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Abstract:

By juxtaposing the experiences of conducting research at two schools, one a charismatic, evangelical, fundamentalist Christian school, the other, an ultra-orthodox Chasidic Jewish girls’ school, I discuss prevailing notions of subjectivity, arguing that both post-modern and post-positivistic models of subjectivity apply, but that their applications are best imagined as profoundly context-driven. 
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Donning Wigs, Divining Feelings, and Other Dilemmas of Doing Research in

Devoutly Religious Contexts

I am driving my car in a small Midwestern city that I do not know well. I have spent the morning explaining my research interests to various members of the administrative body of an ultra-orthodox Jewish religious school for girls, a process called ‘negotiating access.’ I think I have been successful, but I am unsure. I am wearing a long black skirt that covers my knees, tights that cover my legs below, a long-sleeved blouse with a light sweater over it and a scarf that hides my neck. My usually wild hair is tucked neatly into a hat that covers almost all of it; only a few curls on my forehead and at the base of my neck are obstinately poking out. Proof of my transformation: my small children almost didn’t recognize me when I was leaving the house in the morning. My daughter, who was three years old at the time, cried bitterly when she saw me dressed this way, every part of me shrouded. She howled at me to take off my hat and would only hug me goodbye when I complied. 

At the school, by contrast, I am underdressed, or at least dressed as an obvious outsider. Unlike the women moving in and around the office, my get-up is too dark and too fancy, implying that I don’t dress this way every day. My shoes are too hip with their thick, platform bases. My face is overeager. Moreover, I am incapable of moving casually in the outfit I have on. I feel vaguely Victorian and puritanical simultaneously; I’m layered in clothes and anxious about being immodest. Most of all, my hat betrays me. The married women in the school are wearing wigs, not hats. Not a single strand of their real hair is showing.
 Had I chosen to wear a wig rather than a hat that morning, I think later, maybe I would have been granted access to the school. Though I was later granted access to a different ultra-orthodox Jewish school, I regretted that I had not worn the wig, that school having been a preferable site. 

For me, though, the choice between hat and wig had been difficult to make. I come from a long line of traditionally orthodox Jews, and I am close to my female cousins who cover their hair and knees and ankles and elbows. There is much I love about their lives: the grandeur of their families (one first cousin has 13 children), the clear-headedness endowed by their sense of purpose, the close-knittedness of their communities, the ease with which they pray. My grandmother would have been overjoyed to see me wearing a long skirt and a wig. Before she died, she used to write long letters entreating me to give up studying for a PhD in favor of learning Torah (the Hebrew Bible). I myself like the wigs traditionally orthodox women wear. They’re easy to clean, easier to style than my own hair, and they’re typically straight-haired, the real attraction for serious-minded curly heads like me. Tempting as they are, though, I am ultimately my parents’ daughter as well, and both my parents would have been scandalized by such a choice. My father, a scientist turned historian, was the first in that long line of Jews to chart a new course religiously, defining his life as deeply Jewish in value, if also increasingly secular in practice. My mother was a proud and avowed feminist who earned a PhD in genetics in the 1950s, one of a few lone females in a world dominated by men. She would roll over in her grave to think of me covering my hair. Because my father has always been somewhat more inclined towards respectability, he would understand the need for a head covering but might consider a wig excessive, the trappings of petty mimicry. Choosing between hat and wig thus felt like a heavily symbolic act to me; more than a decision between self-representations, it was a test of familial loyalties, a competition between personal identities. 

Dressing for classroom observations at the Charismatic, evangelical, fundamentalist Christian school I researched at a year later was significantly less psychically cumbersome. Not only was the dress code at the Christian school simpler, but my investment in it was emotionally cleaner. I dressed appropriately there for the sake of appropriateness; I didn’t want to offend those who had agreed to be studied. Period. The choice between pants or a skirt wasn’t freighted with notions of personal integrity. Neither my mother’s nor my grandmother’s ghosts weighed in during my internal dialogues about what to wear. 

This contrast between the messiness of my decision-making for the Jewish school vs. its relative tidiness at the Christian one remained a constant throughout my research, causing me unnecessary missteps at the former while smoothing my path at the latter.
 With regards to the Jewish school, I was flooded by the emotions of shared ethnicity, common peoplehood. My thinking was constantly interrupted by the voices of ghosts, the seductiveness of assumption, and the competing attractions of nostalgia and disdain, desire and shame, certainty and ambivalence, relentless ambivalence. Enmeshed in “webs of significance”
 at the Jewish school, my critical facilities were gummed up and sticky, slowed by the molasses of attachment; my intellectual work there was always laborious, my research process, fumbling, though both were at times joyful, too. At the Christian school, I felt intellectually freer, if emotionally flatter. I reeked professionalism; though not aloof, I was detached, interested of course, dedicated absolutely, but basically detached. 

I preferred my work at the Christian school for that reason. Ethnographically, I prefer detachment and the illusions of scientism it propagates. Much as I believe that both attachment and detachment pose intellectual and emotional trade-offs, that neither is inherently superior as a tool of the trade,
 detachment is easier on the soul. Moreover, I like to imagine my researcher persona as the cinematic equivalent of Grace Kelly, and at the Jewish school, I felt much more like Woody Allen, or even Elmer Fudd. I lacked the kind of elegance I so admire. 

Access

It took three years for me to negotiate access to an ultra-orthodox Jewish school. The school-community I had had my heart set on was exceedingly insular, which is to say that it was not only my choice of hat that denied me access. Naïvely, though, I had thought that by virtue of my Jewishness, I would be welcomed to such a school. By virtue of my family background, I would be considered if not an ‘insider,’ at least an eligible outsider, someone worth educating and possibly converting to greater Jewish observance. Two years in a row, I was granted access by the rabbi who served as head of school, permission slips were sent to students’ parents, and then a week before observations were set to begin, the rabbinic board that oversaw the head rabbi foreclosed the research. Though I was disappointed, I didn’t take these refusals personally. I understood their inherent distrust of me. Moreover, I could imagine that, whether wearing a hat or a wig, I was exactly the kind of woman their insularity was meant to hide from view; most in that community would not want their daughters growing up to become educational researchers, and they would definitely not want their daughters growing up to become less observant Jews. In the third year, when I knew that my funding would expire, I switched tacks for gaining access and switched schools as well. I asked a personal friend who was a member of a different ultra-orthodox community to introduce me to the personnel at the school her children attended. I can’t say that this made all the difference in my being accepted since the two ultra-orthodox communities were ideologically disparate in ways that mattered, the second community being committed to the notion of proselytizing to Jews and therefore much more positively disposed to accept a Jewish outsider. Nonetheless, I’m sure that it helped to have a liaison who was considered trustworthy. 

I expected it to be much harder to negotiate access to a fundamentalist Christian school. I was, after all, a complete outsider to that system, in Alan Peshkin’s (1986) phrasing, “a perpetual outsider” (p. 22). As a Jew, I was unsaved; as a woman, I lacked traditional authority; as a professor, I could be perceived to uphold liberal, humanist notions that fundamentalist Christianity eschews. It had taken Peshkin multiple tries to negotiate access to a similar school, which he called ‘Bethany Baptist Academy.’ As he recounted in the introduction to his seminal ethnography of that school: 

In the course of [a] pilot year, we [his research assistants and he] were allowed entry to one [school] only to be asked later to leave; allowed entry to another for ‘two weeks only, that’s all, no bargaining’; and absolutely refused entry to a third.

The refusing pastor spurned me with a flourish. To my innocent statement that we wanted merely to learn about the world of a Christian day school, he replied: 

You’re like a Russian who says he wants to attend meetings at the Pentagon—just to learn…. No matter how good a person you are, you will misrepresent my school because you don’t have the Holy Spirit in you. First, become a child of the King, and then you can pursue your study of Christian schools. (p. 12) 

While the study I was proposing was far less invasive and much less ambitious than was Peshkin’s, I expected to encounter philosophically similar responses. There was certainly no reason for me to think that I would gain access more easily than had he.
 And yet, it took exactly three phone calls on the same day to gain entry to the fundamentalist Christian school of my dreams: one to the principal, one to the head of school, a third to the teacher. In good form, I met with each in person, describing in detail my research, its goals and methodology, my working style and hoped-for results. The administrators were careful, and the teacher was cautious, rightfully so, but from the moment I walked in, I was welcomed, and warmly. Once they felt they knew what I would do—inasmuch as I knew it, I was granted access.  

It’s easy enough to draw facile conclusions from the comparison of my entry to these schools. (As examples: Jews are more paranoid than Christians; suburban Christians are friendlier than urban Jews; Christian proselytizing communities are easier to access than Jewish proselytizing ones, etc.) I consider the difference to be mostly a reflection of the counter-intuitive nature of my status as insider/outsider in both contexts. Within fundamentalist movements generally, Richard Antoun (2001) has categorized two types of ‘others’: internal and external “enemies” against which fundamentalists define themselves (p. 56). For fundamentalist Christians, “the internal… enemies are the non-fundamentalist Christians who claim to be followers of Jesus but accept the norms laid down by the state and other nonreligious institutions… and [who] cavort with members of the secular society” (p. 56). External enemies, by contrast, are non-Christians, “particularly the communist, the atheist, and the secular humanist—and often members of other faiths” (p. 56). For ultra-orthodox Jews, Antoun describes the internal enemy as secular Jews, Jews called “maskilim” (p. 56), literally those who enlighten, who question the sanctity of the Hebrew Bible or the imperatives to observe Jewish law in strictly traditional forms. Sam Heilman, whose writings on the haredi (or ultra-orthodox Jews) formed the basis for Antoun’s theorizing, stipulates that internal enemies include anyone who follows “chukos hagoyim (the laws [ways] of the Gentiles [i.e. other nations]), [a culture which] is at worst anathema and at best a disappointment” (p. 198).  External enemies consist of those outside the religion who actually or imaginatively oppose the continuation of the Jewish people; they are the goyim who create the chukos hagoyim, and they range from the harmless to the murderous. 

According to Antoun, religious fundamentalists typically perceive internal enemies as more threatening than external ones, and though such a claim hardly seems ahistorically applicable, it certainly seems sufficient to explaining my story of negotiating entry. At the first Jewish school site I approached, I was an internal ‘enemy,’ redeemed at the second Jewish school both by an evangelical ideology and by my friendship with a true insider. At the Christian school, I was something between outsider and insider. I may have felt myself to be fully an outsider, but by virtue of being Jewish, I occupied a liminal status, simultaneously insider and outsider, Jews being considered God’s first chosen, the forebears of Jesus and thus insiders, and yet having rejected Jesus as the messiah and being outcast as God’s chosen, doomed to being “perpetual outsiders” (Peshkin, 22) in fundamentalist Christian theology. Put differently, I wonder whether and how a Muslim or Hindu researcher would have been welcomed into the same fundamentalist Christian school, for I am sure that my Jewishness afforded special privileges and extracted certain costs in that context, just as it did at the Jewish school.

Rituals

The Jewish school has only one entrance. It’s a side door to the building, angled inauspiciously and mostly obscured by bushes. A video camera is perched blatantly over the door so that visitors can be electronically screened. In accordance with traditional Jewish law, a mezuzah adorns the doorpost of the entryway. It’s a small, non-descript case that contains a parchment rolled up within it, and it serves as a reminder of God’s presence and authority. An observant Jew, upon being buzzed in to the school, will touch her hand to the mezuzah, raising her hand to her lips and kissing it without breaking stride. Observant Jews repeat this motion each time they enter a doorway with a mezuzah, which in Jewish buildings, often includes bedroom doors, kitchen doors, and house doors. At the school, the main entrance, every schoolroom door and the cafeteria entryway were all adorned with mezuzahs. Moreover, the tradition of kissing the mezuzah holds whether one is entering or leaving. Repeated so frequently, the gesture can seem mechanical, soulless, obligatory even. Some of the 8th grade girls in the class that I observed articulated the motion of kissing the mezuzah with just a hint of rebellion, an understated playfulness which, whether intended or not, poked fun at the ritual. 

During class, if a girl had to use the restroom, she silently approached the front of the room, stood by the doorway, and waited until a nod from the teacher signaled her excusal. All eyes in the class would thereafter follow this girl out of the room as the obligatory mezuzah kissing transpired. The more observant girls, the ones Stephanie Wellen Levine (2003) has identified as ‘chassidishe,’ always kissed the mezuzah plainly, modestly, in earnest. These girls, in accordance with the strictest dictates of Hasidism, didn’t “call undue attention to [their] bodie[ies]” (p. 50) and would never compromise the integrity of ritual commandments. These were the girls whose skirts exceeded regulation length, who never wore long socks instead of tights and who tended not to have pierced ears or flashy glasses. The ‘normal’ girls, however—a self-designated descriptor—make up the majority of the Lubavitch population of girls, and they are prone to “lively, impish” (p. 51) behavior. To these girls, “the thrill of social popularity is more immediate and tangible than the subtle rewards of spiritual refinement” (p. 51). It was a sub-group of these ‘normal girls,’ who, when requesting permission to go to the bathroom, would kiss the mezuzah with two rigidly stretched fingers, gracefully sweeping their whole hand so that the still-straight fingers arced over their lips and extended out into the air in a continuous motion. It may be hard to picture the gesture, but had it included the right prop between the stiff pointer and middle fingers, it would have looked suspiciously like a Virginia Slims ad from the 1950s. The cigarette flourish, for the girls, marked a boundary between cliques and between social and religious camps. Importantly, though, neither group of girls would have considered not kissing the mezuzah.

For me, the mezuzah posed a test of Jewish observance, of insider/outsider status, and again of loyalties, every time I entered and exited the building or the classroom. At the building entryway, the stakes were lower. I never felt really compelled to kiss the mezuzah, proof in a way that an electronic device doesn’t hold the power of interpersonal interaction.
 As I entered the classroom, though, I sometimes wished to perform the ritual, hoping to show the girls in the room that I was like them, of them, if at a different point on the continuum of Jewish practice, not to mention a different stage of life. And yet, simultaneously, I didn’t want, even symbolically, to seem beholden to the myth that greater observance of ritual promotes a more authentic Judaism. I felt that if I kissed the mezuzah, I might be seen as someone whose ritual observance was increasing, a sign of the Hegelian ‘progress’ that this Jewish sect promotes. In short, I didn’t want to appear as the researcher ‘going native,’ the seemingly secular Jew sliding toward Lubavitch. The internal arguments trumped behavioral risk-taking, and my philosophical objections won out over my social impulses. I can remember more than one day during the months of observations when I probably should have excused myself in order to use the washroom, but the anxiety associated with a public performance of the mezuzah-kissing ritual kept me glued in my seat instead, desperately longing for class to conclude. In the end, I never kissed the mezuzah. Ironically, now, months after the study ended, I wish that I had—not every time, not even often, but occasionally, or even just once, and not for the girls, for in the end it hardly mattered to them, not even for the sake of research, though it may well have bought me credibility among the chassidishe group, but for myself—the grand-daughter in me, maybe.

While I never kissed the mezuzah, I did occasionally exchange greetings in Hasidic terms used by the girls I studied. When ultra-orthodox Jews hear the question, “How are you?” (most frequently asked by outsiders), they respond by saying, “Blessed is God” in Hebrew (“Baruch HaShem”), or, its loose English equivalent inflected by Yiddish, “Thanks God.” By this they mean to thank God for their good health or continued life. Asking after someone’s health in a Hasidic school is thus not a great way to begin a conversation; it is, instead, an invitation to this ritual, the quotidian reminder of God’s presence in all human realms. I knew this before entering the Jewish school. I knew it from interactions with my own cousins. And, yet, I am compulsively friendly when uncomfortable and overly nervous about seeming impolite. Following my mother’s Midwestern example, I’m a smiler and a greeter as overcompensation for inbred awkwardness. As a result, over and over again, I would ask the girls in the class and the smaller girls who stared at me as I passed them in the halls, ‘How are you?’ as though I didn’t know what answer would follow. Repeatedly, in other words, I proclaimed my outsider status loudly and obviously, feeling foolish each time the habitual question escaped my lips. I knew of course that my version of politeness wasn’t theirs and that my greetings were unnecessary.
 But what I knew intellectually didn’t transform me behaviorally. I simply couldn’t stop myself from asking, and in turn, having the query lobbed right back at me. 

“How are you?” I’d say, smiling, already cursing myself inside. 

“Thanks God, and you?” (The school insider would reply.) 

“Fine, thanks,” I’d say, out of habit, thinking instead, “Actually, right now I’m annoyed with myself for having begun this exchange. Why can’t I keep my mouth shut?” 

I’m not sure when I started replying in the Hasidic style. Because it wasn’t an object of study for me, I didn’t note in my field notes when I used which greeting. I’m also not sure why uttering the phrase ‘Thanks God’ eluded my internal censors more skillfully than did the mezuzah kissing impulse. What I do know is that after some point, occasionally, rather than responding as an outsider, I’d answer ‘Thanks God’ when greeted, if only to curtail the cycle of self-recrimination and to quell the questions the transaction raised about my own Jewishness. “How is your little one today?” I was often asked after missing a day of observations at the school. “Thanks God,” I could easily reply. Now, months after ending my observations, when people ask how I am, I reply ‘normally,’ “Fine, thanks,” but internally, I hear the faint echo of the chassidishe response, as if it’s the ‘right’ answer haunting my secular life.

At the Christian school, ritual observance didn’t punctuate informal social relations, at least not in ways I understood. The school personnel and the students greeted each other ‘normally.’ They entered and exited the building plainly. Because neither special dress nor unusual behaviors were demanded of insiders, ironically perhaps, I could pass as a fundamentalist Christian more easily than I could as an ultra-orthodox Jew. Excepting those who had been introduced to me, I think most of the students, parents and teachers who passed me in the halls assumed I was a fundamentalist Christian like them. I was appropriately dressed, well-washed, and white-skinned, as were almost all of the school’s population. Moreover, the insularity of such schools worked to my advantage, as it was quite rare for non-Christians to enter the school in the first place. Thus, while I felt myself to be an outsider, my status as such was only blatantly obvious in isolated moments, as opposed to my experience at the Jewish school, where the tango of insider/outsider dynamics played a kind of ever-present background music. 

At the Christian school, prayers often opened class sessions. After the students bustled into their seats and the bell rang, the teacher I observed would sometimes solicit topics of concern from the students, asking if there were particular events or desires they’d like that morning’s prayer to address. In the following excerpt, for example, her students raised their hands to provide the pseudonymous Mrs. Barrett with various “prayer requests”:

Student:
My mom is trying to get a new job.  She really hates her job.  She always comes home super mad.  She got diagnosed with depression because she worked there.  She really hates it.  

Teacher:
We’ll pray about this.  Beatrice?

Student:
My mom has a couple of friends and they’re both trying to find a new job.

Teacher:
Do you want me to just put down two friends or do you want me to put down their names?

Beatrice:
Mr. and Mrs. Brown.

Teacher:
(Writes on the board as she explains:) By the way, what I’d like to do when we take these prayer requests, I’d like you to jot them down in a notebook.  We’re going to see how God works in these situations. (Calls on next student)

Student:
My Dad’s car that he was going to get this month just got sold and that he could find a new one just like it.

Mrs. Barrett would then weave a prayer, threading together the disparate wishes of her students, only a few of which appear above. (The full class session from which the excerpt above was taken includes no fewer than 14 ‘prayer requests,’ ranging from curing a touch of flu to eliminating West Nile Virus.) Mrs. Barrett herself would have her head bowed, eyes closed, and hands clasped together as she spoke a prayer on behalf of her students, her school, her religious community and the country.

To me, these prayer sessions were understandable—they were in English, after all—and they were also truly strange. Before entering Mrs. Barrett’s classroom, I had never heard Christian prayers in person, and the televangelists I had watched in preparation for doing this research didn’t hold a candle to this teacher’s eloquence or gentleness. I had never before heard spontaneously spun prayers, as the wording of prayers I was accustomed to reciting had been formalized mostly in centuries past. But in contrast to the prayer sessions I observed at the Jewish school, I felt utterly at ease as I listened in on Mrs. Barrett’s prayers. Because they were a formal part of her class sessions, by the time her praying began, I was already seated quietly at the back of the room, my notebook open, my hand furiously writing, and my tape-recorder running. In other words, I was already comfortably lodged in my role as researcher.
 In addition, I was sheltered by invisibility. As Mrs. Barrett prayed, no one could see me not praying, no matter that no one expected me to. The privacy afforded me by the closed eyes of my participants was blessedly complete, releasing me from the guilty dilemmas I experienced at the Jewish school—should I pray with the students when I know the prayers? Should I be praying as a researcher? When Mrs. Barrett prayed, I felt perched on the edge of her world, looking in from a safe distance rather than swayed by a worldview, swimming against the riptides of emotional currents.



Interviews

If the specificity of my Jewish attachments complicated the process of doing research at the Jewish school, I know that it also aided that research, at least on occasion. And while my lack of connection to the Christian school should, inversely, have compromised the research I conducted there, I know that not to be the case. A perfect point of comparison rests on the student interviews I conducted at both sites.

As background, I should mention that I have been doing the same kind of research now for about eight years, a period not quite long enough for me to have become jaded, but too long for me to consider myself a novice. Though I am still excited when interviewing someone new, I am no longer nervous about it. Typically, I trust in my ability to build rapport, to pose questions or clarify them, to follow interesting tangents, and to keep to a rough time frame—the main attributes of a successful interview procedure. I have also had enough odd experiences that I trust in my abilities to handle the unpredictable outliers, both the run-of-the-mill and extreme varieties—the taciturn young child who is afraid to speak (run-of-the-mill), the parent who believed that aliens had birthed her child and were going to return and abduct him one day (extreme), or the teen-ager who wanted our interview to last three days out of desperate loneliness (somewhere in between). I tend to rely on semi-structured interviews (Fontana & Frey, 2000), as they provide a framework that makes the comparison of results easier and the flexibility to pursue elaborations when they seem fruitful. I usually interview youth individually unless they are very young and very nervous about being interviewed, and I usually schedule interviews only after having observed in the classroom for enough time that the students know my face, know something about me, and have interacted with me, at least superficially. 

Amidst the small but impressive group of researchers in history education who investigate the ‘doing of history’ (Levstik & Barton, 2001), the challenges and practices of learning to think historically, (e.g. Ashby & Lee, Barton, Brophy, Epstein, Grant, Levstick, Seixas, VanSledright, Wineburg,), my research is concerned with how students experience the history curriculum and what they think they learn from it. As a result, I typically interview using straightforward questions, questions meant to assess students’ knowledge, learning, enjoyment, and interests. And while I recognize the inevitable influences of researcher-pleasing behavior, adult-defying lying, and other common interview skews, I tend, despite them, to trust what teenagers tell me during interviews. For the most part, I have worked with adolescents who have never before participated in studies and who have been excited about being interviewed, are happy to share what they know, think and feel. It’s rare for young people to have opportunities to be heard, as individuals, by adults who have no direct authority over them, and I have found that, typically at least, most students enjoy the interaction, the chance to talk, be listened to and taken seriously. 

The protocol below formed the basis for my first interviews with students at the Christian school,
 and I had planned to use it when talking to the girls at the Jewish yeshivah as well.

Demographic Information

1. Please describe yourself to someone who doesn’t know you—what would you say they should know about you to get a good sense of who you are? (age/gender/race/religion/family size/interests/activities/hopes for the future)

2. How did you end up being enrolled at this school? (Parents’ choice? Yours?)

3. How long have you attended this school?

4. Do you like school? What do you like most about it? What do you like least?

Holocaust, prior exposure

5. Why do you think you are going to learn about the Holocaust in this class?

6. Have you ever learned about the Holocaust before? 

7. Where/When: What do you remember learning then? 

8. Have you seen any movies about the Holocaust? (If so, which?)

9. Do you have a family connection to the Holocaust?

10. What do you think you are going to learn about the Holocaust in this class?

Prior knowledge

11. What would you say the Holocaust is to someone who hadn’t heard of it?

12. What are the main reasons the Holocaust occurred?

13. Do you know what groups were persecuted during the Holocaust? (Why for each?)

14. Why do you think Jews were targeted?

15. Are there any events that you think of as being comparable to the Holocaust?

16. How do you explain the behavior of the perpetrators?
17. What role do you think God played during the Holocaust? (Is God’s role during the Holocaust similar or different from God’s role in history more generally?—Is this history unique in that regard?)
18. Do you think the Holocaust could have been prevented? 

19. What can be learned from the Holocaust, if anything?

Closing questions

20. Do you have any questions about this history that you’d like answered, things you’d like to know or understand that you’ve wondered about?

21. Do you have any questions for me?

At the Christian school, the protocol worked; that is, the questions generated talk, the students had no difficulties answering them, and their answers illuminated the issues I was studying. I attribute the protocol’s success at the Christian school to a host of factors, chief among them, the fortunate coincidence of my blithe naiveté and the lack of specialized knowledge necessary for interviewing fundamentalist Christian kids. At the Christian school, there was no need for a specialized language to get at what I hoped to learn, no need to know Yiddish or Hebrew or to interpret English heavily inflected with Yiddish. (Chassidic English is sometimes referred to glibly as Yenglish.) While I’m sure that using language ‘coded’ to fundamentalist Christians would have helped in garnering different answers, possibly deeper ones, I’m also sure that my lack of understanding enabled me to push along, obliviously sometimes, but productively so. My identity as unsaved, non-Christian, in other words, enabled me to ask naïve, but informative questions, like, “How can you imagine what Jesus would have done when he didn’t live in this era?” Even simplistic questions, such as ‘How do you like school?’ provided unexpected insights at the Christian school, as the excerpt below from an interview transcript shows.   

Simone: How would you describe yourself to someone who didn’t know you?

Reba:

I go to EGCS. I’ve gone there since kindergarten. I am a Christian. I’m 13 years old; I’ll be 14 next July. My parents enrolled me here since I was 1 week old.  Umm, what else?

…S:
What kind of Christian are you? In other words, is there a particular denomination you belong to?

R:
I guess, Charismatic. I’ve never been to a different church.

S:
And, what kinds of things do you like to do when you’re not in school?

R:
I like to ice skate, but I don’t do it as much as I’d like. I like to read books.

S:
Oh yah? What kind?

R:
A lot of stuff, mysteries, fiction.

S:
How do you like school?

R:
School is really nice. The people are really nice. They care how you’re doing. They know how you are. I mean, I’ve never been to public school, so I don’t really know, but I have friends who go to public school, and I don’t think that that’s how it is there. You know, at public school, the teachers wouldn’t pray with you or take time to explain stuff.  

Though I hadn’t been planning to ask the students at the Christian school what they thought of their public school counterparts, in fact, it was useful or ‘useable’ (Lagemann, 2002) attitudinal information, especially as I was concerned with the Christian students’ understandings of ‘others’ communicated through their Holocaust units.

At the Jewish school, it became readily apparent to me that while some of the items on the first protocol ‘worked,’ others were obviously flawed; the girls answered them uniformly, as though speaking in the same voice. When asked, “Do you like school? [And,] what do you like most about it?” the girls had no difficulty supplying answers, and their answers ranged, as one would expect (even at an exceedingly insular community of which this school was an outgrowth). It was in response to the question, “What don’t you like?” that a few of the girls cringed, sometimes pausing awkwardly or visibly wincing to display their discomfort. When not made visibly uncomfortable by the question, the girls simply answered with what I soon realized was the religiously appropriate response:

Simone: Hennie, my first question is how would you describe yourself to people who don’t know you? 

H: I’m very outgoing. I’m very studious, I love learning.  

S: How old are you? 

H: 13

S: How would you describe yourself religiously? 

H: I’m Jewish, Orthodox, Lubavitch. I’m very serious about it, very proud of it.  I’m proud of who I am. 

S: Did you grow up ‘Orthodox Lubavitch’?

H: Yes.

S: Did your parents? 

H: They both grew up in non-religious homes. They kept shabbas [the Yiddish term for the Sabbath] and everything.  My aunt first was interested, and then my mother, and then their whole families did it together. And my father, I don’t really know, I just know he became frum [Yiddish for Jewishly observant] somewhere...  

S: And how long have you been going to this school? 

H: Since I was two.  

S: And do you know why your parents sent you here? 

H: This was the only Lubavitch school in [this area].  

S: Do you like this school? 

H: I love it. 

S: Is there anything you don’t love about it? 

H: No school is perfect.  

My biases prescribed disbelief at the consistency of this answer; no school is or can be perfect. To me, the purpose of the question was to help gauge students’ interest in school, their comfort levels there, sometimes their critical capacities. I soon realized, though, that the question itself posed a religious conflict for the girls to whom it was being posed. To answer the question necessitated expressing negative sentiments about their school, or by implication, their school head, teachers, or peers. At the very least, it posed that potential, which the girls considered ‘lashon hara,’ which literally means an ‘evil tongue,’ but colloquially refers to the spreading of gossip, a religiously forbidden act. In other words, the girls couldn’t answer the question I had posed without breaking a commandment, one of the hundreds that orchestrated their lives. Within Lubavitch circles, observance of such mitzvot, good deeds or commandments, is thought to unleash the holy sparks that will hasten the arrival of the Messiah (Wellen Levine, p.45) such that observing mitzvot is a serious obligation. 

I had no choice but to rethink the formulation of my question. I arrived at the following—not a perfect substitute, but a close cousin to the original: ‘If you were describing your school to someone who had never been here or heard of it, what would you say to prepare them for becoming a student here?’ I also asked the proxy, ‘If you became principal of this school, what changes would you make (since principals almost always do that)?’ The same kind of verbal acrobatics characterized my questions to the girls throughout the research since I had to rule out the whole class of questions that might lead one to commit an avera (a sin) such as lashon hara (disseminating gossip). While I wanted to probe and sometimes to push, it was simply ineffectual to pose religious dilemmas in the very questions I asked.

I also had to be careful about the wording I used to describe God. The girls at the yeshiva don’t use God’s name in common parlance, reserving it for prayer alone. Instead, they call God by a nickname, ‘HaShem,’ which literally means, ‘the name.’ Had I called God by the Hebrew terms that are recognized as God’s name, I’m not sure how the girls would have reacted. I do know that they would not have answered in kind. Interestingly perhaps, it didn’t bother me to use their term for God during interviews. Unlike the experience of avoiding the wig or wanting to kiss the mezuzah, for me, inexplicably maybe, using the girls’ term for God simply seemed respectful, akin to translating specific terms for audiences who don’t share the language. It didn’t feel like a choice that implicated me religiously in any way or that I ought to have ethical reservations about as a researcher. Thus, in the excerpt below, I simply used the term, ‘Hashem,’ to mean God. I know it indicated to the girls, perhaps, that I shared their language. Whether my usage implied to them that I shared their worldview, however, I doubt, especially given the nature of my questioning: 

S: This is a really hard question, but this is what I’m trying to learn. How do you think of Hashem in relation to the Holocaust?

H: I mean we know that Hashem controls everything and there are a lot of things we don’t understand.  So we can’t question Hashem because that’s just the way it is.  But just to have that faith, even though I don’t understand why such a bad thing could have happened and why Hashem didn’t stop it, I still have a lot of questions, this is one of my questions, I just have to believe that this is what happened and I can’t give up hope and my faith in Hashem.  

S: So it’s not like Hashem-

H: It’s hard to say. When we believe in Hashem, it’s hard to say that He made all these Jews murdered… We know that even though everything is caused by Hashem, people still have free choice to do right and wrong.  

S: So some people would say the Holocaust isn’t about HaShem, it’s about people doing this to other people, and not HaShem doing this.

H: Right, like you could say, why did I do something bad? Well, everything is from Hashem, so I did something bad, so it’s not my fault, it’s Hashem’s fault. But we know that we do have, we call it bechira- [which means choice, free will] Hashem knows what we’re going to choose, but He still gives us the choice to choose between right and wrong and what we’re going to do… He’s on top of it.  

As a side note, perhaps, despite the differences in language, the lack of Yiddish-inflected terminology, and my distinct lack of insider status, some of the Christian students I interviewed expressed ideas about God’s role in the Holocaust and God’s role more generally that were very similar, in spirit, to Henya’s. The contours of the exchange below with Betty, for example, echoed the lines of Henya’s thinking:   

S:
Last question.  Do you think the Holocaust could have been prevented?

B:
[3 second pause]   Hmm…  [another pause] I don’t know how to answer that. It could have been, but I think that it was the way God wanted it…. I mean he didn’t really want it that way, but you know, God knew it was going to happen, so it happened. But God gave us free will, but you know, God knew it was going to happen. I mean, like, yah, it could have been prevented if people weren’t so hateful to each other, you know, really hate each other, but could it have been prevented? I don’t know.  

S:
You said it could have been that God wanted it, well, ‘not really wanted it’ but he knew it was going to happen. And you said something about we have free will…

B:
Yeah, God gave us free will. We make our own decisions; we can choose to fight –…We can do things, and choose to do things, but God knows what we are going to choose before we do. It’s not like, “Oh my gosh I can’t believe I just did that.” It’s kind of mind boggling, but he knows what’s going to happen, but we have free will, but he knows what is going to happen. So, we can make a choice, but he knows what is going to happen. It’s kind of weird, he does, he knows everything, millions and billions of years ahead of time, or he knows just a thousand years ahead of time, a hundred years, you never know how much he knows…

S:
So he knew about all of the choices that everyone was making…  

B:
He knew like the whole thing about Gore and Bush, when we had the election.  It wasn’t like he was sitting up there thinking, “Oh my gosh, what are we going to do? Now there’s a recount? Oh no!” He knew about that, but it’s like you don’t know how far back he knew. He usually has a purpose for things, he always has a purpose for things, but you just can’t see the purpose until later on.

S:
So what was the purpose for the Holocaust? Is it ‘later on’ enough to know?

B:
I don’t know. To show people in the world that God has the world under control and that He will take care of us if we just trust in Him.

This juxtaposition of interview excerpts highlights a paradox that my positions as a researcher evokes. On the face of it, the substance of the interviews themselves are comparably rich; that is, not only is the content of the students’ comments similar, but the depth of the interview excerpts is, implying that my insider-ness at the Jewish school doesn’t reap richer rewards than does my outsider-ness at the Christian school. On the face of it, the fact that I spoke the language of my participants at the Jewish school (using ‘HaShem,’ easily for example) and that I had to echo the remarks of my participants at the Christian one (‘You said…’) didn’t ultimately matter in terms of the information I garnered at both sites. That said, I’d be a fool to think that my positionality didn’t matter. Precisely because I don’t speak the language of fundamentalist Christians, I can’t know what I was missing as a researcher, the communally specific images, references, background narratives (Mosborg, 2002), mythological stories and communal discourse that I might have accessed had I been a true, or at least near, insider.
 

Trust

It would be unfair, to say the least, to compare the levels of trust that I earned at the two schools. I was, after all, situated completely differently at both, and the schools themselves were so different as to accord different kinds of relationships. As I have mentioned above, the Jewish school was insular and single-sexed, affording a kind of intimacy, maybe, that the Christian school perhaps couldn’t approximate. Some of the girls at the Jewish school boarded as well, which meant that, for some, the school functioned as their home in a very real sense. Furthermore, I was alone in my research activities at the Jewish school, but aided by two research assistants at the Christian one. Thus, my interactions were diffused at the Christian school, intensified at the Jewish one. And the norms of classroom discourse—the quiet of the Christian classroom, the volubility of the Jewish one—both played into my possibilities for interaction as well, lessening the opportunities at the Christian one, increasing them at the Jewish one, all allowing for trust to build much more easily at the Jewish school. 

With these qualifiers in place, it’s worth noting that at the Jewish school, while I was more uncomfortable as a researcher, more vexed by the marionette-like strings of attachment, I was also more at home as a person. The girls trusted me, almost immediately, but eventually fully. They knew, of course, that I was an outsider, but I think they understood, too, that I was trying for insider status, and they were eager to help me along that pathway, mistaking my methodological proclivities perhaps for religious ones. When I forgot my hat, one day, my hair showing brazenly, the girls didn’t seem to mind, though I’m sure that they discussed it once I had left the room. Another day, weeks later, I mistakenly wore short socks under a long black skirt whose slit up the back revealed a shocking length of calf. The girls in the class treated me no differently than they had on other days. (One girl, a chassidishe girl, commented gently to me that one could easily sew up such a slit. This was the same girl who, when asked what she would change about the school were she the principal, said that she would make sure that everyone followed the dress code fully. She thought the school should be “more strict” that way, “no tv, no movies, stuff like that.”) I only realized the depth of my dress code infraction when I walked out to my car during recess that day. As I strode across the parking lot that doubled as the playground, the younger girls in the school grew quiet as I passed, averting their eyes as though ashamed of my clothing. I knew then that the girls must either like or trust me, or some ineffable combination of the two. They had acted as though the infraction hadn’t mattered. I knew that they trusted me for sure when, near the end of the year, they asked if I could accompany them on their graduation trip to New York, a pilgrimage to the U.S. center of Lubavitch life, the place where their Rebbe had taught and was buried. I was flattered by the request, but I knew, too, that the school administrators would never approve of such a tag-along. The girls thought for sure it would be all right despite my protestations and went ahead and asked the head of school to allow me to come. The disappointment on their faces the next day was heartening. Months later, I am in e-mail contact with some of these girls who occasionally write about high school or send me pictures of their summer camping trips.       

At the Christian school, I grew close to the teacher in the study. While I liked the students a lot, the combination of factors that constellated my research there didn’t enable us to become friends. The teacher and I have, in the years since I completed the research there, had lunch, exchanged phone calls and kept in touch. I have tremendous respect for her as a person, and I have valued coming to know her.

Despite both sets of attachments, complicated and clean, and despite the kind of trust I attempted to garner at both sites, successfully and not, it’s fair to say that I would have preferred to commit ‘hit and run’ research rather than sharing my results. I would have much preferred to do exactly the kind of ethically challenged research I discourage my students from doing, since sharing my results poses multiple challenges in both sites. Notwithstanding my promises to share with both schools’ administrators, teachers and interested parents and kids, I felt, upon the completion of my research, that what I had found held potential interest for educational researchers and some sub-set of readers (family members and coerced friends), but none really for the members of the school communities themselves. In fact, for a while, given that conviction, I flirted with the idea of not following through on the promise of shared research. I am not particularly proud of that moment, and simultaneously, I don’t believe it shows a lack of courage. I would share the results of my study, I believed, if I thought it would provide useful information to its participants. Instead, though, in ways I couldn’t have anticipated, my research simply turned out to seem like it would not be meaningful to the participants I depended on to create it. While on the one hand, it has to be the right of the school members to judge the work’s usefulness for themselves and it’s an act of supreme hubris for me to make that call without their consent, on the other hand, it also seemed like my obligation not to waste their time, not to exploit their generosity further by having them engage in ‘member checks’ that would ultimately only serve me and my interests. My work on Mrs. Barrett’s classroom ended up critiquing the kind of insularity that both school communities treasure and the resulting ‘reflexive affirmation’
 that both classrooms cultivate.
 The narratives I produced, I suspected, simply elaborated points of disagreement between my worldview and those of the worlds I studied rather than providing pathways through the constellations that separate us. In short, it is still hard for me to imagine what the participants in my study stand to gain from the analysis I proffer. In the end, though, I couldn’t comfortably ignore the commitments I made, the trust I would compromise forever by not reporting back. While I still worry about the potential for exploitation even in reporting back, and I would still prefer to respectfully avoid hammering (or yammering) at the walls of insulated worlds, I have, after a prolonged period of procrastination, scheduled times to share my findings officially. 

In approaching these events with considerable trepidation, I am heartened by the story Alan Peshkin once told me
 about what it was like to share the results of his study with the community at Bethany Baptist Academy. While his analysis had soundly critiqued the “total world” of a fundamentalist Christian school community, his readers there loved the book, so much so that they sold copies at the church’s gift shop and consistently breached the anonymity he so delicately guarded. What Peshkin had lambasted in his account of the school were the very features of their lives that the school’s authorities loved.   

Subjectivity

In an oft-quoted article he wrote a few years after finishing his ethnography, Peshkin (1988) describes the shock of “stumbl[ing] upon [his] own subjectivity” (p. 18) as he constructed its narrative. While writing, he had realized that his account was hewn of personal judgments sharpened by their contact with a fundamentalist Christian school. Whereas he had studied similar community dynamics in a non-fundamentalist world and wrote about them in glowing terms, he found his praise restrained when describing Bethany Baptist Academy. In response, he devised a methodology for “taming” his subjectivity, a “formal, systematic monitoring of self” (p. 20), that heightened his awareness of when his emotions were engaged or his personal proclivities called forth. At such moments, which he elaborates as “the warm and the cool spots, the emergence of positive and negative feelings, the experiences [he] wanted more of or wanted to avoid, and when [he] felt moved to act in roles beyond those necessary to fulfill [his] research needs” (p. 18), Peshkin filled out a small card, noting the event and the feelings it evoked, later sorting the cards to find patterns that characterized competing ‘I’s. His goal was thus to “escape the thwarting biases that subjectivity engenders, while [simultaneously] attaining the singular perspective its special persuasions promise” (p. 21).

As articulated in this writing, Peshkin’s version of subjectivity is decidedly post-positivistic; his subjectivity, though avowedly inescapable, can nonetheless be ‘tamed,’ shorn of the wooly biases that impinge on its clear-sightedness. For Peshkin, subjectivity has a core or center, a solid mass as well as rough edges that the rigors of a rational process of noticing and note-taking can smooth down. At base, his was a modernist project, wherein subject and object could be disentangled, if only temporarily, and reflexivity could be rationalized, if only narratively. In fact, his methodology for subjectivity-taming, in its heightened attention to particular moments of attachment as disjunctures, assumes that emotional disengagement or narrative distance is normative. The self, for Peshkin, contains competing ‘I’s; it encompasses them and bounds them into a wholeness; the competitions among identities do not construct the self.   

Numerous qualitative researchers, writing after Peshkin, have critiqued the epistemological stance that positions subjectivity as unitary, “an essence at the heart of the individual which is unique, fixed and coherent” (Weedon, 1987, p. 32). Such writers (Bloom & Munro, 1995; Davies, 1992; Heshusius, 1994; Hollway, 1989; Jacobs, Munro, & Adams, 1995; Richardson, 1994; Roman, 1993; Walkerdine, 1990) describe subjectivity instead as fractured, fractious, fragmenting, unstable (but not pejoratively so), and continuously in process. Profoundly post-modern, many of these authors invoke subjectivity as part and parcel of a political project aimed at destabilizing the oppressiveness of individualist, masculinist, heterosexist, racist and patriarchal discourses that inscribe subject positions (Ellsworth, 1997) with permanence and fixedness. Briefly summarized, their notions of subjectivity enable multiple selves to conflict and co-exist, to transform and transpire, not simply in the world, but in the process of world-making (Goodman, 1978, but see Goodman, 1955).       

The clash between post-positivistic and post-modern notions of subjectivity is hardly new or even note-worthy (in Peshkin’s sense). It is instead intractable and most likely enduring, even as the categories themselves interpenetrate. In reflecting on the experience of doing research at two religious schools, it seems to me that the dynamics of subjectivity itself are contextually dependent, that there are times/places/moments when, as a researcher, one’s subjectivity feels as though it may be tamed, rationalized, contained, and domesticated. My experience in the Christian school afforded just such opportunities. While it may have felt slightly awkward for me, as a Jew, to sit in a group of devout students praying to Jesus, my assuredness as an educational researcher trumped my discomfort as a Jew; thus my subjectivity, or my experience of it, was ‘successfully’ repressed. Of course the failing in this framing is that my subjectivity is limited to my ethnic identity rather than additionally encompassing my professional identity, and to pretend that subjective fissures don’t vex my professional identity is laughable. For the sake of argument, though, there are also times/places/moments when the fracturing of subjectivity, its blossoming fury and ludicrous unravelings, its hybridity and multiplicity are unarguably uncontainable. While I may have felt myself to be ‘a Jew,’ individually and unitarily so in the Christian school,
 I knew myself to be complicatedly Jewish, multiply and messily so, at the Jewish school. Above and beyond my familial heritages, I am inclined towards Jewish orthodoxy in terms of its communitarian promise, liturgically conservative in my Jewish practices, theologically Reconstructionist in my belief system, and politically Reform in my commitments, all features of my identity—or, competing identities—that the Jewish context itself invoked. Perhaps when there is no clear winner (professional researcher over complicated Jew), but rather multiple players (grand-daughter, daughter, mother, complicated Jew, researcher), perhaps in such cases, post-modern paradigms of subjectivity necessarily prevail. 

Ian Hacking, in an essay (1986) entitled “Making up people,”
 brilliantly bridges post-moderns and post-positivists, or, in his wording, nominalists and realists. Spinning his argument deftly, suspended in historical webs, Hacking claims that certain kinds of categories are obviously constituted socially, conjured into existence through language or traditions—this being the argument of nominalists or post-moderns. Likewise, however, other kinds of categories exist outside of their discursive properties; that is, they are categories not because we named them as such but because they are inherently so—this being the argument of realists or post-positivists. To showcase this claim, Hacking provides a few categorical examples, “horse, planet, [and] glove”
 (p. 229):

It would be preposterous to suggest that the only thing horses have in common is that we call them horses. We may draw the boundaries to admit or to exclude Shetland ponies, but the similarities and differences are real enough. The planets furnish one of T.S. Kuhn’s examples of conceptual change. Arguably the heavens looked different after we grouped Earth with the other planets and excluded Moon and Sun, but I am sure that acute thinkers had discovered a real difference. I hold (most of the time) that strict nominalism is unintelligible for horses and the planets. How could horses and planets be so obedient to our minds? Gloves are something else: we manufacture them. I know not which came first, the thought or the mitten, but they have evolved hand in hand. That the concept ‘glove’ fits gloves so well is no surprise; we made them that way.

Put differently, while horses may be the darlings of the moderns, and gloves, the adored artefact among the post-moderns, I am arguing that subjectivity, as an extension of Hacking’s bridge between warring paradigms, may sometimes run like a horse and at other times fit like a glove. The real questions, then, are not whether subjectivity is unitary or multiple, but when, and not whether the research itself is impacted by the single-seeding or cross-pollination of theory metaphors, but how.

An ending
I am traveling from the first Jewish site, the one that did not grant me access, and I am heading home. It is a hot day, maybe 90 degrees outside. The air-conditioning in my car doesn’t work, and the windows are wide open. I have a few hours of driving ahead of me, and I am only a few miles from the school. I am still in an ultra-orthodox Jewish neighborhood, but I have worn a tank top under my long-sleeved shirt so that I can peel off my top layer to drive home in relative comfort. My mouth is brick-dry. I pull in to a 7- Eleven, and I’m planning to buy a slushy. As I walk into the store, I catch sight of myself in the glass windows. I can simultaneously see my reflection, me dressed up as an ultra-orthodox Jewish woman, and the sales clerk’s wonderment, her looking out at me, maybe a little baffled.
 There’s nothing kosher in the store, and probably, not many ultra-orthodox Jews from the surrounding neighborhood frequent it. I suddenly realize that slushies aren’t kosher (to the best of my knowledge) either. I feel terribly awkward for a moment. Do I buy a bottle of water instead of the desired slushy? What if someone from the school community sees me here, committing an avera?
 (I have not as yet found out that my negotiations for access were unsuccessful at that school, and such a calculation seems professionally prudent.) I buy the bottle of water. As I’m about to leave, though, I pull off the hat which fits like a glove, run back inside to buy the slushy, and speed out of the parking lot like a galloping horse. 




� For the women at the school, their dress and hair-covering is a reflection of their tznius, the religious dictates governing modesty (Wellen Levine, 2003, p. 45). For more on the traditions of Jewish women’s covering their hair see Leila Leah Bronner, “From veil to wig: Jewish women's hair covering” Judaism, Fall, 1993, and Marc Shapiro, "Another Example of 'Minhag America'," Judaism 39 (1990): 148-154; and Michael J. Broyde, Lilli Krakowski and Marc Shapiro, "Further on Women's Hair Covering: An Exchange," Judaism 40 (1991): 79-94.


� For the sake of brevity, I have abbreviated my references to the two schools I did research at in the remainder of this chapter. In particular, I refer to the specific Charismatic, evangelical fundamentalist Christian school at which I conducted research as simply ‘the Christian school,’ and similarly, I refer to the Chasidic, ultra-orthodox girls’ yeshiva at which I conducted research as simply, ‘the Jewish school.’ By this shorthand, I don’t in any way mean to imply that these schools are paradigmatic, representative or even typical of all Christian or Jewish schools or of the Christian and Jewish schools that characterize their particular sects.   


� The full sentence in which the famous Weberian phrase appears in Clifford Geertz’s (1973) writings states the following: “Believing, with Max Weber, that man is an animal suspended in webs of significance he himself has spun, I take culture to be those webs, and the analysis of it to be therefore not an experimental science in search of law but an interpretive one in search of meaning” (p. 5). 


� For a gorgeous articulation of these trade-offs, see Barbara Myerhoff’s (1978) ethnography of a community center in Southern California catering to aged Jews, Number Our Days. Throughout the book, Myerhoff poignantly refers to the complexities of her position as ethnographer, Jew, substitute-daughter and female researcher.  


�  Since the time that Peshkin studied Bethany Baptist Academy, fundamentalist Christians have become much more overtly politicized, an act that has included a coordinated incursion into the public sphere. That said, it could not be assumed that such an incursion would translate into a willingness to have their private spheres (private schools) ‘invaded’ by a member of the non-believing public.  


� The example harkens back to Milgram’s famous (1978) experiments on obedience, whereby the greater the distance of the authority, the lesser the rates of obedience to it.


� Clifford Geertz (1973) famously amplified the nature of ‘thick description’ by describing the import of the researcher being able to interpret the distinctions between blinks, winks and twitches. While I understood the distinctions well enough to know that my version of etiquette didn’t hold in their world, I was simply too inflexible to be able to change my behavior in light of that understanding. This instance complicates Geertz’s claim somewhat, given that knowledge, while important for the written account, is only one part of the ‘doing’ of research.


� Beatrice, like all the names used in this chapter, is a pseudonym used to protect the anonymity of the student, school, and community.


� The events of 9/11 intruded during the course of this fieldwork, which prompted more nationalistic prayers than she might have spoken otherwise. For an analysis of how Mrs. Barrett and her students interpreted the events of 9/11 on that day and in subsequent weeks, see Schweber, ‘Fundamentally 9/11: The fashioning of collective memory,’ which is under review at the American Journal of Education.


� Though it is mistaken on my part to have considered myself only as a ‘researcher’ once in the classroom, this is in large part a reflection of the fact that my research focused on classroom-based teaching and learning. Thus, while I was a researcher even as I drove to the school, I only felt myself to be actively ‘doing research’ while in the classroom or while engaged in ‘research activities’ outside of it, such as interviewing participants.


� My research at the Christian school was aided immeasurably by two research assistants, Rebekah Irwin and Susan Gevelber, who helped in crafting this interview protocol.


� Reba’s name, like many of the students’ names in this article, was a self-styled pseudonym.


� For one account of this study, see Schweber, S. & Irwin, R. (2003). “’Especially special’: Learning about Jews in a fundamentalist Christian school,” Teachers College Record, 105(9), 1693-1719. 


� A good example of a usage of specific or coded discourse (--which leads to the syndrome of: ‘if you have to ask, you won’t get it,”) includes George W. Bush’s incorporation of religiously loaded phrases that his millions of evangelical Christian supporters would recognize and understand as conveying political messages. For both an example from the 2004 campaign trail and an analysis of its reverberations, see Cooperman, A. (2004). Openly religious, to a point: Bush leaves the specifics of his faith to speculation. Washington Post (September 16), A01.


� For more on ‘reflexive affirmation,’ see Schweber, S. (In Press). “’Breaking down barriers’ or ‘building strong Christians’: Reflexive affirmation and the abnegation of history,” in a volume entitled, The Holocaust as screen memory, edited by Michael Rothberg and Gary Weissman.


� I have not had as much trepidation about presenting my research at the Jewish school since I have not as yet completed the analysis there, which allows me to feel that I’m not yet procrastinating on fulfilling that obligation.


� While Buddy Peshkin, as he liked to be called, held an appointment as a scholar at the Institute for Advanced Study of the Social Sciences, he led a seminar for Stanford graduate students that I was fortunate enough to participate in. 


� Peshkin may well have felt similarly while doing his research at Bethany Baptist Academy. As the lone Jew there, he may have felt unitarily subjective, the very kind of experience that would enable him to come up with a methodology that posits a unitary self. Sadly, his early death disallows the possibility to discuss this with him.


� I am indebted to Connie North for pointing me to this article and for suggesting classroom-based uses of it.


� In this essay, Hacking was writing not only about horse, planet, and glove, but also, and pointedly, about multiple personality. I fully suggest reading the entirety of the chapter to access its nuance, but for the purposes of brevity, I focused here mainly on horse and glove.


� As a side note, perhaps, this conclusion warrants a methodological rumination. For if I reject Peshkin’s rationalization of subjectivity and resist ‘member checks’ of my research findings, then I am beholden especially to reviewers, who, as part of the submission process, guard my work from the dual pitfalls of egregious narcissism and participant overidentification. And yet, unless the reviewers are insiders in the world I describe, unless they understand the language of my participants, they, like me at the Christian school, can fall prey to exoticizing the unknown. This possibility substantiates the argument for not only inviting more fundamentalist Christians into the academy, but for having greater diversity shown among those chosen as reviewers generally.


� In an odd turn of the cycle of life imitating art imitating life, etc., I was conscious in that very moment of the similar image from Dorinne Kondo’s (1990) wonderful book, Crafting Selves, in which Kondo almost doesn’t recognize her own reflection in a butcher’s display case while doing ethnographic research in Japan. As she eloquently writes, 


Promptly at four pm, the hour when most Japanese housewives do their shopping for the evening meal, I lifted the baby into her stroller and pushed her along ahead of me as I inspected the fish, selected the freshest looking vegetables, and mentally planned the meal for the evening. As I glanced into the shiny metal surface of the butcher’s display case, I noticed someone who looked terribly familiar: a typical young housewife, clad in slip-on sandals and the loose, cotton shift called ‘home wear’ (homu wea), a woman walking with a characteristically Japanese bend to the knees and a sliding of the feet. Suddenly, I clutched the handle of the stroller to steay myself as a wave of dizziness washed over me, for I realized I had caught a glimpse of nothing less than my own reflection. …In order to reconstitute myself as an American researcher, I felt I had to extricate myself from the conspiracy to rewrite my identity as Japanese. (p. 17) 


� While consuming an unkosher food would be one sin I engaged in, another would be the sin of maras ayin, which literally translates as embittering the eye, but which refers to the possibility of being seen to commit a sin, which could, unintentionally lead others astray. 
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