Desire alone does
w .
m;ﬁld aczlnovr:hsa ;O:o 1 realized w!'\at the problen,
Ibrahim was directly translating the phraseg
Wads-exal:ises in his old French grammar .book into
;nmbk,whatlwasgetﬁngwasasmesofm.
translated lessons, ready for m. but next to use-
less for dealing with Moroccan life. In ott_xer Cir-
cumstances I might have struggled along mtlT that
approach for months but my sta_te of eager anugpa_
tion and the lack of progress yielded geometrically
spiralling anxiety. For a month or so I internalized
the situation: I was just not good at languages, Ib:
rahim was being so clearly conscientious and open; it
was my fault; Arabic is a difficult language, and so
on. My next reaction was anger, both at Ibrahim and
myself. Absurd. It was not a problem of per-
sonalities. The structure of the situation itself was
standing in the way. That had to be changed. _
lbralﬁmhadtumedhispositionasaninhemedm.ry
between the European and Moroccan communities
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into a profession. He was a packager and transmitter
of commodities and services, a middleman, a gov-
emment translator of official messages. He was
packaging Arabic for me as if it were a tourist
brochure. He was willing to orient me to the fringes
of the Moroccan community, to the Ville Nouvelle of
Moroccan culture, but there was a deep resistance on
his part to any further penetration.

Jacques Berque has spoken of language, women,
and religion as the three domains of freedom in
which North Africans had most fiercely resisted
European transgression. Once the economic domi-
nation and control of the land had been ac-
complished these domains were even more highly
cathected and symbolically charged realms of integ-
rity and identity. Even here, of course, European
penetration could not be stopped completely, but
only circumvented. Thus, for example, armies of
prostitutes are found in many North African dties,
but there was almost no in

termarriage between
European men and North African women. A form of

public Islam veiled the brotherhoods, sects, and
myriad other forms of religious practice which prolif-
erated beyond the reach of French control. The
Arabic language also had to be protected. Aside from
the obvious material and technological advantages of

learning French, the large response can also be inter-
preted as a defensive action to keep the French away
from Arabic. As we have seen, whereas the early

colon community in Morocco often did learn some

Arabic, the second wave of immigrants almost never
did. By then enough

Moroccans had learned enough
French,
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8 fl rk in Mﬂro%

The difficulties with Ibrahim were conn
‘hi?_“l ::gentt’d his reading o_f my i“tenﬁosged %
none of this was formulated in these termg g, "2t
the six weeks or so 1 wo.rked with Ibrahim goes Withg
out saving. But the resistances anfi lack of rogre.
was clear enough. My goals and his were essengen
contradictory. He was presenting me with SurfECEy
and packaged facets. This was unsatisfactoy, is
resistance was polite but firm. Ultima tely, | respectez
it. One could make his-emergent world of -
bourgeois neo-traditionalism a foc-us of study, i
other anthropologists have. But it didn' Suit
temperament, and it was not what I had come g
Morocco to discover. Therefore, 1 had to fing other
About this time, two friends from America came g
visit me, and we decided to go to Marrakcch for sey.
eral davs. I mentioned this to Ibrahim anq he said he
would like to come along. He ha.ad Cousins in Mar.
rakech whom he would like to visit, and he would be
happy to act as our guide. I was not enthusiastic
about the idea since | had been looking forward to the
trip as a relief from the mounting anxiety of learning
Arabic. Bringing my teacher along .hardly seemed a
vacation. But, he had been so hospitable and gener-
ous with me that I could hardly say no.

Things went smoothly at first. On the second
moming, Ibrahim announced not only that he had
no relatives in Marrakech but that he had unfortu-
nately forgotten to bring along enough money to pax
for his room. This was one of my first direct gxpel!:e
ences of Otherness. Ibrahim was simply testing tthis
limits of the situation. Within Moroccan culture
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is a standardized and normal thing to do, as I was to
find out. He was pushing to see if  would pay for his
trip. When, after much confusion and uncertainty on
my part, I refused (mainly because 1 lacked the
money at the time) Ibrahim backed down and pro-
duced his wallet. He was maximizing his resources,
exploiting the situation economically, proceeding as
he had in the past. We had been working together for
over a month and he now felt that he could push our
contractual limits more in his favor. The point is not
that Ibrahim was greedy or calculating. Greed or any
of the other venal sins were in ample supply back
home. What was upsetting was the realization that 1
had been engaged with this man every day for well
over a month, we had spent many hours talking
French together in addition to the Arabic lessons,
and I had proceeded to “typify” him. But my typifi-
cations were fundamentally incorrect and ethnocen-
tric. Basically | had been conceiving of him as a friend
because of the seeming personal relationship we had
established. But Ibrahim, a lot less confusedly, had
basically conceptualized me as a resource. He was
not unjustly situating me with the other Europeans
with whom he had dealings. 1 had gone into an-
thropology in search of Otherness, Meeting it on an
experiential level was a shock which caused me to
begin fundamental reconceptualization about social
and cultural categories. Presumably this was the sort
of thing I'had come to Morocco to find, yet every time
these breaks occurred they were upsetting.

One could construct’ smooth and seemingly
conflict-free modes of interaction with people (dur-
ing the course of many hours of trivial conversation)
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" haw
'uSt lJulSldE UIE waljs 0! ‘Lhe l'l"ledll"‘la, pe'l' tw
dled a]dS dowll a SI l[ a4 levard

i ark,
Mohammed V and across from the municl lp .

here that
ies an open area. lt_ was ; Sremng =1
ltlr.mc_-:;i their marketing and commercial acivi

- : depot for the
ol et et the Protecto-
s . »

:::: itt: scope and importance were systemhzﬂdt;?:
enlarged in order to increase c.ommerce, :;Xﬂ’t be:
and political stability. A large dfrt courtyard sett "
tween a low arcaded set of buildings serves as a kin
of wholesale vegetable market. Nearby, up some
steps, adjacent to Sefrou’s thick walls, an area 15 re-
served for craft goods such as woven mats. When the
market is not operating, it serves as a playground
and miniature soccer field. On the outskirts of the
town, rural Berbers gather on Thursdays at the ani-
mal market, an enclosed lot with a tax collector at its
gates. Rain or shine, animated and serious bargain-
ing takes place. The sale of even one sheep for a poor
Berber may represent a transaction he has been an-
ticipating for several months.

As one enters the large gates of the medina, tradi-
tionally shut at night for security reasons, one leaves
the Cartesian avenues, neat arcades, and open
spaces which the French have contributed to Sefrou.
The clearest reference point is the river, Wed Aggai,

31

Scanned by CamScanner

— W_'j



1 n Fi :
2 Reflections on Fieldwork ;, M“"Occo
the center of the y
which mmbl:::ﬂh;?ng ::s banks during a ;;i:;"‘-' In
1950 it ::;l c;nd its channel had been redug g, g 3
flash fl in an almost subterranean fashion, gw
m gfw hears the chatter of women as they s a:lr1
- in the river.
the[; clo:h:i:'nt:‘onomng the river, one hag % lnsiy
one':e‘f’ay around the medina through habig el
ctice. No straight st'ree'ts extend for any disl&nce.
the only distinctive section of the ‘meding i the
walled mellah, or Jewish quarter, \.«vl'uch like the e.
dina itself has large gates cox:ltmllmg the only avai.
able approach toit, a short bridge. Today most of the
Jews have left Sefrou altogether or rgoved Out of the
mellah into the more m(?dern sections of the city,
Only poor and newly ar_nved Couf\trymm now join
the population of prostitutes as inhabitants of the
me'll'}-.ael:-e are several named quarters in the medina,
but the residential patterns of ngrou can only be
characterized by their heterogenelty: Aside from the
mellah in former times, there is no su}gle area which
is markedly homogenous as to ethnic group, as to
rural versus urban origin, or as to occupational
categories. Some of the richest families live in ram-
bling compounds immediately adjamqt to the dwel-
lings of poor, rural countrymen looking for work.
Recently, many of the more prosperous have relo-
cated in newer quarters of Sefrou. But even there,
there is no clear correlation between .wea_lth. ethni-
city, occupation, or class. The medina is densely
populated with over 40 percent of Sefrou’s popula-
tion living on 2.2 percent of the land.

I had been given the names, by anthropologists

Ali: An Insider’'s Outsider
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who previously worked in Sefrou, of two men who
might serve as informants for my research. These
two were habitually found in the one true moorish
style cafe remaining in the medina, located not far
from the main mosque and the river. Just ask any-
one, [ was told, and they will direct you there. At the
heart of the old city, one of the few true intersections,
was indeed a cafe. It was in a rather decrepit state,
with the tiles sorely in need of repair, the tables bat-
tered and shaky, and the inhabitants bedraggled. A
few men were playing cards with animated gestures,
while others simply sat clutching their glass teacups.
I asked in French, following a few broken Arabic
greetings, for the owner. After an auspicious silence
he appeared and greeted me warmly. He said in halt-
ing French that I was welcome in Morocco, that he
was at my service, that if there was anything I needed
I should come to him, and that his son spoke French

and he would send for him. Finally, he insisted that 1
stay in his cafe.

As this very public exchange was taking place on
the threshold of the cafe, a tall, lanky man with a big
smile came darting out of a store across the narrow
squareandenteredwithaseriesofeffusivegreet-

ings. He shook hands with the cafe owner, who
seemed at best mildly ple

ased to see him, and told
me about the same thing as the first man had, though
in an abbreviated version, since his French was min-
imal. ThismustbeA]i.themnﬁomSidihhcen
Lyussi, the religious center. He was supposed tobe a
curer of sorts, an  excellent informant (patient, intelli-
gent, curious, imaginative), all too happy to work for
money and a marvelous guide to Sefrou and its hin-
terlands.
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In M
I accepted the tea but explained thy, ocg,
stay because I had an appointment 5, “Oulq
could I come back tomorrow? Wy

xa .
" course. Chronic underemployment a:’xdw:z:%‘
sequent surplus of spare time are ung

the v
%3 to the anthropologist’s endeavor, py "2

tely
men in the medina worked only Sporad; y D{Y t}t
were ready to pursue any potential soyyc, ‘;lly' -
were also curious, and eager for 5 o~
tion. The anthropologist offered the 1;!:%
both. _ Possi ty o
I came back the next morning and foung A%
the street sitting in front of a small dOthi.ng %:Qw’
store was owned by a roly-poly friend of his “The
as Soussi. Literally, Soussi means a map, &:;%
Sous region of Southern Morocco, famous the
frugal shopkeepers, who have spread oy oo
j zons in Morocco. This Soussi. it 1. the
major regions g : ussi, it turns
was neither hardworking, m, nor dour, Heu:l'
almost always eager to close .l'us sl}()p and go off :,
walk or an adventure, treating his business a3 a

tions like an annoyance. liga-
When [ arrived, several women were makin

vain attempt to bargain Soussi down on a scarf, %uat
he lost interest and chased them away, much to the;,
amazement. Ali greeted me warmly, pulled wp
another rickety chair, and called across the way for
two glasses of sweet mint tea. Much of the popyl,-
tion of Sefrou, or so it seemed, careened past us. The
intersection lay at a juncture of three curving slopes,
so that people, donkeys, dogs, and sheep would
suddenly appear from around a corner accelerating
into the little square and then go off again around the

-4

g

s —
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up the other side in a roller-coaster motion.
1:1‘1_1:“0; SEussi seemed to know practically everyone
who passed by. Quick and cursory welcomes we::j
exchanged in rapid spit-fire fashion as the voice a
its owner disappeared around the bend. As a New
Yorker and a devotee of street life, 1 felt much more at
ease here than in the formal and quasi-s,.l'!:urbfm at-
mosphere of the Ville Nouvelle. In additon, it was
;mmensely “ethnographic” and fulfilled _aﬂ o{ my
images of myself as anthropologist sitting mn the
heart of a thousand-year-old walled city with my
turbaned friends, notebook on my lap, drinking tea
and being the participant observer.

As the momning passed the tea kept coming,. Tea
and sugar have a tyrannical and almost obsessive
centrality in Morocco. Its preparation and consump-
tion are daily rituals of generosity and exchange, but
it is also economically a heavy load to bear. Who pays
for how much of the tea and sugar, who owes whom
from the other day or last week, and the quality of the
ingredients are all constant themes of everyday life.
As much as 40 percent of a poor peasant’s cash in-
come can be spent on tea and sugar. One gets the,
impression that tea must be one of the oldest and
most stable of Moroccan staples, but this is not the
case. In the rural areas around Sefrou, it can be
shown that tea and sugar have been systematically
substituted for protein over the last seventy or eighty
years. Actually, tea was introduced into Morocco by
the English in the eighteenth century, and its use did
not become widespread until the nineteenth. It was
only during the crisis years of 1874-1884 that tea be-

came the national drink in Morocco. Consumption
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mplml during that decade, ﬂ.l“l.d slu.gur wa: f:;::::.t;s;-
hind; German, French, and English compa .t o
ematically developed @ ;nnrl-;f't wuhtr!fu' exten 34
.t have seen surprisec 1o discover.

lml:‘n‘:\;:‘:hv, tea i?il now a cherished part ¢‘1f Mlll’t;C~.
can life. Its pn-pm'.:liun—-—lhv careful bn-ni-:m}.', of t u]
cones of sugar with a little hammet, the washing anc
handling of the pot, the .1p|mrlinmm-nl l.‘f the tea and
mint, its slow bubbling, waltched over with great care
and attention by all concerned, its sampling, rv‘hmt-
ing, and resampling, its inevitable re-sweetening—
and finally its triumphant pouring through the lm.l}',
curved spout of the kettle was a scene 1 was to wit-
ness hundreds of times during my stay.

A Berber woman, d ressed in gaudy colored clothes
with a very small baby strapped on her back, ap-
peared from around the bend. She exchanged a few
words with Ali and bent over. Ali took the head of
the baby, who could not have been more than a few
months old, firmly in his hands. Putting his mouth to
the child’s mouth he swiftly and with great assurance
made a quick sucking noise. The baby began to howl.
Wwith an air of professional pride Ali showed the
mother some spittle containing a black speck. She
seemed satisfied, gave hima few coins, and left.

The completely casual way in which Ali had per-

1 formed this act was stunning in its simplicity. The
| shifting of perspectives, almost without a pause, was
A eye-opening. The whole scenario was taken for

i granted by Ali, Soussi, and the woman. Only the
| baby and the anthropologist were disturbed by it. 1

recovered my composure quickly enough, and noted
that I had identified a curing practice. J

s dansai_mrmde,
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- Reflections on Fieldwoﬂc in -
work is a dialectic between )
iﬂ;le}egiaq\" Both are cultural consn-u:f:_leé‘;:n ang
sfic categories help us to recognize, de gy,
develop areas of qu{m But one Cannot gn. A0
ques!ionmg and mdehn_mg tw ent}‘-folu. hO Bage u'l
The scentific perspective on the world i dyy,
sustain. In the field there is less to fy)) ™ ckhard to
world of everyday life changes more l'apid?n; the
~dramatically than it would at home. There i Y. g
celerated dialectic between the TeCOgnition of X

~ " B . Z n
experiences and their normalization, ew

As I began to question Ali about the

scientific categories were modified—] ypg o, W
more about curing, its tact assumptions, m, Odes of
action, and hmits—but my C‘(.‘JIIIIII'I()n-Sel-Le.e world
was also changed. [ knew no curers in Ney, Yory.
Thus the first time [ witnessed activities like this one
they required greatly heightened attention op my
part; they focussed and dominated MYy conscioys.
ness. But as the fieldwork progressed and | wit.
nessed such performances a number of times, |
began to take them largely for granted. They increas-
ingly became part of my stock of knowledge, part of
my world. Ali’s curing activity no longer jolted my

consdousness, and [ was free to focus elsewhere,
— This highlighting, identification, and analysis also
. disturbed Ali's usual patterns of experience. He was
- constantly being forced to reflect on his own ac-
tivities and objectify them. Because he was a good
informant, he seemed to enjoy this process and soon
began to develop an art of presenting his world to
me, The better he became at it, the more we shared
together. But the more we engaged in such activity,
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the more he experienced aspects of his own life in
new ways. Under my systematic questioning, Ali A
was taking realms of his own world and interpreting
them for an outsider. This meant that he, too, was
spending more time in this liminal, self-conscious
world between cultures. This is a difficult and trying
experience—one could almost say it is “unnatu-
ral"—and not everyone will tolerate its ambiguities
and strains.

This was the beginning of the dialectic process of
fieldwork. I say dialectic because neither the subject

- nor the object remain static. With Richard or Ibrahim,
there had been only minor movement on either side.
But with Ali there began to emerge a mutually con-

‘structed ground of experience and understanding, a

realm of tenuous common sense which was con-
stantly breaking down, being patched-up, and re-
examined, first here, then there.

This examination, although grounded in and con-
stantly mediated by everyday experience of this new
sort, is governed for the anthropologjst by his pro-
fessional concerns. Ultimately this constitutes his
commitment; this is why he is there. For the infor-
mant, it is a more practical affair, both in the sense
that we can assume that his motivations are primarily
pragmatic and in the sense that he is developing a
practical art of response and presentation.,

As time wears on, anthropologist and informant
share a stock of experiences upon which they hope to
rely with less self-reflection in the future. The com-
mon understanding they construct is fragile and

thin, but it is upon this shaky ground that an-
thropological inquiry proceeds.

-
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. me toa wedding in the vill
Al Prom“dlt_o ussi. 1 had already been ¢ s:fe“f
Sidi I..ahﬂ?":i _ ys. The best Moroccan food, uer-al
urban wedding eredlsplayed on these ()(:Casia Sig,

jal w | n
and Ce;?c':(:hm:nge of pace, a break in the rgy, fine 8. Iy
wasa

n excellent opportun;j f e
weddiﬂslgam:}da:ijafor the villagers to Seetym:.r lo
3 ould be able to g0 With him becayge | iy
sure I w from a stomach virus. The progy, Y2
suffer!fl:lga strange and demanding situation
being

anted to please, for such a long period, segp . |
W

; specially in my present cong:
thzﬁ&k:en disa;pointment at this, Hd;hl:):&
Qhwe]xfmmed on transpoﬂlation in my car ang
mixed prestige of ariving Wlth) the most auspicipg

st of honor).

mxlr?;giu:d the next day I was feeﬁng abit
better. He assured me that we would stay only for
short time. He stressed all the Prehrl.lma‘ry pohticking
and arranging he had done; if I didn’t show up it
would not be good for either of us. So I agreed, by
made him promise me that we would stay only an
hour or so because I was still weak. He repeated his
promise several times saying we would leave when-
ever I felt like it.

Ali and Soussi came to my house around nine that
evening and we were off. | was already somewhat
tired and repeated dearly to Soussi, a renowned
partygoer in his own right, that we would stay only

for a short time and then return to Sefrou. Waxxa,
0K.?
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It was already growing dark as we left Sefrou. By
the time we turned off the highway onto the un-
aved road which leads to the village, it was nearly
pitch black, depriving me of a sense of the coun-
side, while adding to my feelings of uncertainty
about the whole affair. Nonetheless, on arriving in
the village I was exhilarated.

The wedding itself was held in a set of connected
houses which formed a compound. A group of sons
had built simple mud and mortar houses next to each
other as they married, and by now these formed an
enclosed compound. Each part of the enclosure was
made up of a two-story building. The facilities for the
animals and cooking areas were downstairs, the
sleeping quarters were on the top level, connected by
a rickety staircase. That night the center of the com-
pound area had been covered with straw for the
dancing. We were welcomed and ushered up the
stairs into a long narrow room furnished with thin
cushions along the perimeters. Perhaps five tables
were arranged parallel to each other, running the
length of the room. I told myself it was a good thing
we had come, a wise decision. Everyone was friendly
and seemed to know who I was. We had tea, then
after perhaps an hour of chatting and banter, dinner
was served on battered but polished metal trays. The
hour of talk had passed amicably enough, even
though my minimal Arabic did not permit much ex-
pansive conversation. I still had a beard at this point,
and there was much friendly but insistent joking that

this was improper for such a young man. The dinner

was simple but nicely prepared, consisting of goat

meat in a sort of olive oil stew with freshly baked
bread, still warm from the oven,
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After we ate and drank 3:05? tf‘f- :"‘:-:fl‘ :; eched
the courtyard “'h"-"'_" the _3.1:7-'\:5. - i"he danceTs
from a comer, Jeaning aganst a ;:1_1.::’_ ned two Enes
1 men, of course, and they ! &
g ; draped over one
faans cacli other, Shelr pemec “ﬁm‘“‘ﬁl
another's shoulders. Between the two hnes 1 gk
cnger with a cude tambourne. He sang
Swayed back and forth. The nes of men responded
in turn to his direct. insistent beat, answering
verses with verses of their own. The women were
peeping out from another_ part of the C‘C‘ml'—‘"‘-“:g
where they had eaten their dinner. They were
dressed in their best dlothes, brightly colored kaf-
tans. They answered the various verses with calls of
their own, enthusiastically urging the men on. Since
I did not understand the songs and was not dancing,
my excitement wore off rapidly. Ali was one of the
most dedicated of the dancers, and it was difficult to
catch his attention. During a break when the central
singer was warming his tambourine over the fire to
restretch the skin, I finally got Ali’s ear and told him
politely but insistently that I was not feeling well,
that we had been here three hours already. It was
midnight, could we leave soon after the next round
of dances maybe? Of course, he said, just a few more
minutes, no problem, don’t worry, I understand.

An hour later I tried again and received the same
answer. This time, however, I was getting angrier
and more frustrated; I was feeling truly ill. The
mountain air was quite cold by now, and I had not
dressed warmly enough. I felt entirely at Ali's mercy.
I didn’t want to antagonize him, but neither did I
want to stay. I continued to grumble to myself but
managed to smile at whoever was smiling at me.
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car with a siihing aind contented Al Mum‘“"’l&%
1 l Was War .lﬁ

the engine up, pul.l;-l'ly ANIOUNCIG My rent iy
leave. They chumbed in, Soussiin the fro, l"dlness 4
ihe back, and we were off. The road for :l o Al

e

o hiere i sighit Boussi went o

i first five
winding and steep in places. 1 was < pilted, g
e i _ = 5 4 Novice dg,
and unsure of myself, sol said nothing, co Fver
ing all my energy on staying on the mad'an{;‘gnhgl.
the car going. | managed to negotiate this st iy
road successfully and heaved a sigh of relie[w;E‘dld
reached the highway. e
Soussi had been keeping up a steady flow of chs
ter as we bumped over the country road. | had g

miles is little more than a path—untarre
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:; J::Ti;-iu:. i‘nmily f ia)ed A he wes aihip e
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anid yes, cisted that i | was aad
\ sisle
g o uses bl only W e ud
Lo ]“liL wiuld walk. e slarted 10 lean ovel Al
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hapy Souss) wit-
ope th

less. We werel

e doar on Soussl’'s side, scailig _
raveling at torty yniles an hout, ik
scared me Lo, and | slowed ;_inwn h.J ten. He lL 'lj_c_.g
Jenged me again asking me if 1 was lmppy ] .
could not bring myself to answer yes. My ::_-upe-rei.,

told me | should. But the events of the evening umf—_
pined with the {rustration of not being able to express
myself fully 10 him in Arabic got the better of me.
After another exchange and bluff on his part, 1
stopped the car to let him get out, which he now had
to do. He did, promptly, and began striding down
the dark highway in the direction of Sefrou. 1let him
get about one hundred yards ahead and then drove

and it

my silence, ignoring Ali in the back, who said little
himself. When we reached the highway and began
rolling smoothly toward Sefrou, he asked in a non-
chalant manner, wash ferhan?, are you happy? 1
snickered and said no. He pursued this. Why not?ln
simple terms I told him that 1 was sick, that it wa
three-thirty in the morning, and all 1 wanted to do
was go home 10 bed—adding that ] sincerely hoped
he had enjoved himself. Yes, hesaid, he had enjoyed
himself, but if Twas unhappy then the whole evening
was spoiled, he was getting out of the car. Plez
A% 1said, let's just get back to Sefrouin ?e_am-ﬁ“"-
why are you unhappy? 1 reminded him of s PO

ise. I von are unhappy, ne said, then] vill 2

up alongside and told him to get in the car. He looked
the other way. Soussi tried his luck with the same
results. We repeated this melodrama two more
times. 1 was confused, nauseous, and totally frus-
trated. ] f.stepped on the gas and off we went to Sef-
rou, leaving Ali to walk the remaining five miles.
Twentto sleep immediately, but woke from a fitful
night saying to myself that 1 had probably made a
grave professional mistake, becanse the informant is
always right. Otherwise 1 was unrepentant. It w
quite possible that ] rui s o
o0 t 1 had ruined my relationship with
and that 1 had done irreparable dama: p
s e paradle ge 1o my
:i E“el:wﬂe - DIkmg my way into the village. But
other things worth studving in Wiorocro,
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and it was something | would jusy " in M""-,,
best of. I took a walk through thehtr a""‘i‘ to Ma J
the Ville Nouvelle and reme “e-lineg “rk,_ the
had told me before we took our d tory 5 ¢
had had nightmares for a week be(f)““l'al ,:"""d
which he saw himself as a shge Saleﬂre the n:; he
tried several occupations on for siz,esman' I men oy
lessly among the villas. 1 fe]t calm.aisfld.ﬁh(‘d?:;_l’
thropology and if I had ruined it fic this wa -
simply wasn’t for me. myself, lhenn‘
T!-ue parameters seemed clear enough, ®
clarify for myself where I stood. If the irf’f L hag
always right, then by implicatio -y

n the v
had to become a sort of non-person,a(:.t},:o Bt
rately a total persona. He had to be wifjir -

into any situation as a smiling obSGTVerg:dg to enge,
note down the specifics of the event under CONsider,
tion. If one was interested in symbolic amlvldm
expressive culture, then the more elusive &I:J
sions of feeling tone, gesture, and the like WOUHh‘;
no exception. This was the position my professors
had advocated: one simply endured whatever i
conveniences and annoyances came along. One had
to completely subordinate one’s own code of ethics
conduct, and world view, to “suspend disbelief,” as
another colleague was proud of putting it, and sym-
pathetically and accurately record events.

All of this had seemed simple enough back i
Chicago (where, more accurately, no one paid mo®
than lip service to these problems), but it was s
from simple at the wedding. Ali had beena stt'ﬁi
companion during the previous month and |

Mmbereq as

. d
established a real rapport with him, more a5 a fnen

Al An Insider's Onutsader o7

than as an informant, | was getting acchmated to
Sefrou, and my Arabic was still too hmated for us to
do any sustained and systematic work together 1
f(mndllhl:' demands of greater self-control and abne-
gation hard to accept. | was used to engaging people
energetically and found the idea of a year constantly
on my guard, with very little to fall back on except the
joys of asceticsm, productive sublimation, and the
pleasures of selfcontrol, a gnm prospect.

By refusing at least taatly to acknowledge the exas-
tence and vahdity of fundamental Moroccan values,
one skews the knowledge one collects. The infor-
mant has not stopped living his hife, and has not
willingly suspended his fundamental assumptions
This 1s not an equal relationship—atter all. the infoe-
mant has only the foggiest notion of what thas
strange foreigner is really after. For the rest of the
day, the informant retumns to his own life, perhaps
shightly troubled by the doud of the anthropologast’s
questions or the taunts of his comrades. But as confi-
dence is built up, the informant judges and interacts
with the anthropologist in his own habitual style,
even if the outsider status is never ehminated.

As the exphat self-consciousness of the unnatu-
ralness of the situation dedines (it is never altogether
absent), the implicit modes of action and judgment of
both sides returmn. The anthropologst is supposed to
be aware of this and to control himself. The infor-
mant is simply supposed to “be himself.”

At the wedding Ali was beginning to test me,
much in the way that Moroccans test each other to
ascertain strengths and weaknesses. He was push-
ing and probing,. | tried to avoid responding in the
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ki
counter-assertive style of another 3 Mur
offering instead the persona o
accepting. He continued to inte .
his olzvn terms: he saw me ag ::;Eim my be}{&ai{f a.
of his testing thrusts. So the C elvmg in tolgriﬂ
would probe more deeply, show hjg d cor}ti-rlue(i ah
exhibit my submission and lack of chaf'mlnance
the way back to Sefrou he wag testinacter_ Evé:nd
what was a backhanded complimer; and{?“
humiliate me. But Ali was uneasy wit}? ;{ ing E
and shifted to defining the situation inls "iCtOries
guest-host relationship. My silence jn thet s of o
signaled the limits of my submission Hi;‘ax cleaﬂ},
was a strong one: Was T happy? Was he 5 g;(f;POnse

The role of the host combines two of the hc?st?
portant of Moroccan values. Ag thmug}r::;?ftt im.
Arabic world, the host is judged by his ge“eros'the
The truly good host is one whose bounty ltigr
largesse he shows his guests, is truly never-eng; e
One of the highest compliments one can Pay to
man is to say that he is karin, generous. The epitom,
of the host is the man who can entertain many people
and distribute his bounty graciously. This links him
ultimately to Allah, who is the source of bounty.

If the generosity is accepted by the guest, thena
very clear relationship of domination is established.
The guest, while being fed and taken care of, is by
that very token acknowledging the power of the
host. Merely entering into such a position represents
an acceptance of submission. In this fiercely e_gahta_r-
ian society, the necessity of exchange or reciprocty
50 as to restore the balance is keenly felt. Morocc:?ms
will go to great lengths, and endure rather Sever

rog
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perscnal privation, to reciprocate hospitality. By so
doing, they reestablish their claim to independence.

Later in the day, 1 went down to Soussi’s store in
search of Ali to try and make amends. At first he
refused even to shake hands, and was suitably
haughty. But with the aid of Soussi’s mediation and
innumerable and profuse apologies on my part, he
began to come round. By the time I left them later
that afternoon it was clear that we had reestablished
our relationship. Actually, it had been broadened by
the confrontation. I had in fact acknowledged him. I
had, in his own terms, pulled the rug out from under
him—first by cutting off communication and then by
challenging his gambit in the car. There was a for-
tuitous congruence between my breaking point and
Moroccan cultural style. Perhaps in another situation
my behavior might have proved irreparable.
Brinkmanship, however, is a fact of everyday life in
Morocco, and finesse in its use is a necessity. By
finally standing up to Ali I had communicated to
him.

Indeed, from that point on, we got along famous-
ly. It was only after this incident that he began to
reveal to me two aspects of his life which he had
previously concealed: his involvement in an ecstatic -
brotherhood, and his involvement in prostitution.

- * -

_Religious brotherhoods have played a prominent
role in Moroccan history. Today, a great number of
different types are found in Morocco, ranging from
several local adepts of a holy man to the much larger
and more powerful brotherhoods with adherents in
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. Middle East and Africa.’l\(lost of these
::;ﬂh;[f.f:oods trace thgir origins t‘o.a PfJWerftjoccﬁn
from whom they claim their divine Power ?ﬁlnt
paraka. Religious POWer, a5 most othoy (1 the
Morocco, tends to be personahzefi and map; e;i In
self through particularly forceful Individya)g e E
spiritual strength may take many formg, e Osg
from scholastic leammg‘to curative powers to ggrlng
feats of spiritual or phys:ca.\l endurance, Once , rneal
has manifested his bamk_a in the world (ap, ditis:
cally recognized) he will ‘often attract 3 go o d‘;
votees who will follow .}u's “path” in the hope 0}
attaining some of his dwfne grace. A legend fix.
quently grows up around his purported deeds, and
his descendants are canny E_mough, a line of SUcces.
sion which controls the divine power may be esgap,
Ibgjft':rﬂ&teb(’ the holiness of the saint my pe trans.
mitted by the leaders of a brotherhood’s lodge rather
than gﬂ{ezbgicaﬁy_ These lodges vary a great de; as
to the nature of their practices and self-concepﬁon_
On the one extreme are some of the reformist urban
lodges in Fez, sober and restrained bourgeois groups
defending what they consider to be the pure or.
thodoxy of Islam against the excesses of their coun.
trvmen. Like other Islamic reform movements, they
are strongly opposed to saint worship, ecstatic be-
havior, trance, and all practices which to them are
non-Koranic corruptions of the faith.

On the other end of the spectrum are the brother-
hoods which the French characteristically referred to
as the confreries populaires. These peoples’ brother-
hoods, usually grouped under the generic name of
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Sufi, are not concerned with urlhndnx_v per se, but
rather seek immediate access to spiritual power. Two
of the most famous of these brotherhoods—the Ais-
sawa and the Hamadcha—are directly concerned
with curing. They first gained prominence in the six-
teenth and seventeenth centuries, a period of pro-
longed religious and political turbulence. They have
become famous for their spectacular methods, such
as head-slashing, fire-eating, and snake-charming.

These two brotherhoods draw a large proportion
of their membership from the urban poor, although
they do have many rural adherents. It should be em-
ph.a'sized that many Moroccans belong to more than
one brotherhood, access to the divine is not a closed
corporate activity. Membership in several brother-
hoods which take radically different approaches is
not seen as a contradiction. It seems to be only the
highly self-conscious reformers who are troubled by
this. Most Moroccans are not. Here, as elsewhere in
Morocco, options are maximized and neat sociologi-
cal correlations are undercut by the fluidity of the
culture.

The brotherhoods themselves are loosely  or-
ganized. There is a local head, the mogaddem (liter-
ally, “he who stands in front”) who is charged with
taking care of daily affairs, collecting and distributing
alms, organizing and directing the activities of the
brotherhood, and serving as a mediator for disputes.
He is not chosen by the national brotherhood but by
the local members. He is usually a man who is both
spiritually meritorious and politically astute.

Membership is also a fairly casual affair. There are
no special initiation rites, no secret instruction, and
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e hierarchy ‘““f”‘?" ”‘f' .""-‘.ml,“'r“'
no clabor { the brotherhood, its diky, iy Usual)
yath or litany ;;vll avarianton the name o "l|"i"‘ll1L- .
very .-"inlhlt'l’l‘:vlh.d endlessly. There iy 'I“l'ln‘:]
d Nldlh- ftaiin' most brotherhoods, Those wiy, i

| nwlnlu‘rh!:nl'}u].lriy will have the most influence in
licil;mlv f“,’.:; put everyone is welcome, l\'in.l;hip e
daily af :‘_'T_'ﬂ' girictures may be present for sone »
ﬂmmlf)-}"“]' u;%itinlls, but they play a relatively Mingy
the n!fl:l:l' iE1 ;ﬁny case genealogical manipulation is
r-u-l:;d:lrd practice in Moroceo. -
stand e o member of the Aissawa l’ll‘()li‘ll.‘l'hlmd'
A.Ill “::LLL“' its spiritual genealogy back to Sidi bep
w!"c ! ‘| as far as historical research has been able
it ];) ‘Ii\\'l.:d in the late fifteenth century, Popu-
lucstab]l:"] ywever, places him in the seventeent
]a‘r !lugc“f.l’ l;:u time ’ol' the founding of the current
B;r;;b?;l Be that as it may, Sidi b%-n Aissa’s lcgu.nd
concentrates on the fabulous cumlw'u‘ powers “.’hsch
he is said to have possessed and'hm c;(trao_rdmary
ability to tame wild creatures, particularly poisonous

snakes. These traits mark the Aissawa activities to-
day.

I “l,(l

The fact that Ali was a descendant of.a saint who
spent a good part of his career opposing brother-
hoods such as the Aissawa is not seen as a paradox.
In fact, his role as wlad siyyed, the descendant of a
saint, enhanced his spiritual reputation among the
devotees of the Aissawa. This was confirmed by the
warm and hearty greetings which met Ali at the door
of ahouse not far from the main mosque in the center
of Sefrou where a “night” was going to be performed
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for a sick boy. Al had told the members that 1 was
coming,, and there was little fuss as we entered. The
people seemed preoccupied. The only comment be-
yond the usual grectings came from a woman who
noticed that T was wearing a maroon jacket and
suggested o Al that remove it before going, into the
other room, since this might be dangerous. At their
celebration cach year in Meknes, which honors their
patron saint, bystanders have been attacked by
crowds of adepts who spot a red shirt or tie. 1 pladly
took it off,

There were two main rooms. The smaller one was
a sort of anteroom where various implements and
props needed for the “night” were stored: several
charcoal burners, torches, kerosene, and a carton of
poisonous snakes. From this room we could see into
the main and much larger room where the curing,
activities of the night would take place.

For the first hour or so that we were there, some
fifteen men danced to the beat of three tambourines
while chanting the dikr or litany of the brotherhood,
which was essentially the name of Allah. The danc-
ing was done in a line facing the musicians, in a
five-against-one then three-against-one rhythm, re-
peated and repeated and repeated. Hands were held
joined at waist level, the dancers swaying to the beat
in a circular movement which carried the wave-like
motion in counterpoint to the swaying of their hips.
Heads were rolled elliptically from side to side. This
very peaceful and graceful movement was occasion-
ally punctuated when one of the dancers would
come out in front of the line, only to continue the
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ially the same loose style. Late

T oni
. t In
dance in essen eral of the dancers be

I came pee.
the eveniniii:i" :;;‘cngd into an enclosure, G r““E;:?l
itiﬁtrjjplt::lal motions highlighted the mood of pro.
tective intimacy- need from adolescent buye-'. and girlg
The danct?l‘s,}:a, ;r:wﬁt have been eighty, Altht‘iug}l]
i o :.;,,_« of the “night” there were severa]
dunng the C‘T:.ql the event lacked an “rchostri’l‘ed
women ,ﬁizu .,;w._;gcd, women emerged from the
fl'lﬂ'[.'l- ‘Tl\ ;U .,F'l:ncu next to the men. 'I'hoir d“n':t‘ﬁ
s, be more excited and jagged, with Violent
:e:j:‘:gkt:[ the hair (now unbraided), often ending
w ic collapse.
m“;: ‘irl.‘:;:‘::;;zingpwas kept in hand by the watch.
fu]Te\:c‘nf one man, the mogaddem. He kept the chang.
ing guing. made sure that the dancers who became
possessed did not hurt themselves, and _gently
ushered them off to the arms of women waiting to
wash their faces and soothe them. Later on he also
kept a close eye on all invqlvcd to prevent severe
accidents from occurring. His manner was very off-
stage and directorial, quite un-Moroccan in tone and
procedure. _ . o
After several hours of this rhythmic chanting, in-
terrupted only by the need to reheat the tambourine
skins or by the staccato bursts of possession (all of
which I found to be extremely relaxing and comfort-
ing), the mogaddem lit the charcoal burners and a se-
quence of fire-eating began. He doused a set of
torches with what appeared to be kerosene and then
presented them to each of the swaying dancers, who
were still in line formation. The rhythm was con-
stant. But now each dancer held a blazing torch
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under his gown, djelleba, then slowly circled his hair
with it, and finally jabbed it provocatively at his
mouth. Each of these sets seemed to last several
minutes, until the torches would go out. Then there
was a short break, the mogaddem would relight the
torches, and the sequence would begin again. They
gradually moved to a scenario in which the line danc-
ing continued but this time each man in turn would
dance out in front and perform the routine with the
blazing torch. The mogaddem kept a close eye on these
procedures, concerned lest a dancer g0 too deeply
into trance, collapse on the floor, and burn himself.
When he thought that one of the men had danced
enough he would simply say eh-wah (well?), and the
man would hand him the torch and return modestly
to the line. This night Ali did not eat the fire. He said
that he had just attended a “night” and was still too
exhausted to do it again. The standardized move-
ment of the torch around the head, clothes, and
mouth seemed to drain off a great deal of emotional
energy.

After the fire sequences the intensity of the eve-
ning seemed to drop off, although the swaying and
chanting continued. Some time later, Ali danced out
in front of the line, quite deep in trance,
up his sleeve, gracefully

and rolling
his fore

and rhythmically slashed
arms with his fingernails. Although that
night his arms were covered with blood, the next day
he mysteriously had only minor scratches. He was
thoroughly exhausted and dispirited, and com-
plained of a severe headache.

The climax of the evening was the curing ceremo-
nial, which came toward midnight. The first several
hours of dancing were not specifically aimed at cur-
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. deep psychic involvemeny of .
ing, .ﬂl?mlu‘}:l':. :‘;}tnul ”l"i“,m.. T hu-in?; held ht‘:-\t‘
dm“ﬂhh\:"‘ His family sponsored the niglhy, which
young = ‘ want l_u-u\'idin}', the house and feed
""“"\'N“mﬂi l:\.l;ich was a significant expense fop

1w puests,
l: p‘i“ family. he center of the floor

“he o men took over the ce ‘ -_ll\Ll fois
.h“ 4 syroceeded to make growling noiseg like

ot ﬂwm_} icking their actions. The fifth man went
lions, “‘"1:!:,=.ning room and returned with the liye
- ‘lhk‘ "1*‘1]rm-:. Were it not for the growling, 1 coylq
i hh "bc \l'h&l followed as a highly stylized and
best 'fiﬁf":lr:. executed mime. The four “lions” pan-
ﬂql}mt‘:i ; n-llckq on the boy and his guardian, only tq
l(‘l]"l‘llﬂ'l';j ‘21 (;ff l;\- the gunrdian's counter-thrusts, a1
ye \t:"arl :1 uidl‘.’carricd out. The whole performance
gere a’ gfull{' convincing. The use of space, in ex-
was I:’:'O“Fk-md “contracting circles, was beautifully
jurcly ¢ hed. The power of the dance was
Ch?r}i:‘ir:g by l‘hc passing of the boy from man to
lr::ir;'u :s each man received the sic.k boy he would
smoothly and totally transfor_m h_ls gestur:s‘irom
those of an attacking and grow!mglmnmlo: (;se ofa
protective and cuddling guardmr}. The whole orr? of
the mime-dance was gentle variations ("bf e;p.ar{s,’]?n
and contraction, auackf .:jnd d‘efcnse, all in the sleep-

ing movements of deep trance. o

wilrlﬁ];i?’;?ght” ended with all lhe; members sitting,
atound the mogaddem, vwho was given a tqmbu;mn:-
and the Alssawa flag, He led them in a final ¢ 1zlmf.
Weary and drained, the dancers serm!wpu;l Ul‘l! (:\iplr Ls:(rl
revery and the “night” was over. i‘um' Wi - e

but there was little energy left to enjoy it There wi

iy
suchy
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some perfunctory talk during the meal and we left
shortly thereatter, Al remarked the next day that the
boy was apparently better, We knew, however, that
these “nights” were essentially psychotherapeutic

for all concerned, and would no doubt have 1o be
repeated ina few months,

Perhaps the most surprising thing to me about the
night was how totally natural it seemed. Both at the
time and in retrospect, it had the same deeply calm-
ing and cathartic effect for me as seeing John Col-
trane perform. In both cases, polished performers
worked in and elaborated a cultural form in which
they could explore feelings and troubled states of
mind. Through this form they discovered and com-
municated a measure of release. The sweaty, drained
expression Ali wore at the end of the “night” recalled
an image of Coltrane leaning against the wall in a
cellar club in New York, also dripping in sweat, also
inhaling deeply on a cigarette, also looking peaceful,
anticipating the storms of passion and confusion
brewing within, but with an air of well-carned tem-
porary release.

These forms are successfully expressive. The
channeling of psychic splits obviously worked; this
ritual form provided catharsis and temporary resolu-
tion for its adherents. Things are culturally what they
are supposed to be. The highest and deepest reach of
the ecstatic twisting and writhing, was expected in
advance, and a meaningful interpretation for both
the actors and the audience was at hand. The whole
sequence was bounded, and carefully if unobtru-
sively supervised by the mogaddem lest it burst those
bounds. “The line between observer and participant
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: q nously.
the linguistic barniers we got 3"."1;’ x hnwypncr_
” - was— -
joked about how “ayyan my Ar.dml = r’. of comment
vated, feeble, and inadequate. This ty] "I - Ak ad
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language. We passed many such hours together, jok-
ing, pushing, prodding, and drinking tea.

Falso learned why Soussi was so profoundly un-
concerned about selling anything in his shop. He had
another occupation: he was a pimp. In fact, both he /
and Ali operated a large, if shabby, prostitution ring.
They recruited Berber girls from the surrounding
mountain villages and set them up in Sefrou, Pros-
titution was a flourishing subculture in Sefrou. Al-
most every Moroccan man | knew had his initiation
into heterosexual activity through a visit to the prosti-
tutes,

The girls themselves seemed to thrive (at first) on
their new-found freedom, buying expensive clothes
and jewelry which they had longed for in their
mountain villages, and they appeared to treat their
clients with familiarity and convivi
men in Sefrou and in the
genuine warmth about the
There is a sharp and cle

ality. In any case,
countryside spoke with
ir encounters with them.

ar differentiation made in
Morocco between wives, who are to cook, have

babies, and preserve the family honor, and women
of pleasure. The prostitutes are supposedly fun-
loving, and the men in Sefrou spent many hours

over tea embellishing fanciful accounts of evening,
days, or mornings spent with them,

Many of these girls marry after seye
though they have Jost heir |
advantages as prospeclive
vorced man). | hey would, of course, have a very low
bride price. ') hey themselves were offen moderately
wealthy. Men said (1af they made good wives, he-
cause they had sown their wild tle wirly and fie-

ral years. Al-
1onor, they have distinct
wives (usually for a di-
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come dependable later. Regardless, they were g large
subculture in Sefrou, as clsewhere in Morocco. Al-
though they definitely formed an out-group, they

were not systematic dor ostracized in the
medina.

Soussi’s store and Ali's shop
which also doubled a5 his Curing center, were the
way stations for these girls, who eventually found
their way into the mellah. As the Jews abandoned
this quarter, it hag been reoccupied by poor rural
Berbers and a large Population of prostitutes,

After a month or s of sitting around in front of
Soussi’s store, | was almost a CO-conspirator in his
comic efforts to drive dway those seeking to buy
clothes. I came to know Ali’s girlfriend, Alj was mar-
ried and had several children, but this Berber girl
from Immouzer do Marmoucha, 4 Berber town high
in the Middle Atlas mountains, was his trye love
(hobb, as he put i), She lived in his small office across
from Soussi. | suessed that she had been a prostitute,
Orwas at least intending to become one, when Cupid
struck. She was always shy with me, and my ‘ayyan
Arabic did not help matters; but she certainly knew
who T was and came to accept me as part of the
roguish circle which Bravitated to Soussi’s store.

One day, after the wedding dispute, Alj said that
Mimouna, his trye love, had to £0 home to visit her
mother; why didn't | come along? Translated, this
meant why didn’t I drive them the hundred miles or

$0? I was ﬂclightud t0 agree; this vote of confidence

. o signaled the crossing of another barrier. At the time,
TR T complicated negotiations (described below) Were
ewife in Sefrou. being conducted about my taking up residence in the

A young housewife in Sef village of Sidi Lahcen, and since Ali was my principal

ally despise

across the road,
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spokesman, the idea of doing him an important favor
seemed like a good one. Besides, | was eager to get
out of Sefrou, and Marmoucha was an area far re-
moved from familiar terrain. Its market was famous,
and I hoped to see authentic Berber crafts there. I was
also curious to see how Ali was going to act with
Mimouna’s family. Would he pretend to be a suitor,
or was his real relationship with Mimouna acknowl-
edged? Thoughts of the romantic setting and a possi-
ble sexual encounter of my own combined to whet
my appetite for the journey.

One day the next week, four of us—myself, Ali,
Mimouna, and an unemployed cousin of Soussi’s—
squeezed ourselves into my little Simca and were off,
It was a beautiful, cloudless day, and we drove joy-
ously away from Sefrou into the mountain areas. The
French had built good roads to facilitate the move-
ment of troops and goods, but ours was the only car
on the road. The Middle Atlas turns into a series of
gradually ascending, rather barren plateaus which
are used mainly for seasonal grazing. These plateaus
are punctuated by a series of rapid ascents providing

a spectacular view of the empty land below. As we
approached Marmoucha, the

£ - -
p e i—
L g e

| 5 %

forest cover turned to
pine and began to thicken. Marmoucha itself can be
spotted from far away. ltis perched on a ja

geed set of
bluffs which jut out some

hundred yards from the
steep mountains behind. A large waterfall emerges

below, It had been a center of resistance, first to the

sultans of Morocco, and later to the French, I s

strategically well-placed, with a panoramic view in
front and rugyed mountains behind, 1t was finally

humbled (in the mid 1930's) only through the use of
bombing,

S

¥ A L rk;ﬂf,
An old Berber woman visifing Sefrou’s md
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s larger from a distance g,
Marmouctl;l; li?gtde. Tghere is one main Str:::tno:
does ﬁ:’hme sovernment buildings are founq, and 5
which = bﬁeld for the market. The market was in
large Sf:‘g when we arrived, but CDmpqred to Sefroy
.ﬁ"“.s‘ uiet and the craft goods were dlsappointing_
it wc‘:_: ? & perﬂmctory visit to the gaid, roughly Sl
Pt fwr himself a young man from a powerfyy farm.
.80\_'91' Sei;rou who lamented the cold and how djt.
ily 1;: the Bel:befs were to govern, ch Proceeded oy,
ficu imouna’s house. Her family lived in a simple,
to Pg‘n;tone house on the edge of town. It was not
;Tmein the more usual urban compound style, by
ic two-room cabin.

wﬁ? rgit[:i‘t:r?x;:}her greeted us like long-lost chj).
drenl.m Clearly, she knew the score. She i‘n'm"lediat.e]y
t the kettle on to brew the strong anfi invigorating

. tain herbal tea. We chatted a bit and she re-
Efr:l:l to me as the moul-taxi owner, or chief of the
taxi—quite appropriately, 1 thought. My feeble
Arabic was greeted with warm but hea_rty lagghter,
which effectively discouraggd much discussion on
my part. Most of the time, in any case, they spoke
Bezr%bf‘:;r lunch, we left Marmoucha for an excursi.on.
It was not at all evident to me where we were going,
but it seemed adventurous and we were‘all in a mar-
velous mood. The two Berber girls, er_nouna and
her younger sister (whom I found p'rethelr), left byf
themselves and walked the five or six miles out 0
town, down the winding highway and then off the
road to a path which led along a river bank. This
seemed a bit bizarre to me. It was not obvious wbat
appearances were being kept up, because the girls
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were hardly inconspicuous. The long walk took them
through the main street and then down the side of
the mountain, leaving them still visible from above.
We, the men, drove. Who was I to question this?
Once out of town, we turned and parked the car a
few hundred yards off the road. If this was supposed
to be camouflage, it was ludicrous; although the car
could not be seen from the highway, it was clearly
visible from town.

We rendezvoused with the girls and midst much
giggling, smiling and romping, proceeded to follow
on foot the course of the river bank as it twisted its
way up the side of a steep valley. We were soon

isolated; I had the feeling of being in real backwoods
country. Culturally,

it was also a startling experience. -
As we left the highway, town, and society behind, 1

felt a mounting excitement, as if personal inhibitions
and social conventions were also being left behind. /

The little mining trail came to an end and we sim-
ply followed the river. There was little chatter, but a
certain amount of playing. Al gave the Berber girls
piggyback rides each time we crossed the river. They
rocked him like a horse, pulled his

hair, and bit his
ears, which produced screams of protest from him

and uproarious laughter from them. There was run-
ning and chasin

g and then slow dimbing with
mutual aid and h

and-holding. Soussi’s cousin, being
somewhat obese and in a grouchy mood, fell farther
and farther back, but the four of us proceeded on our
way.

I was bewildered. 1 had no idea where we were
going. 1 had never before had this kind of sensual
interaction in Morocco. Although it was incredibly

“welcome it seemed too good to be true. Haunting
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. my anthropologist persq

super-eg0 ‘m?:%,:ic?cfusnzﬂ as the air became Pu:e ar
thickened m¥ eer. Both Aliand the Berber girls let me
and the play i1 'me but not pushing either, leavip
be, "Ol,swnm?i-l limits up to me. Ifelt wondrous}
;ll;epc:;ff;:l?vnag theybest single day I was to spend in
Morocco. hour of 50 We paused. Ali pointed aheaq

P d to be saying that our destination wag
and sile::: pend. Not realizing that we had a destina-
?ir:;:l r;his aroused my curiosity and gavr_; me a twinge
of ar'1gst‘ You mean this is going to end?

We started up again. We ?vere high up now, Wbere
the air was chilly and the river moved more swiftly,
As we turned the bend before us, we came upon an
endlosed valley in which sat small, ugly enclosure
made of concrete. It was eXh’EITN..?l){ disconcerting,
having walked through such pristine country, to
come upon a building of any sort. High up on the
opposing ridge we could see some men on mules
proceeding down in our fhrechon. We sat on the
steps of the building, catching our breath a‘nd watch-
ing their slow, spiraling descent; not saying much,

we were sitting, if not feeling, in the position of chas-
tened children. The men approached (actually ‘they
did not get too close, because their path rose again on
the other bank as they passed us), noddefi, and
trudged slowly out of our line of vision. The gl.ﬂS had
covered their faces when the men were passing by.
We were tired and winded. Soussi’s cousin, still
grumbling, finally arrived. _
I now noticed a slightly annoying smell. The build-
ing had looked at first glance like some sort o_f out-
house, but the absurdity of that idea drove the 1mage
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away, and when our attention was distracted by the
oncoming men, 1 dropped the thought. There were
sulphur springs inside. Hot, odorous, and health-
giving, they said.

The building enclosed a small pool where the
spring emerged from the mountain side. Ali and the
two Berber sisters decided to go swimming. Swim-
ming, nude, in Morocco! I had barely even seen a
woman's face during the last few months, and here
we were, after an absolutely splendid romp through
the mountains, sitting down next to some sulphur
springs, and they were going swimming.

Ali discreetly turned his back while undressing.
All three were serious for a moment, as the ritual of
disrobing seemed to bring back social conceptions of
prudery. Even in public baths, men would undress
facing the wall and shield their genitals, either by
keeping their undergarments on or by covering
themselves with their hands. This evoked a strong
sense of pudeur rather than shame or guilt. Images of
the baths in Sefrou rushed through my mind as 1 sat
watching them. The wonder stemmed from my
euphoria, the remoteness of the anxiety and travail of
fieldwork, and the warmth and camaraderie 1 felt
with my compagnons de demi-monde. The almost com-
plete absence of linguistic communication combined
with the intimacy, grace, and unambiguity of gesture
to give the whole afternoon a dream-like quality,
punctured only by the reemergence of my self-
reflective consciousness. From time to time, it oc-
curred to me that the sequences did not make sense,
the orientations and implications were missing and
we seemed to be simply carried along.

I did not go swimming myself. I was too timid. So 1
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A f””'t‘:‘rr

eat ot the edge of the puool wllﬁh- Al ot the gy
{6 ;pfa:}wtl.l-mh other. lhm;- Wk rlur Strestye
sexial tone to this. Tam r‘nll q-;ff. Why, bt it wpe it
there. Perhaps it i fnvrul; ”l}' .”""" felt, I‘!'rhnpq
the physical relaxation nilz-.r the hike, perhaps 4 Ny
tain restraint in my presence.

They dried each other, drvn‘cul_, and we were off
again back duwn.lhv m‘mmlf‘un. “".J 'In}? l‘ﬂ(‘.k Son
also quiet and quicker. lhe sun was Setting, it yae
chilly, and the river waters felt really cold this fiine:
S!ill'k'e]ing euphoric and mmrlmh'ly,‘ we walked
the waiting car, greeted a solitary fmhL.-rman who
gave us knowing looks, resumed our social persona,
pushed the car out of the mud, and went back to
Marmoucha.

Mimouna’s mother and two other children were
waiting for us. They had a fire going and a charcoal-
scorched kettle bubbling. We smiled at cach other,
and she asked moul-taxi la-bas (how's the driver?)
and we awaited dinner. During dinner the others
talked amongst themselves in Berber and [ sat con-
tentedly savoring marvelous images of the afte‘r-
noon. After tea and another set of cxchangc::i in
Arabic, it was clearly time for bed. Ali took me into
the next room and asked me if I wanted to sleep Wfth
one of the girls. Yes, I would go with the third
woman who had joined us for dinner. She ]m_d her
own room next door, so we could have nur‘prwacy,
Before we left the house, Ali took me aside, -‘Iﬂdl
shuffling, said that he had promised to pay ht:r}:Jtl
he didn't have any money. Everyone wishe
everyone a fine night, and we left. o

We did not say more than a few words to ii;;
other. My few Arabic expressions became garble

f'flr{-r
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and confused it my mind. So, silently and with an
affectionate air, she indicated that I should sit on a
I pillows while she made the bed, The room was a
sitnple, rectangular one with a small attachment next
to it housing a wash basin. Aside from the few pil-
lows and charcoal burner for tea, there was only the
bed. The warmth and non-verbal communication of
the afternoon were fast disappearing. This woman
was notimpersonal, but she was not that affectionate
or open either, The afternoon had left a much deeper
impression on me.,

This feeling was reinforced the next morning. We
all had coffee together and then piled into the car,
The ride back to Sefrou, down the curving empty
highway, was glorious. We sang and joked all the

- way. Ali teased me, asking the Berber girl I had spent

the night with if Monsicur Paul was shil, which is the
opposite of ‘ayyan and means strong, energetic, full
of life. Nuniero wahed, first class, she kindly replied,
and then both Soussi’s portly cousin and Ali de-
manded to know the most insistent and central of
Moroccan questions: shal? In most cases this means
“how much,” but in this case it meant “how many
times?”—the clearest gauge of how shil [ was, 1 teas-
ingly answered bezzef, many times. They were not at
all satisfied with such generalities, The question was
repeated to everyone’s amusement several more
times and received the same answer,

Finally, we saw Sefrou, a green oasis in the de-
forested plain, visible from many miles away, The
sirls put on their djellabas and veils (almost all prosti-
tutes wear veils) and it was clear that we were almost
back again,
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: by now solid relations with A}
f?neeslf:l: Il:‘?;s gecoming _increasingly annoyed by md
slow progress with A‘rablc. By the end of the summer
[ was truly anxiety-ridden. The prospect of movin
into an environment where Arabic was the only lap.

uage was mtu-mdatmg I found myself talking
lg=rench a great deal. Obviously, 1 was not going to
make substantial progress in that milieu. The balance
swung toward my making cpnf:rete moves for leay-
ing Gefrou. There were a llr}'tlted number. of pos-
sibilities. ] wanted to work with rura.l Arabic speak-
ers. Although all of the Berber tribesmen speak
Arabic, it seemed that good fieldwork should be
:ione in a group’s primary language. I would save
Berber for another field trip.
The town of Bhalil, a former Rn:nman‘ outpost
on a craggy hill, overlooking its fields and
olive trees below, was a possibility. It was rather
larger and more urban that I was bargaining for,
however, and its high endogamy and pejculsar histor-
ial development made it appear at_\‘Plcal. I would
keep it in reserve, as an alternate choice. -\zzaha a
small Arabic-speaking village some twenty kilome-
ters from Sefrou, with a moribund saint’s cult of n0
particular distinction, had lhittle to remmr‘nend “h ‘
This left two other villages, both Arabic Sped ::t
both with saints’ tombs and holy lineages. The hirs
n
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was Sidi Yussef, a cluster of settlements several
kilometers due south of Sefrou. It was ecologically in
a rather interesting site, with a complicated irrigation
system. Berber speakers and Arabic speakers lived
together there, but its saint’s descendants had frit-
tered away their spiritual reputation in years of
squabbling and internecine battles. Since religion
was to be one of my chief areas of investigation, this
was a drawback.

The other possibility, and the one to which 1 had
been drawn even before coming to Morocco, was
Sidi Lahcen Lyussi. This village has remained a tradi-
tional religious center, boasting the largest shrine in
this section of the Middle Atlas Mountains. The
musem or saint’s festival was still being held and was
well-attended by the tribes. There was a complex
ecological setting, and sociologically the village was
sufficiently diverse. Only half of the nine hundred
inhabitants were members of the four saintly
lineages. The rest of the village was composed of
descendants of Berber groups who had come there
over the years seeking sanctuary, and of the purport-
edly indigenous inhabitants, known locally as the
“children of the slaves.”

I chose Sidi Lahcen Lyussi. Making the choice was
not difficult, but gaining entry posed some strategic
problems. Although I never succeeded in getting all
of the details, from what | have been able to piece
together there was a group in the village who op-
posed my entry. They had two main objections, both
linked to my association with Ali. First, anything Al
advocated, it turned out, was certain to generate a
counterreaction of equal and opposite force. His ac-
tivities in Sefrou were well known and considered
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shametul Second, the villagers moralized about this
saint > descendant who was neglecting his wite, en-

prostitutes, and tied in with the Aissawa

n Al was quite definitely per-
wdi Laheen. As he humself was
wt out, there was a great deal of sheer

resentment, and backstabbine in these

» true as they mught be. Indeed, 1 later
discovered that many of the men in the village were
envious of the high life which Ali seemed to be
leading

All was a first-rate informant. He was intelligent,
qum'r to learn, patient, cooperative, and vivadous.
But [ do not think that these qualities alone explain
his success as an informant. Ali, like several other
peouple with whom [ worked, was a marginal charac-
ter in his own social waorld. He was not the average
villager, he was far from the solid-citizen stereoty pe
of Sefrou, and he had not become involved with the

French. Several important consequences followed
from this,

Al was more self-reflective about his society and
his place in it than most other Moroccans | Enew, He
had rejected village life and was paying the price for
his rejection; he knew this and could explain clearly
why he had chosen that path, 1t had not been an vany
thing, to dos He had been forced to work out reasons
and defenses o justity and explain his action, both
for himseltand tor his detractors, He had also pasted
together his own mode of lving in Sefron. Alieady
being ostracized by latge sepments of the commun-
o . ' iy, he would mock the bonds of social control by

Moraan ool children are rambunctions and sell-confudent, Haunting his freedom, This distinguished him exis-
tentially not only from many of the lycée students
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who were antical of village life and Sefrou’s socety
g h their criticisms tended to remain abstract)
though therr L'ﬂtl\‘b[itl ’ - ,
;':]Lit also from some of the men in the village. who
lthough discontented were still quite bound by con-
N nal constraints. In a word, Ali was more self-
ventional cons traints . farisdifeing: e haid
conscious than detensn‘el_\.’ self-mb_tﬂ}'lng, ‘-‘k .
developed practical alternatives for himself, shaky as
; were.
Lh:’{“ had deliberately pursued me: partly because he
was curious and adventurous, partly because he saw
the possibility of income, and partly becal..lse he was
relatively immune to the community’s social control.
He had worked with other anthropologists who had
come to Sefrou; he knew the ropes, and was commit-
ted to continuing the relationship. This helps to ex-
plain his rapid reestablishment of ties after our dis-
pute. It also helps to explain the energy he put into
getting me into his home village. Despite all the con-
flict, he knew that the more he did for me the more |
was dependent on him, the more I would recipro-
cate, the more I became ““his” anthropologjst. This
possessive type of relationship is quite common in
Morocco. How to limit and control the tendency of
informants toward possessiveness was a central
problem throughout my fieldwork.

The things which made Alj a good informant also
made him a liability in other contexts. This was high-
lighted during the disputes about my entry into Sidi
Lahcen. Ali could not easily rally a faction to my
cause; in the villagers’ eyes there was nothing to be
gained by supporting his efforts on my behalf. Al-
though he was a member of the saintly lineages, so
was his wife, consequently he had many enemies

)r

e
q
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ee of his abusive disrespect of he .
i t‘:::;h:h:;'s:tuatiun by constantly bnili:;:, th
._-?‘u‘t‘l' ‘ about their “country-bumpkin® w ays, .lhe;‘-
wllagt’;b: ocrisy, and their envy. It seems, lh‘-“"-‘f'are
n‘lm‘al hLIF: Ali éame to the vi“agu to announce thati
that \"Oing to live there, a gcnct.'al cry of opposition
;ﬁéd him. Any friend of Ali's was no friend o
the;:st- Ali had several strong cards to play. He Knew
that the local governor and sub-gO\*ernor had ap.
roved the project, and he let the \’_ﬂlaggrs Know this
in no uncertain terms. By S0 dq&ng, it seems, he
turned a generalized opposition into a fervent am.
bivalence. The short-lived opposition front cracked,
Geveral villagers apparently realfzed that with such
allies | was going to get into the Wlla-ge‘sooner or later
ay. They also realized that Ali himself was not
anyw t};) move back to Sidi Lahcen, and that at least
tg}?:;gwould not have to deal with him. Here was a
situation which involved rlsks But lwhere there is
risk, there is also the possibility of gain. -
During the tense period 1 spent anxiously waiting
around Soussi’s store, several men from the village
had drifted by. They would come in, look me over,
engagein a bit of perfunctory chatter, and then leave.
They were sizing me up, but the stf:indards tl.\ey were
using were unclear. Ali and Soussi were ma;\taifrtig_
a good front and feeding me hollow words 3‘ N
couragement while refusing to supply me with any
specifics.
I am not sure what my reaction would haye b;zl;
had I fully understood the dynamics of the situa

He
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rime. No doubt, I would have become diSCLle"
::,:I:; :l?:it ‘;E.lsiw at first. How cou:dltldw,“ﬂ;::‘:—
:rill.\gu' where they dlc}nt want me? I'd go il
where else. The naivete of such a reaction is extrao -
dinary. There would have been opposition any
where, including Sefrou. The only real alte_rnahve
would have been to give up the pr0‘|ec't. To think t_hat
a culture which thrives on the agonistic c}ash of wills,
where assertions of character and denials of th.ose
assertions are the fabric of social life, where domina-
tion is highly valued and conflict an everyday
occurrence—to think that all of this should suddenly,
at my appearance, be transformed into a concord of
mutual respect, understanding, and open accep-
tance is laughable.

In fact, I was forcing my way into the village
through my official connections. That was the only
way that it could be done. Informing the officials had
been unavoidable, but their approval had made the
affair a dangerous one from the villagers’ perspec-
tive. To think that these rural countrymen should
have accepted my proposal at face value and gra-
ciously granted it in the spirit of mutual respect be-
tween cultures is absurd. Why, the villagers asked,
should a rich American want to move into a poor
rural village and live by himself in a mud house when
he could be living in a villa in Sefrou? Why us? Why
get ourselves into a situation where the government
holds us jointly responsible for this stranger? What's
in it for us? The risks are all too evident.

~ What could I have possibly answered? The further-
ing of anthropology? My career? Broadening their

R r "
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I Aizons A amall amount ot money oy 4 ¢
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ers’ Then pervephions WEIe Acirate enogg ), \ 1:1}\_
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perms there peally was o reason to allon TS
. Ny

village
Yetl hadd « -
only justification I brietly entertamed, the l\,ul’;.h he
which is all too apparent, was that 1 couly ““.1"
commumty something. Teould notincreas, ”“..1. the
ricultural production. 1 could not cure thejy ‘h: i* ap
or get them work. Teould not make the raing w-';t-
time. Perhaps 1 could teach them English, W1I
finally did arrive in the village, Tsugpgested thig r:‘l.
limidllv‘ There was a polite but tepid response \;h}?t"r
was S0on passed over by all concerned. Ich
There may be situations in which the anthropol
gist can directly aid the cumnuf‘ni.ty, but my P,Uvs,q(;;
that they are rare. I have heard “aid” advocated “"nslt
fervently by those who h_ave' never d}!l‘le feldwory
The position seems more justifiable within one’s own

where thought, action, and responsibility

ome o Moroceo to hive i vill

'
ﬂ\"\

society, .
are more closely connected. Having thought aboyt
the problem over the years, however, it is unclear to

Id have done to aid the villagers which
e been the kind of blatant interference
r which we criticize A.L.D. pro-
; i hropologist i

s. If the ethical status of the anthropologist is
g:;»?;uous then the do-gooder, whatever his cause,
would seem to be even more profoundly disqual-

ﬂ\.e advocacy of political activity as a role for the
and'lropolugist'alm seems highly untenable in this
kind of situation. [ was the only foreigner living in

the entire jurisdictional circle of the gendarmerie. All

me what [ cou
would not hav
in their affairs fo

I B

I mpering
Fa )

of my activities were observed, reported
od. 2
torted Dy various tactions, as we whall & i;:.l| ;h-"
Ay v T all see ¥
Deetn Organizing or advocating ant NOVETTWRE 5
tion 1t would have potten back 1o local o -
Al pove

bureans with lightning apecd miment

Ihere in oy
r - % W guestion
that [ would have been forced o leave the .‘mmll\.

and a distindt l‘““_““‘llll\' of being, thrown into jail
his might sound like an attractive adve . -l
or Berkeley, but i Moroceo it see Eniamint el
ponsensical. . frighteningly
Once one accepls Nt ,
consisting of I‘dr{'u il!:u:ll‘ ::l:ll:“r:‘ ‘-.i anthropology as
BT pant ation, as | had, then
one’s course of action is really governed by these
oxymaoronic terms; the tension between them defines
the space of anthropology. Observation, however, is
the governing term in the pair, since it situates l'hc
anthropologists” activities. However much one
moves in the direction of participation, it is always
the case that one is still both an outsider and an ob-
server. That one is an outsider is incessently appar-
ent. The cloud of official approval always hung over
me, despite my attempts to ignore it. My gestures
were wrong, my language was off, my questions
were strange, and interpersonal malaise was all too
frequently the dominant mood, even after many
months when some of the grossest differences had
been bridged by repetition and habit. No matter how
far "participation" may push the anthropologist in
the direction of Not-Otherness, the context is still
ultimately dictated by “observation” and externality.
In the dialectic between the poles of observation and
participation, participation changes the anthropolo-
gist and leads him to new observation, whereupon
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starting point. which is observation, Motion py, 2t
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.
Finally word came from ¢

- he \‘ill\ig‘_\;
The leaders of the sain \

! thy lineages h.:ﬁ\‘,lﬁld may
minds. 1 was welcome in Sig Laheen Shangeq e
under their protection. 1 could rent *‘:I;\nd W
construction which had been useg '1“&111‘ "
for corn. ik Storehoyg
The next week was jovously Spe

preparations, buying provisions, and fpng
lieved. So what if my Arabic was weak ~:1dn Te.
entering a hostile situation; the “real” fiel (‘{wmiwas
finally underway. Despite all the difficultjes \-;as
lay ahead, without my knowing it, the “’0":5: ‘h
over. From this point on, movement was both \c‘ha .
cernible and consoling. I packed a bed, some Cugli-.
ions, a low table, and a simple desk into a borroweq
station wagon one fine morning and was off, tog
happy to be anxious.

As one drives out of Sefrou, the contrasts at first
are marked. After passing the new barracks-like ex-
tensions of the city and a lycée, one enters an open
plateau. One side of the French-built two-lane high-
way is covered with scrub and rocks. This was graz-
ing land, but with significant decline in seasona_l
grazing and sheepherding; the black tents of the Ait
Yussi tribesmen are only seldom seen this close to
Sefrou. On the other side of the highway, several
kilometers further south, lies a series of mechanized
farms reminiscent of the Sais. They formed one of the

Entermy
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onninal areas of colonization in the region. The land
which had been collectively mwned was bought from
the tribes in a complicated transaction in\'oh‘ing; the
major hanks and a group-of industrions small tarm-
ers, thnough the intermediary offices of the Protecto-
rate government, The tribes traded this anid grazing
land tor nicher plots many miles awav. Dams were
built, tields cleared, trees planted. silos erected, and
machines brought in. The boundaries of this moder-
nized area are visually striking: the scrub and de-
forested hills begin again immediately at its perime-
ter.

Past the next set of hills, on yet another plateau,
one can see several cactus-ringed settlements spread
over the rolling countryside. The land now seems
more fertile. Government work teams are clearing it
of rock and constructing long, irregular, red-brown
stone hedges. At the end of this stretch of cultivated
terrain is the village of Azzaba, which serves as a
minor market and government post. Despite its
school, and its government-sponsored butcher
shops and irrigation facilities, Azzaba remains dusty
and distinctly undynamic. People say that the water
is bad, that it is hot, and that the saint who is buried
there and whose name has been forgotten has no
baraka. The village does sit right in the middle of an
exposed area slightly raised above the plateau, and

the water there does have a distinctly unpleasant
taste.

After Azzaba one is really into the foothills of the
Middle Atlas. The inclines are steeper, the road
curves much more sharply, and villages are found
only where there is water. Between them lie long,
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road reaches a hilltop : rs
After a short descent, following a hairpin turn, the
r er a - -

of green that greets one |s sl.njllin;;. Sidi Latht-n

{ on a fault line n the mountains
valley. Water is plentiful and a
fines the village’s agricultural
when the saint left Az-
reached this break in

l!lll.ll dlinnit

¢ men, who prefer to live in each

rush
Lyussi 1s locate

which runs up a long
crude set of canals de
area. According to legend,

zaba he continued on until he s
the mountains, tasted the sweet water, and p

daimed that it was here that he would wttltf. Be ”j?:
as it may there are over ten thuusand olive tr‘u
n;»-tled in and up the sides of the valley and sur

rounding slopes.

fntering a1
[wor large wntew ashed bl”}{hhzq dorninate the
villagg-scape: a large mosaue, and adjacent 1o it, »
truly distinctive green tiled saint’s tornbs In frems of
(hese two structures is a flat area of beaters earth
aroinied whirse perirneters are dustered honsses aned
stoarers. This opeen area is both the center of the villags
and the area om wbich the musem of samt’s festiva) '__;
el each year in the fall and spring
[ hee whole of “ndi Lahcen s really comniponeed of

foar clusters. Parther up the valley, extending sey
eral kilometers, are the three other settlements The
senallent Of these, two kilometers up the valley and
yerehed ln;;fl Ofa crest, consists of unly a f(—w.r(;fn-
wounds, A shightly Larger ane lies below it The third
settlement, larger still, is on a small plateau which
overlooks the mosque, tomb, and main settlement
from a distance of two hundred yards. According to
legend, cach of these settlements was originally the
home of one of Sidi Lahcen’s sons. Today each is
more or less the center of a lineage, but the correla-
tions are far from exact. In any case, almost all of the
non-descendants of the saint live in the largest of
these clusters. The area around the tomb is consid-
ered to be a religious sanctuary, and during troubled
periods Berber families could seek refuge there.

As one slowly descends the S-shaped curve which
leads to the musem area and tries to avoid the
scrawny dogs, chickens, and children who dart in
front of the car, the village looks much shabbier than
it does from above. The houses which line the road
are of mud and stone, seemingly slapped together in
a haphazard fashion, and from the outside at least,
they certainly seem in need of repair. Here and there
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substantial looking comp,,
one can SP‘Z;:“Eﬁ they are clearly the excegti:: ?:
built qf cem e road is rutted and at times rung
this village- ose to the edgi;?. ‘
: jon the villagers give is also on,

Theﬁl's_;;::ifrfi?:[labas are bedraggled and mﬁgf
i _gye_lfbfa and many have no shoes on. Groups of
spattere seated in the dirtin front of the three stores
men arl'_-’ below the road and form a back-stop for the
which l:ace. Seemingly engaged in conversatiop
musem I;‘,ed in making crude baskets out of the
and mvomb which lines the arid plateaus above,
tough 5:5 little movement of acknowledgement from
g::: vr\;len as we pulled up- The car was greeted,
r, by what seemed like hundrgds of drari—
hov.vivi 'inadequafﬁ'l}’ translated as children. These
;V ::]iss Jittle monsters surrou nded the car, much to
t;e annoyance of their elders. Screaming, yelling,
roceeded to examine all of my

ing the
= Pui?\?.gOneyoﬁhe villagers’ main fears, it turns
that these drari would do some irreparable

damage either to me Or my belongings. Their fathers
threatened them with beatings, curses, and exclama-
tions, to little or no avail. My new residence was still
filled'with comn, so we had to wait in ’the midst o:f the
drari and their nervous elders while it was hurriedly
deaned. Finally we got the few pieces of furniture
into the house and a council of elders decided that
the drari, now dimbing over each others’ backs to
peer through the windows, had to be brought under
control. What sticks and stones could not ac
complish, moral coercion could: upon being told that
they would be reported to their teachers, the drari

out, was

Entering w
disappeared in a twinkling, as if by magic. The an-
thropologist made a mental note.

Ali delivered the sheep, which he had suggested I
bring as a gift, to the saint’s tomb. He had never
specified who this gift was for, and as I discovered
later, how to share the slaughtered sheep was a
source of conflict. Ali apparently made off with the

hide.
The next two days were like a dream. [ arranged

my belongings in the house. I said “everything is all
right, today is Tuesday, yesterday was Monday, it is
hot, supper is good, yes, really good” and “yes, 1like
Morocco’” and any Arabic phrase I could muster up
as many times as I could bear it; I drank many cups of
mint tea, walked around doing initial exploring of
the village, and sat in the store where the men played
cards.

The food during the first few days was truly deli-
cious. I was invited to eat with the richest man in the
village, a veteran of the Indo-China campaign and an
ex-chauffeur of the Crown Prince, who had sud-
denly lost his vision from the effects of an old wound
and therefore received a substantial pension from the
French. He publicly displayed his hospitality to me
and let it be known that I was under his protection.
The fresh olive oil in which everything was prepared, |
the bread straight from the oven, the large quantities
of newly slaughtered meat, the hot peppers, the
strong coffee and sweet tea, all served in his com-
pound overlooking the village and fields below, was
terribly romantic.
~ On the fourth day a gendarme wearing tinted
glasses arrived with a man from one of the other
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86 Lahcen. The gendarmes in }\401‘00: o,
> the French system. form an elite police
followin8 © . diction outside the cities. In my ex.
force with ]the gendarmes are in‘telllgent, well-
Pe’_"e'éce'fﬁcient, and generally disliked.
framec, & darme came to my house and knocked at
The Sel}he village was crowded with Berbers, who
L dwr.Sidi Lahcen every Friday for a communal
o the large mosque- They provided an atten-
rayer o ce. The gendarme refused my Arabic
e ?ud]enns;vering in what can only be described
i a;le French. He asked if I had my permit de
- ““pef.cd could he see it? I said certainly, and
oﬁej it to him as well as my driver’s license. We
hl::.-l:n out to the car, which was now parked some
:i‘;stance from my house, next to the Compc)uncll of
the rich veteran who had been offering me hospltal_-
ity; it was felt that the drari would not dare roll it
down the hill if it were under the protecnon_ ofsucha
werful man. In full view of a large _aud:ence, we
talked briefly. | was somewhat defensive and cold,
saying that I had registered the car with the police in
Sefrou. The car was fine, he said, thank you for your
trouble; but since | was now in the countryside  must
also register with the gendarmerie. There wafs nc;
problem, though. They knew all about me. In fact
would be the first person to register wlth-th-em that
year. This was all a simple formality, merci bien, one
of these days. . . . e
The gendarme and I had been speaking in oW
tones and in French. It turns out that while our con-

versation was progressing, on the road above us 2

clusters in Sidi
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man from another faction was giving a running in-
terpretation of what was occurring, a version that
seemed to confirm all the apprehensions which pre-
ceded my entry. As far as I could reconstruct it later,
he was telling the crowd that the gendarmes were
furious because a nazrani, a Christian, was living in a
saint’s village. The gendarme already had a list of all
the people who had so much as greeted me and they
would probably be thrown in jail. Therefore no one
should even talk to me.

This had the desired effect. By the time I returned
to my house I knew that something drastic had hap-
pened. Shortly thereafter a delegation appeared, led
by several men with whom I had begun working and
the official village representative on the regional
council. They told me that because the government
was angry, they could not work with me. Further,
could they have the notes 1 had been making. They
were sorry but the government was strong and pow-
erful, and there was nothing they could do about it.

Shocked, I put up my stoutest front, maintaining
that the gendarme had said nothing of the sort. 1 did
have permission to be there and the government cer-
tainly knew about me. We should go to the gaid to-
morrow and he would back me up. In good Moroc-
can rhetorical style I had countered a strong gambit
with an equally strong counterattack. They were un-
sure. They agreed that the moumtil, their representa-
tive, would go with me to Sefrou and we would see
the gaid. Until then no one would talk to me.

There was no food that night except a can of sar-
dines I had brought and some instant coffee. I spent
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et to the ”I’UP Club” rl’(}n‘ ]3'."-
the nigh}: lft::;l]?’ overwhelming experience l;;;thl
was suc on feel consciously upset. It was alsg One of
did nﬂ;‘-'{:_d moments when the different stakes, .
lhfd;i-.'erﬂ revealed. I had no idea what the #en
:igr;';e had said to the vil]agers.’lf there was any trugh
l to the rumor (and I couldn’t see how there coyg
- then of course the villagers were correct in back.
:):L off. Something very strange was going on,
Pegrhaps it was the residual effect of the debate about
my entry into the village. If 505 ‘hﬂf_‘ a counterattack
on my part was necessary- Factliwnal|§m being whatit
is in Morocco, where there‘are enemies there are alsq
potential allies. I had to dlS(ETEE'd]t the rumor and itg
source or I was finished in Sidi Lahc.en.

Early the next morning we drove into Sefrou. The
qaid ushered us in rather ceremoniously. I told him in
French that it seemed that one of his gendarmes had
come to the village and told the villagers not to talk to
me. I was confused about the reasons for this and the
villagers were upset. Would he be so kind as to talk to
the moumtil and explain to him what was going on?
After questioning the moumtil, the gaid, with a
somewhat puzzled expression, picked up the phone

and called in the gendarme. He entered, greeted us,
and listened. When he heard the story, he looked
hurt, his pride wounded. He had said no such thing.
He had come only to check my registration, exactly as
he had told me. The rest was none of his doing. The
qaid thanked him and he left.

The qaid, a soft-spoken and even-tempered
man—one of the reasons, I might add, that he was

Entering

neither respected nor feared—explained dearly that
everything was in order, The government had given
me permission, it was all right to work with me,
whoever made up the story would be dealt with se-
verely. he moumtil seemed convinced, The qaid
asked me a few polite questions about Ibn Khaldun's
hilosophy of history, which I answered, and we
left. On the way back 1 realized how drained [ was,
Round one was a success, but there were obviously
more to come. Now that the government’s backing
was clear, lintended to find out what had happened.
The man who had been giving the running com-
mentary was a leader of a faction in one of the upper
clusters. He seems to have decided that 1 was a po-
tentially valuable resource, and that either 1 would
work with him and be under his influence or I would
not work there at all. His scenario anticipated that his
tactics would scare everyone else away, so he could
make me a generous offer of lodging and hospitality
in his settlement. Several months later, he did make
me such an offer. By then, I was firmly and produc-
tively ensconced in a web of relationships which 1
had no desire to break. I would have been happy to
add him as an informant. Preliminary negotiations
and tea-drinking visits began. But they were quickly
sabotaged by the men with whom I was now work-
ing. I belonged to them, and they were not going to .
permit someone else to horn in.

-

My initial entry accomplished, 1 was now faced .
w1§h the task of conveying who I was and what 1 was
going to do in the village. My purpose in being there
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remained unclear to most of the villagers, even |
those with whom I spent many, many hoypg I tnIu
' ers that I was a taleb, a student o B d

s villag
the villag ty- -which are both (|

and the science of socie
b opts. presenting no  Lrag slad
Arabic conce pts, pre 8 slation Mob.

Jems. I said tha}t my uniwrsi{y had sent me to dg, ;
study of the history of the village .‘md then i
back to them. I would probably write a book, | -
several examples ready to offer as evidence, ﬂn:i
then, God willing, I too would become a professor b
a university. This much was understandable ang i
ceptable to the villagers. 'I."hu term taleb, howeyg,
carries a religious connotation in Arabic, and since |
wasn’t a Muslim, this created some confusion,
Despite the myriad divisions which fragment
Moroccan social life, there is one cultural conviction
on which I never found either hesitation or djs.
agreement: the world is dmdgd into Muslims and
non-Muslims. Islam does provide a mediating cate-
gory for the “peoples of the book,” Christians and
Jews. They, too, have received a divine f'eve[aﬁun,
but it is incomplete. Mohammed is sovereign among
the prophets, for his revelation combines those of the

Jews and the Christians and completes them. These
e right under Islam to practice their

long as they acknowledge their in-
ferior role by paying special taxes and by accepttu:ﬁi.:
variety of symbolic and material burdens. Tha e
can be a relatively workable, if onerous, altrarr:fe:xm
is attested to by Muslim-Jewish relations in Mo
housand years. ,

fol;:t?:;!:;:l:able, hm:ever, only as long as NtfllJ;lelE
dominance is clear. My religion did not interes

people have th
own religion so

Entering vl
atall, They never questioned me on my assertion that
[ was a Chrstian. After all, they had the truth. A
pervasive malaise, however, was symbolized by the
widespread fear that T was a missionary. This per-
sisted throughout my stay, even to the very last day.
By then it should have been clear that 1 had not in-
terfered with, denigrated, or tried to alter anyone's
ﬂ.;igmlmlwliviq. Yet, cries of messthi, missionary, still
rang, out from a group of drari. Although it was
annoying, such a tenacious identification was sig-
nificant.

There was a dormant fear of Christianity. The vil-
lagers knew that the Christian lands were now more
puwcrhll than the Islamic countries. This led to a
lingering anxiety that this political and military
power would be converted into an attempt at reli-
gious dominance, which was, after all, the most im-
portant sphere of life in villagers’ eyes.

This seemed to be the only possible reason why a
rich young American (me) would leave the comforts
of home in order to live with them. | must be after
something crucially important. The subversion of
their religion was one of the few things they could
imagine to be worthy of such a sacrifice. That | did
not try to interfere in religious matters, I now under-
stand, was irrelevant. The constant expression of
pure and noble intentions is a rhetorical art which
Moroccans have raised to the level of cultural per-
formance, and they never take such professions of
purity at face value. I did my best to assuage these
fears during my stay. I stressed time and again that
my interests were historical and social, but I doubt
that I was very convincing. Still, a modus vivendi
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Focey
was worked out. Their anxieties wera
absent, but I managed, for the mog part
them at bay.

* * .

The problem of finding, cultivating, ang g
informants in a small village is one of the mostngm-
cate facing the anthropologist. There are 65 “Purerh-
roles for him. He may become involved in Polit'al
and social di\'ision§ even before he enters the ‘Ilcls
lage. In my case, from the very beginm'ng I wa
associated politically with the descendants of the
village saint. As thev were the dominant group in
the village, and since their role was crucial to my
study, I was more than happy to accept such an
association, at least initiallv. It was soon apparent,
however, that they themselves were far from unj.
fied.

As we have seen, the four clusters which com-
prise Sidi Lahcen were loosely correlated with four
lineages who traced their ancestry back to the sons
of the saint. This was largely a genealogical fiction
(as anthropologists call it) and not the true locus pf
group activity in the village. Thus, for example, in
the main cluster where I was living, most of the
saint’s descendants belonged to one lineage (traced
their descent back to one son). Socially, however,
they were divided into three major sub-lmeag"-‘f_’:
Each of these sub-lineages, with perhaps 5‘3"‘"22’1
five to a hundred people, had as its apical ancn; e
one of three brothers who lived at the tum othev
century. They were all saint’s descendalgss;e i
were all lineage mates, and they shared i;‘ paohe”
ship affiliation. Beyond that, they had sharp
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divergences. One of these sub-lineages, the one to
which Ali belonged, was famous for its constant
pickering, the retusal of its members to live in the
same part of the village, and their general inability
to cooperate economically, socially, or personally.
The second group was highly endogamous, and
lived clustered together in a set of connected com-
pmmds; its members shared a certain amount of
their economic resources, and sustained whatever
religious prestige the village had maintained. The
third was somewhere in between, on all counts.
There was much rivalry and competition between
the various groups and between particular indi-
viduals. So, from the vantage point of one living in
Sefrou, the descendants of the saint were an entity,
whereas in Sidi Lahcen this was far from the case.
Only very rarely and on specific occasions did they
display any solidarity.

The first few men with whom I worked, or at-
tempted to work, were from Ali's dissension-torn
sub-lineage. There was Ali himself. There was the
Sergeant Larawi, as he was called, the wealthy vete-
ran of the French army who had offered me 'hospi-
tality during the first few days. Although he was an
important figure, being the wealthiest man in the
village, it was obvious that I was not going to be able
to do systematic work with him. He was always
busy, engaged in the expansion of his agricultural
holdings, and like other “big men” in Morocco he
liked to ask the questions, not answer them. He was
an ally to have, but there seemed to be no point in
even broaching the subject of work with him. I was
at his beck and call, not the other way round. He
frequently came to my house at night and told
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stories or listened to the radio. M.m_v of my insj

ife stem from the houre 1 .- Bhts

into Moroccan life stem from the hoyyy | Spent With
‘hich complemented the mope Rbesa

him, which comy trllttun.‘

work I did with my informants, Not \lnmilmlinR the
terms of the interaction also had ity .nl\’.\ul.m‘.,\; l\ult
being in control enriched the ticldwork

My landlord was also trom Ali’s hlll\-]i“vdgl.' Not
”nh-.“-‘ls he one of Ali's chiet detractors, he alsy W

. ds
engaged ina long-standing  dispute with  the
Sergeant. He was a pious and prouchy old man, ang

we never had any sustained interaction. His son,
however, was just the opposite-—warm, Sracioys,
and friendly. His company was always relaing and
rewarding. He was studying at the I\.lr.l\\'i_\-in Uni-
versity in Fez, concentrating on Arabie I-‘“}:lhmt'
courses. Fortunately, he knew almost no French.
He politely but firmly refused to do any regular
work with me from the very beginning of my stay,
This was a keen disappointment, because he was a
truly promising informant. Although he had one
foot out of the village and clearly wanted another
life for himself, he was still loval and respectful to
his family, which was one of the most traditional in
the village.

My first informant in Sidi Lahcen was also a
cousin of Ali's. Mekki was a lwont_\-—_voar-n]d parlj
time shepherd and storetender. Although it was
immediately apparent that he lacked intellagenft;
this did not seem too important at first. He h.?
Spare time, he seemed eager to do the work, a“dl"j
the beginning there seemed to be so many t’li‘m‘l ﬂit
tary and non-conceptual tasks to be done thah"‘
scemed almost anyone would suffice. But thi
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yroved not to be the case. One of the essential qual-
ities of a good informant is the ability to explain even
the simplest and (to him) most obvious things in a
varicty of ways. The most consistently productive of
my informants displayed this quality from the start.
It was not merely patience (although that was cer-
tainly a capital virtue), or even intelligence (which
certainly helped), but rather an imaginative ability
to objectity one’s own culture for a foreigner, so as
to presentitina number of ways, Mekki was almost
totally incapable of this. This was no character de-
tecton his part, but it posed an immediate dilemma,
I had to end this rcl.itinn.-ahip as gracefully as possi-
ble because it was leading nowhere.

Fortunately for me, this potentially awkward
situation was avoided through a bit of luck. Mekki
heard of the possibility of some sheepherding work
with a group higher up in the mountains and de-
cided to go off and try his luck there. | was told later
that although the villagers were fond of Mekki, they
also considered him to be a dullard. | imagine that
the men sitting around the store found it quite
amusing that the new anthropologist was working
with the village idiot.

The next young man who crossed my path was
quite a different story. He was the son of a relatively
Prosperous storekeeper, who was the leader of the
loosely affiliated Opposition forces in the village.
These forces, which did not really form a coherent
Broup, were comprised of men from a series of unre-
lated families in the village. The one large grouping
of non-saint’s descendants, called the “sons of the
slaves,” were tied together by only the slimmest of
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ical fictions. Most of their CONNes:
gf?m?ﬂ:gg;:tlen. and they were neither ¢nq,, eacmt'ons
“Hf;ulmr““v unified. The storekg-epw himsel¢ :;us
some forty years earlier in Slql Lahcen after Marayg.
ing tribes had burned their village to the ground,
m bought land which he had left to his SOn, wh,
managed it well, so that he was now quite well-qf
by village standards. The father deeply resented the
saint’s descendants and had tried to build himsejg L
power base by attacking fh_ern as being Pretentioyg
overbearing, and hypocritical. Although thjs struck
a chord in the region, he had not been able t, trans.
mute it into any significant political success, But he
t ng.

kel?ﬁxn,gkashid, was incredibly quick, intelligent
sensitive, and overflowing with gossip and slander
about almost everyone in the village. He came tom
house after a week or so and proposed that we gofor
awalk together. He had heard about my attempts to
get Mekki to draw a map of the village, and said he
would help me with it.

That night, as we were sitting around cooking
dinner, another cousin of Ali's with whom | was
beginning to work told me cryptically but emphati-
cally that I should have nothing to do with Rashid:
he was a wild animal and dangerous. He refused to
elaborate. It seemed to be simple jealousy or
perhaps a political attempt to keep me within the
saintly sub-lineages. I said that I had to work with
other people, but of course I would heed his warn-
ings. The man accepted this with a sullen air, saying
again that he had warned me.

Entering 97
Rashid and I left early in the morn;
dav. We headed for a field perhaps a
viliagt‘r where his father’s sharecropper was plow-
ing. The quick pace was_exhilarating and the solic-
itiousness, which stopped just short of outright flat-
tery, was also a pleasant change. He listened to m
already improving Arabic, rephrased things for me,
and most exciting of all, made suggestions as to
whole areas we could jointly explore, The more
elaborate and grandiose the imaginary plans, the
more animated Rashid became; my Spirits soared.
We would first do a map, then the irrigation system,
field ownership, kinship, politics, and the rest. He
clearly was winning my confidence and this spurred
him on. He went into the litany which potential
informants, without exception, recited for me:;
Everyone else in the village is a liar and will deceive
you, and I am the only one who will tell you the
truth; they will slander me, but you are really lucky
to have found me because I will save you from those
scoundrels and wild animals, who will only try to
steal your money.
A magnificent walk around the outlying fields
filled a major part of the day. The terrain alternates
between deserted, rocky stretches and intensely
cultivated irrigated plots. Where there is water
available, olive, fig, pomegranate, and almond trees
abound. Wheat, barley, corn, and a variety of truck
garden vegetables also flourish in appropriate sea-
sons. In contrast, a few yards away, the brush and
rocks bear witness to the importance of water. The
rapidity of change from field to field, from hillside to
hillside, provides an intensity of visual experience

ng the next
mile from the
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; llels the emotional intensi
;?ﬂca%a;athemselves. .There is little reg“ a(:_gt;l:e
the land in the mountains. One side of a hjj w_ﬁ
have good drainage and t!’\e _other side poor drai;
age. One slope will be within the perimeter of ,
irrigation system and therefore green, while an 4.
joining field may be fallow. From the ground, the,
are no unbroken vistas of any appreciable distance
Land holdings are fragmented and farmers majy,
tain small plots in different parts of the valley. The
hedge their bets against the unpredictable weathe{
by planting different crops on different fields. Thys
in any particular sector of the valley, adjacent fields
will have a contrasting appearance.
Rashid guided me in and over, through and
around fields and hills, embellishing his sure and
casual knowledge with the local lore attached to
each field. He spoke in simple, clear Arabic, unhur-
ried and lucid. Throughout that day, Rashid wore a
mischievious grin. This slightly mocking expression
bubbled over with self-enjoyment and disdain for
the opinions of others. He had great self-confidence
and seemed to be guarding a secret which caused
him great mirth. Several times he reminded me that
people were going to slander him when I returned.
Again, he was completely correct. We continued
to work together for several weeks, drawing maps,
touring the fields, and so on, but there was a stead-
ily mounting offensive against him. The moral at-
tacks on his character never impressed me Vvery
much. It was said that he had left school, fought
with his father, was a troublemaker and a rascal
perhaps.a petty thief, and in general a bad influ-
ence. In retrospect, all of these charges and several
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more turned out to be basically true. But for some of
the same reasons he was an excellent informant. He
was on the fringe of community control; his father
had to callin the gendarmes to rough him up on one /
occasion. He would say things and talk about
eople in a manner which the anthropologist
cherished, strikingly direct. He was more than
to tell me almost anything I wanted to know.
parading around with me in front of the more
respectable members of the community, knowing
full well that he was provoking them, only
heightened his pleasure. Rashid was the polar op-
posite of Mekki, my first informant. Late adoles-
cence is a difficult time in Morocco, and Mekki bit-
terly anticipated the years he would have to wait
pefore he would be married. His family was very
poor and could not afford the bride price. But while
Mekki sulked and saw only the difficulties and trials
ahead, Rashid clung to the joys and adventures of
outh, maintaining the spirited rebelliousness of
the drari. There was little the villagers could do to
control him. He had almost no work to do except
errands for his father. Since he hung around the
store where the men played cards, he knew most of
the village gossip. He reveled in the notoriety of
working with the anthropologist. He himself had

happy

nothing to lose.

Unfortunately, the political assault against him
proved decisive. The saint’s descendants had been
seething when I began to work with Rashid because
of his father’s activities. It took me awhile to realize
this, because they were extremely reluctant to talk
about their animosities. Their hesitancy to talk
about the political divisions only added fuelto't
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moralistic vituperation., Once | regqp;, ey
their feelings, 1 became Mmore Cl‘zedt €pth
cautious with Rashid. !rcumspect o
v a
The decisive blow came a

from )
who wanted to work with me Rashiq

himg S fathe
he wanted me in his camp. He self. Thay istg e

Rashid might reveal too many ﬂ:l?:ralso_afrai
so he joined his enemies in a;gllin t}rlassmg detaj
on]}.- a child and not really the i ‘rﬁt at Rashid W
important task. The cho AL

s On for th;
: nce was boiling do this
Rashid or everyone else. Seve i

ral days |at g
was lured to southern Morocco bz so;LRahsmci
7 Shady

scheme or other, and he was gone for
months. That solved that. : Many

y!
d thy

s,

5. Respecrable Information

The man W ho eventually became my rr}a'm ’m.formam
and closest associate during my stay in Sidi Lahcen

as Abd al-Malik ben Lahcen. When we met, he still
r[;r{sidered himself a young man, _giving his age as
either thirty or thirty-two. Since his father had died
several years earlier, Malik was head pf the hOL‘lSE-
hold. He had two younger brothers, still unmarried,
and his mother to look after. One brother was work-
ing ata govemment agricultural station in the vici{\-
ity and earning his keep. The youngest brother did
the farming and took care of the animals.

Malik was the brains in the family. He did the head
work and the others did the manual work. To him
this was an eminently fair arrangement, since he had
convinced himself and his brothers of his high intel-
ligence. Protecting the family interests required
brain-work. For example, there was a rapacious
uncle who was perpetually hatching schemes to steal
their land. There were many other tasks, he told me,
but they remained unspecified. Despite all this sup-
posedly time-consuming work, he had ample oppor-
tunity to work with the anthropologist.

Malik had displayed his intellectual gifts at an early
age. He had done well in the local Koranic school and
had continued working on memorizing the Koran_‘u
even after he finished school. He also assumed an air
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he hung aroungd the

labor dunn
2 those v ,
atth@mn‘ E" :\‘e . "h“leCOn‘ fﬁrnun |
SqUe. When he vy a6 abo Uing ¢
to -:-.n‘t1 of the neighboﬁng Bethiey ut h\-ent)' he p,
POsihon as 3 fgi or rekos Settlemems
e ] eligioys O take,
ounted to teaching the - His gy
the prayers About s; g dnari c
Slightly more et SIX months Jatey he m .
& ghtly more prestigioys Position in 5 la;"’Ed Onty,
ut he did not last very long there ejtp, Y
eénamored with the idea of himself ase:. ;ﬂa tk wag
. W 3 1,
engaged in spiritual pursuits, but the y, S,

job “:'e.re of another order; the endles:a::gsbﬁ-:e
repetition of the Koran to 2 room full of recalcitrangl

drari, the extremely low and sporags :
fived basically on the charity of tﬁe codr:fmT:itgr\:r{qc;
the necessity of arising in the dawn hours to ¢a] the
first prayer were not at all to his liking. He aban-
doned his career after a year but is still known in the
village, half affectionately, half mockingly, as the fgi.

While his father was still alive, he returned to the
village, resumed some limited agricultural chores,
and spent a great deal of time at the mosque, thus
qualifying himself as a taleb, a term which desagnal::
those villagers who regularly come to the mosque
chant the Koran. e

Malik was a nervous and somew_vh.at lsndd_\ ;':;
One of the reasons he gave for leaving his post o

uffered from noseb

was that he frequently s I took him 0
which left him weak and enervated.

&

i S 1

Respectable [MOTTREs
doctor after one of these nosebleeding‘ mna-
doctor said that he was slightly anemic but
there seemed to be nothing ph}‘sxal]y

» with him. Fragility, weakness, and delicacy of
““in?'t ation are looked down upon in Moroccan cul-
L\‘Il"l‘bt‘;nd so Malik putup a bold front.
tu;é was frequently worried about illness and dy-
. Geveral of his children, including his only_ and
mu;:h beloved son, had died, leaving hi;n w:tlf a
gl*ep emotional scar. His stance as a man ot.the spirit
combined with a great capacity for self-pity anc.l a
weak constitution to produce a touchy and. defensive
character. Malik is normally sullen, wearing a wor-
ried and anxious look, and his joking and
camaraderie often seem forced. Yet he is intelligent,
patient, and determined.

His deep determination to avoid manual labor was
one of his main reasons for seeking me out. I realized
later that Malik had come to Sefrou several times to
observe me in Soussi’s store before he committed
himself. There are precious few sources of income in
the village aside from the fields, and he was obliged
to exploit any that came along, such as writing a letter
for a Berber tribesman or officiating at a circumcision
ceremony. The possibility of working with me was
thus something he seriously had to consider. After
all, it was “head” work, a consistent source of

French
dents; the
otherwise

&ﬂxletv and hesitation about engaging in a relation-
ship with me. I do not think that he was originally a
strong supporter of my entry into the village, but
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when my “tormal” acieplance Seeed i M
made his move. He came mlnf,vh_ml-"l ""!‘“"“m

I was out ot the city that day, so he “oking, for | he
and sought me out the Sayed gy, ¢

next morpg v

. i g

store. He sat sulkily staring into siiag Y at g khy
. [+ l_l

D0uggj
before speaking. Then he nnnnunu-d‘nlr] S0me ;’_l’::‘s
he would work with me, adding lhatdhrupﬂv lh:t
intelligent, honest, not greedy, ang © Was vop,
trustworthy, and that | was privile thorgy,

: red P'h"..\f
opportunity. At this point it was Hliﬁ nu:ulhave this
whether L would get into the village, clear to

Y e
and said | would think about it. He if;tl_ thankeq him
I did not see him again until 1 arrived ;
Lahcen. He helped me unpack my S:ir:gzdb‘“ Sidi
his distance as long as Ali was around. Only afttu kept
days did he arrive to say that he was ready tf)rsm'n
working immediately. We would draw up a o:('tnt:m-l
: . act
in French and Arabic and both keep a copy. The rate
would be ﬁ\'t_} dirhems (roughly one dollar or a dav's
wages on a farm) a session, and the sessions could
vary in time. It would be best for both of us if we
made the contract for a month. That way, if either of
us wanted to back out of the agreement there would
be nothing between us and evervthing would be just
as before. 1f we agreed to continue, we would write
another contract. This speech was presented in a
formal tone. Malik had his best clothes on for the
occasion. Although 1 could not follow exactly what
he was saying, | understood the drift of it. Of coursel
agreed, and we proceeded to draw up the contract.
We started to work on kinship that afternoon. Pa-
tiently, speaking slowly and clearly, he made sure
that I was following. He estimated how long it would
take to finish the genealogies and said that he would

Resp bl [rifuriiation ()
popt

the pecessaly |ml|lluti Ltt’nII]l]H?}, slifisi, with
heghtt lineages he wanted everything to be corred
I.I'lhl" : ”“:.“ wrlant W'l-l“\-
with n.“ , the inadent with the gendarme who had

”u”::’h register my car, Malik was petrified. He
umu‘i ne to burn the notes we had made. | gave
aske® [’; him and told him to hold on to them until
lh.l’_m“l,”.,mv.u passed. He agreed, adding that he
o ]]i n;ﬂ pe able to work with me until everything
wt_“fl :trai)!,'ﬁtt"“'d out. When we returned from our
\::,:1 to the qaid's office, Malik eagerly and seriously
‘ﬁiled the representative on all the details of the con-
tersatiun. When he seemed satisfied, he turned to
me and announced that we could begin work again
that afternoon.

Although there were minor disputes and troubles
during the months which followed, Malik was the
most diligent and orderly person with whom 1
worked. He became my chief informant in Sidi
Lahcen, and we covered all the essential ethnogra-
phic ground together in many, many hours of work.
Much of my basic understanding, of kinship, irriga-
tion, landowning, social structure, and formal as-
pects of religion stemmed from these months of
work. Malik lacked the flair of other Moroccans, but
his ploddingly persistent and highly regular work
habits more than compensated. His social position as
a solidly entrenched and respected villager certainly
helped to legitimate my presence in the village. The |
Sergeant also approved of my working with Malik.
They had had a series of contractual relations in the
past which had been followed through without con-
flict. He publicly sanctioned my working with Malik.
With his backing, I was now secure. The proof that |
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I'broke a leg orgot a iciti
: PPendicitis | eaUse;
drive anyway. The c]:r did olf;:rwglfld v beablietg
pl'easurc: driving though the Midc;l:‘f::;‘; h”urs of
ains on empty highways, singing 1o el
great release. But once | was actually inn,-{:ﬁ Mg
village, the car proved to be more of an an:?;lg;hl ‘
Vance

than a convenience. My caustrophobia dissipateg
after 1 had been there several weeks, and ¢,

psychological rationale for the car faded.

When the demands for rides to Sefrou began, | had
Mabk announce that | would go to Sefrou once »
week, and would take four people with me on 2
first-come, first-served basis. | added to Malik that #
there was an emergency | would be willing to take
people to the hospital. He nodded sagely and agree
that he would tell the others. What folly. I was oo
stantly deluged with requests.

- E 3 .

m—ﬁrsmxmmsmmeﬁﬂagf“'mh”d"m;;:
cnilecﬁngdataahrnstasfastaslm-‘umd

Rggpeffabfe' Information .

sutline of village social and political structure seemed

pe emerging effortlessly from the material itself.
:-?atterns of land holdings and genealogies seemed to
be jumping off the pages. I felt little need to dally in
imerprelation, and plunged ahead. It was absorbing
vork, free from anxiety because the tasks were de-
}i ned and progress was measurable. Malik worked
diligently and cnnsistent_ly. Since I was now clearly
his, he arranged for a series of other villagers to work
with me on specific topics.

Malik and | began our work with the genealogies,
because it was work that could be started with a min-
imal vocabulary. The formulas, “so and so, father of
s0 and 50, married to s0 and s0,"” carried us through
many hours. Here was a schematic and systematic
way to become acquainted with village groups and
their formal interrelations. At first, Malik was ex-
tremely serious and fgi-like. He would announce
“We are now going to work,” chase out anyone who
happened to be in the room, and sit down stiffly next
to my table. We proceeded in strict order from group
to group. Later he began to loosen up. He would
throw in personal comments, usually highly sarcas-
tic ones, about the individuals involved. As trust
began to develop, he would also provide a series of
jocular commentaries about the women: this one had
huge hips, that one was a terror. This work, and
more specifically the listing of land holdings and
olive tree owners, was fairty mechamcal 1 could
measure my progress in the growing stacks of sheets
ripped off the dipboard to be typed the next work-
was finally filled with my own work, an onentation
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_ ifics began to emerge, and | could sep 101
;:; :&:1':: quel_:tions remained to be ‘m“:ku‘n: h:;;
next day- ) : ¢
Another popular topic of village conversatio, "
my departure. A constgmt rcflram was that | Wou?;
forget them, and not write. This led un_mediately int
a discussion of who would get my furniture. It WﬂSaE
so open and business-like that after my first seng, o
affront I rather enjoyed it. They were certainly yp, 7o
no illusions about the transitoriness of my Situation
This direct and materialistic level of exchange wag a‘
strong indication that I was being accepted. Materig)
motives are never in disrepute m Morocco. It is only
when they are absent that suspicion is aroused,
Malik and I were developinga smooth rapport. We
had already renegotiated the original contract—
again at his instigal:ion—and now were formally
working half a day together. Our relationship was
still more a contractual one than a friendship, how-
ever. The free and easy, relatively undefined type of
interaction I had with Ali was absent. This was a
more serious affair, and Malik himself was directing
the situation. We spent time making plans for the
next day, rechecking various points, talking about
how to proceed, estimating the time needed to cover
various topics. Our joking was guarded, not the
more ive and personalistic humor of “sound-
ing” and mutual denigration at which Moroccans ex-
cel. I was not invited to eat at Malik’s house for quite

a while, and during my whole stay I ate with him

This was fine with me. I was absorbed and more

ﬁunpleas?duid\ﬂlewnrkMaﬁkwasdoing.bOd‘

R;-s;""'mm" Information "
. etly with the information we collected, indi-
::3];, \,};ilh the way he handled other villag(?r:%::;_
ost of them somewhat at a distance without
ssessive that I was isolated. | saw other
and almost every night the Sergeant
or my Nei hbors WOI.‘IId come over to drink tea, chat,
and listen to the radio. (The Sergeant listened to all
the Arabic language programs broadcast by Ameri-
_—y British, French, Russian, Libyan, Algerian,
Moroccan, Chinese stations, switching the dial seri-
ously from one to the next.) Things were going well.
The complexities which revolved around establish-
ing a fieldwork situation were now resolved. The
anxiety-producing tensions of self-reflection tem-
porarily eased as I involved myself in this external
work.
After a month or so, there was a change in my
relationship with the village. People seemed to ac-
cept me more as my initial strangeness was wearing
off. This coincided with the first slackening of the
inquiry process. We had completed our inventory of
the ownership of fields and our initial sketch of the
genealogies; much remained to be done, of course,
but the outlines were there. The lists we had so dili-
ntly compiled were coming alive to me.

After the olive harvest—which absorbed every-
one’s energies for several weeks—was finished, the
demands on me came pouring in again. Having
fewer immediately obvious tasks to accomplish,
and feeling the need for new villagers to work with,
I acceded to more of these requests. This was a mis-
take; it reopened the floodgates of demand which 1
thought had been sealed. Now that we knew each
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other a little better, the limits were Beiiy

again, in a more subtle manner, to see jyq 5 ety
g » 8]

they really were. W firy,

Without my noticing it, Malik wag ...
more nervous and irritable. It was cleare, ;mr.ninﬂ
suppose, that since. we had covered .th:: hlm I
ground. other more .sensitivo subjects . llnltia;

longer be s0 easily avoided. He also felt thyy I:I, fi 0
on me was weakening. Although I was 'hnr].h 3ri
happy with him, I also insisted on \‘\’nl'kin: th‘an
other villagers. b With
I had been drawn into driving to Sefroy s
successive days by bogus if convincing rvqumtl}vn
was fed up with being used as a taxi driver and. \:' !
feeling the need to get back to work. I wag u'?s
touchy and was beginning, for the first time sinc?' nl1 (:
arrival in the village, to feel frustrated again, | hl‘ga;
to realize that this ease of interaction was too good to
jast. On the third day @ intended to begin working on
the saint’s legend. Malik came in the mornings and
was acting strangely diffident. Finally he an-
mounced. defiantlv but defensively, that 1 had to
drve him to the village of his wife's in-laws, some
thirty Llometers awav, He was having trouble with
her (which he refusad to talk about) and wanted to
aake a present to her rolatives. He presented the
mater ax araal and there was no way to retuse
N He had planned this tor several days, but ob
wonig My prouchiness about the taat business he
Aad henizatad fo Broach the subject.

Thinhy masking my displeasure. | had some collee
warh B and off we went. We drove to the village,
daradad anvind a it had lunch, and wtarted back,
e aand hack o wark we gos no more rides, He

Rl'-"'."".”"hhv Information 113
od. When we pulled into the flat area in the
center of lhv. village there were two close cousins of
his waiting for us. As I turned off the ignition they
huddlvd with Ma |Ilk, He turned to me as I was leav-
ing the car and said that one of the wives was really
sick and we had to lqku her to the doctor. 1 gave a
:.;harp laugh and said, quite simply, No. “What
would you have done before I was here? Whatever it
was, do it now, because I am not going anywhere.”
There was embarrassment and consternation. The
men from this sub-lineage had actually been re-
strained to the point of moderation in the requests
thev had made of me, and 1 knew that they were not
likvfl\' to insist unnecessarily—which only increased
my anger. But this time the emergency was real. So
ﬂﬁ'ﬂ‘t‘d and evervone seemed relieved. They hurried
off to assemble their womenfolk while Malik and |
waited in the car. They brought outa young woman
who was obviously dreadfully ill. Tam not good with
sick people, I was not sure of my driving, and | was
thoroughly worn out, All the way to Sefrou she
moaned for help; none was forthcoming. We
dropped her oft at a doctor who took one look at het
and told us to take her to the hospital in Fez, another
thirty kilometers away. Offt we went, and after an
hout of pulling strings at the hospital in Fez we man-
apad to get her admitted, She died there a week later
It was late in the atternoon when we got back in
the car and started our trip back to Sidi Taheen |
wax silent and sullen, Twas upaet about the woman
and exhausted and drained by the whole day Thewe
wax very little conversation. Finally we arvived
the village. 1 reassured an edgy Malik that every
thing wax okay, nottowany, bt 1 just wanted o b

agre
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o walk off in the direction of ¢ :
alone- 1 sEarfjed ;nd Malik followed. The Mumsome was courageous enough to try to force his way into
outlving fields, 8% d why anvone w Ccang he car when he was present. He was not fo
V7S |lv understood why anyone would wany t . ache would b ond of
never rea to Momccans, as he wou e glad to tell vou or them

L by himself. [ remembered my scene with

eawal ; came appare - =
takeaw [ had reached the limits of % It soon bec pparent that unless something
‘I

. ALY *c]dil'lg: H rere -5
Ali st : tnd could no longer maintain a o drastic Wert done about the car problem I would not
¢ i good Jo any fieldwork at all. The second week in the vil-

enduranc .

° T 1d persisted and so dj ips i

front. Malik Pth“’wd o o.p d said sl ﬂq = .dld lage | made four trips into Sefrou. After the fourt}
. ally turned to him and said slowly, firmjy 8% ceriously considered leaving the cari .t
until : v, trip 1 seriously consic ered leaving the carin the city. |

llv that [ was not angry at him, that 1

; : d have. When | returned to the village
nted to be by myself. I would se shoul 0 the village there

and emphatica
25 an old man waiting at the door of my one-room

was tired and wa w

him the fnllorving da)‘.‘ r-‘\dIOE"}i -.;t d‘lbl'l“la; and hypy house. He said that his wife was very sick and had to
crossed his face. He said, wash sekren?—are vou get to the hospila_l. I said 1 was sorry, but 1 had just
drunk? I returned from Sefrou. He persisted, undaunted, in a
[ was stunned, speechless. “f“ had been together tone of such distress and sincerity that 1 b.p;n b
every minute of the day since eight that morning, | wonder if there wasn't a true emergency Ib\‘amlﬁ
knew that he meant something else and was himself down and agreed. Off he went, rclumin‘g' with hi:
deeply upset, but [ was .ﬂwfm!ut?‘l}: at ic k‘\nd of my old wife hobbling behind him. They thanked me pm‘-
emotional endurance. The n furiating irrationality of fusely. We arrived in Sefrou and 1stopped in front of
his comment threw me into a deeper depression, and the hospital. No, they said, a little higher up the
made me wonder whether there had ever been any street, the market. But didn't you say vou were dy-
effoctive communication and understanding be- ing? Yes, she said, but 1 have some s'[\dppi:m to do
tween us. | must have been deceiving mvselt; a vast 1 let them out and returned to the village i\m\\vir;\;
cult lay between us and could never be bridged. elt that that bridge had been crossed. | steadfastly re-
on the edge of an abyss and had a rush ot vertigo. fused atter that incident. My anger was openly ex-
Malik, in his own way. seemed also to have recog- pressed on several oecasions; persistent kneckers at
nized a rupture. We followed the winding path backs siv in the morning were favorite targets. Fone of
he left me at my house with a gentle lila sa'tda, pood character more than arguiients carried the day, and
evening. ' the demands subsided. A fow months later, atter

having a tune-up trom a Morocean ganigiste triend,
the car exploded.

Lwas finally rid of the wietched thing, The six-mile
walk over rolling hills and across a shallow river to
the nearest highway and gas station attorded we
some of my most enjoyable and relaxing hours in

After this incident, it was only with the greatest
ditficulty and pervasive emotional upscet that 1 tried
to determine whether the so-called  emergencies
were real. Whenever the Sergeant wanted to goto
Sefrou Iwas happy to take him—both to repay him
for his hospitality, and because pr.'u'lic.\lly no one
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of pressure off Malik, who it seemg
4 by ten people for every intrepid vy, Was
on my door. His life must haye segg.r
€n

A (L SL S toak "
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soproache
w ho E:\m:_:t‘\i
hell

- * .

This cathartic moment of realization was soberip,
both of us, and led to a mutual Sto‘:k'taking
was slowing down and becoming less reéul
This was highjighted during the next few Wee]?r'
when we began to do a series of household f.'co:
omies in depth. By now I had a fairly good abstracy
idea of the range of socio-economic variation in th,
nd I wanted to find out what these diffel_e_
and holdings, income, and assets really
meant in the daily life of the village families.

we worked first with the Sergeant, the richest man
in the village, and found it surprisingly easy. He was
proud of the holdings he had acquired, and candid
about his future plans for expansion; this was the
closest he came toO being an informant. In working
with other villagers, I soon found that even the

rest families were not reluctant to discuss and

lament their economic situation. Poverty does not
carry the stigma in Morocco which it does in
America. It indicates only a lack of material goods at
the present time, nothing more. Although regret-
table, it does not reflect unfavora bly on one’s charac-
ter. It simply means that Allah has not smiled onone,
for reasons beyond normal understanding, but tha
things are bound to change soon.

g for

work

]

village, a
ences in |

Respect”
ik neither rich nor poor, seemned to represent
‘\,'!a-:jjie of the spectrum” position, and I pro-
v m‘; vorking on his holdings. He hesitated at first
p seh - agreéd- He had portrayed himself, to me
but f t}iers "2 a spiritual man of relative poverty. As
and Ot g tlo make a detailed list of his possessions,
we befamt" rouchy and defensive. Listing all of his
he Peus small pa}cels of land, sheep, goats, and
vatio s it was clear that he was not nearly as
orished as he had portrayed himself. By vil-
dards, he was doing quite well.

This was confusing and troui?ling for him. He saw
himself as having a difficult time in life. This was
more than a ploy to coax money and sympathy from
the anthropologist; it was truly an integral part of
his identity- So, when he saw what was emerging
on the paper in front of him, he was flustered. He
had internalized a certain persona, and although in
recent years his fortunes had improved—he had re-
d his father’s inheritance, and had two
king for him—his self-image had not

a

ceive
prothers wor

changed.
The “facts” which were emerging did not corres-

ond to his cultural categories. Moroccan villagers
are not in the habit of totaling up their parcels of
land, calculating their combined holdings, compar-
ing them with the rising and falling prices of goods,
and making systematic and quantitative compari-
sons with their neighbors. Nor do they understand
their village conceptually in terms of socio-eco-
nomic strata. There are, of course, societies (like our
own) which do mnceplualizv social reality in such
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terms b ]\h‘a holdings for me, making them Into 5
g s ernal object which we could

- n

objectiV17E T4 ext

quantitati’® Tl ik began to see that there wag
poth examin® n his self-image and my dassifjc,.

: e ” i
' Mt\;he emergence of this “hard” dat, be.
m h his own efforts was high,

o objective sucial science. which treats facts 2
parable from 2 larger w hole, is rey

entiie> ‘{p us (perhaps). but it was definitely
enough _:fbg;.i He formed a more synthetic judg.
1“’1::].-;"1337 s situation, which turmed on mora)
e al evaluations as much as on economic
cs. The two poles of this conceptual scheme were
oo we people for whom “things go well” (nas la-bge
1':,__, 2nd “those for whom things are miserable”
m -n.._c'!' ). These categories are tou:n_f. For example,
3 man has no sons, heis pitied (m_eikme), even if he
is rich. A person’s economic position was not ig-
nored, it simply was not made the sole basis of the
classification. Those who were “well-off” com-
prised perhaps one-quarter of the village in Malik’s
scheme. Those who were “poor, down trodden, to
be pitied” comprised perhaps a third. As for the rest
of the villagers, there was no special term to desig-
nate them, and this did not bother anyone. It was
only under the prodding of the anthropologist that
Malik tried to fit everyone into a particular stratum.
Malik was changing. He had to reformulate his
own experiences in order to understand what [ was

driving at. Ordinarily he was quite adept at this, but

Ehe

“ 119
o table [nformation
Respe fir
his own situation was the object, he faltered

g S L
Wik Al1, his new self-awareness stood in direct con-
T alks
Aﬂdj(_"‘ i to his old self-image
pe an anthropologist enters a culture, he

‘_\ h(m_\,(]rt. to objectify their hife-world for him
trains PEUP » there is already obie
r:thin all cultures, of course, there 1s already objec-
“?l - d self-reflection. But this exphat self-
tification and = ; :
sCiOUS translation into an external medlum is
CO’;- The anthropologist creates a doubling of con-
zirn-u cness. Therefore, anthropological analysis
;'nU‘-f incorporate two facts: first, that we ourselves
are historically situated through the questions we
ask and the manner in which we seek to understand
and experience the world; and second, that what we
receive from our informants are interprefations,
equally mediated by history and culture. Con-
sequently, the data we collect is doubly mediated,
first by our own presence and then by the second-
order self-reflection we demand from our infor-
mants.

This by no means implies that cross-cultural un-
derstanding is impossible. So long as the different
epistemological status of the data we receive is ac-
counted for, itis not a block to understanding. Malik
was not lving to me, nor was he simply being mani-
pulative. He really did conceive of himself as mes-
kine, not-well-off in a total sense. As we constructed
an object together (a list of his holdings) he saw that
he was relatively prosperous. He had to think care-
fully and deeply about this contradiction. His self-
image was thrown into doubt. His naive conscious-
ness was altered. He had never experienced himself
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f. After reflecting on th-.f matter for SCver. ped. These — pescepiions were csiehse
2 e ided that his original judgment Wwas cudl rt‘atvr future was not bright. There was no industry
i i hed‘;‘c: had more land and sheep than n-mr.~ !h‘-%ofrnu, and the only rt-J_l path of mobility out of
ct. Ye'!lil'ag;ﬁ but he had no father, his son w;l 't?u‘ village was the educational system—and even
other Vi Ll

- : 8

his mother needed support, his br“lhur-

; d his uncle was out to s, 1 hi.

married, an N "l his

lw eﬁe ‘Il\rno Monsieur Paul, things were tough, gy, a
and. *

doubling of consciousness had occurred. Malik had
(8]

. O pnrtunili(-s for taking that route were rapidly
ekly; :il?t‘p};waring as the flood of job openings in the
154

tate burcaucracy after independence were now
state

; ° larg‘-"ly f!"L‘d 2 ..

forced to look at his life in a new way,. His Each request from the men ‘ga.thexl'ed in fr.ont of
be:rfl‘d ﬁad new contours, even if his ultimate judg. one of the ramshackle stores, sitting in the dirt, full
w

ments about it were the same. of energy but with no outlet except fighting and

squabbling, persuasively communicated their anxi-
Much of the joking, bantering, and “sounding

: t on in the village was easy enough to
:ahn:gllle.w 'l?:e one area where these demandsg and
probes were not so easily brushe‘d off’. however,
concerned jobs. Many of the men in their twenties
and thirties had very little work to dq. Und!er Islamic
inheritance procedures, men do not inherit until the
father dies, and in this village there was not that

ety. The plight of these men was real enough.

In the early stages of fieldwork, the anthropolo-
gist operates with his own version of “naive con-
sciousness.”” The reality “out there’” seems so con-
crete, so easy to gather in. My exhilaration during
the initial months in the village was tied to this
sureness. There was not much to interpret; the facts

seemed to speak for themselves once they were col-
lected. Taking the external world as it appears is an

essential first step; it is gratifying, easy to hold onto |
but inadequate.

Actually, what the ““facts” demonstrated was far n
from obvious. If all they showed was that Morocco '-‘\,‘ ¥
was a Third World country with underemployment || °
and a rather unpromising economic future, then
there was no need to have journeyed there in the
first place. I had known that much in Chicago. This/
does not mean that generalizations at this level are
either wrong or unnecessary. French colonialism
and neo-colonialism are deeply connected to
Morocco’s current problems. But at this level of -

generality, these guiding ideas are almost empty.

much to inherit in most cases anyway. Holdings
were small and there was plenty of dead time be-
tween farm tasks. The men joked and complained
about their situation frequently. In my presence,
these laments often turned into requests for my hel
in finding them jobs in France. Three villagers had
in fact found work as agricultural laborers in France.
They regularly sent money home, which enabled
them to acquire land, improve their houses, marry
off their sons, and strut around in sunglasses and
suits when they visited. They aroused pervasive
envy, but the onlookers had little to do but grumble.
I knew by now that the possibilities of further
agricultural expansion in this region had been

!
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t seem to be tt_“‘_l:‘r"‘;‘t:l;‘“l ;‘rl;tt!d_richest
. af organizing danc clanitvine

L\‘II\'!‘P(S‘ k‘f]pﬁbk ‘::lt‘ :3';“ the most i[“p\"\:t‘:“i.i,h‘he
most material n:t: :‘ oo ad Assertinns—that \“:1_
The PJ\“J._\::: tht:.l."‘ use of ru ral poverty in Morog CU‘
mlo,nﬂj::l:m individual cases must be ‘“"diﬂted
::I t{.‘\.ll'titl‘.llldf detet_min e, B of
there is NO Way {0 qlttt‘rt‘l\tlﬁtt ‘k 1; b: g ge from t‘he
nent one country tn.."lll‘l .,'t:‘lt.‘tht‘!'. ) 3‘-:‘“ to realize
this as the outlines ot "‘_u"i"-“ h1-_~tor__\ .b“ ame clearer.
Yes, the I_\\\'e{t\.' in Sict L.\h\'.t‘ll was l..l[gg‘[.\" the re-
ult of the Ereach Protectorate. Yet a ne l_‘gnb\,rmg
;,11-_,%.:.__ simijariy ERpOY en:ah!e\i tu‘\ia_\l. had actually
:.*n.‘-.:wre\.i under French n.u:' lh:: impact of the
f--'-_.e.-;.'_-h ProfeCtonale W™ 3> undentable. vet it varned
QeI QNER withan this one :‘:g.:ou.

T AR e e O shye COMIRIN, DA 1:!?‘.\ 0 | _\;;l&.;; had
Beei 3 PIURPRICNS vlage It had bountitul water
yad AR WTRATON SVSIWM W *‘J\ was maore than
AR BT 1T TR . The village was a rehgiouns
cener or the e 1 eaders of the samtiv hncages
plavad an ame role 1 madiating tribal disputes

This pRCTOAS hoth the proste and the wealth ot
the voiage asaw hole Fyenw hen the French moved
o R ;‘-~E.ah£:~h miltary control i the countny side
inctore the Fist World War) the chiet mediator in
the viage was prevailed upon to SOTVe as a go-

Wwhat at firs

ations, because otherwige

e tween with the tnbes

The French acknow ledge the prvdnlmn.m( 1
o.d: lahcen In tact, shortly after the First World
War thay offored to build a mulitary academy, mar
ket and school ¢ nmplm adjacent to the village The
\lage cders, feanng that this w ould undermmne

ole of
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the religious :‘dutﬁinﬂ of their children, refused the
offer. The Frt‘“d_" in accord }Vith their policy of try-
ing to avoid obvmtllsl}' coercive measures, acceptéd
thtt‘ refusal and built the complex in another village
some miles away. That village is today quite pros-

erous. 5 .
This was really the beginning of a basic and over-

all dechine for the inhabitants of Sidi Lahcen. Their
religious authority was undercut by the emergence
of the French courts, which, having less legitimacy,
were easier tor the Berbers to manipulate. As their

mediating role declined, their spiritual reputation

sank. _
By turning inward, they also gradually closed oft

the }\‘,;sibihh of economic growth. At the time of
the First World War, there was more than enough
land for the population: in tact. a great deal of acre-
age was not under cultivation at all. Gradually, over
the next fitty vears, this good tortune changed
Population  grew rapidlv. The government re-
damed a certain amount ot land tor retorestation
programs Land which had been used as communal
arazng land was parcelled out. Alternatives grew
scarce. The mpact of these long-term changes
however, did not make itselt telt m an immediate
and drastic tashion

Not until the 1960s was the situation clear enough
for evervone to see. The village made an attempt to
capture the new Rural Commune Counal head-
quarters for itselt. 1t would have brought with it a
market, p.i\-cd road, electricity, some gralt, and a
reinvigoration of village life  all things which the
majority of the villagers now sought. They lost out
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on their bid. however; imem‘i]_qu““bbE“g rendereq
hem indecisive at a key meeting, 'am_ another vj).
t was chosen. That vllla‘ge. not very far from Sjg;
today doing quite well for itself. The iy
this and are bitter. They now realize thay
ssibilities of expansion tor them are
almost nil. Their lucidity ‘.1b'uut their condition
serves only to aggravate their lives. They have litte
to do but sitand grumble. As one man called out tq
me, “We'll all have to g0 to Paris—right, Monsijeyr
Paul?” ‘ _

What seemed, to my own naive consciousness, to

“speak for itself” proved to be the most in need of
in{prl';lrt‘h‘lﬁl.'l[‘l. In this instance, the economic condi-
tions could only be understood when the history of
the religious, social, ecological, political, and psy-
chodynamic determinations were brought into play.
The problem was to connect my abstract concepts
with the immediately perceived realities of everyday
village life. This could only be done by tracing par-
ticular mediations, which otherwise would remain
sterile truisms. The rest of my fieldwork was devoted
to that task.

lage
Lahcen, 18
lagers se¢
the future po

6. Transgression

After the first several months, my work in Sidi
Lahcen was more painstakingly fragmentary and
less immediately gratifying. During long, unevent-
ful stretches I struggled with the increasingly im-

erative need to begin synthesizing my material,
formulating specific questions, and searching for
ways to answer them. Lévi-Strauss has said that if
anthropology was adventure, then he was adven-
ture’s bureaucrat. I began to understand what he
meant.

In the months which followed, | spent a great
many hours merely wandering around the village
and its fields, engaging in casual talk while sitting
around the stores, setting up interviews, waiting for
informants, and just being bored. My Arabic was
considerably better by this time. I tried to maintain a
regular work schedule with Malik and several other
villagers, but this proved difficult. One particularly
trying afternoon when | was cajoling Malik into dis-
cussing the local political activity against the
French, he became cxasperated with my persistent
questions and said | was squeezing him like an olive
press: if you squeeze too hard, you get the pulp but
not the best oil.

After the months of consistently self-absorbing
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ctivity, I knew I had passed a thro:;hold .
sance‘tysjowly and sporadically, [ was m(:’:iitrcu i
ward the kind of understanding I was seekin !:Utuh
like library research, field data was fixed ong; n-
had left. Thus the further along | was, the rnot:.:?
questioned myselfas to the state of the data. Paru:
larly toward the end of the stay, I migh; havs :‘]‘
search for weeks for someone who had the knuwl(.
edge of a specific subject and the willingnesg to dis:
cuss it with me. If I failed to find such 3 Person ang
convince him to work with me, I was out of luck.
There would be a gap and there was no way to fill j
back in Chicago. I awoke each morning with the
sense that the material was there if only I could
figure outa way to get at it. But as Malik put it, there
was only one door open to me—patience, only pati-
ence.

An inverse ratio began to develop between time
invested in specific questions and the accessibility of
a response. New informants (whom one often had
to cajole into just coming to talk) would be unfamil-
iar with my methods of work and modes of ques-
tioning. There was no possibility of inve.stm'g the
time necessary to cultivate and train a major l'nfor-
mant for each point of information. But ”."S in no
way changed the fact that delicacy and ritualized
politesse were demanded by the situation. .

A wider net had to be cast. It met res‘rstanc;?
from Malik and others, for political, economic, aﬂ_
merely habitual reasons. I was helped to make a?
other forward movement by two incidents (P?:j'*ﬁ’
accidental, partly of my own engineering) W rgd
helped me over some important hurdles and sho
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up my confidence in pursuing the inquiry more vig-
orously.

During this period, Ali came out to the village for

a rest cure. He had a bad case of scabies, which js

uite common in this part of Morocco. Many of the
school children are afflicted with it losing their hair
and being covered with sores, It is ugly, uncomfor-
table, and annoying, but otherwise not serious, Al-
though it is easily cured, 1 was told by the local
French doctor that the Moroccan government had
refused to issue sufficient import licenses for medi.
cation.

I confided to Ali one night that I was having diffi-
culty getting people to talk about political events
during the exile of the sultan some fifteen years ear-
lier. I was sure that the consequences of this ex-
tremely divisive period must still play a role in cur-
rent village politics. Ali concurred. He agreed to
break the conspiracy of silence if I would drive him
into Sefrou to see his mistress. | readily consented.

The event which triggered and then catalyzed re-
sistance to the French Protectorate, and which cul-
minated in independence for Morocco, was the
forced exile of the sultan. Mohammed V had been
originally chosen by the French because they
thought he would be docile. But over the years, he
gradually became converted to the nationalist
cause. In the early nineteen fifties he made several
Speeches and statements which the French used
as an excuse to oust him. With the aid of several
famous Berber gaids in the south, the French started
@ predominantly rural-based movement which
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sultan. - i
. Lahcen, the villagers (parncular]y th

saint’s descendants) were caught in an acutely , e

comfortable bind. They l?ad been closely alljed with

he region who wasa SUpporter o

erful idint
apowerfulqa the exile they were pressureq ¢

the French. During
support this gaid and the French by pronou ncing the

weekly prayers in the name of the new syjg,,
to legitimating the French actio,

which amounted
At the same time, there were also anti-French
ups and a guerrilla army in the region who made

g:,um;ds for supplies and security. A few villagers
joined these groups, while a few openly backed the
exile. Most of the rest were caughtin between. All ijn
all, it was a period of tremendous tension which
many of the villagers would rather forget. It had
particularly important consequences, however,
since the political alignments during the exile period
played a key role in the regional power struggles
which followed independence. The role of groups,
individuals, and factions in these events could only
be properly understood against the background of
the exile period. And I had to understand more
about this period if I were to make sense of more
recent developments. But everyone seemed ex-
tremely reluctant to talk in specifics; even those who
were on the winning side were hesitant to reopen
this Pandora’s box of strife and bitterness.
Ali told me his version of the events in great detail
and with great relish. The fights, betrayals, fears,
and reprisals which marked the period were listed

n his exile and replacement by 4 PUppe
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ad embellished n his own inimitable style Al-
fhuugh many of the points had to be reevaluated
Later, Ali's story did provide me with the essential

es of what had happened and who was on
what side. Once Ma!ik and others found out that Ali
had told me his version of the events, their histonical
amnesia was quickly overcome; they were appalled,
KnOWINg full well what tales Ali was capable of in-
venting. Suddenly I found cooperation on these
matters strikinglv easy to achieve; their own
cnunter-\'ersiuns were presented almost matter-of-
factly. Feigning indifference, people provided de-
tails-as if this were a trivial subject.

Once the silence was broken, once a partisan ac-
count was given, other individuals and factions felt
it incumbant upon themselves to protect their own
interests by telling their version. There followed,
over the next months, a series of interviews, some
open, other stealthily held at night—ample proof
that the wounds were still tender and fear of the

government still alive.
Similar incidents occurred at other times during

the fieldwork. Respecting their resistance would
have constituted a major stumbling block. Re-
casting my work, however, would have provided
me with no assurance of avoiding future dead ends.
In fact such compliance on my part might have en-
couraged them to construct new obstades. My re-
sponse was essentially an act of violence; it was car-
ried out on a symbolic level, but it was violence
nonetheless. | was transgressing the integrity of my
informants by obtaining information from Ak (who
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n

I i i sainst them), |

" .ertainly using it ag inst ‘ -
:‘:::':’ coerce, almost h"“"\"l-lllla the othepg :W thig
osing aspects of their lives which they g g o ex. .
assionately shieldec f’“’?‘ me. I'was intrugj, ,"' ar Sdf-Consaousness
ond the boundaries whwh. were '"""Plabh.” . 7 _

comfortable. For Ali to do this, of course,

thing. He consciously ar!d t_'Xplicjuy e X

the villagers squirm, relishing thf-’_Pl’(:&spUq_ Bug ht: R

was himself open to attack on this issue, ang it p¢ N As the months rolled by, id the major celebra-

: : S thraie . 't Boeg » Islamic year. During Ramadan, th
t saying that attacks were forthco ..ns of the Is y 8 . the
without saying ming. The hﬂﬂ’;r month of fasting, I had many discussions with

Was One

r me were in N0 way comparab]
f,:fﬁ;i,?could b realile e};ccept Ft)hrouge}; i;“:iotﬂe ‘];:ffererjt people about i':s meani_ng_—hf(;w they felt
forms of passive resistance. 8 about it PS rsc:)nzll:y ’Viilaa I:.-%:Sw:;e l:elatc'::;l ezrl:'rr‘
7~ Mﬂ'ﬁk had been presenting me with a sort of offj- PerIOdSJh‘:‘: onse couid call%‘.tandard Islam. Thi s.-l:me
cial discourse. Once Ali violated the text, the ve aboutw Hoelf Al :

- f discord and strife which the vill held true for the Roran el & Miongh Mallkoand
story o X d i agers had thers in the village actually understand very little
been suppressing was re-efacied In g o key. :bout the complexities of the text, there was no hesi-
Wikhant A1 o e equlvalent—_sor_nef)ne close tation about discussing it with me. On school vaca-
enough to the group to know its intimate an. tions, for example, when my neighbor’s son or

tagonisms but also L.ndependent_ ep_oygh not to care oth e; young men attending the Karawiyin Univer-

much about protecting the sensibilities of the com- sity in Fez returned to Sidi Lahcen, Malik and I and
munity and far enough removed not to fear others would gather and listen to their explanations
reprisals—the anthropologist would have been suc- of the Koran proper, of the hadith or traditional
cessfully blocked. Ali’s actions allowed me to con- commentaries, and of some of the current dilemmas
tinue my research in the way I wanted to pursue it facing the Islamic world.
. ]u To those who claim that some form of this sym- We even discussed Ali and the Aissawa. This was
- bolic violence was not part of their own field experi- touchier because of the bad blood between Ali and
. ence, I reply simply that I do not believe them. It is so many of the other villagers. Nonetheless, 1 had
inherent in the structure of the situation. This is not little trouble broaching the subject, at least in gen-
to say that every anthropologist is aware of it, for eral terms, of the various brotherhoods in Sefrou,
sensibilities differ. The form and intensity no doubt their relative merits and the local stereotyping of
vary greatly, but they are all variations on a common their members.
theme. Strangely enough, the one area of religion about
1
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which the villagers proved to be ey,
"
1o talk concerned their own Laint, ey

J||j| iy
y x F g ? 2]
Lyussi | knew that a legend had Krown .. '

'
him '!.Illi Illllhﬂ‘}'. secimed il ey ”ll'ill to) ank I-Ilar”I1
wendants about s explonte and baraky 'l"- .
I
| u'}-.-l\-' viewed our discussions of Shand L
. o bl

ard |
h:'l'huh- to detving into the particula form 1, 'a

i this rural village: My inquiries oyey the
i
were met with feet shutfling, shory Feplipn ”Ir".
el
4
“;“l ”'l.ﬂ
lliil’ﬁ[”.d the

ut ] h"}.’,.m 0

general sense that this was not nmeth;
people were eagier to talk about, | rarely
subject atter the second or thard rebuff, b
be intrigued by their reticence. l‘umll_y, after 4 fel
tively long peniod in the village, it became clear g -
one of the chief reasons for ther l'l'.l'll_‘l'll‘r.'n,g.'n“.n! “j'“
that even the saint’s descendants them selveg did nns
know very much about their progenitor, Malik f:}l
example, although he had been a fqr, read cla,-,_:,,-(.;
Arabic only with the greatest difficulty. Sjg; Larioy.
sahcen’s more technical treatises on poetry, logic
and metaphysics were unqucstiunnbly beyond hi;
ken. Actually it had never really occurred to Malik 1,
trv to read them.

I was not surprised that little was known about
the historical person, but there was also a general
ignorance of his legend. Bits and scraps of it were
commonly known, one or two incidents, but there
were no occasions when the legend was recited as a
whole. Nor were there any specialists who were
charged with remembering it. During the fieldwork
villagers became acutely aware that thev did not
know their saint's legend and they now felt that

1A L

gl I
"r” { i

f s Galtilly Wnaeayr=. agrpar
,!lul.llrj Fen from the caintly i 7 r
”"‘/ ollert {
(

e/ e ¥ Lik s g
a-ll”f [ (¢ b niees abinat f,rm’l'i.:l»_/ Malik asserr

h i"”’ i3]
'ﬂ'h"r

e »If"!

pled i Jeepreend, e h to the gratification of the

ng A " i s i

)“.!“h“ ::I# yerl b whei alsts feelt 4 '-?-r“r'?, need te; have

i ry 3
,llllhr |

ont rodding apparently stimulated some inter-
) ¥
“'”J o historical saint himself. Some of the stu-
¢ hiv
est In in Fez started to ask around in the bookstores
dents an

tor his works, several of which were still ex-
yr his

.4 and ;,,mm! togither varuns lales

A ;.-ﬂ.“hm“;/ had '-.«,-.'rwfi'..-r;; re

lh”l.l bought two myself, but one in the village
lan:l’d tlliil--‘rt-ad them. There was an almost total
ol =

ignorance about the children olf Shld: f.ah:;fr:hrir the
history of the descendants until the turn of the cur-
nt century.

"r;;,:: r;.‘tmc,c% of rediscovery of the villagers’ hf.-ri-
tage was an interesting one lt_) watch, once | realized
what was going on. Here, it was not that people
were resisting or hiding something from me, but
that they were embarrassed by their own ignorance;
also, my questions were not considered bizarre. The
bitter irony of this heathen foreigner stimulating
them to ask questions about their own spiritual
heritage was not lost on them.

During the course of the year there were several
occasions on which groups would come to the vil-
lage to visit the saint’s tomb. Anyone was free to
come to the saint and ask favors of him at any time.
In return, they would usually bring an offering
ranging from a candle to a sheep. Whatever alms
were collected were divided equally among the

Scanned by CamScanner



A F g A > -
% - . . v &
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idi Lahcen Lyussi: Berber horsemen come to honor the saint.
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2 SIESS 22

cg-!f-Cs’f‘-""""'
. of the saintly lineages (an insignificant
m “‘r:“\,mnnicall_\’)- Group visits to the saint
mot! “f‘ highly organized, and 1 fully expected
l::t here | would be able to see local Islam in
that & ‘\‘-i‘th or without explanations. The two major
ac v o the musem-s, or celebrations in

oven ts

l“- l'“{‘ ‘\-,.\h‘u‘ ;l'!' : X
Cthe saint. [he smaller musem 1s held in the
. the harvest. The major one takes place
the harvest, when tribal groups from
on come to Sadi Lahcen for three full
and visiting friends, The

]“\nnl‘ O
L ring b
:m the fall attet
e rent :
\h;'ln;p__ feasting,
famaous H"lll‘ﬂ fantasia in which tmt'f\,-: O_f rvs‘}wlvll'.
‘i"m horsement vie with p.\fn ‘.‘”1:'1' in x‘llh‘i\l.\,\'-"_ of
perber poctty and horseback piding climazes the tes-

“\'.IL
In .\d\
.qlwci.tl tri

ol WMt

the
days of 8t

lition to these two celebrations, there are
bal groups who come cach yvear to
to the saint, One of these groups
ie from the neighboring tribe of the Beni Yarghea,
1 Arabic-speaking tribe whose territory is
imnwdi.\toly adjacent o the Berber-speaking
groups of Ait Youssi and Ait Helli which surround
the village. Twas able to learn little about the histori-
cal development of this relationship, oreven about
the legendary accounts of how it formed. Appar-
ently there was a chapter of a small brotherhood
which owed allegiance to Sidi Lahcen. In typical
Moroccan fashion it was an isolated unit, locally
based, displaying little interest in the activities of
other groups.

The visit of this tribal group to Sidi Lahcen, only a
few weeks after the smaller musem, was my first
opportunity to observe a major interaction of the

soveral
yav thetr respects

This 18 a1
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ribal groups mu.i the saintly f.h.wa,gus. I eq

ited their arrival. But the saint’s desce ger|
0 ‘“lu, ; Jbullient about the fortheams Ndap
were less than ¢ Ty “OMing i
The same reserve and s-t.udu d I'«'l“‘”“t‘l't.‘sl appliedlt'
A1l of the other events, including the two Musey, 3
This intrigued me. In a small mountain village. “"lsh
great underemployment and an abundance of Spar
time, 1 would have .tl.mughl t?mt any divergi,
would have been .\nump.\lcd with some Pl"asurn
The anthmp(ﬂogist f&.‘rtal“l'\' welcomed a Chﬁnge fn
the daily routine. But such was not the case for the
villagers. . _

The Beni Yarghra, the neighboring tribal grou
could be seen from quite a distance as the a};:
proached Gidi Lahcen. The ccptml area of the village
overlooks the valley below it and the ridges ang
valleys beyond that. One could see the group of
some seventy or eighty people several kilometerg
away. They were led by an old man who carried 4
banfwr of tattered green cloth. He was the head of
the lodge and was more than willing to talk later,
though he had little detail to fill in. Following him
were men, women, and children, some riding on
donkeys and mules, some just striding along as the
procession made its way up the valley through the
olive trees. As they drew closer one could hear their
chanting. Thedikr, or litany, of the brotherhood was
a set of simple phrases asking Sidi Lahcen for his
blessing. It was repeated time and time again, an
end in itself. Just behind the man carrying the ban-
ner was another who was leading a cow which
would be a ritual offering to the saint, As the group
reached the beaten earth of the musen area in front

ts
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. mosque and tomb, the chant'{ng increased in
et 1 perhaps twenty or thirty of the men
Be nﬁnﬁ\-’ lineages assembled to meet the vis-
l)u: b;lc sliook hands, embraced, and then both
jtors- I L‘_"‘};ncd in a forceful set of litanies and pro-
Bmup._; tgltht‘ interior of the tomb. Here they would
cecd_ct .~ and some food. This is a reversal of the
2ceiVe tutl.:.,-n in which the visitors bring food to
it Pa. -:-wc; descendants. A fight had been sim-
feed‘ th cfbmthchlast few years as to which sub-lineage
ermgtgrpmvidc the tea, which the stews, and
ough; the bread. One year, apparently, a fight had
whllfen out and no one had prepared any food. This
e Considcred shocking and a cause of displeasure
was he saint. This year, group solidarity was hardly
S cl‘tkf but relationships had been patched up
atngu%h so that at least tea and food could be pre-
iented to the visitors. ‘ ‘

After a period of relaxation and casual talk, it was
time to slaughter the cow. The spokesman for the
Beni Yarghra apologized for the size of the animal
(which was rather small), saying it was not like the
old days when everyone contributed. The cow was
untied and led around to the back of the mosque,
next to a large cement basin, built by the govern-
ment, at the point where the mountain springs
emerge. A few verses of the Koran were recited in
preparation for the sacrifice of the cow. The man
from Sidi Lahcen in charge, however, bungled the
job: he did not manage to cut deeply enough to kill
the cow. The cow bellowed in pain and rage. Kick-
ing furiously and gushing blood from its half-
severed neck, it broke away from the man who was
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ann”ndruﬂuﬂlumdmngduwnlm'WM1m
huh;J'1_Arnmlﬁnnnmh'hMuwvdaﬁtvayiw
::‘:;:I:Y o .Ill"’ \«I.almi I‘al'l'll!l'lib"k(' a hlll‘ldri'l." drari
after it screaming, yelling, and brandishing
Finally, after what felt like a very long time
indeed, they caught ”in-t't iW.tll'ld succeeded in hack-
ing its lul-ud off. “h_)-m_ was ( w-rywhvn', for the cow
had run in ¢ razed circles, 'Il was draggvd back to the
pasin, where everyone tried t(‘:‘n-galn their compo-
SUIC, without much .‘al..lt'l:l'."ih. I'he Parcclling out of
the meat to the flpprt.:prmle sut‘J-lmuages was car-
ried out in relative s:lcm.‘t' during the rest of the
afternoon. Meat, and particularly beef, is a rarity for
lhcscxdﬂagers.hAostvi"agers»vﬂlnoteatrneatrnure
than once 4 week and many only once a month.
when a cOW is being slaughtered in the village, men
from the surrounding countryside will drift in and
watch the parcelling and auctioning process, which
can take an entire afternoon to accomplish. No one
misses it. There is always a highly animated discus-
sion, and the piles of red meat and guts in the center
of the musem area have an almost aphrodisical ef-
fect. The near silence on this particular afternoon
was a startling contrast.

That night, Malik corralled the leader of the
brotherhood and several other visitors and we had
them over for dinner, They were surprisingly open
and voluble with me but had little concrete “eth-
nographic” detail to offer. They were repeatedly
apduwdhtuhmmkahuunh«pamﬂyuﬁhvdthga
they were bringing; Malik was suitably haughty.

Ihey left the next day. The delegation assembled
in front of the mosque and did some chanting with

"Il.l-"'"‘i
knives:

< atesed i anaiety

Jhie bk hing oof w vitual offering
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l I {””h'l'{‘”

the assembled villagers, minus _”“' COW: Thev

pmvvt'tit'll to walk slowly away from the tomy,
a2 i i ) (

the village. They walked backwards s as o

]!Un
,“t ”I‘

H 2 v 1At o W
turning their backs on the saint, chanting “Woig
4 :'l il” lI]u

while. Tt was only several hundred vy, deiiys
\

valley that they turned around and CONting g .
\

m

theirway. .
The next night T was invited to hiye dinp
gy

Malik's house, This happened only )y dun
my stay, and so FRnew that this wae special ”:.Ille
aion, When Lareived at his simple ul\\'vllin}-_‘ .,_.‘,l.“t W
bled in the one room were also severa] of the Illul;"‘
successtul and powerfal men from Mylipe, .-illl“I
lineage. These men were not the village Cldery !:‘
tact, they were in their hlnrliw.- and fifties, “m"“‘l't'r'
they were all teachers of Arabic and one wyy l'\'l'!;
the school ,-:u;wrinlmuh'nI for the repion, They had
always been cordialand cooperative with mg, if dis.
tant. Clearly they were the power Broup who had
finally given the green light for my entry, and
clearly they had at least approved of Malik’s work.
ing with me. He had great respect for them ang
treated them deferentially.

During the dinner we chatted about this and
that—about my stay, about how I found the food,
the weather, and the olive harvest. Malik said al-
most nothing, which was unusual for him. Finally,
after dinner and while we were drinking several
obligatory cups of mint tea, they began mentioning
Sidi Lahcen, in a roundabout way. These men could
all read classical Arabic with some facility. They

had, of course, been informed of the questions I had

selft NUTEIY LU ”
q ashing :n'vF' the previous months, and it

<iil (hem to ”llll]\lll}l'l- ey l'\r't*‘ilh'd this all 1o ml'l‘a!iti

L.;'l'il"“' and surprisingly l\l.'ll'l'th'!l‘ll.‘ii\’l‘ tones, | lh'n'

.I*i.liti that they knew ver y ?*“lt' about their saing ..\}_

copt fhat his baviha {dl\'tl'!t' Power) and |l‘.l|;]in.

made even the greatest of Sultans tremble, By lh.:lI
parahd hadd been lost b4 the years, Monsicuy Pyl

the nupet intendent sald, weare nothing byy wllllj
ored grapes an the preat vine of Sidi Laheon,

Phedr acute nell-consclounness ang uutlimhhll'
',,li“nn'nl of thelr spiritual condition wan |”"""”|i'ti
in o quicet, almostweary tone, Thep discomfort
(he sipht of the cow running, through 1y village
with it head halt=off had shamed (e l|,.t.',|)',’
Their divine grace was gone, and there was nntllinp
they could doabout it Materially these men an:
([”ih:," well, llll'_y were prosperous, But the W‘l‘).'
decpest core of their identity, the symbol on which
their sense of worth turned, was their position as
descendants of Sidi Laheen, Itwas clear for all to see
that the erosion of that identity was severe,

et
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8. Friendship

«d, a jovial, portly, and eve
. Mohammed, n-
l)n}.h bt“ '

mpe e ' e ;
. ;rL 1s an informant. Over the course of my stay
Wi et

we had come to knm?' vach"t’.!he"r C:-“”ﬂ“{."» ﬁ‘! tin.];"

srmitted, almost accidenta i Certain
Frtuv.t had flowered ht"““"cn, us.. At its Toof, | think,
was an awareness of our differences and a muygy,)
w?:-:t!'\{ohammed was not afraid of me (as many
other villagers were), nor did he have hl‘Sltalions
about associating with Eumpeans_{although he haq
had almost no personal contact with them), nor did
he seek to profit from my presence (he refused most
gifts). Simply, he was my host and treated me with
the respect which is supposed to be reserved for a
guest, even one who stayed as long as I did,

To be friends, according to Aristotle, two people
“must be mutually recognized as bearing goodwill
and wishing well to each other . . . either because of
utiity, pleasure, or good. . . . That type of friend-
ship stemming from the good is best because . .
that which is good without qualification is also
pleasant, but such triendships require time and
tamilianity a wish for friendship may arise
quickly but friendship does not. " ‘
"Nucomachean Ethics, Book VI, Chapter 2

Works of Arsstort, edited by Rig
New York, 1941}

142

P 106000 The Basi
“hard McKeon (Random House,

{ young man, had consistently refugeq to
red

143

I 'urml""”"

o wore on and my friendship with ben

As tme { deepened, I was learning more and
Muhdl_“"“'; 'r:\ During the last months of fieldwork,
m‘m. ‘l h(l‘"“‘ trom school and we could spend
when he ‘i‘ “' hot hours together, the field experience,
many ©! ! “1 » its completion, reached a new emo-
now lﬁl"g‘flﬁd]fctual depth. Casually, without plan
tional an Il‘ just walking around the fields, ripe with
or schedu :,;jld\..' from the irrigation water in the truck
’:mg].:-‘,.r.; mwv had a meandering series of conversa-
jarde Btr‘” Mohammed’s initial refusal of informant
HOpEs- 't up the possibility of another type of com-
f-lalult-‘-“':_ . But clearly our communication would
mun;: :\.:: k;l't'n pnssib]c without those more reg-
:::,trm,d and disciplined relationships I had had with
others. Partly in reaction to the professional situa-
tion, we had slipped into a more unguarded and
relaxed course over the months,

Although we talked of many things, perhaps the
most significant set of discussions turned on our rela-
tions to our separate traditions. It would have been
almost impossible to have had such conversations
with either Ali or Malik, emmeshed as they were in
the web of their own local world. Nor, for that mat-
ter, would it have been possible with many of the
Frenchified Moroccan intellectuals; half torn out of
their own ill-understood traditions, and afflicted
with a heightened and unhappy self-consciousness,
they would be unable to bridge the Bap either way.
Ben Mohammed, in his own modest way, was also
an intellectual, but he was one of those who still
looked to Fez rather than Paris for his inspiration.
This provided a crucial space between us,

The tundamental tenet of Islam, for ben Moham-

more
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seftectivns v Pielidfriveh
- Reftectin ¢ n Moty

e, was that all believers ate equal before Ay,
even though ide, epoism "“‘"‘I AR
this tact, Very, vel v tew proplesin his view, m:lun\ll.
Lelivye in jlam. Must take \“"_" a narrow” \'i(‘\\}-,
they think that it they ““‘W‘-\'. tollow the bagj, br\‘:
scriptions then they are Mu;hnﬁ l‘.“” Muh.\mumd
mnplmlic-ﬂl_\' di?“?-“'f"d‘ I l_""‘!"l in the equaliy
ameng believers and in supn_\l“ll'l\ to Allaly is oy in
your heart and does not intorm vour actions, they
'pm\‘cr or even the pi\};rium_g.g to Mecea counts By
nothing. Niva, or intention, is the kev. You Might be
able to fool yYour neighbors by shallow adherence
externals, but vou would not toel Allah. Today, for
ben Mohammed, the true Muslim is mistrusted in
the Islamic world. People interpret generosity ang
cubmission as weakness or foolishness. Boasting_
hvpocrisy, quarreling, and fighting prevail because
people do not truly understand and accept the wis-
dom of Islam.

He brought up the example of Sidi Lahcen. Most of

the saint’s descendants knew little if anything about
his teachings or his “path.” They are ignorant. Yet
they feel superior to other Muslims because they are
descended from a famous saint and can lay claim to
his baraka, to his holiness. But if they would read the
books which their patron saint wrote, they would see
that Sidi Lahcen himself fought against such vanity.
He had preached submission to Allah alone. The
only true nobles in Islam were those who lived
exemplary lives and followed Allah. Sidi Lahcen’s
descendants, however, by relying on his spiritual
strength, had lost their own. They think that their
genealogical connections alone should command re-
spect; Sidi Lahcen would have disagreed.

priendsil 15
fen l\'u'l1;\L|p1‘11.l-dl\\.--,‘!|: c.l:'l\-iflp',. he zaid, 1o fitlow
the ]1.11"‘ nl. i .f‘ wen. Buat it posed specitic prob
jeims for him I lis L“.h\‘?.' whom he tespected, ve.
hmuw‘”\, ‘.‘u!-uw_-\'l his “retormist” in“‘ti“l‘lnlimn_
This would not .-Imnl;u‘ ben Mohammed's personal
yelicfs. bul it was his duly to respect fhose of his
{ather. Ben NMohammed knew that his father, an old
man celin 11'1_~alw ays, \\'.\&Inul about o alter his views.
f\du.ﬂl_\'. Gidi Lahcen himselt had taken a parallel
gtance in his own age: popular religion was to be
combatted ivits excesses Lut tolerated for its piety.

For ben Moha mmed the tensions of his world view
turncd on these two Morocean alternatives. Moroc-
co's future was far from bright. He would have great
difficulty in finding the Kind of work and life he de-
sired. His expectations were geared to those of his
country. But he also knew that the symbols and
guid(_‘ﬁ. for the future would have to be drawn from
Morocco's tradition. Moroccans could notignore the
West. This attitude required borrowing, integrating,
and eliminating certain archaic and oppressive prac-
tices, but it did not mean merely imitating the West;
and most important of all, it did not require the
abandonment of Islam.

With most informants, 1 would have stopped at
this point of generality. But with ben Mohammed |
felt I could proceed further. Throughout my stay in
Morocco 1 had noticed that black was negatively val-
ued in a variety of ways. In the broadest terms, white
was generally equated with good and black with evil.

Malik in particular seemed consistently concerned
about color distinctions and their symbolism. Black
was bad, according to his view, a color worthy of a
dog. The lighter you are the better you are, the more
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;hone in the eyes Uf.Mlah' M;:h~k i ]‘Oking S
you sho " ooor villager. He said the man
day about a “ryh have to marry a black. Malik'e
so poor he wuuh : ; g pniﬂtt‘d out innumurablh
new-born dﬂu}'aw;;i;c‘ When 1 showed him pictu“::
times, “'."‘5 \};t:ilwn\-‘ﬁ made a point of saying that he
of Amemﬁt A if the blacks were men or women. He
could not f‘ ry upset when he found out that one of
hﬂd bet"l'! t\’ttii:m gs on the radio was b},’ ablack group_
o favt;::tt he was careful to find out the color of 5
;E;Lr bef’nre t"ff‘"’rin_g o upin._iif‘,n ,S o he Jausle,
Malik was not at all timid about. 13Lu5.51qs this sym-
bolism. He was quite sure of himself; his source of

ultimate authority was the Koran. .
Throughout my stay 1 had bee‘n the dutiful an-
thropologist and noted d9wn his comments, re.
fraining from publicly reacting. But toward the end |
let myself be affected by the_m more, ar}d they really
begafl to rankle. I am light in complexion with .b]ue
eyes and light brown hair. [ was tv.empled many times
to ask Malik, who has a dark skin tone, kinky hair,
and large lips, if he thought this made me superior to
him, but I never did. There was no point in confront-

ing him.

Ben Mohammed was a different story. When [ fi-
nally approached him about my feelings on the mat-
ter, he was quite lucid. We were sitting on a hillside,
under some fig trees, overlooking the Breughalesque
field below, amiably passing a hot, cloudless sum-
mer afternoon. I cautiously began to unburden my-
self about Malik. Again ben Mohammed straddled
the cultural divide rather artfully. He fully agreed

that the downgrading of blacks was a bad thing. It

: 1
priendship v

. cumbent on Muslirn_s tc? fight racism in all its
was lf" There was no ambiguity on that point. But,
forms:. mbolism was indeed in the Koran. Most
such s Jly on custom and not on their own intelli-
pcﬂl»"le ']'\LA alik was a peasant and could not be ex-
genct‘c-i to know any better. He_ had been raised with
ecte horisms, and lived with them, and he was
these aE , to easily rid himself of such a bias.
not Iil:qé’ti‘"wd me, however, not to confuse Malik's
-Hts ‘with the kind of racism he knew existed in
it rica or Europe. Although Malik expressed anti-
&:::i sentiments, no Moroccan would ever keep
meone out of a hotel or a job because of his skin
somr Cultures were different, ben Mohammed was
(:;yin.g- Even when they say the same thing, an ex-
ression can mean something entirely different
when itis played outin society. Be careful about your
judgments. I agreed. _

Yet, there was one further question to ask: Are we
all equal, ben Mohammed? Or are Muslims superior?
He became flustered. Here there was no possibility of
reformist interpretation or compromise. The answer
was no, we are not equal. All Muslims, even the most
unworthy and reprehensible, and we named a few
we both knew, are superior to all non-Muslims. That
was Allah’s will. The division of the world into Mus-
lim and non-Muslim was the fundamental cultural
distinction, the Archimedean point from which all
else turned. This was ultimately what separated us.
But, as Aristotle points out, “in a friendship based on
virtue, complaints do not arise, but the purpose of
the doer is a sort of measure; for in purpose lies the
essential element of virtue and character . . . friend-
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hen Mohammd had been toaching me
. 4 .
}'\'l"i 1'1?\\11”1." ]'Il‘]“l swav. lhada \:h\l\.‘: SCNse of l\.

American. 1 knew it was ime to leave Moraeay iy
. * .
The “revolution” had occurred dunng _
B MV abseng,

(1968-1969). My friends trom Chicago, many of the
now living n New York, were fervently ang l{lll:‘
abashedly “political” w hen T returned. New \'m-L-
where 1 had grown up, looked the same ag when [
had left it. But the cty and my friends were gy,
more impenetrable to me than ben Mohammed. The
whole revery of future communitas which had g5
tained me through months of loneliness refused
actualize itself upon my return. Ladopted a stance of
passivity waiting for it to appear. Perhaps the mosy
bizarre dimension of my return was the fact that my
friends were now scemingly preoccupied with the
Third World; at least the phrase had an obligatory
place in their discourse. | had just been in the Third
World with a vengeance. Yet this Third World which
they so avidly portrayed bore no obvious relation to
My exXpenences, Initially when | pointed this out, |
was politely ignored. When | persisted it was
suggested that | was perhaps a bit reactionary. The
maze of shightly blurred nuance, that feeling of barely
grasped meanings which had been my constant
companion in Morocco overtook me once again. But
now | was home.

“Nicomachean Ethics, Book VIII, Chapter 13, p. 1075 in McKeon

Pracsaiy 149

Over the nent several vaars other activities ah
orbed e writing and teaching among them. Wiy
oy thae book seems o have enabled me to go on 1o
\l;l‘”“"‘ type ot fieldwork, to 1\‘31"1 AR on a dittey

ent tortan

Lrinh Van Du entered the room carmvang a dozen
poses for our hostess: He was perhaps tive teet a1l
and drew attention to this immediately by announ
iy that although he was thirty-three, Americans
ni;.-n pustook him tor fitteen. The first hour or so of
introductory chat was a bit stilted, but Du managed
(o include sixor seven references to Ho Chi Minh
along, with the tact that he had been in the United
Grates almost b elve years, llnll'lp, odd jobs and teach
ing, for a time, at the Monterey Army language
school, Things warmed up enormously when we
switched from politics and credentials o language
and culture, Yes, he would love to teach us Viet
pnamese and introduce us to Vietnamese literature,
particularly poetry. The Hue dialect, his own, is the
most poctic (as are its women), the Saigon dialect the
most sing-song like Chinese, and the Hanoi the most
precise and clear, But all Vietnamene read the same
language and all love the Tale of Kiew. He would recite
it for us in all three dialects and we would choose the
one we liked best, Leaping up, filled with sparkle,
yet almost solemn, he recited the fiest verses of the
famous nineteenth-century poem, three times
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The “tacts ¥ vni)
- e ot I X R M anthn
~ o hrore 15 IRETOINEANK i ..40‘_'\.:\1..
e 3 the anthrono! oZist 3
--4----‘\-""‘ \\._‘..-u .= IxL 3% oy
then . S0ong
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13esfind are almcady themselves intemn
s the Bold o NG AN &8 T0as L O N

Ak y = alma Ty | P
satons The hashne Jdata 13 alread < u..‘.r‘]d\
madiat 3 by the -\\---« 2 W )1\ oy C‘n]..., S WO as an.

& 3 oon o avplore. Facts
shronalogists have 1w plore. Facts are

made—the wand qomes r’r\‘m the latin factym
~made —and the facts We mterpret are made ang
remade. Themefore thev cannat be oollected as
thev were wks. ched up and put into cartons ang
1,,“-\\& home o ‘\‘ analyz *od in the hbnr.non
uulmn\ in all of its manifestations is overdeter-
minad. It does not present itselt nentrally or with
one voice. Every cultural tact can be interpreted in
many wavs, both by the anthropologist and by his
subjects. The scientific ey olutions which estab-
lished these parameters at the turn of the current
centuny have been largely imnored inanthropology,
Frederic lameson's reterence to the paradigm shift
in linguistics applies to anthropology as well He
notes “amovement trom asubstantive way ot think-
ing to a relational one. .o Ditticulties arose from
terms w hich tried to name substances orobjects .
while linguistics was a science characterized by the
absence ot suchosubstances. . .. There are tirst otall

150

-_-':- s =1
‘. d
e Y

S T VIEW = = o with whose help vou then soh-
anthv cTeate vour abjects.” )

P P, o
The adt that 2 Suiunal 1%t are misrmretanans
(54 —-ﬂiLA. _‘\

- multiv acal ‘-I\m‘r ‘ that, 1= true "1;1 th for the an-
:‘-1“‘""‘“ o3 d :at fus miarmant the Other with
whom he W orks. His intfarmant—and the word &
\acurate—must interpret his own culture and that of
;k . ‘..5.\1-‘\}\\;0_:.\" The same halds for the a3 anthro-
pologist Both live i nich. partially integrated, an-
o lite worlds. Thev are. however. not the same.
Nor 1...1}1;"1 any mechanical and AS\ Maans of trans-
lation from one set t of expenendes to the other. That
problem and the process of translation, therefore
hecome one of the central arts and cruaal tasks of
feldwork. 1t should be clear that the view of the
apmitive as a creature iving by nigid rales, in total
harmomy with his environment. and essentially not
cursed with a glimmer of self-conscionsness. is a set
of compley cultural projections. There is no “primi-
tive.” There are other men, living other lives,
Anthropology is an interpretive science, Its abject
of study, humanity encountered as Other, is on the
same epistemological evel as itis, Both the anthno-
pologist and his intormants live ina-culturally
mediated world, caught upin “webs of signitica-
tion'” they themselves hayve span, This is the ground
of anthropalogy s there s no privileged position, no
absolute perspective, and no valid way o eliminate
conscionsness fram our activities or those ot others,

redderic Jameson, e Prson Howse of Langiadye (Prinveton Lin
versily Press, Prnveton, 1972) po 1A
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This central fact can be avoided b

does not exist. Both sides can be froert
pretend that we are neutral scientists C(ﬁr- "Y€ cap
ambiguous data and that the people e Ccting .-
ing are living amid various unconscioys ére Stuy,
determining forces of which they have p, YStemg o
to which only we have the key. But it iso clue ang
tense. only pre.

Anthropological facts are cross-cultura] g

they are made across cultural boun dari’e €cause
exist as lived experience, but they are maS(.i T_hey
facts during the process of questioning, Obsee intg
and experiencing—which both the anthl’Oporlvln-g
and the people with whom he lives engage in ?rg}lft
means that the informant must first learn to t.’.'x [{s
cate his own culture, to become Se[f‘mnscig i-
about it and begin to objectify his own ]ife_worll;s
He must then learn to “present” it to the anthropm:
ogist, to an outsider who by definition does not un-
derstand even the most obvious things. This pre-
sentation by the informant is defined, therefore, by
being in a mode of externality. The informant is
asked in innumerable ways to think about particular
aspects of his own world, and he must then learn to
construct ways to present this newly focused-on ob-
ject to someone who is outside his culture, who
shares few of his assumptions, and whose purpose
and procedures are opaque. Thus when a Moroccan
describes his lineage structure to an anthropologist,
he must do several things. He must first become
self-reflective and self-conscious about certain as-
pects of his life which he had previously taken
largely for granted, Once he arrives at some under-

endip, s

r

—

w

Cm:r!usfmr
153
standing of what the anthropologist is driy;

s : rivin
thinks about that subject matter, and co g at,
conclusion (all of which can oceur in a mes to a
secoﬂdsx of course, and .is not in itself 4 “T;ztterl of

rocess), the informant must then figure out hfgtl‘cal
present this information to the a“thrﬂpolugigt‘\;ﬂ
outsider who is by definition external to e nl
ife-world. s

This crea'tes the beginnings of a hybrid, cross-
cultural object or product. During the period of
fieldwork a system of shared symbols must be de-
veloped if this process of object formation—through
self-reflection, self-objectification, presentation, and
further explicalion—is to continue. Particularly in its
early stages when there is little common experience,
understanding, or language to fall back on, this is a
very difficult and trying process; the ground is just
not there. Things become more secure as this liminal
world is mutually constructed but, by definition, it
never really loses its quality of externality. This ex-
ternality, however, is a moving ratio. It is external
both for the anthropologist (it is not his own life-
world) and for the informants, who gradually leamn
toinform. The present somewhat nasty connotations
of the word do apply at times, but so does its older
root sense “to give form to, to be the formative prin-
of, to animate.” What is given form is this com-

ation. The informant gives external form to his
senting them to meet the ¢
extent that he can

ciple
munic
own L'x;'wrivm_‘us, by pre
nnlllmpulugisl’s quvhliuns, to the
interpret them.

This informing, however,
tory but in interpersonal inte

goes on notin a labora#”
raction. It is intersub-
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Itll‘li\-p, between 5“1".""'[”' Al l“'\“’ it Is I""‘“‘u ang
thin. The depth and scope of the culture thyy hag
been L‘n!lsll“llt'[ud is often woefully m'ldw‘]ulﬂll‘
pcnph' interacting angd car
ar-

when measured against
rying on their daily rounds in the everyday Forts

Anthropology is not a set of questionnaires which
are handed over, filled out, and handed back. Most
of the anthropologist’s time is spent sitting aroung
waiting forinformants, doing errands, drinking tea
taking genealogies, mediating fights, being pes.
tered for rides, and vainly attempting small taik__au
in someone else’s culture. The inadequacy of one’s
comprehension is incessantly brought to the surface
and publicly displayed.

Interruptions and eruptions mock the field-

worker and his inquiry; more accurately, they may
be said to inform his inquiry, to be an essential part
of it. The constant breakdown, it seems to me, is not
just an annoying accident but a core aspect of this
type of inquiry. Later I became increasingly aware
that these ruptures of communication were highly
revealing, and often proved to be turning points. At
the time, however, they seemed only to represent
our frustration. Etymology comes to the rescue
again: e-ruption, a breaking out, and inter-ruption, a
breaking in, of this liminal culture through which
we were trving to communicate.

Whenever these breaks occurred—and I have de-
scribed several of the most important ones earlier—
the cvcle began again. This cross-cultural communi-
@tion and interaction all took on a new content,
often a new depth. The groundwork we had laid
otten seemed to fall awav from under us and we
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Conclusion
.,-cr.nllhlﬂl somewhere else. More had been o
I-mr-ﬂt"l- more ('ug!d. bf" taken for granted, more
could be shared. lhl.n‘ 15 @ moving ratio and one
which never I‘L';]cht’t.i identity, far from it. But there
is movement, there is change, there is informing.
Fieldwork, then, is a process of intersubjective
construction of liminal modes of communication.
Intersubjective means literally more than one sub-
ject, but being situated neither quite here nor quite
there, the subjects involved do not share a common
set of assumptions, experiences, or traditions. Their
construction is a public process. Most of this book
has focused on these objects which my Moroccan
friends and 1 constructed between us, over time, in
order to communicate. That the communication
was often painstaking and partial is a central theme.
That it was not totally opaque is an equally impor-
tant theme. It is the dialectic between these poles,
ever repeated, never quite the same, which consti-

tutes fieldwork.

Summing up, then, we can say the following.
The first person with whom I had any sustained
contact was the Frenchman Maurice Richard. Stay-
ing at his hotel was an obligatory first step for Euro-
peans entering into Sefrou (although recently the
Moroccan government has opened a luxury hotel).
Knowing that his clientele will not be with him long,
Richard has developed a persona of cheerful good
will, which becomes less and less convincing as he
becomes more isolated. The contact with Richard
was immediate. There was no language barrier. He
was eager to talk. Being an outsider to all of the
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5, he had Interesting steye typ
ach, which he was more than willing 1, I;-:h

for a re l-I)ljw‘ smile. His ver VoA :-!,l,||,””
also revealing of his lumitation, |r'
ly to the past, 1o the las dayy ‘:’
colonialism. He was located on the very edgg of
Gefrou society, its most external point. His “:l'fll‘r
was easily accessible, but it revealed only the |rlllg¢-¢,
of Moroccan society. Although this subject pro-
vided ample material for an ing u_jry, and was in facy
in the process of disappearing forever, my projecy
led me in other directions.

Ibrahim was on the other side of the buffer zone
between the French and the Moroccan societies. He
had matured during the waning days of the Protec-
torate and made his career by artfully straddling the
line between communities without any confusion as
to which side of the line he was on. His speciality
was presenting goods and services for external con-
sumption. They were carefully packaged. He was a
guide along the main thoroughfares of Sefrou soci-
ety. His tour was quite helpful for understanding
the Ville Nouvelle, but his aid stopped at the walls
of the medina. Despite his caution, the first break-
throughs of Otherness occurred with Ibrahim. This
professional of the external was, nonetheless, a
Moroccan.

My guide through the medina of Sefrou and the
transitional zones of Moroccan culture was Ali. My
contact with him was the first major step toward a
more intimate relationship with Sefrou. He was a
floating figure within his own society, living a
hand-to-mouth existence in the city. He was a pa-

other Helrou group

of ¢
change
however, Wis

rovided entry on

{ il HTELLL 157

PRTTELIIEY IJI;.',ll]"f Inaginative, adventy
’ v fiiis,

et it
i resdenitlessly i s in
i relentlessly pes ephive person My

sennlion s,
1o 4
““l,“m““” 1o Moroccan culture as “"”"'"Jm-f a8

fived expe jenice, car Lo iy Inl'hrl'.hi]: with Alj
fe Jrad rejec ted a certain way of life, but not othey
Moroceal alternatives, He was ascerbic and dige

is criticisms of village ways, but they were i

in b

sider’s J]lw‘,
Ali was also limited hy his “}!ll‘ll};[h‘: Because of hys

demueanot and antagonism he had almost become an
outcast in the village. The msights and onentations
which he continued to provide for me throughout
the field experience were invaluable. He knowingly
and adroitly used the villagers” inhibitions and vul-
nerabilities against them. Ali was an insider’s out-
sider. His unique vantage point and provocative at-
titude puriudi(':l”y rescued me from impasses and
collective resistance. Ali was, however, now outside
village affairs, basically out of touch. He provided
little helpon the day-to-day level, but could be relied
on for vital aid.

So, just as Richard was situated between the two
French communities, and Ibrahim between the
French and local Moroccan Ville Nouvelle groups,
so Ali was situated between the floating population
of the medina and his natal village of saint’s descen-
dants. All were marginal, all provided help in mak-
ing transitions from group to group, site to site.

Within Sidi Lahcen itself, the situation became
more tightly controlled. The community tacitly (and
in some cases explicitly) attempted to situate the
anthropologist and thereby control him. The first
two young men with whom I worked exemplify
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his. Mekki, mY first int‘(frmant,_‘literauyi Pushed op,
me bv the villagers, was u"orn Ali's 5ub-l.mea ge. Nog
heing burdened with fa mily or work obligations, hq
- ,;ed\ sought what to others wasa r_mxed blessing_
L‘ﬁr‘nnumtel_\‘» he lacked bOLh lﬂ!Elllgence and the
imaginative ability to objectify his own life-worqg
and then present it to a foreigner. This was an jp,.
<urmountable handicap- Rashid, my second infoy.
mant, was everything that Mekki was not; that wae
his problem. He was imagmalfn'e. e_-nergetic, curi-
ous, intelligent, and was floating, like Ali, except
that Rashid's experience was essentially limited tq
village lite. He could have been and was (from time
to time) an extremelv important informant. Byt
again like Ali, he aroused strong community disap-
p}n\'al. Rashid s tongue was feared. Evervone, in-
cluding his father, sought to silence him. Unsure
about mv presence in the village, thev wanted some
control over the infarmation ] was recenving. Rashid
knew 2 great deal and was €a2€T 10 CONVEY it. As the
Woroccan proverb goes Those who have no shame
do a= thev piease. And so those with no mternal
sense o anpronmate heha o mast b controlled by
1orze Resmd umiike AL had no powsr hase no
ahenats zards 1w nien. In pemaral he was toroed
1 armeds 10 the SOTITEOINT § CUSOWCmomS. vet he
SnUVED TULATME Thern w SEnETer e JEPOrTEEY

el ek

Vhaik ereres g ecelert
me and ur e commumsy. [ had orced My waw
o Sici Laicen, atter ail. and the villagers teared
thar uitmarteiv [ fad come to subvert ther religon

omoromse. hoth or

— ~F

Conclusion 159
Therefore: it was appropriate thtat the man who be-
came MY central informant was s:_tuated on the edge
of the most respected of the saintly sub-lineages.
This group had' a very high rate of endogamous
marriage- Malik's father, hf)wever, had married a
woman not only from outside the sub-lineage but

m outside the village. Consequently, as closely
attached to this core group as he was emotionally,
he was stmcturallf somewhat on its edge, and he
m-ercompensated for it.
He was the perfect representative of orthodoxy.
He was proud of his tradition but he had failed to
finda traditional role for himself. Impatient with the
sition of fgi, he was stymied in pursuing his own
andiose self-image. A conservative, he lacked in-
stitutions to defend. He proved to be the perfect
community choice. The elders of his sub-lineage
sanctioned his involvement and so did Sergeant
Larawi, the most po\"eﬁ'u] man in the village. Thev
knew thev could trust Mabk.

Malik, like Ibrahim, was self~controlled. orderlv
and reserved. But unike Ibrahim he had not made
2 career of external relations. Malik had remamed
within the rural world. Mabk woald have Iked 0 '3
the internal counterpart of Iorahom. But no sadh role

ovise a2 he wemt 2lomg Hix
” howoener W T 0r

eusted  He had to mmnge
‘EMPTESSION MENAfemET?
stant fension with the mpets of Ak Reshad ams
others, Ml attempred 10 steer UIUEST FOEnS
sensitve areas. Once challemged Be wowd il
but after the earlv gowng, he woald rarely mrtate. As

we proceeded  MalBk became muore dependent on
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L 1 was on him, This helps explain his lack of
-‘u-.ldi"'"l posistance on sensitive areas; Ibrahim, no
Joubt, would not have l‘l-lt'lu'ti down so readily,
Many of the lnl|l!ll-.il.tllll'li'll‘n'lnll.‘\ of the informant
n-l-lli““"]”i' were obviated by Driss ben Moham-
med’s sleadbant .|.mlhvwnu- to the role of host, This
lwl'"t“"HY cntablinhed the prounds for a dialogue,
H;-nM”"-””'”'"i was internal to the Morocean tradi-
e looked back to his forefather, the

"“1 lll.”

tion. .
',‘.rv‘lnl‘-‘-””l-ll'llll]fy saint, for puidance in the
modern waorld, He maintained a belief in the ulti-

mate and une onditional superiority of Islam,

Thin absolute difference which separated us was
openly ¢ knowledged only at the end of my stay.
Wi had become friends, we had shown cach other
mutual resprct and trust, The limits of the situation
were not obne ured for either of us. [ was for him a
rich member of a dominant civilization about which
he had the prnfuundust reservations. To me, he was
struggling to revive a cultural universe which I no
longer inhabited and could not ultimately support.
But our friendship tempered our differences. Here
we had come full circle. There were now two sub-
jects facing ecach other. Each was the product of an
historical tradition which situated and conditioned
him. Each was aware of a profound crisis within that
tradition but still looked back to it for renewal and
solace. We were profoundly Other to each other.

That 1 would journey to Morocco to confront
Otherness and myself was typical of my culture (or

Lo foph fabos 1L casy.

B ‘

".:?:L:?::};grmmed' the parts of it I could accept). That ben Mohammed
friendship would enter into this sort of dialogue without self-
may arise quickly denigration was impressive. My restless and scien-
but friendship

does not”
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xed wanderings brought me 4,
llage 10 Morocco. Ben M‘*harr,r:h“’
sought the wisdom of the reformist saing, 4., v::-d
willing, even eageT, to tell me about him Thn.u.ag
mutual confrontation of our own situations v, #h

establ d;d

tifically cloa
mountain Vi

ish contact. But this also highlighted o, ¢
damental Otherness. What separated us v, hun'
damentally our past. I could understang bﬂ:;.
Mohammed only to the extent that he could gnd,. n
otand me—that is to say, partially. He did not |y, ;'
a crystalline world of immutable Othernes, ,.m]
more than | did. He grew up in an historica) g,ul“ﬂ'j_’
tion which provided him with meaningful but o

artially satisfactory interpretations of his world, d:
did 1. Our Otherness was not an ineffable eqsene,
but rather the sum of different historical "’Pi-n-t
ences, Different webs of “ii’,mﬁ”’“”fl separated e
bt these webs were now at least partially i,-,_'
tertwined. But a dialogue was only possible when
we recognized our differences, when we remained
critically layal to the symbols which our traditions
had given us. By so doing, we bepan a process of
change.

Reflectioms on Freldwork 1 M
’.-rr,,,‘

Afterword

o take a9 one’s ubgect the study of the obyect, tear.
ing oneself away from the alternative of a more or
e noveliotic evocation of an enchanted espers
ence and demaolishing the phantasms of exoticism,
whos paradigrm remains L Afrigue fantime, with its
(éline- e que accents; to operate this turning of
the interpreter back toward lmeelf and toward in-
terpretation this is to render fieldwork, often
“,n.,nuru-d an an initiation rite surrounded by s
crets and mystenes, its proper dimension: a worrk
of construction of a representation of sxial reattty
This turning to the self, 10 its apparent narc sssism,
is itaelf a break with the self-complacency of lt-
erary evocation, and, far from resulting in an inti-
mate confession, it leads instead to an objectifica-
tion of the knowing subject. But it marks another,
more decisive break with the positivist conception
of scientific work, with its exaltation of “naive” o
wervation and its innocent confidence in what Nietz-
sche called the “dogma of immaculate conception,”
the foundation point of a science without scen-
tists, one which reduces the knowing subject to 2
registering device. It constitutes yet another break,
no doubt psychologically the most difficult, with

that brand of “refurbished positivism’” that Clifford
Geertz presents, with all the myriad seductions of
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his writing style, as a model for young Americ,
n

social scientists th
le) “thick description” and the exalt
a-

(following Ry!
larity and “local knowledge.”

tion of particu
One cannot understa nd the social success of th;
1s

sitivist philosophy of science which, in a y,
eliminates the scientist, if one does not see that p,,
ing him into the irreproachable servant of lpo:
cal canons of explanation such as those of Hem g]i
and Nagel, or the falsification criteria which pmﬁ:_
ise certainty, it puts him both off to the side and oyt
of reach, even for himself. Indeed, why would aj)
these young graduates, fresh out of prestigious an-
thropology departments and aspiring to their pro-
fessors’ “normal science,” take as their object the
process of construction of the knowledge of the ob-
ject, or more precisely, reflect on the practical and
.active conditions for the elaboration of their
own knowledge? For that, they would have to
uestion their own authority, which rests upon the
collective belief, that is, on the confidence each has
in the rigorous rituals of old methodology and the
sanctified examples of the prestigious ancestors
and also on their own self-image, their idea, identi-
fied with their “vocation,” of what they are and
have to be, especially in their relationship, such an
anxious one, to the “field.”
_ One might be surprised, ten years later, that
it was necessary to remind people that facts are
made, n_‘abrimted, constructed, that observations
are not independent of theory, that the ethnologist
and his informants are collaborators in a work of

rough his praise for what he callg

interp retation, tl.u.- informat:lts proposing to the eth-
nologist: following an entlr’ely special rhetoric of
ion, the “explanations” they invent as a

function of their notion of _their expectations and at
the cost of a truly theoretical effort, one implying
hen ssumption of an ‘extra_tordllnary stance induced
py the interrogatory situation itself. One might also
be surpfisedf perhaps especially in France, where
scholastic tradition bears a very different episte-
mological Joad, that these reminders had such a
eat impact in the United States, the more so since
they came UP against the same reflexive and critical
dispositions in other domains. But, as is usual with
these matters involving much more than cognitive
we must not believe too quickly in

understanding,
our own comprehension. In that sense the telling

of a series of experiences, constructed in the light
of their relevance to an epistemological reflection,
ields insights one could not get from academic ex-
egesis in the tradition of Schleiermacher, Dilthey;
Gadamer, Ricoeur, and so many other theorists, re-
capitulated by Peter Szondi, that of an exegetical
practice as old as the typically scholastic activity of
the lector. What is an informant and what exactly is
he doing when he elaborates for the anthropologist
a representation of his own world, a representation
about which he can never clearly know whether its
informing and forming schemas are borrowed from
the system of characteristic cognitive structures of
his own tradition, from the system of the ethnolo-
gist, or from an unconsciously negotiated mixture

of the two collective classification codes confront-
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. each other? Does not the relationship of i, .

ing a situation of theoreticy| inL;'
er.

tself, by creating :
itsell, BY hich the interrogated inte”‘(lg

; w
n in ak,s

that which until then was unpropy,
f-evident, create an essential alterautm_
f introducing a bias in all the mﬁn,
llected that is more dramatic er
all the distortions of ethn(‘)centrig,-m? In order "-:n
watch these decisive questions, and many Other{;
as well, posed by the construction of an anthropy,
logical discourse emerge in all their complexity
one only has to reread, one by one, the evocatior,
of the uncertain encounters with the Frenchman
Maurice Richard, nostalgic for the colonial era
with Ibrahim, predisposed to negotiate relations
with the larger world; with Ali, that marginal whose
unstable position makes him the ideal informant
up to a certain point; with Mekki, designed by

s limits, etc.—figures which

his group to protect it
every anthropologist will recognize as familiar,
since they occupy the strategic positions in the

space of relations which one can maintain with
one’s own society and which the presence of the
foreign observer brings to light.

But | would not want to conclude this exhorta-
tion to an attentive reading without mentioning a
ttributed to Jean Piaget, which returned to
me frequently in situations similar to those evoked
by Paul Rabinow and which his analysis of the rela-
tions between the ethnologist and his informants
brings to light: “It is not s0 much that children
don’t know how to talk: they try out many lan-
guages until they find one their parents can un-

atic and se
one capable 0
observations €O

remark a
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gy will have taken a giant step
ethnologists understand that

king place between their in-

# Ethnolo
whc]’] a]l
imilar is ta
d themselves.

derstand
forwarc
qomeihlng 5
; ts an

forman Pierre Bourdieu

Translated by Mia Fuller
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