On Becoming a Scholar

ONE WOMAN'’S JOURNEY

Joan V. Gallos

f your graduate school experiences were like

mine, they conveyed the requirements for
success in academia: Publish often and appro-
priately, teach acceptably, make some service
contribution to your institution and discipline,
and strive for professional recognition through
scholarly contributions. General guidelines
abounded for the appropriate number of arti-
cles to publish, the kinds of journals to target, and
“tenure-friendly” time frames for cementing a
scholarly reputation. I logged in the appropriate
number of hours with fellow graduate students
before graduation, testing future projects, sharing
ideas and plans, making sure 1 knew the appro-
priate ropes to skip. From the postdissertation
trenches, everything seemed straightforward. So,
doctorate in hand, I set out in 1985 to begin my
academic career. It was not long before panic set
in. So now that I'm here, how do I do it?

The teaching part was relatively easy. Courses
were assigned and classes needed to be taught.
The structure and requirements were exter-
nally provided. The same was true of institu-

tional service: Committee assignments made it
easy to keep busy. But what about research and
scholarship?

I began, as advised, spinning off articles from
my dissertation. I sent out three pieces within
4 months of receiving my degree. I was feeling
good and right on track, especially in light of
the fact that I also carried a full teaching load,
was still nursing my infant son, and shared care
for my mother, who now lived with us and was
dying of cancer. I worked on additional articles
while I waited for word on my initial submis-
sions. Three letters came. I quickly interpreted
them as three flat rejections—letters that I now
realize, years later and a journal editor myself,
were encouraging, complimentary, and much
more suggestions for refocusing and revising
than recommendations to throw in the towel.
But, inexperienced and too quickly discour-
aged, I stopped writing articles. I put the three
letters, my three initial journal submissions,
and notes for additional pieces in the bottom
drawer of my desk.
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Iturned to planning a book project. My dis-
sertation was on dual-career marriage, a hot
topic in the mid-1980s. I worked hard for a
year, learning to write a solid book proposal
and engaging query letters. With cold calls and
unsolicited submissions to the major trade
houses, 1 received serious consideration from
several publishers, but a contract never quite
materialized.

Knowing what I know now about the pub-
lishing industry, I should have been encour-
aged. As an unpublished author, I got a foot in
doors that are usually tightly sealed. As a young
academic, however, I was devastated. Rather
than persist and seek alternative publishing
outlets, I took each rejection as evidence that it
was time to move on to something else. I had
no external pressures to publish: I now taught
in a graduate management program, at Rad-
cliffe, that rewarded only teaching. My internal
needs, however, were as strong as ever.

I floundered. I filled folders with promising
ideas and unpublished manuscripts. After I had
done much soul-searching, it slowly became
clear. I had had my doctorate in hand for 3
years, and yet I did not know how to be a
working scholar. I knew research methods and
techniques. I had plenty of ideas. I wrote well.
I did not know, however, how to translate all
that into a productive scholarly life. I can look
back now and name three critical steps in my
own professional evolution: learning to appre-
ciate what I now call the “human side” of schol-
arship, developing a research identity, and claim-
ing my own scholarly voice.

Appreciating the
Human Side of Scholarship

I entered graduate school with no plans to
become a professor. I initially went to Harvard
for a master’s in educational administration.
There were things I wanted to learn before
returning to a university administrative career.
A chance meeting during my first week on cam-
pus with Chris Argyris, the distinguished or-
ganizational theorist, and my delight in discov-
ering that the field of organizational behavior
existed turned my administrative career inten-
tions on end. I applied and was accepted to the
doctoral program at Harvard. I realized that I
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could teach. I was now on the path to becoming
a professor.

I'had little knowledge of academic life. Gradu-
ate courses and doctoral seminars did little to
fill the gap. I knew that professors taught classes
and published research. I had no idea how that
translated into day-to-day behavior. I was the
first member of my family to attend college, let
alone the first with any thoughts of teaching in
one. I envied two fellow students who had pro-
fessor parents, whose home experiences seemed
to give them the inside scoop on academic life—
an implicit understanding of the expectations
and academic rituals, the ability to see profes-
sors as fallible and approachable human beings,
and the confidence to share their own ideas and
critiques with those who write the great books.

My family’s legacy was different. To an ethnic
family like mine, which deeply valued educa-
tion and accomplishment, professors were dis-
tant icons. They were larger-than-life people
who performed sacred work—they were folks
to respect, listen to, and admire. My parents, a
high school-educated electrician and a home-
maker who ended her formal schooling after
the eighth grade so that she could go to work to
support her immigrant parents, were suppor-
tive of a daughter who aspired to such a noble
occupation. “Who would have thought a girl
from Lyman Avenue could get that far?” my
parents would repeatedly marvel. “Not just a
schoolteacher. A college teacher.”

That family legacy of awe and respect, and
the implicit reminder that people like me don’t
usually “get that far,” blinded me as a budding
academic to what I now call the human side of
scholarship—the fact that productive scholars
are everyday people, not deities, who succeed in
the face of life’s daily challenges. They are men
and women who work hard and long, estab-
lishing goals and responding to serendipitous
opportunities. I knew I struggled, working long
hours and alone to hide my fears, rewriting and
reediting pieces that I was sure would never be
good enough, but I assumed it must be differ-
ent for the great names who wrote the great
works.

I could not see the writing struggles, the
confidence swings, the inevitable rejections, the
critical reviews, the frustrations and blocks, the
infrequent great breakthroughs, the risks and
failures as things that all academics experience.
I ignored the persistence and overlooked the
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guesses, speculations, and risk taking that are
part and parcel of scholarly discovery for all. I
saw only the finished products—the acclaimed
models, published theories, and public achieve-
ments—of the great masters. I mistook their
finely polished products for the scholarly proc-
ess itself and perceived an ease and a mysterious
genius in all this. I privately questioned whether
the “girl from Lyman Avenue” had the right
stuff for academic life. The hidden fears and
self-doubts led to self-censorship. My folder of
ideas and unshared manuscripts swelled.

A critical turning point in my own develop-
ment as a scholar came when I learned to look
behind the facade of scholarly mystery and ease.
Unwilling to give up on myself as a contribut-
ing member of the academy, I reflected on a set
of experiences I had early in graduate school
and finally saw what I needed to see. The great
commonsense philosopher Yogi Berra was right
in my case: Sometimes you just have to look a
long time to see what’s really there.

Tired of living in an old graduate dorm but
without the resources to navigate the Cam-
bridge apartment market successfully, an enter-
prising friend and I had lived for years as resi-
dent dog walkers and house sitters for a professor
and his wife. The professor was eminent even
by Harvard standards—a man whose books,
government service, and celebrity status have
made his name a household word. Those were
wonderful years for many reasons; I return often
to the memories with fondness, deep gratitude,
and affection for the family.

From a career perspective, however, those
memories became an invaluable resource for
clarifying the real secrets of scholarly success.
There I was, struggling to figure out academic
life, when I realized I had had a unique oppor-
tunity to take a behind-the-scenes look at how
a seasoned veteran does it. What had I seen in
those years? What could I learn from that expe-
rience that could facilitate my own research and
writing?

When I looked carefully, 1 saw persistence,
discipline, commitment, and hard work as the
key elements for success. I remember, for exam-
ple, the house rules about quiet in the morning
while the professor wrote. He wrote every morn-
ing, rising early to work before the phone could
start ringing and each day’s endless stream of
fascinating visitors began. He was a social man,
but he did not want conversation in the morn-
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ing. He took a breakfast tray and ate alone in
his room. Then he worked. He was disciplined
about setting aside time for his writing. It was
an important personal priority, and he man-
aged his schedule accordingly.

External structures to support the writing
process are important, but from reflecting on
the work life of this scholar, I saw more. He had
a firm internal commitment to writing, and he
honored that commitment even in the face of
attractive distractions. Exhaustion from foreign
travel or meetings with world leaders would be
enough to keep the average author from a manu-
script, but not him. At times, writing can be
fun; more often, it is tedious, hard work. I'm
sure it is more satisfying to offer advice that can
shape the course of history than to struggle for
the right words to convey an argument. As this
professor’s life illustrated well, however, the com-
mitment to keep writing has to be deep and
internal. External requirements are not enough
for any academic in the face of all there is to do.

Even with discipline, focus, and commitment,
all writing takes time. I remember seeing this
great man sit long hours in front of an old
typewriter in his study, then leave for his office
to work some more. I saw him pacing the yard
deep in thought, sorting out some new idea or
maybe just looking for the right turn of phrase.
T'heard him many times climbing the stairs well
before dawn to a large and airy third-floor room
where he sometimes liked to write: unable to
sleep, maybe excited by a new project or trou-
bled by an old one, he would try a change of
venue to free the creative juices. I remember the
spirited debates and intense exchanges with val-
ued others over meals to fine-tune old ideas or
stimulate new ones. I knew about the hours of
inevitable editing and rewriting that made his
prose sing. There was no mystery and ease in
this man’s vast productivity. He established and
maintained structures that worked for him. He
persisted in the face of critical reviews, as well
as temptations to rest on praise and past laurels.
He wrote regularly. He worked long and hard.

When 1 allowed myself to demystify aca-
demic life and create a workable model for how
to manage the scholarly part of my own life
better, my writing and publishing soared. When I
am home, for example, I set aside time to write
5 days a week; it may be hours, it may be only a
few minutes, but the regularity helps. The more
I write, the easier the words come. The more



14

familiar I am with a project, the better I can take
advantage of unanticipated free moments. I no
longer wait for those long blocks of free time
that never seem to materialize. If I'm tired or
don’t feel particularly creative, I'll use the writ-
ing time to draft ideas or edit some work in
progress. I am more patient with myself about
how long it takes to complete a project. I rejoice
at those brief moments of divine inspiration in
writing, but am equally happy to celebrate the
slow, ordinary gains.

I find time and boundary management to be
important and ongoing struggles affecting my
writing. The freedom and ambiguity of aca-
demic life make it easy to find lots of relevant
things to do. It is easy to feel overloaded, to feel
there really isn’t enough time to do research. I
know for me, however, it is more a question of
being honest with myself about the choices I
make and of organizing myself to honor my
espoused priority to publish.

I know, for example, the time of day when |
am most productive, and I work to keep that
time free for writing. I try to avoid feeling guilty
for doing that. I will not, for example, answer
phones during writing time, nor will I return
phone calls for days if I'm on a creative roll and
want to devote my attention to that. Those who
know me accept that as given. I now accept that
myself. I manage guilt less well when I think
about time away from my children and hus-
band. That has become easier, however, as |
have let go of old, tenacious, gender-based myths
about the things every good mother and wife
should do. More often now I say no to fascinat-
ing projects and assignments that I am always
sure in the moment are once-in-a-lifetime op-
portunities—the kinds of projects that, in the
past, let me feel productive without publishing.

Developing a Research Identity

Even with structures to facilitate writing, you
still need something to write about. Graduate
training (and faculty development efforts) too
often omits opportunities for budding academ-
ics to develop their own research identities.
Finding your research identity is more than
planning and carrying out a research project or
learning how to publish in the right journal. It
means claiming both a methodology and, im-
plicitly, a definition of truth that is right for you.

CAREER RHYTHMS

I feel fortunate that my graduate training
involved work with a number of respected aca-
demics who held vastly different beliefs about
research and scholarship. In one year, for exam-
ple, I took courses from a proponent of anthro-
pological research and had opportunities to
explore the intricacies of ethnomethodology,
from a traditional researcher who ran rats through
mazes to learn about human nature, and from
a critic of traditional research who promoted
single-case analysis and action research as the
way to ground theory and practice, as well as
from a host of others with beliefs and scholarly
agendas that fell somewhere along a research
continuum from highly traditional to radically
innovative.

As a graduate student, I remember feeling
fragmented and confused by such pluralistic
teachings; I struggled to reconcile the contra-
dictions in what I heard, and felt as if I continu-
ously confused research apples with oranges. It
turned out to be productive confusion. As 1 sorted
through the options, I became energized by my
implicitly acquired appreciation of epistemology.
I was excited by the realization that I had real
choices about how to define scholarship and my
contribution to truth. I saw a variety of legitimate
options. The choice was mine.

This was a freeing realization. All I needed to
do, I told myself as a young assistant professor,
was choose an arena and plunge in. T knew I was
not passionate about empirical research. I en-
joyed building theory by reflecting on my own
and others’ clinical experiences. There was my
niche.

Identifying an arena, however, was easier than
unambivalently throwing in my hat. I knew
how I wanted to make my contribution, but I
was wary. I recognized the potential costs of
choosing a somewhat nontraditional path. I
knew that traditional researchers, whose posi-
tivist paradigms still dominate academia, would
sit on journal editorial boards and possibly my
tenure and promotion committees. I feared their
questions about the rigor and reliability of my
work, and anticipating their questions triggered
my own. It took time for me to muster the
courage to confirm my choice of a research
paradigm. It took experience for me to respond
to critics with questions about their methods,
rather than doubts about my own.

Winning the Fritz Roethlisberger Memorial
Award in 1990 was an important boost. The
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award, presented by the Organizational Behav-
ior Teaching Society, named “Developmental
Diversity and the OB Classroom: Implications
for Teaching and Learning” (Gallos, 1989a) the
best paper on organizations and management
education published in the Organizational Be-
havior Teaching Review in 1988-1989. This en-
dorsement from a group of respected colleagues
was a welcome confirmation that I was heading
in the right direction. No longer burdened by
requirements and standards set by other re-
search models, I embraced my own with gusto.
Five years after finishing my doctorate, I finally
felt ready to run.

Claiming My Scholarly Voice

The decision to run my own scholarly race
was even deeper, in retrospect, than settling on
a method and means for doing my work. It
involved resolving internal teleological and on-
tological struggles in order to claim my own
scholarly voice. Why do I write? Why should I
write? What is my purpose in all this? At Rad-
cliffe, 1 had no external pressures to publish. What
did I hope to accomplish by sharing my words on
paper? What kind of contribution could I make
to our understanding of the world?

Without realizing it at the time, I implicitly
answered those questions with my decision, 2
years out of graduate school, to teach at Rad-
cliffe. I left a more traditional, publish-or-per-
ish university environment after a well-mean-
ing senior colleague took me aside and warned
that I'd have a limited future there if I contin-
ued to focus on gender and those kinds of “tan-
gential” issues. I vividly remember that conver-
sation and our long walk through campusona
lovely spring day. It was a critical turning point
in helping me understand that my purpose in
writing was not to please other academics who
had power over my future. That was neither the
work I wanted to do nor the position I wanted
to be in.

It may have been arrogance or counterde-
pendence, but I now see my decision to choose
the teaching-centered environment of Radcliffe
over other tenure-track possibilities as my tele-
ological awakening—a defining moment when
I clarified my purpose as a scholar. I had some-
thing to say, and I wanted an environment that
would offer support and freedom for me to do
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that. It seemed a risky choice at the time. I
worried. If I step off the traditional tenure path,
can I ever get back on? But more important, was
I disciplined enough to be an independent
scholar? Those fears gradually dissipated as I
began to build my own body of work. The
Radcliffe choice, on the other hand, offered
priceless opportunities for me to learn about
myself and to develop my own scholarly voice.

Having a clear scholarly voice involves the
willingness and ability to speak out, but it is
more than just taking a stand. It entails a per-
sonal commitment to your own research agenda
and a push to explore multiple facets of that
agenda before moving on to something else. It
requires identifying a passion for some set of
issues and setting out to explore that deep in-
terest, even in the face of opposition and cri-
tique. It means believing you have a worthwhile
contribution to make. It involves finding a style
of writing and expression that is uniquely and
comfortably yours.

I found my scholarly voice during my Rad-
cliffe years. I reaffirmed my deep commitment
to gender and learning issues, providing myself
with a valued, long-term research thread. My
teaching in the Discovery program for under-
employed women served as a catalyst for my
work on gender in the adult classroom. It also
provided a magical experience and transforma-
tion for me as a writer.

Writing about the Discovery Women was not
a task or job. It was an engaging mission of love.
As these women worked hard each week to claim
their voices as students and professionals, I guided
and charted their efforts. I shared their struggles
and worked at the same time to claim my voice as
ascholar. I wanted to tell their story well, for them
and for me (Gallos, 1992, 1993, 1995b).

I'learned from working with the Discovery
women that I write best when I write from the
heart. I like to harness passion and wed it with
intellect. I write to make a difference on issues
that I consider important. I will no longer write
about something unless I care deeply about it.
I do not strive to be an objective observer. I am
a very subjective interpreter of the world around
me. [ do not write to report; I write to teach—to
stimulate, to provoke, to unsettle, to share how
I make sense of things so that others are en-
couraged to do the same. I write for impact,
placing articles where my intended audience
will find them (e.g., Gallos, 1995a, 1995c¢) rather






