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centrality or marginality in their lives” (p. 111). “By
‘scope,” on the other hand, I mean the range of social
contexts within which religious considcrations are re-
garded as having more or less direct relevance” (p. 112).
In his later works, Gecrtz developed the notion of
scope more than that of force. Unlike Geertz, who em-
phasizes processes of internalization within individual
personalities, my use of the term force stresses the
concept of the positioned subject.

" Anthropologists have long studied the vocabulary of
the emotions in other cultures (see, e.g., Hildred
Geertz, “The Vocabulary of Emotion: A Study of Java-
nese Socialization Processes,” Psychiatry 22 [1959]:
225-37). For a recent review essay on anthropological
writings on emotions, see Catherine Lutz and Geoffrey
M. White, “The Anthropology of Emotions,” Annual
Review of Anthropology 15 (1986):405-36.

“The two ethnographies on the llongots are Michelle
Rosaldo, Knowledge and Passion: Hongot Notions of Self
and Social Life {New York: Cambridge University Press,
1980), and Benato Rosaldo, Hengot Headhunting,
1883—-1974: A Study in Society and History (Stanford,
Calif: Stanford University Press, 1980). Qur field re-
search among the Ilongots was financed by a National
Science Foundation predoctoral fellowship, National
Science Foundation Research Grants GS-1509 and
GS-40788, and a Mellon Award for junior faculty
trom Stanford University, A Fulbright Grant financed a
two-month stay in the Philippines during 1981.

L est the hypothesis Insan rejected appear utterly im-
plausible, one should mention that at least one group
does link a version of exchange theory to headhunting.
Peter Metcalf reports that, among the Berawan of
Borneo, “Death has a chain reaction quality to it.
There is a considerable anxiety that, unless something
is done to break the chain, death will fellow upon death.
The logic of this is now plain: The unquiet soul kills,
and so creates more unguiet souls” (Peter Metcalf, A
Borneo Journey into Death: Berawan Eschatology from
Its Rituals [Philadelphia: University of Pennsylvania
Press, 1982], p. 127).

*R. Rosaldo, Hlongot Headhunting, 18831974, p. 286.
T1bid., p. 288.
5M. Rosaldo, Knowledge and Passion, p. 33.

hGee A. R. Raddliffe-Brown, Structure and Function in
Primitive Society (London: Cohen and West, Ltd.,
1952), pp. 133-52. For a broader debate on the “func-
tions” of ritual, sec the essays by Bronislaw Malinowski,
A. R. Radcliffe-Brown, and George C. Homans, in
Reader in Comparative Religion: An Anthropological
Approach (4th ed.), ed. William A. Lessa and Even 7.
Vogt (New York: Harper and Row, 1979), pp. 37-62.

"Max Weber, The Protestant Ethic and the Spirit of
Capitalism {New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons, 1958).

TA key antecedent to what I have called the “positioned
subject” is Alfred Schutz, Collected Papers, vol. 1, The
Problem of Secial Real;ty, ed. and intro. MaLlrl(_e
Natanson (The Hague: Martinus Nijhoff, 1971). See
also, e.g., Aaron Cicourel, Method and Measurement in
Sociology (Glencoe, Ill.: The Free Press, 1964) and
Gerald Berreman, Behind Many Masks: Ethnography
and Lmpression Management in a Himalayan Village,
Monograph No. 4 {(Ithaca, N.Y.: Socicty for Applied

Anthropology, 1962). For an carly anthropological

article on how differently positioned subjects inter-

pret the “same” culture in different ways, see John W.
Bennett, “The Interpretation of Pueblo Culture,” Sowuih- -
western Journal of Anthropology 2 (1946):361-74.

kClifford Geertz, The Interpretation of Culiures (New..
York: Basic Books, 1974) and Local Knowledge: Further '
Essays in Interpretwe Anthropology {New York: Basm '
Books, 1983).

' Although anger appears so often in bereavement as to -
be virtually universal, certain notable exceptions do.*
occur. Clifford Geertz, for example, depicts Javanese *
funerals as follows: “The mood of a Javanese funeral is
not one of hysterical bereavement, unrestrained sob-
bing, or even of formalized cries of grief for the de-
ceased'sdeparture, Rathnr,itisacalm undemonstrative,
almost languid letting go, a brief ritualized relinquish-
ment of a relatlonshlp no longer possible” (Geertz, The
Interpretation of Cultures, p. 153). In cross-cultural
perspective, the anger in griel presents itsel{ in differ:
ent degrees (including zero), in different forms, and:
with different consequences.

™ The Tlongot notion of anger (liget) is regarded as da
gerous in its violent excesses, but also as life-enhancing
in that, for example, it provides energy for work. S
the extensive d.lscussmn in ]VI Rosaldo, Knowledge and
Fassion.

"William Douglas, Death in Murelaga: Funerary Himal

in a Spanish Basque Village (Seattle: University of

Washington Press, 1969); Richard Huntington and

Peter Metealf, Celebrations of Death: The Anthropology
of Mortuary Ritual (New York: Cambridge University

Press, 1979); Metcalf, A Borreo Journey into Death

* Douglas, Death in Murelaga, p. 209.
?Thid., p. 19.

1Simone de Beauvoir, A Very Easy Death (Harmond—
sworth, United Kingdom: Penguin Books, 1969).

"Douglas, Death in Murelaga, p. 75.

*Godfrey Wilson, Nyakyusa Conventions of Burial
(Johnannesburg: The University of Witwatersrand Press;
1939), pp. 22-23. (Reprinted from Bantu Studies.)
“Thid,, p. 13,

“In his survey of works on death published during the
1960s, for example, Johannes Fabian found that the
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four major anthropological journals carried

bapers on the topic, most of which “de

purely ceremonial aspects of death” (Johannes Fabian,

“How Others Die: Reflections on the Anthropology of
" in Death in American Experience, ed. A, Mack

[New York: Schocken, 19737, p- 178),

"Huntington and Metcalf, Celebrati

" Arguably, ritual works differently for those most af-
flicted by a particular death than for those feast so.
Funerals may distance the former from overwhelming

whereas they may draw the latier closer to

strongly felt sentiments (see T. J. Scheff, Catharsis in
Healing, Ritual,

and Drama [Berkeley: University of

only nine
alt only with the

ons of Death, p. 1.
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California Press, 197913, Such issues can he investi-
gated through the notion of the positioned subject.

*For a discussion of caltural motives for headhunting,
se¢ Robert MecKinley, “Human and Proud of It} A
Structural Treatment of Headhunting Rites and the
Social Definition of Enemies,” in Studies in Borneo
Societies: Social Process g

tiom, ed. G. Appell (DeKalh Ii
Asian Studies, Northern I
92-126; Rodney Needham,
Man 11 {1976); 71-88; Mich 3
Causality,” Man 12 {1977):168-70,

Y Picrre Bourdieu, Outline of a Theory of Practice {New

York: Cambridge University Press, 1977), p. 1.

ENTERING MY TWENTY-
woke me up this mornin
vorite of the three bregnancy guidebooks [ keep
near my bed—the one organized around anxieties,
In the section titled “Hearthurn and Indigestion,”
sandwiched between “Losing Your Figure” and
“Food Aversions and Cravings,” 1 read: “It's nearly
impossible to have an indigestion-free nine months;
it’s just one of the less pleasant facts of Pregnancy;”!
1 closed my eyes. This was, I thought, what
oy friend Kareema must have felt.” She was the

From Women Writing Culture (1995)

"Like the opening to Geertz’s analysis of the Balinese
cockfight, Abu-tughod starts this essay with a personal

Cuses on the per-
Pregnancy and writes completely
in a personal, reflexive, style. She embraces the postmaod-
ern view that ethnography is the creation of the writer,
arguing that because ethnographers know things within a
personal context, what they write are partial and posi-
tioned truths (1991 1473 onsequently, in writing about
her pregrancy, Abu-Lughod tries to place the reader

within her frame of reference as an anthropologist and 2
Woman pregnant with twins,

fourth week, Heartburmn
g, and I turned to my fa-

37. A Tale of Two Pregnancies
LiLA ABu-LucHop (b. 1952)

mother of eleven whom I'd see
pregnancies in the 1980s. Like a]
others, her Iast Pregnancy,
current age than I liked
ceeded without the benefy
had suffered terrible indi
bered those many evenin
a kerosene lantern, | ha
orange drink she swore
vescent tablets of vitami
cal pharmacy; dissolved

n through iwe
I but one of her
at an age closer to my
to imagine, had pro-
t of medical care. She
gestion, and I remem-
gs when, by the light of
d prepared her the fizzy
relieved the pain; effer.
1 C purchased at the Jo.
in a glass of water.?

I her critique of ethnography
ture,” Abu-Lughod criticizes the p
nographic generalizations, She say
a part of a language of power use
apart from and outside of those t
She argues that one way to comb,
write “ethnographies of the partic
indeed her €ssay is an outstandin
proach: She js writing about her
periences with one specific Egy
she does not try to discuss
in general,

"Writing Against Cul-
ractice of making eth-
s that generalization i
d by those who stand
hey study (1991:150).
at generalization is to
ular” {1991:149), and
g example of this ap.-
pregnancy and her ex-
ptian Bedouin woman;
bregnancy for Bedouin women
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In those days I understood little ahout what
Kareema and the other Awlad ‘Ali Bedouin
women [ lived with in Egypt were experiencing.
Caught up in my own world and my research,
first in my mid-twenties and later in my thirties, [
claimed to be, and was, very interested in wom-
en’s experiences. But 1 barely noticed anything
about their pregnancies except protruding bellies
artfully hidden by large red belts. The women
worked hard, lifting heavy cooking pots, carrying
their other children on their backs, washing
clothes, and walking long distances to visit
friends and relatives, Pregnancy hardly seemed
to interfere. At the end, with the help of a local
midwife, their mothers, or their mothers-in-law,
these women suddenly produced infants who, by
the time I would see them, were lovingly swad-
dled and lying close to them. Or so it seemed.
Except that every older woman who told me her
life story mentioned a miscarriage or a stillbirth.

My pregnancy, in contrast, was the ultimate
late-capitalist U.S. achievement: assisted by the
most recent advances in reproductive technol-
ogy, monitored from egg production to fetal
heartbeats with the help of ultrasound and hor-
monal analysis, and expensive. | was one of the
fortunate women in her late thirties for whom in
vitro fertilization had succeeded on the first try. I
began the pregnancy with a mix of scientific
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knowledge, common sense, and holistic medical
advice: warned by my books about preeclampsia,
prevented from carrying heavy objects by my
husband, pampering myself by lying down to al-
low blood to flow to my placenta, counting my
calcium milligrams, balancing my green and yel-
low vegetables, and studying with some despair
the undecipherable diagrams that promise to
guide pregnant women through proper exercise
regimens. .
If T had not known Kareema and the other
women in Egypt who had shared their lives with -
me, I would not have been able to shake my head
and laugh at myself for the fuss [ was making. I
also might not have felt so lucky. My personal :
experience of the pregnancy was shaped by the’
double (or hybrid, in Kirin Narayan’s view) life I
lived as an anthropologist.” I moved between the -
world of “home” in the United States, with my
network of friends and family and the resources
of feminist scholarship on reproduction to help
me think about the facts of life, and “the field” in
Egypt, where T was surrounded by women who
became pregnant, gave birth, lived with children,
and talked to me and to each other about why,
things sometimes went wrong. 1 looked to both
places for help in understanding what was ha
pening to me, just as I had sought this pregnancy
in both places.* ;

*In “Grief and a Headhunter's Rage” (essay 36), published
just two years before this essay, Rosaldo argues that how
one understands events depends on one’s positioning and
that interpretations change as one's positioning changes.
Although Abu-Lughod noticed that women were pregnant
and had babies, it was not until she became pregnant that
these events took on new significance for her. In Rosalda’s
terminology, as Abu-Lughod’s position changed her Egyp-
tian friends” pregnancies became events with “force.”
McGee had a similar experience. It was not untii McGee's
wife, pregnant with their first child, went with him into the
field that he thought to ask Lacandon Maya women about
pregnancy and childbirth. Like Abu-Lughod he discovered
that most women had lost babies or their own daughters
in childbirth (McGee 2002:67-70),

Preeclampsia is a condition that occurs in 5 percent to
8 percent of pregnancies. It is characterized by high blood
pressure and the presence of protein in the urine. It can be
fatal to both mother and child,

*In this paragraph Abu-Lughod mentions Narayan's coms:.
ment on anthropalogists leading a “hybrid” life. in oth
words, Abu-Lughod’s viewpoint was created by the intert
section of her multiple identities as a woman, anthropol
gist, wife, mother, her Palestinian background (Abu-Lughod:
is the daughter of the sociologist Janet L. Abu-Lughod and:
the political scientist Ibrahim Abu-Lughod), as well”a
years she spent as a child in Egypt. Through the course o
the article she shows us some of these identities in the ac
counts she gives, as an anthropologist, a patient in an
clinic, Kareema’s friend and confidant, and a mother...
Kirin Narayan, an anthropalogist at the University‘a
Wisconsin, Madison, is the daughter of an American b ;
Indian mother and a Indian-born father. Her recent bo
My Family and Other Saints (2007) describes her child
hood and focus on the complex, multicultural life of b
older brother.
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SEARCHING FOR CHILDREN

Living in what is known as the Western Desert of

Egypt, with only a substandard clinjc not close

enough for easy access, the Bedouin women |

knew could not take advantage of the superb doc-

tors and excellent hospital facilities available in
Cairo

, still childless long after
their own daughters, who had kept me company
on the long winter evenings of my first stay in the
late 1970s, had married and given birth to one,
two, sometimes three children,

Even though T did not yet want children, they
sympathetically told me stories about women wheo

sewn through my hack or an amulet made, They
told me how a second fright could undo a blockage,
ot how bathing an successive Fridays with water in
which a gold necklace had been soaked might

I eagerly scribbled
mostly it was materia]

S, eggs,
sperm, and fallopian tubes. I hag long been skep-
tical of images of how our bodies worked that
relied on biological entities whose existence | hag
to take on faith, Emily Martin’s analysis of the
mechanical metaphors and bizarre mmplications
of these scientific stories about women's hodjes
had confirmed my own ambivalence, ¢

Later, when [ was b

fertility, After appointments with the quiet and
sertous doctor at the Cajro Motherhood Center- -
where the equipment was sterilized, the sheets
clean and white, the ultrasound machine shiny,
and the receipts computer generated—] would
fly south to the palm-draped village in Upper
Egypt where my husband and T were then doing
research. My new friend Zaynab, mother of fiye
children conceived on annual visits of her -
grant hushand, took time from her busy schedule
of working her small fields, collecting fodder for
her animals, and pressing land claims against her
paternal relatives to try to help me.

counteract a different kind of blockage.
*One of the many insights that postmodern anthropolo- more or less credibility than other falktales. The impli-
i ibuted 1o cultural anthropology is a con. cation of Abu-Lughod’s discussion s that rural Egyptian

cern with generalization that Abu-Lughod has already
fentioned. In part, avoiding generalizations may heip an-
thropologists to avoid making claims that are beyond their
knowledge. Note Abu-Lughod’s wording in this para-
graph. she is not making a claim to describe the behavior
of ail Bedouin women, rather she claims to present infor-
mation from only “the Bedouin wornen I kney _ . S

*Note in this paragraph that Abu-Lughod treats scien-
tific medicine and the folktales of Egyptian infertitity
equally. She mentions Emily Martin's book The Woman
n the Body: A Cultura/Analysis of Reproduction (1987),
in which Martin examines some American women’s

ernists frequently treat scientific models as the folktales
of capitalist and technologica) society, granting them no

women have one truth, doctors in the IVE clinic another.
Some postmodernists

phors by
which Western physicians describe how our badjes
work, the fact is, in purely practical terms, ane form of

nd technology
and says, “So what if for two days a pelri dish served as
my fallopian tyuhes?*




542 The Late Twentieth Century and Beyond

Zaynab knew of three treatments. First she
took me to the ruins of the Pharaonic temple that
dominated the small hamlet in which her mud-
brick house stood. Calling out to the Jocal guard
that we were just going to the well, she saw to it
that he waved us on, ignoring the fact that we
had no entrance tickets. She took me around the
temple and then down some steep steps to 2 pool
of stagnant water. “It is good to bathe with this
water,” she said. Anticipating my modesty, she
had brought with her an empty tin container.
“You can do it back at the hotel,” she explained as
she filled the can with the water,

When we came out of the cool, dark shaft she
stecred me away [rom the entrance to the temple.
“You have to leave by a different path from the
one you used to enter,” she said. Later, another
old village woman told mv husband that Zaynab
should have had another woman there, hiding
above the shalt, to drop a stone into the water
just when I was looking in. This would have
frightened me. Although they lived hundreds of
miles from the Bedouin and shared little of their
way of life, these village women seemed to be
working with the same theory of blocking: a sec-
ond fright undoes the effect of a first, and leaving
by a different route literally opens up, or un-
blocks, a path to conception and hirth.

The next time 1 came to the village, stll not
pregnant, Zaynab decided to take me to the Cop-
tic monastery nearby. “It’s good,” this Muslim
woman explained, “to look at those Christian
priests with their beards.” When we had been
admitted by a gentle nun, Zaynab whispered in
the hush of the monastery, “Just look at the beau-
tiful things, the velvet curtains, the pictures. The
older things are, the better.”

Next we wenl to the monastery's cemetery.
Zaynab kept calling out for someone, She seemed
agitated and finally hailed a young boy who was
riding by on his donkey. “Where is your father?”
she asked. “Go get him. Tell them there’s a
woman here who wants him.” Eventually a burly
man with a huge grey mustache appeared. He
was the undertaker. He led me around the cem-
etery, explaining so much that I couldn’t tell if
this was a guided tour meant for a tourist or
something special to induce pregnancy.

I realized that he knew why I was there when
he took me to a cloth-draped coffin, its cover half
on, empty inside. He instructed me to take ofl my
shoes and step back and forth over the casket
seven times, using my right foot first each time.
Later he took me down to some dusty vaults.
Reaching inside, he tore a strip of green cloth off
the top of another unused coflin. Zaynab had -
gone off. “Wrap it under your breasts and bathe °
three times with it,” he said conspiratorially. “But -
don't te]l the woman you're with about this.” ;

Then he told me to climb into the vault. T
started in but jumped back in fear as a lizard darted
out. Scolding me for being afraid when he was
there, he then instructed me to tear another strip
of cloth from the cover of the empty coffin in the
far corner. He wadded this up and told me to stuff.
it inside me when T had sex with my husband.

Just then Zaynab returned and reminded him
that it was important for me to see the well. So
we ali walked on. With a key he opened a small
structure housing a very old brick well. He told:
me to look down until T could see my own eye, It
was a long way down and there was very little.
water at the bottom. He explained that the mon-
astery had an electric pump for irrigation and:
that tanks of water were brought in from the:
pipeline for drinking. Zaynab and T finally Jeft;
she apologetically giving him a small sum {all I;
had brought with me), he saying he hoped God:
would grant me what | wanted, o

A few weeks later Zaynab decided, with sore’
encouragement from me, that she should take me.
to visit the local Muslim woman curer. This was an:
old woman who had married and had five chil-:
dren, spent years in Cairo, and returned to her’
father’s village when her husband died. Her father,:
himself a religious figure with powers of healing,.
had appointed her his successor, and she was now.
famous throughout the area. It was rumored tha
people came from as [ar away as Kuwait to seek
her help. T had heard about her and was curious.

We waited until the heat of the day bad passed :
and then set off to her hamlet. In her courtyard:
we saw other women leaving, The healer hersel
sat in a dark room, a small and wrinkled blind
woman with her knees drawn up and her feet
tucked neatly under her black dress. Women with:
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children in their laps sat waiting their turn to INSIDE AND OUTSIDE THE BODY
speak to her. After listening to them, she would
talk quickly in a kind of rhyme while deftly wind- When I returned home after a yvear in Egypt, [
ing green thread into small objects they werc to entered that new world that has become familiar
take with them. When our turn came, Zaynab first  ¢q g many women of my generation and class in
discussed her land dispute. Then she explained  the U.§_ the world of laparoscopies, tubal adhe-
my problem and answered questions for me, The  sions, endometriosis, amniocentesis, and other
old curer prescribed a concoction that my hus-  gueh unproncunceables; the world of busy doc-
band was to drink. Zaynab and [ pressed some tors in white coats who inspect and prod and
money into her hand and then walked hone. shine lights at parts of you that you cannot see;
In the end the recipe was too complicated. I the world of procedures that, they inform you
didn’t know where to get many of the ingredients. absentmindedly, might cause slight cramping.
Ldidn’t even know what these spices and powders finally was allowed to graduate into the world of
were. Their Arabic names meant nothing to me. IVE, as in vitro fertilization is known. T joined
And though surely I could have arranged to put well-dressed women with bags under their eyes
the bowl of liquid out on the ba]cony to catch the who spent the early morning hours waiting their
starlight, as instructed, where would we get the  pirp 1o have blood drawn from bruised veins and
glowing rod to douse in it, in our Cairo apartment? to lie back in darkened rooms with their legs in
The problem, of course, was that my hushand stirrups so their ovaries could be scanned on
and T didn't believe it would work. T had half- grainy black-and-white screens.
heartedly bathed with the water from the Phara- it was a world of sitting by the phone, waiting
onic temple, wary enough of the dead Insects  for your daily instructions. OFf infections that
floating in it not to splash sensitive parts of My quickly cured you of any squeamishness about
body-—the very parts that were supposed to re- large hypodermic needles, Sometimes, as you ex-
ceive this healing treatment. [ had also dutifully pertly drew from the small vials the correct dos-
stepped over the coffins in the Christian ceme. ages of Pergonal or Metrodin, or later, progesterone
tery, feeling silly and hypocritical, but I never in a viscous base of sesame oil, you wondered if
wrapped the cloth strips around my chest or  someone waltching outside the apartment window
stuffed them inside me. Oddly, though, 1 still might take you for a drug addict, This was, after
have the strips of cloth in my dresser drawer, all, New York,
somehow unable to bring myself to simply throw “Our goal is to make you pregnant,” the doc-
them away. I also don't quite know what to do (¢ had explained in our first visit. “Our success
with an old amulet 1 acquired from my Bedouin rates are the highest in the city. We average about
friends. I had wanted to see what was inside and thirty-three percent per three-month cycle.” This
had even photographed the contents. But then T kind of talk leads to a world of uneasy compari-
could not help being awed by people’s insistence son. You look around the waiting room and won-
that amulets were powerful and should never der who will make the statistics, The woman next
touch the ground or be thrown away. In matters ¢ you tells you she has fifteen eggs; yesterday
mysterious, like religion and reproduction, one you'd been told that you had five but that one was
{inds oneself uncertain enough about the truth to bigger than the others. “What does that mean>”
be half willing to “go native.”’ you ask the busy doctor. “We'll see how they

7In this essay Abu-Lughod describes herself as a “hybrid,” figion and reproduction, one finds onesell uncertain

with one foot in the Arab world and another in the West, enough about the truth ta be half willing to ‘go native.’”
She writes about how she undergoes the folk remedies of What crosses our minds when we read the last few pages
her Egyptian friends to get pregnant and then describes of Abu-Lughod's essay is how Boasian it is. It is a classic
some of her experiences undergoing IVF procedures in teiling of falkiore much like Paul Radin’s articles in the
New York City. She writes, “In matters mysterious, like re- 1920s on Qjibwa folklore, but more personal.
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come along. if the others don't catch up, we'l
have to cancel the eycle.” You beg those little
ones Lo grow,

Another woman tells you that this is her third
try; last time she had to be hospitalized for ovar-
ian enlargement. The next day someone tells you
about her friend who had so many eggs she froze
some. She became pregnant and had twins. Then
her husband was killed in a car accident. Now
she wants to thaw her other eggs and have an-
other child by him. A tough young woman in blue
jeans cheerfully jokes with the nurses as they
take her blood. She’s been coming for a year. You
listen in dismay as another recounts how she got
pregnant after four tries and then lost her trip-
lets. She and her husband couldn’t stand the
strain, so they took a break for two years. You also
look around at some of the women and think
they're just too old.

All these women are surely bringing down the
percentages. You think, with some secret plea-
sure, that this means your own odds as a first-
timer are that much better. You keep talking to
your friend and colleague, the one who told you
about this clinic and who became pregnant on
the first try. She barely seems to remember the
anger and frustration you feel, or the uncertainty.
She encourages you and tells you what will hap-
pen next. You compare notes about the waiting-
room experience and tell her what an interesting
anthropological study it would make, if only vou
didn't feel so much hostility to the money-making
production line the clinic creates that all you
want to do is escape—as soon as you no longer
need their services so helplessly.

Retrieval is the clinical term for the procedure
of removing your ripe eggs from the ovary to be
fertilized outside your body. You go to the hospital
for this, feeling perfectly healthy and afraid that
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when you wake up you won't be anymore. After
being kept waiting, as usual, you are walked in
your oversized nonskid slippers down corridors,
into elevators, and then into an operating room.
The room looks familiar from the slide show the
nurse gave a few weeks earlier, and you feel less
resentful at that two hours wasted in a session of
elementary talk about IVF. (The session protects
the TVE program by covering in simple language
the complex material contained in the pile of con-
sent forms you must sign.) The lights in the room
are bright. It’s a little cold. An intravenous feeder -
is put in your wrist, and the nurses talk to you:
reassuringly. You disappear. You wake up in the:
recovery room, people groaning all around you,
some quite frightening with tubes in their noses. .
You want to get away but are too groggy to move,’:

As we were leaving the hospital, my husband .
and I bumped into one of the doctors. She asked -
how it had gone. I szid no one had told us. Sur:':
prised, she went off to telephone the lab. She.:
gave us the first good news: they had retrieved six -
eggs. She insisted that someone must have come::
to tell me in the recovery room but I had forgot
ten. I didn't believe her.

Then we waited for the telephone call our typed
instructions said would come as soon as they knew
the results. Five eggs had fertilized. One more suc
cess. As Sarah Franklin, one of the few feminis
anthropologists to study IVF, has noted, the cul:
tural narrative of conception has been rewritten by
the infertility specialists so that conception is no:
longer the natural vesult of intercourse but a scien
tific and technological achievement. The road ¢
pregnancy is a complex obstacle course in whic
hurdles are overcome, one by one.*® :

The next step was what they call “the
transfer”—from dish to womb. Back at the hospis:
tal, I sat on a simple wooden bench with the same .

8 Comparing the descriptions of the IVF procedures with the
treatments she received from her Egyptian friends it is
clear that Abu-Lughod found the IVF procedures unpleas-
ant. In this paragraph she cites Sarah Franklin’s work on IVF,
in which Franklin concludes that “the cultural narrative of
conception has been rewritien by the infertility specialists
so that conception is no longer the natural result of inter-
course but & scientific and technological achievement.” If

all truths are positioned truths, then the truths of physician
who are fertility specialists are naturally influenced by thel
position as doctors, just as the truths of Bedouin women are.
affected by their positions as women in Egypt. In 20182
the Nobel Prize for medicine was awarded to Robert
Edwards, the biologist responsible for the development o
IVE. Do the traditional medical practitioners Abu-Lugho
visited deserve similar awards? Why or why not?
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women who had heen in the surgical waiting
room on the day of the retrieval, Everyone was a
little nervous, but cheerful. This part wasn't sup-
posed to hurt. To pass the time we chatted. One
of the women asked if [ remembered the blonde
woman who had been there with us three days
earlier. Yes, “Well,” she whispered, “her husband
was in there for an hour and a half and couldn’t
do it. So they had to rush me ahead of her in line
for the retrieval.” We giggled in a mixture of relief
that our husbands had performed efficiently and
embarrassment at the others’ humiliation.

Finally, my turn. | entered the familiar operat-
ing room and climbed onto the table. The doctor
was joking with the embryologist in the adjoining
room. It had been a long day. Suddenly I saw
something come into focus on the elevated televi-
sion screen to my right. My name was typed on
the screen, and there were my four fertilized
eggs. The fifth, the doctor explained, had disinte-
grated. An assistant printed out the image on two
polaroid snapshots, a general view and a close-
up. I had imagined test-tube babies as little fe-
tuses in jars, but these were just cells, clusters of
overlapping circles sitting in a petri dish, like il-
lustrations from a biology textbook.

The transfer only took a minute, with some
joking about not dropping the catheter as the
embryologist rushed From the lab to the table, I
was moved onto a trolley and wheeled out, like
the women who went before me, clutching my
Polaroids.

Abandoned together in a small, otherwise
empty ward, we made conversation. One wom.
an’s companion helped us exchange our “baby
pictures,” all we might get for the $8,000 we had
had to pay up front (I was counting the days until
my insurance company would reimburse me;
most of the women had no insurance coverage for
IVF). The doctor had told us we could leave after

fifteen minutes, but we all insisted on staying for
forty-five-—superstitious that if we stood up our
precious embryos might slide out. One by one, we
gingerly climbed out of bed and dressed. I'took a
taxi home, not wanting to risk the subway.

The month during which I underwent IVF
was also the month in which the copyedited
manuscript of my book on Bedouin women’s sto-
ries arrived in the mail.' I read over the chapter
called “Reproduction,” written before I'd entered
that strange world of reproductive technology. [
could have longed for the more natural! character
of these women’s experiences of becoming preg-
nant and having babies. 1 could have viewed
pregnancy as an alienation of my body by the
medical establishment. But [ thought of Donna
Haraway, the feminist historian of science, who
keeps insisting that it is dangerous for feminists,
nostalgic for an organic wholeness, to condemn
and reject science and technology. Such associa-
tions of the natural with the feminine have been
essential to women’s confinements to the body
and the home; and such rejections of science
leave it in the hands of others who may not have
women's interests at heart.® In the late twentieth
century the boundaries between fnside and out.
side our bodies are more fluid. Are glasses to be
rejected because they are not our natural eyes?
So what if for two days a petri dish served as my
fallopian tubes?®

Still, I refused to believe the nurse who tele-
phoned twelve days later 1o say my blood test was
positive. I thought the IVF staff would fudge the
results so they could publish articles in the medi-
cal journals and claim to be the best clinic in the
city. Then they'd aceuse you, the incompetent fe-
male body, of having lost the baby. I didn't believe
I was pregnant until two weeks later, when I saw,
on that familiar black-and-white television
screen, the image of those tiny sacs, each with a

?Here we reach the passage mentioned in note 6 above. for wommen to reject science because ir so doing they con-

However, consider carefully what Abu-Lughod is saying. Is
she saying that it is dangerous for women to reject science
because, in so doing, they reject an accurate method of
understanding and interacting with the physical ernpirical
world? Or, alternatively, is she saying that it is dangerous

-
-

firm their position on the nature side of the nature/culwre
dichatomy (see Ortners discussion in essay 23) and leave
a powerful discourse “in the hands of others who may not
have women’s interests at heart” This might be a false di-
chotomy. Perhaps she is making both points at once,
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twinkling star in it. Fetal heartbeats. Multiple
gestation, as they call it in the business.'®

Kareema, on the other hand, knew the other
signs of pregnancy. Ier period stopped. She be-
gan to feel sick. She threw up. She felt fatigued.
She couldn't bear to smoke. Some women have
cravings; others have aversions to certain foods.
Some Bedouin women claim to have aversions to
their husbands.

My menstrual cycle had been suppressed by
drugs, and it was too early for the other signs. |
was dependent on the ultrasound scanner for my
knowledge of pregnancy. I recalled Rosalind
Petchesky's classic work en fetal imaging and the
politics of reproduction. Rather than condemn-
ing, along with other feminists, the panoptic gaze
the ultrasound technologies afford the male med-
ical establishment or even the disembodiment of
the fetus from the mother, demoted to a mere

environment for this rights-bearing entity, she

drew attention to the possibility that women
might experience this technology positively. “How
different women,” she wrote, “see fetal images
depends on the context of the looking and the
relationship of the viewer to the image and what
it signifies.”® T couldn’t help finding it reassuring
to see on the screen to my right what was sup-
posed to be inside me. I was so unsure of my ba-
bies that | worried about their having disappeared
if I didn't see them every two weeks or so."'

COMMUNITIES OF WOMEN

Now, months later, when I have heartburn and
the amazement of feeling the babies move in a
part of me that had never even existed before, I
feel closer to Kareema. The belly T rub with al-
mend oil and ook down at is here, not on the
screen. It looks the way Kareema’s did. My preg-

nancy book had told me T'd first feel the babies’
movements as butterflies or fish swimming -
around, but the book was wrong, It was a definite .
thumping —like a heartbeat in the wrong place. I
wondered what else the book might be wrong
about and instead tried to remember every detail
of what the Bedouin women had said and done.
How would T cope when the babies came? I tried
to remember how these women had managed.
How had they breastfed? It had all seemed so
natural and easy. How had they coped at night? T
don’t remember Kareema’s babies crying. | real-
ized I hadn’t paid much attention to things that
now mattered enormously to me. | also under
stood now that Kareema had probably been feel
ing that same thumping inside her as she kindly
told me folktales to record for my book. _
When you are pregnant for the first time, you
suddenly see other women vou know in a differ-;
ent light. My mother began to tell stories about:
her pregnancies, and I loved seeing her soften as:
she reminisced about how exquisite it was to hol
an infant. My mother-in-law seemed remarkable:
for having had seven children. I asked my siste
about her experience of giving birth alone i
India. She said she had never read a book ot
the subject and had no idea what was going on.:
My friends with children began to seem more
important. I felt I was crossing a threshold"
hadn't noticed before. o
This experience of recognizing a commonality
among women led me to think back to an article:
had begun writing five years earlier about the pos:
sibilities for feminist ethnography.' I had argue
that women ethnographers who studied wome
unsettled the central divide between Self and
Other on which anthropology usually rested. This.
was not because of any essential, crosscultural
sameness of women but because feminist anthro
pologists had to recognize that womanhood was

" How is the reader to understand this paragraph? Is it
comic relief, or is Abu-Lughod so deeply suspicious of
medicine and capitalism that her first response to good
news is to assume that she is simply being manipulated for
the henefit of the clinic? Although it is certainly conceiv-
able that a clinic could do that, it is a bit surprising that a
patient who came to a clinic by choice would react to

good news by first assuming it was not only incorrect but
guided by immoral purposes as well,

1" Panoptic means “all-encompassing.” When Abu-Lughod
refers to the “panoptic gaze” the ultrasound technology
provided the medical professionals caring for her, 'she
means that her fetuses were completely revealed inside he
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only a partial identity. In the abstract language of
acadenic life 1 wrote, “By working with the as-
sumption of difference in sameness, of a self that
participates in multiple identifications, and an-
other that is also partially the self, we might be
moving beyond the impasse of the fixed self/other
or subject/object divide.” 1 also noted, however,
that there was often a perceived kinship, albeit
limited, between women anthropologists and
their women subjects that made seeking knowl-
edge of their situations more of a political project
that had implications for “home.” The kinship
Zaynab and other women in Egypt feit for me was
apparent in their sisterly concerns about my
childless state and their efforts to help me. My
feelings for them had led me both to friendships
there and to explorations in my anthropological
work back home about ways to represent them
that might make the complexity of their lives and
individual personalities—forms of complexity
we recognize in the Self, not the Other— more
apparent.12

What I did not explore then was another pro-
cess that could occur: that one’s own construc-
tions of personal experience would be shaped by
knowledge of these women’s lives and even by
particular women one had come to knoyw.® In be-
ing pregnant, T was finding that the cultural re-
sources I had at my disposal to think about what
I'was experiencing and to fill in gaps in my knowl-
edge of an uncertain terrain included both those
from “home” and those from “the field,” often
Juxtaposed. From “home” I had my own family
background, the biomedical discourse with which

" This essay, published in 1995, is in many ways the com-
parion of an essay Abu-Lughod wrote in 1991, called
"Writing Against Culture.” In the earljer essay Abu-Lughod
writes at length about the divide between self and other, or
between writers and their subjects, on which ethnography
rests. She says anthropology’s avowed goal may be “the
study of man [sic],” but it is a discipline built an the his-
torically constructed divide hetween the West and the
nan-West. It has been and continues to he primarily the
study of the non-Western other by the Western self, #, .
And the relationship between the West and the non-West,
at feast since the birth of anthropology, has been consti-
tuted by Western domination.” One of the remedies Abu-
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so many white middle-class women feel comfori.
able, feminist critiques of this same discourse as
well as of the popular cultural representations in
media and hooks, and a patchy familiarity with
women who had given birth.! From Kareema and
the other women I knew in Egypt T had note-
books full of beliefs about reproduction, stories
about reproduction, and, most important of all,
years’ worth of vivid memories of an everyday
world rich in pregnancies, births, and children. T
now thought and felt with all these resources,!?

As I begin to gain confidence that the preg-
nancy really will last, I have started to worry about
the birth. 1 sometimes skip ahead to the later
chapters of my pregnancy books and frighten my-
self with those glossy photographs that scem to
have nothing to do with the reassuring text ahout
positions, helpers, and water births, I look at my
husband and wonder about my new dependency—
will he mop my brow as they show husbands do-
ing in the photographs, will he comfort me, will
he find the birth disgusting, will he help me?
When T dare look beyond the birth, [ am excited,
My husband, always more optimistic than 1 am,
reminds me that this is a new adventure for us.
When he compliments me for being so brave 1
swell with pride.

Yet when 1 think ahead to the days and weeks
Just after the birth, I envy Kareema. Like most
professional women I have good friends, but they
don't live nearby, My family too is scattered. My
sister, whom [ saw every day for more than a
month because she gave me my Injections, won't
be around. I look forward to the new intimacy

Lughod suggests to combat this process of “othering” is to
write ethnographies of the particular—exactly what she
has done in the essay. However, she implies here that this
process of moving beyond the self/other divide wil reveal
deeply sympathetic characters and universal human pas-
sions. Is such an assumption warranted?

" Many anthropolagists have discovered that lessons they
learned in the field can have urexpected applications at
home. Although Abu-Lughod makes the point more elo-
quently, what she describes in this paragraph is what intro-
ductory cultural anthropology textbooks call the process
of hecoming bicultural,
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with my husband, and I'm counting on him, but
I've been warned about the strains. As an aca-
demic I think of books as companions, but will
they really give me the advice I need? So much is
unknown: I don't know how long I'll be in the
hospital; whether T'll have a caesarian section;
who will deliver me; whether the babies will be in
incubators.

When Kareema gave birth, as usual the
women in her community dropped everything to
come help, She had her baby in the room she
likes best for this—a warm room away from the
rest of the house. Her cousin and her best friend,
women she has known nearly all her life, were
there to hold her. Along with some other women
and all her children, they stayed with her for a
week, busily cooking, doing her laundry for her,
and talking. They had all been through this expe-
rience. They knew she would be there when it
was their turn. They joked and gossiped and told
stories late into the night. They made her sooth-
ing teas. No men came near, and few demands
were made on them. It was a sort of holiday.
Kareema'’s only responsibility was to rest, to nurse
and change her new infant, and to receive her
women visitors, who came bringing chickens,
eggs, bars of soap, and little hand-sewn dresses.

At my wedding four vears ago, I missed my
Bedouin [riends. To bring them in, I recited some
songs they would have sung to celebrate my wed-
ding had they been there. It will be harder to find
a substitute for the busy companionship they pro-
vide to the mother of a newborn. They say a new
mother should not be left alone. 1 expect I will be,
from time to time. They say she is vulnerable. We
call it postpartum depression. Perhaps I'll wear
my Bedouin silver bracelet. They say it is good for
a new mother to wear silver; it protects her.'*
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NOTES

I am grateful to the women like Kareema and Zaynab
in Egypt who taught me about infertility, among other
things. A fellowship from the National Endowment for
the Humanities through the American Research Cen- .
ter in Egypt enabled me to come to know Zaynab in
1990, Since 1978 [ have had generous support for my
research among the Awlad ‘Ali Bedouin; my most re-
cent extended stay with Kareema and her family was.
made possible by a Fulbright award. Ruth Behar’s in-.
sightful suggestions made the essay richer. o

? All the names used in this essay are pseudonyms,

In a sensitive and sensible rethinking of the misno-
mer of “native” or “indigenous” anthropologist, Kirin ::
Narayan has drawn attention to the complex and shift- ..
ing identifications all anthropologists have and has
proposed hybridity as a more appropriate characteriza- =
tion of anthropologists’ identities. She has also sug-:
gested that their texts should embody the enactment of ;
that hybridity. See Kirin Narayan, “How Native Is a7
‘Native’ Anthropologist?” American Anthropologist 95
{1993): 671-86. :
“Emily Martin, The Woman in the Body: A Culiural:

Analysis of Reproduction (Boston: Beacon Press
1987).

4 For more on Awlad ‘Ali theories of infertility, see Lila .
Abu-Lughod, Writing Women's Worlds: Bedowin Sio
ries (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1993}
chap. 3. See also Marcia Inhorn, Quest for Concep
tion: Gender, Infertility, and Egyptian Medical Tradi
tions (Philadelphia: University of Pennsylvania Press
1994), especially its rich descriptions of Egyptian in
fertility treatments.

“Sarah Franklin, “Making Sense of Missed Conceﬁ
tions: Anthropological Perspectives on Unexplained:

"You have now completed Abu-Lughod's story about
pregnancy. Her topic is interesting, her writing style en-
gaging, but stop for a moment and reflect on what you
have learned by reading the essay. Do you come away
better informed about Egyptian women's ideas on preg-
nancy and childbirth or in vitro fertilization? The purpose
of the essay is for Abu-Lughod to discuss her feelings and
experiences, not tell us about Egyptian women (though
Abu-Lughod certainly does this in other publications). For

many postmodernists ethnography is nat really a descrip
tive or analytical account of life in another culture, it is a

narrative created by the author, little different from-a’
novel, This essay was printed in a volume called Womer::
Writing Cufture, but Abu-Lughad is telling us much move:;
about herself than about Bedouin culture, One implica
tion of a strong postmodern position is that anthropolo
gists cannot tell us about another culture. They can onl
tell us about their own experiences.
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Infertility,” in Changing Human Reproduction, ed.
Meg Stacey (London: Sage Publications, 1992), 75—
91; and “Postmodern Procreation: A Cultural Account
of Assisted Reproduction,” in Conceiving the New
World Order: The Global Politics of Reproduction, ed.
Faye D. Ginsburg and Rayna Rapp (Berkeley: Univer-
sity of California Press, 1995), 32345,

fAbu—Lughod, Writing Women'’s Worlds.

*Among the articles in which Donna Haraway makes
this sort of argument, “A Cyborg Manifesto,” in her
Simians, Cyborgs, and Women (New York: Routledge,
1991), 149-81, is probably the most powertul.

" Rosalind Pollack Petchesky, “Fetal Images: The Power
of Visual Culture in the Politics of Reproduction,”
Feminist Studies 13, no, 2 (Summer 1987): 280.

Lila Abu-Lughod, “Can There Be a Feminist Ethnog-
raphy?” Women and Performance 5, no. 1 (1990): 7-27.

Ihid., 25,

1t is difficult for anthropologists to reflect on the ways
their sense of self or their experience of life events
might have been shaped by the people and ideas en-
countered in the field. It can be done, however, as ex-
emplified by Dorinne Kondo, “Dissolution and
Reconstitution of Self: Implications for Anthropologi-
cal Epistemology,” Cultural Anthropology 1 (1986):
74-88; Renato Rosaldo, “Introduction: Grief and a
Headhunter's Rage,” in his Culture and Trugh (Boston:
Beacon Press, 1989), 1-21; and Paul Riesman, Free-
dom in Fulani Life: An Introspective Ethnography
{Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 19773,

“This greater acceptance by middle-class women of the
hiomedical discourse on reproduction is documented
by Martin, Woman in the Body, and by Rayna Rapp,
“Constructing Amniocentesis: Maternal and Medical
Discourses,” in Uncertain Terms: Negotiating Gender in
American Culture, ed. Faye Ginsburg and Anna Lowen-
haupt Tsing (Boston: Beacon Press, 1990}, 28-42.

38. The Making of the Maori: Culture Invention and Its Logic
ALLAN Hanson (b, 1939)

ANTHROPOLOGISTS AND HISTORIANS have become
acutely aware in recent years that “culture” and
“tradition” are anything but stable realities
handed down intact from generation to genera-
tion. Tradition is now understood quite literally
to be an invention designed to serve contempo-
rary purposes, “an attempt,” as Lindstrom put it
(1982:317), “to read the present in terms of the
past by writing the past in terms of the present,”!

Those contemporary purposes vary according
to who does the inventing. When people invent
their own traditions it is usually to legitimate or

From American Anthropologist (1989)

"Hanson writes, “Tradition is now understocd quite liter-
ally to be an invention designed to serve contemporary
pPurpases.” This statement is a logical extension of the
thinking about culture that was becoming common as a
result of postmodern thinking. Postmodernists challenged
the positivist notions of culture and ethnography that had
been common in most of 20t century anthropology. Boas
and his students as well as most other anthropologists of
the 20% century believed they were observing, recording,

sanctify some current reality or aspiration, be it as
momentous as the Greek national identity, Quebec
nationalism, or the Hawaiian renaissance (Handler
1984; Handler and Linnekin 1984; Herzfeld 1982,
Linnekin 1983), or as uncontroversial as the rela-
tively new form of dual social organization that
Borofsky (1987) encountered on the Polynesian
island of Pukapuka. People also invent cultures
and traditions for others, and then treat them as if
their inventions were the actual state of affairs.
When the inventors are politically dominant, as
has been the case between Western nations and

and analyzing culture. However, in the view of postmod-
ernists, there is nothing to preserve except one’s own in-
terpretation of what is going o around them, Culture, as
you participate in it, is your own construction. The di-
lemma then, becomes how to talk about beliefs and be-
haviors which may be common, but are not universal, or
which are commonly known, but are the inspiration for
only individual or idiosyncratic behavior?
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