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I am going to try and engage your conference theme, to inspire and encourage students
to become more active across the sub-fields of anthropology," though I will focus on cultural
anthropology. I am a big fan of being inspired and encouraged and active, if only because I am
ever more plagued with physical and mental decomposition, with parts of me drooping and
becoming uninspired, discouraged and inactive. I resent these bits of myself and as a form of
therapy I will strive to deliver what you have asked for: a "positive approach to (your J role as the
next generation of anthropology. " I do have to say that am not by nature a positive person (some
of you know that) and as I'm from the Midwest , I not by culture a positive person either. In fact
my grandfather s standard response to "it's a nice day " is "it will probably rain later." To the
comment

, "

you look good today, grandpa " he s likely say "I feel like I'm going to die. " So
you ll excuse me if! start with bad news, move to a depressing contextualization of the bad
news, and then finally and somewhat reluctantly launch a discussion of what we might be able to
do about it, particularly what you fresh-faced and energetic anthro-aspirees might do about it. I
will try to speedily move through my monologue on gloom and leave as much time as possible
for us to talk together about contingency plans for the wretched and depressing world my
generation is leaving to yours.

The End of the World (As We Know It): The Gloom
Let me start my Review of the Gloom with the first part of my title: I have always loved

the end of the world / as we know it " partially because it was the only REM lyric I could
confidently understand, and partially because statements that are both stupidly obvious and
mildly profound make me giddy. It' always the end of the world as we know it both because
the world is always changing and because our knowledge of this change is so dismally and
inevitably incomplete. It is the as we know it that intrigues me, the idea that our knowledge is
continuously left behind by the inexorable flux and flow of reality. I noticed in a recent article
on string theory in physics that there are supposed to be nine dimensions of space (that's at least
six dimensions that I have yet to explore while sober), but still only one dimension of time.
Now, granted, I thought quantum mechanics was supposed to unify all these spaces with time
and so I don t really know what difference it makes, but it is still comforting to have very smart
physicists tell me that time, at least, remains something like what I think it is: a seamless
indistinguishable slipping from will be to is to was.

This brings up the question of what we mean by "being," of course, both in terms of our
own biological bodies and the cultural frameworks through which we understand things. 
seems to me that bodies and ideas change at different rates, and that regeneration and
reproduction is the key to the illusion of stability that sustains us. The novelist Lawrence Durrell
has one of his characters contemplate this, a man obsessed with the memory of his One Great
Love. This man sits on an island. He is old, thinking back, and writes

, "

what if, as biology tells
, every single cell in our bodies is replaced every seven years by another? At the most I hold



in my arms something like a fountain of flesh, continuously playing, and in my mind a rainbow
of dust." What does Durrell' s character love? If the physical matter is in transition, is it some
sort of Platonic essence of a woman that he really loves, something that outlasts the body? Who
am I standing here today if I am physically built of new materials, if my saggy skin and drooping
gut are newly acquired (as I assure you they are), if the me that I live in now is not the fresh
warm me I lived in when I was your age?

These are weighty questions, and for our prosaic purposes I mean only to suggest that
you not take what-seems-to-be so terribly seriously. Reality, after all, is always on its way out.

What is our reality? Well, we are anthropologists, a discipline in the Foucauldian sense
by which I mean a way to keep you from thinking haphazardly. Academic disciplines, like
military discipline and simple puppy training, are meant to canalize, meant to keep you from
contemplating too many disparate things in too many different ways. Nobody wants you peeing
on the intellectual carpet, so to speak, so we spank your noses with rarefied discourse until you
get the point that you must wait until we take you for your walk to relieve your bursting
intellectual bladder. You have to earn the right to write. This specialized discipline includes a
language, which is why anthropologists can talk to one another -and why they so often can t talk
to anyone else. We all agree to submit to a grueling indoctrination process, one that opens up
particular avenues of thought, certain frameworks of perception and sentiment. Weare able to
make sense precisely because are brutally conditioned to ignore the vast majority of possibilities
and focus on a slice of reality that suits us in very specific ways. Your life is finite, and so you
must choose some ways of thinking even though this means truncating others.

Of course, anthropology and anthropological discourse has not always been so cohesive
if! can use that word in this context without irony. Our discipline was born in what now seems a
bizarre social and historical moment, as you all know by now. Our beloved Study of Humankind
emerged from questions of what precisely counted as human, from 19th century debates over

whether all us folks came from the garden of Eden, or whether only white people came from the
garden, whether all peoples are clamoring up the same logical evolutionary ladder, or brown
peoples have somehow been slipping backwards. Ignoble and racist disciplinary beginnings to
be sure! and we re much berated because of it by academic moralists of vague but supposedly
purer origins. But I don t think we re so tainted by our original sin that we cannot make
something good and decent and useful in the here and now, and, I hope, in the future. We had
our Boasian epiphany, we learned to love our Others even more than Jesus did (or does, I'm not
sure of the verb tense here), and the world desperately needs some serious and determined
Otherlovers these days. I am hoping you ll be the Otherloving future. But I'm talking gloom
now, so I will save this tawdry hopefulness for later.

The gloom is that today anthropology is trouble. You know this or my letter of
introduction to this conference would not have so stridently encouraged me to be cheerful.

re in trouble for the same reason all of the social sciences and humanities are in trouble: we
have nothing terribly valuable to sell and we live in an aggressively mercantile society. The
discipline of economics is the one exception to the nothing-to-sell model, of course, as selling
selling is a solid growth industry. These magicians (economists) have managed to convince the
Empire that they can augur the future. Roman priests read goat entrails, today s professional
apologists invoke a surreal combination of suspect numerology and the occult detection of Alan
Greenspan s choice of adverbs in order to say whether "the economy" is happy or sad, angry or
content, growing or in need of thyroid medicine. Even the president of the World Bank has
written that "at the level of people the system is not working." I assume he means the economic



system, which to me says very clearly that the gamboling of global capital happens on Mt.
Olympus, if anywhere. All this is just to say that you are not alone. Sociologists, historians
professors ofliterature: everyone is depressed. It is indeed the end of the world as we know it
but that alone should not suffice to keep you from feeling fine, as I will show in a moment.

What should worry you, however, is that your graduate programs are doing a woeful job
preparing you to deal with this vile, materialistic, ever-ending world. It' s not their fault, really,
since as Bourdieu showed us, the participants in any social system must necessarily misrecognize
that system in order to function. Think of professional sports. Ifwe stopped to acknowledge the
absurdity of chasing balls around a court, if Venus Williams stopped to ask

, "

why?" before a
thunderous serve, sport would lose something of its magical attraction, not to mention its
coherence. The people who run graduate training camps are terrifically bright, but blind to the
fact that it is all a game; they are more disciplined than anyone precisely because they are the
ones concocting the rules and strategies, the one playing for the big stakes. Moreover, Big Name
Professors are not themselves faced with the challenges you graduates face today. Time flows
on. The tenured Brahmins who preside over your inculcation not only came to the profession in
a very different economy, they are presently operating in a unique and perhaps dying market
segment. They are professional producers of knowledge of a very specific kind. They sell to
each other. The value of their ideas depends upon the opinions of very specific friends and
enemies, friends and enemies from tiny islands in an intellectual ocean. Or, to abuse another
metaphor, the insular world in which you are being trained to do battle is not the place you are
likely to end up fighting. Many of you will discover that you have been rigorously drilled to
playa kind of hallucinatory seven dimensional cricket (in several languages and with a ferocious
shot clock) yet you end up standing in a sumo wrestling ring. It is very easy to get squashed in
such a world, not least because you stand open-mouthed and stunned after all your training,
baffled as to how you ended up in the ring with this fat guy stomping about.

I'm losing control of my metaphors again. What am I trying to say? Simply, that the
excruciatingly clever professors who will train you to be professors have several strikes against
them. Foremost is that they are training you to become professors, in particular professors like
them. Since each of them will be on the job for something like a lifetime, you can expect to get
their job exactly once, upon their death. On the chance that they have trained someone else too
well , you are back to sumo wrestling. The choices made by your professors have inescapably
narrowed their vision, or at least calibrated their instincts, such that they are very good at training
to you to one unlikely thing: anthropological research at a research institution. Everyone is
trained as a jockey in a world with very few horses.

The Imperial Center
This brings me to the second part of the title that I want to explore: the Imperial Center.

You live in the most powerful country in the world, a country that seems to see little wrong with
using its power whenever and wherever it wants, for whatever it wants, no matter who doesn
want it. On the foreign front you will find that because of this most people hate you, and if
you re like me you ll discover that you are coming to hate yourself too. This is to be expected
and in any case probably can t be helped. On the domestic front you will find today a certain
public celebratory zeal in the exercise of raw power, a fascist aesthetic where manliness involves
insouciant violence, where contemplation (never mind peace) is for weak-kneed liberals, perverts
and worse. It is in fact a very dangerous time to be a pervert, and likewise it is a dangerous time
to do anything so idle, so humane, so beautifully gentle, so economically illogical as



anthropology. We are, after all, famously reluctant to make a buck off of the natives (though we
are happy enough to make a career.) We mostly just want to be their friends. It was better in the
1930s or the 1950s, when ethnographies were occasionally bestsellers, or at least ethnographies
about native sex were bestsellers, but, again, those times are gone. Today if you want to sell
ethnography you are better off focusing on war. Our society is now rabidly anxious about sex, at
least the sweaty, odiferous, tactile kind, though we remain fascinated with the airbrushed
televised version. Today s zeitgeist has the sensuality and pizzazz of a Prussian army drill
routine, in the winter, with no socks.

Today the political economy of knowledge production has shifted to the utilitarian and, I
would say, the crass. Professors of introductory anthropology courses sell themselves by
promising that inter-cultural understanding will help you survive in a global economy, which I
suppose ambitious students read as training in how to talk to the servants. This is absurd, I hope
and our suggestion that money can and ought to be made from our humble tracking of big
questions in small places is precisely where we fail: anthropology is best on the gut-wrenchingly
important issues, stuff that rocks your soul: Who are we as a species? What makes us the same?
How are we different? What is equality? What is justice? How can we make sense of our
shared species-being as culturally and individually different animals, and how can we act
collectively as responsible stewards to our one and only and all too rapidly dying planet? Such
questions are not amenable to Fox News shouting matches, to military bravado , to reality Tv.
They really don t turn much corporate profit. I am not suggesting that anthropology is not
useful , only that its uses have no value in the terms by which value is coming to be constructed.
Anthropology s prime use may in fact be the provision of standpoints for reconstructing
America s terminally narrow, even suicidal, framework of values.

This will be difficult. Today people with undergraduate degrees are amongst the most
hard-pressed to find jobs, never mind jobs that won t strangle your sense of humor, and I know
you know that this is not how it used to be. My now-retired uncle, for instance, with a mediocre
performance in a less-than-prestigious BA in history from SDSU, still had several job offers
right out of college -none of which were in fast food. One of my current colleagues had four
people call him and offer jobs in the mid- 1970s when he finished graduate school in sociology.
By contrast last year when I attempted to writhe my way into an academic position there were
300 applicants at some schools --schools I'd never heard of in rural Pennsylvania!

This is supposed to be the "contextualization" part of the gloom speech, and was meant to
cheer you up, but the context is that our society is abandoning the values of liberal education.
My students at Fairfield University, a small Jesuit school in Connecticut, are overwhelmingly
concerned with getting a job , and since they are paying us $37 000 a year to get educated you
can understand why. You can also understand why they spend most of their time drunk. They
study subjects that don t interest them in order to prepare for jobs they don t want so that they
can pay back money they don t have. It' s an economy of lack, of despair, of survival, a venal
fear of not having something they want desperately but can t clearly define. My students are
scrapping to stay out of the working class. They are aspiring to float, to breathe, to keep from
falling off their chairs, to keep from puking. They talk not about how much they party, but about
how much they do not remember when they party. I understand. Who would want to remember
such lives?

This audience before me is probably not afflicted by such paranoia, and some of you may
even be having a bit too much fun. After all , you are brave enough to study something you love
and hopeful enough to come here looking for ways to stay in this game. I am telling you about



my despairing undergraduates only because this is your future; this is the student body you are
likely to teach once you become a professional propagator of anthropological knowledge.

You should know, too , that the fearful students have more power than they know. They
vote with their feet, so to speak, or more accurately with their dollars. They do not have to take
anthropology, so in order to teach it I also have to convince students that it is worth learning. 
am lucky because in a Jesuit school most of the customers have nestled somewhere near their
brainstem an easily manipulated organ that controls issues of guilt and social justice. 
reluctant acolytes are amendable to the suggestion that the world is not as it should be -indeed
they feel it in their bones-and I use this to open their eyes to other ways of seeing and being. 
should be clear, however: the only reason there is an anthropology position at my university is
because the institution is legally required to have someone to teach the International Studies
students something about the wretched of the earth. The good state of Connecticut has passed
some odd law that the person specializing in wretchedness must be an anthropologist. So: there I
am. Housed in sociology, teaching mostly anything I want so long as it involves the wretched
responsible for one course per semester aimed at International Studies majors, I have a career
exposing rich and mostly white kids to people they would prefer to ignore. I am not even sure
what International Studies is, but there are hundreds of majors. There are no anthropology
majors.

My job pays relatively well, I have to say, offers great benefits to my own children in
terms of free college and other whatnot, I get a good retirement, good health benefits, reasonable
ability to pursue my own research and predilections, cool colleagues, my own hours, no alarm
no real boss, and time to write talks like this one just because I want to. That's the practicality of
it. It' s a sweet deal but you have to stomach the fact that most of what we do in academia is
allocate credentials to middle and upper class students so they can remain in the middle and
upper classes. Weare a giant sorting machine, with a price tag so large that it filters out the
poor, and since they are more likely to be poor, the brown. I know your well-educated heads are
spinning: is it structural-functionalist to say that higher education serves the larger goals of
society? Is it Marxist? Is it a teleological argument based on hegemonic assumption that needs
to be deconstructed? My heart warms knowing that you are working on the problem, and
working on it in a way that I recognize.

Offensive / Offensive Anthropology

What to do about all this mess? I've been a real ass here today so far. Having promised
to come and be upbeat, I have instead sent you into a sweating and tremulous anxiety attack over
the state of Everything and the sorry fact that you have to deal with it. This is explicitly against
the rules and so I'm going to rescue this talk , as much as I can, by moving on to the final term of
my title: "offensive anthropology." I can t figure out if this is offensive or offensive that is, if
my topic is how to offend anthropologists, how to do anthropology offensive to others, or how to
plan some sort of proactive, offensive move for yourselves in this dismal world that
anthropology is trying to grasp. You are interested in this last point, but I am aiming for all of
the above, as I like to argue all sides of a point simultaneously to see if the linearity of prose can
be tweaked into the nine dimensions that string theory promises. I can t get over that. But let's
talk practicalities, beginning with skills, moving to research and ending with issues of gainful
employment and existential comportment.



Skills
The one advantage you have over your elders is that they are elder. You know how old

folks are: we move slowly, have few friends, tire easily. We have all the entrenched power, but
you have the energy, the active brains and taut bodies that we envy, despise and covet. Press
your advantage by learning new things faster than we can, in particular new technological skills
an area in which you have a natural advantage. I remember, for instance, that when I began
graduate school here in 1994 some professors did not know how to use email. Some probably
still don , and I can tell you that using ftp, searching online databases, making .pdffiles and so
forth are alien to many of my colleagues. Especially in cultural anthropology most of us use our
computers as giant, expensive and oft malfunctioning typewriters. This is stupid.

What I do is use a program called Endnote to search libraries for useful references (there
are many others, and I'm not claiming this one is better). I then download the references I need
sometimes from Melvyl , sometimes from Yale or Princeton or other places, then I get the book
and/or article from interlibrary loan. We have a small library at Fairfield, but who cares. I order
what I need and the mysterious gnomes in the library get it for me. I electronically scan the best
parts of the book, or the whole article, and make a searchable .PDF file (our program has
character recognition capabilities) that I save on my hard drive, then I type my own notes on the
piece into my Endnote program. Bingo. If! need to find a reference I search my Endnote files.
I can do it on the plane (indeed, I did it on the way here), or I can work while living in places like
Morocco. I am ever more freed from an office and only have to hook up to the Internet
periodically to search for more stuff, and I don t have to worry about forgetting material.
Forgetting is a problem for old people. If you start typing your notes now and saving them in a
database program, you will be seriously ahead of the game by the time you are done with
graduate school. Save everything. You are a professional manipulator of information, so
information is your lifeblood.

A much lower tech skill is library trolling. You should plan once a month to wander
around the library for at least two hours. The web is wonderful, and I recommend trolling there
too, but too few students spend enough time lost in the stacks. I don t know why, but there is
amazing stuff there, and not just in the anthropology section. Take advantage of your access to a
real research library while you have a real research library to take advantage of. Your professors
know this trick, so you may as well be in on it. Pay special attention to the periodicals, including
the odd ones that seem to have nothing to do with anthropology. You might find your career in
one of them since anthropological perspectives in non-anthropological journals can bring tired
ideas to fresh new audiences. I know that there are other technological gizmos and some people
put too much faith in them. But digital cameras, laser measuring devices, GPS units, ground
penetrating radar, solar power generators ought not inspire fear. Don t rely on technology (as it
often doesn t work), but don t avoid it either. Get your friends to help you. I know you young
people have astonishing numbers of friends.

Finally, work on languages. This is another thing you can only really accomplish while
you re young. You should try and take some language, any language, all the time you are in
school, including graduate school. Linguistic fluency is a saleable skill all by itself and one of
my greatest regrets is that I waited too long to learn the Spanish, French, Arabic and Berber that I
need to do my research. I am left faking most of these, and slogging along in others. Don t be
me. Get very good at one language besides your native tongue; then work on some others.

Research



The main thing most of you are thinking about is where to do research and what kind to
pursue. This is going to be largely a matter of taste, so I can t give you one size fits all advice
here. I can say that you better think outside of the anthropological box -way outside.
Remember that you are VERY UNLIKELY to get a job in anthropology, and certainly in an
anthropology department at a research university, so you want to have the most versatile
credentials possible. This seems sensible advice for any career, but somehow in academia we
always urge you to specialize, specialize, specialize. OK, you need to specialize, but at the same
time think where you can sell this specialty. What kind of project would sell in anthropology
and in women s studies, anthropology and feminist studies, in law, international studies, Chicana
studies, Black studies, Asian Studies, a medical anthropology environment, film studies
environmental studies, area studies, international studies? Many of the studies are doing better
than anthropology in terms of attracting undergraduates, so if you want to write and teach, then
think about what people want to learn. Nobody will care about the Vietnamese peasant women
collective you are going to study; people might care about peasants in general, about women in
general , about collectives of different sorts, maybe even about the Vietnamese. You will of
course have to please your advisor, and get your project past a committee of anthropologists, but
that's no excuse to think in narrow disciplinary terms. Your committee may not be very helpful
as they likely spend all their time in an anthropological environment. You need to make the
outside links yourself. Use your discipline as a means to an end, not an end in itself.

Of course all of this is predicated on research is money. Money is the lifeblood of all
research, so you will have to think carefully about what you are selling and who you are selling it
to. If you can t explain the importance of your project in two sentences to somebody who knows
nothing about it, then you don t yet have a very saleable project. Remember: whatever you
interested in studying, nobody cares except you. YOU need to make them care, and to do that
you need to do what noxious political operatives now call " spin." I'm sorry to be the one to sully
the pureness of a research agenda, but that's how I see it. I wanted to do environmental
anthropology in Morocco, and in fact there is a huge environmental problem as the hillsides are
deforested and sliding down. Nobody cared. Environmental anthropology is hot in Latin
America, but for some reason of fashion or convention this is not the case in the Middle East.

, I poked around for ideas that caught people s attention, and ended up working on questions
of identity formation amongst Berber speaking Muslims. Big hit.

Minorities in the Middle East turned out to be an angle that caught the interest of people
both within anthropology and outside of it. Indeed people are still asking me to write articles
about this topic, though I have to say I'm now growing a little sick of it. Still , I get publication
offers and have a job because I have a project someone cares about, what Stephen King once
called a "marketable obsession." Note that I am not saying to sell yourself out, to work on
something you find uninteresting, only to find an intersection between your interests and the
interests of people within and, especially, beyond anthropology. If you re going to do something
boring forget anthropology and go into business. At least you will make what I think you all call
bling bling" and we used to call "dough. " I think the shift in metaphor from a staple -bread

dough-to flashy jewelry is painfully indicative of something.
Next, network. Do not rely on your famous professor to make you a name in the field.

What I do is send an email to every person who has written something I've found inspiring. OK
this is a little embarrassing and I'm not suggesting you write Clifford Geertz a fan letter like you
would send to , say, Brad Pitt. But if you read something that helps you see the world in a
different way, that illuminates something you had never thought of before, find the person on the



web and drop them a little note. If you can t understand some component or want a point
clarified, ask. Academics are vain people, and usually pretty nice. We all think we re right
about whatever we re writing about, and to realize that somewhere out in the big wide world
someone finds it interesting or stimulating is a great thrill. Some people will be assholes, or
won t write you back, but so what. You will slowly build up a network of people who know
you, and to whom you can send your own stufflater on. Network with colleagues your own age
too, not just your elders. The people who beat you out for grants or fellowships, and who you
want to kill, are likely to end up your best interlocutors. Read each other s work, help each other
out. It never pays to piss anybody off, to badmouth them, to try to prop yourself up by putting
somebody else down, unless they are really famous in which case they will find your opinion
laughable, so go ahead and diss famous people, especially dead famous people. But don t diss
anyone closer to home. On this general point too, I should tell you, be careful who you sleep
with. Sex may only last a night, but colleagues, like viruses, last a lifetime. There is no
prophylactic for the rage of the brokenhearted.

The Job

All this comes down to getting a job. Clearly, you already know -or will know-how it
works in a research institution. You need to be very, very smart and very, very lucky. You will
want to go to a big name institution and work with a big name anthropologist. The anthro game
is as driven by celebrity as any other, sadly, and name recognition counts far more than most
people let on. Academia is full of snobs. You will have to deal with it.

As everyone keeps telling you, however, this path is open only to the anointed few, the
1 % of 1 % of 1 % whose fine minds align with the stars. Aim for this if it's what you want , but do
not bet the farm. Instead plan for maximum versatility, especially in terms of the two main areas
in which you are likely to strike gold: international organizations and small , teaching colleges.

Perhaps the best news I have to give you today is that international organizations want to
buy what you know, provided you are not so stubborn that you refuse to give it to them in terms
they understand. NGOs and even regular old governments don t have a clue what regular people
are doing or why, and if you know then you can make yourself a job. The problem is that
anthropologists have a stubborn tendency to speak a kind of anthropologese that we think sounds
clever and other people take as either confused or asinine. We tend to hate statistics, we abhor
sampling techniques, we are terrified of falsifiable statements and insist on couching everything
in nine-thousand caveats that we think keeps us from sounding "positivist" or "empiricist" but
really makes us come across as baffled. Clear and balanced reports are the grease that keeps the
world gears running, and if there is one thing you ought to be able to do after spending a decade
studying some particular thing, it's write it down clearly.

, I know, you have to please the committee. If they want you to discuss the
subjectivities of territorialization among deindividuated indigenes " then by all means do so.

Just figure out what the hell you are REALL Y saying so you can explain it to someone who
might care. To take only one example, Morocco is currently spending a billion dollars of World
Bank money, and there is an army of "experts" roaming around figuring out how to spend it
how it was spent, how it could be better spent next time. This is not all pettifogging and money
grubbing, either. A lot of this money does a lot of good, and with your help it could do a lot
more good. I once made $1 500 in an hour, simply by commenting on whether I thought another
expert' " report was correct. I can only dream what the other guy made! If this sounds cynical

I will only say that I think you can do as much good working within the Evil Castle as you can



yelling at it from the moat. I am generally a moat kind of guy myself, but its nothing to be feel
superior about.

Small colleges are your other good bet, whether these are community colleges, state
schools or private institutions. Teaching schools are probably the last bastions ofliberal
education, the last place where the idea of education for education s sake is still alive.
Anthropology has much to contribute here, and I can say from my own experience that it can be
very rewarding on many levels. The problem is that not all schools have anthropology
departments, and the ones that do are not exactly drawing enrollment numbers that make anyone
dizzy. So, you need to figure out what your brand of anthropology has to offer the broader
mission of the school. What do you know, or more importantly what can you teach, that
contributes to the goal of producing well-rounded, critical thinking adults who can vote in
elections and help pull us out of our planetary swan dive into hell?

For me, for instance, this meant developing courses not on Berbers or Morocco , but on
the entire Islamic world, a scale that I think is absurd. I have to say that I spend a lot of time
feeling like a fraud teaching about Indonesia (where I've never been) or the 100 million Muslims
in China (I can t name even a fraction of the different groups). But somebody has to do it. I'm
at a small school and because our students ' need to know trumps our reluctance to find out , we
all have to wear several hats. This is true at research schools, too, but at small schools you have
the opportunity (and I do think it is an opportunity) to review your anthropological work and
place it in a larger context. You have an obligation to revive the Big Ideas, the major themes, the
stuff about culture and tolerance and difference that the world really needs to hear. We forget
the basic, important lessons of our discipline because we are saturated with them. When you get
ready to sell your knowledge to the world you must go back to the beginning, back to that first
introductory course, and regain your passion for the grand significance of it all.

You will do this your own way, but I had babies to feed and could not mess around with
low-paying postdocs or perennial adjunct work. I set about publishing not only in
anthropological journals, but in development journals, with development organizations, and in
Middle East area studies journals. This allowed me to go on the job market selling the ability to
do and teach several different things in addition to my own anthropological fixations in
Morocco. I teach this too, but I know it is not what got me hired.

Finally, let me say that there are plenty of jobs for those of you who want to do fieldwork
closer to home. I don t know as much about this, but my wife recently met with an organization
that does health policy assessment in Connecticut. They had several dozen employees and more
than half of them are anthropologists. They like hiring anthropologists because, if well trained
they can handle quantitative and qualitative methods, write well, and are used to working in
communities most people ignore. You don t have to go to a mountain in Morocco to find people
whose lives are mysterious. Most of us can t even speak to the people who pick our food, wash
our restaurant dishes, or pick up our trash. Anthropologists are good at working on the margins
but margins are everywhere.

In all , I think the world needs your anthropological insight like never before. I don t say
this because the army needs translators, but because our planetary citizenry needs translators.
We need people who patiently explore the nooks and crannies of our social and cultural worlds
whether these crannies are here in our communities or in distant valleys and swamps. We need
students of the human condition who are not afraid , who have what Henrietta Moore calls a



passion for difference " who are willing to suffer a little bit to find things out, who turn off the
TV once in a while, don t listen to the same station all the time, who wander aimlessly, who
dream relentlessly and argue ferociously, who learn things simply because they are interesting. 
don t want any of you to abandon the magic of anthropological inquiry, the obsession with the
great why questions ever receding before our advancing scientific knowledge. However, if you
want to be a professional, you have to channel your passion. You have to take a hardheaded look
at what will make you happy and find a way to get paid for doing it. The world is a horrible
place, a magical place, the only place we can be sure you will have a chance to live in, much less
to change. Don t miss your chance. Don t be so serious that you miss the best opportunities;
don t be so practical that you misplace your unique joy. Tom Robbins once wrote that "unusual
travel suggestions are dancing lessons from God. " I think this is probably true.

Thank you for listening.


