CYYO_YYA» \WAY Glicwli g les (FV=¥Y) o jlach 1 Aleudl ?3“"' a.au..m:;j;;.
Human Sciences: No. 41- 42, Spring & Summer 2004 «1_4»

Reading ASR in Tehran

Michael Hout, Ph.D.
Professor, Department of Sociology, University of California, Berkeley
Fellow, The U.S. National Academy of Sciences

Ot 4 koo 155
le Sl

29288 015§ dedie
aslllas (LG ol OMmmo (5 piae 1) VLo (e o wliddanls il (395 0095 (34855 (y29) (103 5
Ot ey el byl a5l S)b Sl &S gl ) (Bxn g Slaogas (T L elyen 5 0235 o
2 Pl g g el o e gy Jl (B S bl K03 Bk g g 5l 5)50 il (sl le D]
bl ailen a8 aolo 1) (o0l 3l siisles Lo (63583 080 (Hlgondild 5 395 Lo Y13 (0655wl 4 2B S ]yl
el (2B bl Kl eiged o 0 b ales Byl |y T (glel dyus

e 48 x5 Sy 4ol — o el o320 1y Sl Sl S, il o o 51 15 ] ) oo o
S8 oLy iz 53 & ol o Vlazs! oSl 05 5 Sl slial S 00 5 1300 e s L)
(528 g piqillasl) (Sumyd Jlai | eomen 5 by 515 5l o 5 e 3 S5 5l o (IS0 50l ol 18
Tk (pazed L)l (sl (lsgu b 0235 o0 ged 1) (S (pgumte oSS Sl Lo STl gy 5 4 Sanlie
9] B Afrv..f Gged Iy d95> 5l ).'io|9? J\o O )0 9 A sobiwl b dSFJ% )S_a [)il PR o’| » blao b o0
o 9y Ol J) g oy S SV ok gl Sl ale (6585 0593 Glgpedils g s ALl B sl 4l alold (Sauiil U
hecadizen laiadsily byl b w4 0Kl p i duy Gl ojlal 5 wlibasels 09)5 p e slacl 4yl jl
oltsly jl wgla JSole jgudyy Bl o gz a4 295 b (L 3 9 by (L3 5 uSe (b 58 adlllas dlex
s )95 o0 ey 4 G501 g e 1o & (pulidanoly s 3V (2315 1 ogMe (Ll Lo mana S |y IS
il 35 (3t Sl Siadsls e 5cs Bl i 3l OB 8 ol in) Sl prle Lo (S B gy
48,8 Coll piine Bie Sy (lsie @ & 39 S 5l 1 g e 5 gy Sl ) ol GRS 5 (SO einen
92035 Slpl (Ggr gl aslyy S5 yo ) llas pl g 03,8 B LBl > S o GBIl joren )

o) 31 dmg dabs )3 e 9 ol |y " " S eligS L L IR L1 Lo s a5lSe gl (T L 1
5o s il ol o 33 s il S BRSPS o b B> w1y o ity 5 ot S
o 4S8 23, S iy o 3l gl sl g a5y din LSl (gh o S &5 lous 45 Yl Lol Sian s olize
ook iblon 10 ozl Lyl S0l dy pis ey oo MY+ o8 o olo 5 &Sk Y+ ¥ ST 5 & Lol ool o
axy b )y By bl g (585 (el g g0l )59 pyiome s |y s s (ol g 125 oS> dyy Sl
905 plosl g e a2 e den ()l b & s s o3 oIS g uslio (S5 e (5L 03bel g
255 e g Lo lslo 50d Judia |y (00l los iz ol ) Ll 5 392 ou [y B (393 1 )b (il s
o eils ol 3l (B o ol B gy o0)S Gl sholtel o o)l 5 izl o Sl (GBI gy 9 By Sl 0nd
Copdygla gl (hals g 398 Glaglon bady L5pallS ) (538 Jo b= (39 i)l ede

ooy calal a Lo g 50 405 0l539,8 5l iedls b olyer L] WAY o3 5 pow V: Ve el 3gas 13 03YL
Lol oSl3 1> LS55 oo 4y g oS Jlil 053958 laidleo JBI5 53 Soe dlais gl 3 1 il estadls o539,
S ol 2095 ol 3 B 9 00 030 sla 58y aate (S5 oo (ppimen 5 083938 ) JUitel (pl w00
aS Lo )] 5) i £gyd o oIS 6l b adgl olsl 5 G A sl ol 3¢9y Lo blague 55 Jbls yliabsl
2 09O 1 a0 390500 Gl o S > 02 > (S igmelS” (sloJo g ] (S 2 0,0y oS
SLeMbl 5 il 45 51 ol (ghisS dy il 38 lagmtils 1 (5gim0 LiadMle o Sad 5 (6,55 lugomaily
Dy M5 o p00 oy YL 019:.3 b il S5 JoSo blgn Ltzad" Sy9ualS o d)l&j (3l



YYV Sl o gl dalihia g5 Reading ASRinTehran 2

9‘ Dy ol AJLDM 09y L)’l)‘ u9lm )5“55).\ L;lé‘l,vd)f fl?ul d>9 UANAJ).J)‘S L)"I L;QJIU?.‘;:JAJ:UL}W?
b)_efwf\fl_vla.osdau‘.walwbl)”*\wuh)bwlyLoW)J ML;K)J)DJW.S@UAL«.OI‘}O LA-OSL;Q
9|dula_.o|9wswm.)l_wwa_‘xwu]yd@&;wwwumbﬂm)‘@s)u]9&9)).|m)lrvlbl)wl£
wl.))l)s ULPLf’LCéQ‘”U’)’\jL)')flASWI UJB)'\ uJI}JI) uLchul;W‘Jd;l) d)LS) Ll d}ﬂlt&:

=09 e ‘M|D}|M9wweo@p|@ol)ﬁl Ol o bl b aS g yem 50 gla L;l§-|
L}_Jou»yylsbbubwl.\.bbésgféggMu‘bbgﬁ&éldf)dnbfLgsu_\wjt_i&)sualea&w
lzmoby‘phuW9.\m)§u§)>wwmmuWI)l(mmwaa)?oa el ol Lily L5 )3
g g b bo 4y S0 20 s plol b.Ld'nM.cl by b 188> Lgomiils o oy Sen (o) on 5 ol il &
oIS 4y (cdm &y 4ad> 0) "five 10 seven"icus o 15 b ol (outdliS o )8 5 23,5 oo i ol L) loj Lo
dlar 51 oS00 Sa b s day g sordd b S s LSVl Sl Cuad 4y 5 ] 3D &1 i (ppad 4 3
Sl s> 5l i g g Cnpite 4 Olgendils a9 (2 )5 Sl GBIl alyen L el (A0 3 5 (e (50 o5
il i g Vi) g 39y 00 LatlS' 4 )l S5 (sMtid Vgano 395 ALiS 4y 45 ogle (g1 .S ploc] gla <1
Sro oo oy nAl > wb bglae 0uiS oo o3 138 Joo puo p3 o a5 003 (B ol 357 3,08 0 93 59y b Yl L
6B A gl Canaseds S led i) ol g b)S ek b oLl &S 00 9 ST Led o Vs &S puwlgs ol I lals
Sy o)y cizaly a5 18450 S lsis 4 plnl @ Glid ol Sl o &8 (lSen Sl (S > &5 2 >
o5 st gl S a5 (Jgame (29 b g 0905 93 395 e ) Ll elingd I (o (s g w0 weSMe
Dy&g.]an)msld‘fb |44W9>45.)9m L;ol).i._\.:

Slaludl 5 gl cpiran 00,8 Coaliai lye B Les” uafgoﬁ.!y o JiadMe I)Jlﬂbd).).ﬁdu 4Ll 5o 4l
5'&5"’351'\1 .LS‘QLBHS))/J)) I)J‘)J?ad) QW)JJD}»U )Jsﬁ)SL;o -.a...uL: )LQJ@]LLA_C I)J‘M)JK;)AI ;Ja.)
ciliss glaglojlu 15 39y 00 slosd 4 oe &l o il sl o 3,8 A 1y o5 IS Vol sl 550l @
.L.:,wlyu« ‘.\J)L J—’aﬁ'fwluléﬁ()il }"YWS.\.}J){UA T 2 Yo J)L.A_.L:.At_iiﬁaw olojlw sl Olﬁl
aS 59l walys I) ula.;l)_.»l_u_w lu_;)s ;_:,La dlslm)l Pk .\,la.m .L.ASM.C lfl:umglff ol.i....:l:
byl b 5 g a8 cwldl ISy oSl 5o oo win> &se (gl wilgs bo lon wlul cpiomad g Lo (65585 090 ybgomiily
’ -A-*"""L‘.L;‘idl)ilw-l“d‘ﬁ d)gul)’f)@ Cltwd J‘SA’?“’ o0 ybo l?ojuo.lsol.c)'ﬁo"

<l Oed g )f))‘ )Ifb Bl ol (e )‘53 Bl Ol oKl pyxe OY’:M )‘I End| (:)'Y ubb 3
.Dyﬁ)ﬁﬁ&@m@gﬂwdh@‘wdlﬁd)w

Reading ASR in Tehran

Out of the blue, a sociologist | did not know sent me an email asking me to read his
attachment. No way. | do not open attachments from strangers. | asked him to please say
what he had to say without attaching it. By return email | discovered that Professor
Faramarz Rafipoor of Shahid Beheshti University (formerly National University of Iran)
was inviting me to teach a mini-course in statistics in his department. As Rafipoor later
told friends, “This guy would not take the risk of an email attachment. What were the
chances he might visit what they call the ‘axis of evil’?” Pretty good, it turns out. | not
only said, “Yes,” | asked if my wife could come too. Iran’s mix of religion, politics, and
hope (yes hope) proved irresistible.

In our 3% weeks together, Rafipoor and | improved our ability to communicate with
each other. After a week we were reaping the benefits of cooperation, and in just two
weeks we had the ability to anticipate and understand each other the way friends do.

Persian hospitality helps. Three people met us at the airport on arrival — at 2AM —
and ten people saw us off — at midnight. In between, we were fed, feted, and ferried
about. By the end of our stay we had so many gifts we could have used another suitcase.
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And had we mentioned it, someone would have offered theirs. Teaching helped too.
Classroom behavior varies only slightly place-to-place.

Familiar cues aided communication on both sides. And the Iranian variations
charmed me. Prime example: the students stood up every time | entered the room.
Status rituals usually make me suspicious or nervous or both. But something about it
tickled me. Meanwhile, | drove them crazy with my hovering. Students do not learn
statistics from lectures; they must work on their own. While they do, | wander around
and look over their shoulders. That kind of behavior unsettled the Iranians. They cannot
sit while the professor stands beside them. “Please sit, professor. Please.” They did not
feel | was snooping. Their culture demanded that | sit if they were sitting. | learned to do
that.

Another Iranian variation brought on our chance to talk about things beyond stats.
Every morning at 11 and again in the afternoon, near 4, we took a break for tea — cha-ee
in Tehran. Nothing fancy, just Lipton. | won’t make Berkeley students stand up for me,
but I might serve them tea.

SBU graduate students do not have access to all the books and journals they need.
The U.S. trade embargo blocks American publishers. The universities maintain essential
journal subscriptions but not enough. What the students have, they study deeply. And
they do it together. Before inviting me, they completely mastered a 2002 ASR article |
wrote with Claude Fischer (“Explaining the Rise of Americans with No Religious
Preference”). They quizzed me on details | had forgotten.

They read everything with that Koranic attention to detail. Their goal is to publish
their own work in ASR. Their problem was that reading ASR does not explain how to
write for ASR. The text offers the uninitiated few clues about how to get from research
results to article. To get them there, we had to bridge another distance — the gap
between research and writing about research. As researchers we cultivate an aura of
inevitability about our results. We write as if we do not produce evidence, it reveals
itself to us. Rarely does research work out that way, but we write as if it always does.
If you have never seen an experienced researcher work through interesting but untidy
data, it is hard to figure out that it happens, let alone how it happens. Closing the gap
between doing research and writing about it was to be my main contribution.

A four-day bus trip completed the bonding with graduate students and revealed a bit
about how things get done in Iran. The University had allocated some money for
building a prayer space in the social science building. The undergraduate Sociology
majors and some friends, with Professor Rafipoor’s supervision, built it themselves on
the proviso that they could spend the savings on a big outing. They chose a tour of
Isfahan, Persepolis, and Shiraz. My wife and | got to go along over the long weekend
that commemorated the death of Imam Khomeini.

The bus ride and the day in Isfahan got me talking to the undergrads. At afternoon
tea time, the tired ones plopped down in a grassy park. Others soon followed. When
Professor Rafipoor joined them, an impromptu seminar broke out. A few of us went on
to finish the tour. When rejoined the group, they quickly drew us into the conversation.
The undergrads were eager to hear what the naive American had to say about their
country. Not that they perceived me as naive. | was a professor. They genuinely
expected insights from me. And they were more than curious about how they looked to
outsiders. For my part, | had been there long enough to feel how much I needed to learn
and, so, was full of questions for them. How does hejab feel? “It is only cloth.” These
young women were born after the revolution. The women who were in their teens and
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twenties in 1979 had more to say about being covered. These socmajors wanted to talk
about something less superficial. Like “what | am going to do with my sociology
degree?”

I could do a big number about how that conversation unlocks the mystery of
Mahmoud Ahmadinejad’s victory in the June 2005 presidential election. Hejab is light;
unemployment is heavy. In support | could note the Ahmadinejad line, “We cannot
worry about how people dress when some cannot afford enough to eat.” But that is
simplistic to a fault. Without representative data, | have no professional opinions about
the outcome of the election. And representative data are hard to come by in Iran. The
lack of it made the election result more surprising than it should have been.

Back in Tehran, four days before the election, we had dinner with some of our new
friends. They were in a double bind. “What if we vote and lose? We will have
legitimated the process and accomplished nothing.” “But sitting out the election surely
throws it to the right.” Now if you are like me, you had similar qualms before some U.S.
presidential elections. 1, for one, though, never experienced the mix of urgency and
uncertainty they were feeling that night. Khatami’s victory eight years earlier had elated
them. But with every initiative turned back by the Guardian Council or lately by the
Majlis (parliament), Khatami’s supporters were chafing against the strictures of the
system. And none of the candidates allowed to run in 2005 really represented them.
They were trying to convince themselves that Dr. Moein was their man.

The next night we went to a birthday party with the graduate students. For one of the
few times during our visit, somebody else had the limelight. It made us feel normal. We
were accepted as part of the group. Politics did not come up. What struck us then and
stays with us now was how very comfortable we were. The big meal with family and
friends was so familiar. “Oh look who’s here.” “You didn’t have to bring a present.”
“What a fabulous dinner.” “Who will cut the cake?” “Just half a piece for me.” We sat on
the floor but we felt right at home.

Our return flight was scheduled to leave Tehran at 3:05AM. That meant getting to
the airport around midnight. Rafipoor had arranged VIP treatment, so we got to park
curbside, and our entire entourage of ten escorts and two departing Americans was
whisked through the diplomats’ lane at Customs. Passport control was another matter.

With our friends witnessing the proceedings, the officer scrutinized our visas,
consulted his computer, disappeared into a nearby office, and came back with forms.
VIP treatment or not, Americans mean paperwork in Iran. One of the students in our
group took some pictures. An armed guard waved him over. No pictures in the secure
area. Fortunately the photos were digital, so the guy with the gun could see for himself
that they were innocuous. Two small reminders on parting of the power of their state.
Abruptly we were cleared and waved through to the first class lounge (VIP treatment
was back on). The locals had to stay on their side of passport control. The time to part
was upon us. We waved to our hosts one last time.

Twenty-three hours later, as we crossed into U.S. airspace, | realized it was about
midnight again in Tehran. Our friends were going to bed for the second time since we
said good-bye, and we were still on the darned plane. Iran could not be farther away
from California; their clocks are 11% hours ahead of ours. But by reaching out and
tugging us in, they cut the distance. We hope our nations can find a way to cut it more
and soon.



