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Abstract
" For me, the path is now clear—release the deep intuitive feelmg ﬁrst
and then reflect and respond through mtelhgence and internal
aesthetics. . .
| This thesis of creative scholarship is about process, permission, and original
voice. I have used i'nt.u»itive music, poetry, and narrati\re to create a multi-faceted
tapestry that e)rposes my life roles my feelings- my values, and the grayer, in-
between areas of knowmg, teachlng, and learmng This process of rediscovery and
reclamatlon of voice has been one of artlstlcally giving myself permlssmn to break
through my personal masks and roles as well as transcend cultural paradigms to
locate myself o
The methodology of A/ r/tography (Sprlnggay, S., Irwm R.L, Wllson Kind S.
2005) was chosen as a path to make sense of multi—storled arche_types and multi-
layered avenues of .artisticexpression. This p_rocess is rendered through concepts of
' excess,' metaphor, openings, contiguity,'metonymy, hv1ng inquiry, and
- reverberatiOns. Renderings enable artists, 'teachersand researchers to i_nterrogate -
, the i'nterstiti_al Spaces betWeen. things, for example image and work, textand
audience, researching, pedagogy and artmaking‘(Springgay, S., Irwin, R.L., Wilson
Kind, S. 2005). | - - | |
The.artistic explorations and consequent renderings of revelation and
reﬂectionof thisb ontological exploration can be loosely' grouped. into seven major

- themes:

: Personal Context and Context formation
Heroes

Regrets :

Issues with the prevaihng culture

New beginnings
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(The importance of) Artistic/ Transcendent/Aratlonal spaces

Reflections and intimate looks into the form and functlon of educational landscape

The writing and music were then analyzed in llght of who Iam and what I

know. Results cons1sted of a number of conceptual strldes forward in both my

art1St1c vision and my teaching. Ove_rall,_ a/ r/tography enabled meto gain d_eeper'

antobiographical understandings 'abont'iSSnes that have shaped my :view- of -thel
world: From music, poetic and narrative rende_rings, Ilearned V_aanble insights
about the real me. 1 discovered a multilayered individual inside who becarne re—_
energiied and revitalized about finding my inner voice. Frorn a/ r/ togfanhic .

renderings, I analyzed and reflected on what T learned and unlearned. Though ‘

there were resolutions, there were also new directions as I explored intuition,

“broke boundaries and reclaimed voice. Isculpted and embraced storiesbbe’hind o

stories_about myself. The notion of hero surfaced while regrets brought new

narratives. Whoam I? Iam artist,'t'eacher,j'gnitar player, and a/r/tographer.

11l




 Table of Contents

-Abstract .............. .......... 11
4 Tablebeoﬁtents_.'..; ..... e, ..... SRS \
Demo CD of Poefry,‘NarratiVeS,Soundécapes e . . R T Lviio
‘Acknowiedgements....‘.f..».’_.;.'....‘ ..... ..... ix
. TI vé Erﬁ(braced) A Poem ofIntroductlon. coee ST Ceieiiieens . 1
Sgctioh ‘I:FBé.ginnings ....... S o 2

- The Fable of the ‘Sculptovr

Storiesbe.hind.the‘Stories ................ e e 4
The Masters Experlence as'Liminal- Phenomenon ..... i 5
.The Story of the Naive A/r/tographer. o e s T
Autoethnography..: ............... e, i P L1
A/r/tography ..... ......... e , 13
The Inevitability of the Ontological Dance. ..................0..... 15
- Reflections in the Infinite Now. . ............ e ...... 18
ThePoetandthePlper......................................................‘20
Sectlon I1: A/r/tographlc Rendermgs .................................... 22
Where do I come from/to?. ......... T ceeee [ 22
Driving With No Hands. . . ... e . L. 22
The Fable of Regret. . . .. e 25
~The Unnatural Act............................. e S e 30
IAm Guitar. ............. e e e e ... 31
IAm Starting (foLose) . . ... i 32
- I've(Em)braced....................... P i 34

v




What do I encounter?........ ST e .35

Master Frame. . . ... e e [ i .. 35
Big People............... e S PN P 74
HowOld?......... P e 38
- The Goddess of Innovation. . . . . e e e Li.. 39
TheHustler............ ..o oo, R S R
"TheHi-fi................... e e e e AT 46
- Lessons from the Piano...... e e, e 50
SundayattheArtGallery. cr e e et - 4
‘WhatdoIcreate?........... e I, e P V4
- HighWire Guitar...................... e [P .. 57
On Music Class after a Sleepless N1ght ......... e i PR 58
How Do You Determine? . . ... e PP P 1
ThlsDaymtheLlfe .......... S e 61
A Trilogy of Developmental Storles. e PP e . 84
Heroes.................. e i e e e ... 96
Section III: An Analysis of the -Renderings ..... B PR ...... . ...118:
Reﬂect1ons on the A/r/tograph1c Process......... e . ceenn e ce...118
"The opemng of the Golden Flower—the M1rage'_ of Epiphany. . P _.1'21 o
Personal context and contextual format1on ..... e R e 122
Heroes..‘...' ......... e ............ P -1) .'
'Regrets...',.....;......'...._-....'.'.._.;...[...;.........; ....... ... 135
Anger/alienation with the prevailing culture. . .......0............ e 138
NewBeginnings..‘...'. .................. e e e e 140
| (The Importance of) Artistic/Transcendent/Afational spaces. .......... ; ceee. .',141

Reflections and Intlmate Looks 1nto the Form and Function of the Educational

) Landscape.................... PERRE e e PR 144

- The Intnitive Process and Empathy withoul 'Experience ........... e 146
Sectlon IV: What have I learned/unlearned ............ - Cereeaaans . 153
To Beheve in Myself and the Value of My Own Unlque Artistic Voice. . . e 153

".To ‘Work on Releasmg Comparlsons and Cultural Norms and Measurements of




Contextual Shifting and Re-building. . ........... e e R 155

The Snake of Re'gret keeps attacking. . ...... [P PN e e . ..158

Reflections on the Effect of the A/ r/tographic Experience on my Classroom o
- Teaching. ...... e [ERTERR e e e e 158

Where to Now?. ... ... e 160

vi




Demo CD of Pio'etry,-‘Narratives, and Seundscapes

Track 1
H_ow Oold?>

:Track >
Driving With No Hands
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“The Unnatural Act
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The Fable of Regret .

Track 5
' I am Starting (to Lose)

Track 6
Big People

Track 7
On Mus1c Class After a Sleepless nght

Track 8 . '
The Goddess of Innovation

bTrack 9
‘How Do You Determlne'?

Track 10
The Master Frame

Track 11
" The Hustler

Track 12
I've Em(braced)

Track 13

 Thunderstorm at the Pond (Instrumental Narratlve) :
An electric guitar is used to create the rumble of the approaching storm various birds
callmg in the trees and bushes; frogs croaking quietly; insects buzzing around; the
sizzle of the rain descending, and finally the melody of lightning bolts and thunder.




' Collaborative_ Work: Soundscapes for the Poetry of Carl Leggo -
Track 14
-The Same Nose
Track 15
No Locks
Track 16. |
Picnics
" Track 17 - .
My Mother’s House
Track 18
- The Diver
Track 19
0 ,
_Track 20
Lynch’s Lane
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I’v_e (E_m)braced |

I've (Em)braced
~ Prankster, Con Man, Liar, Lover, -
~ Husband, Father, T(h)lnker(er)
Imposter,
Preposterous -
Lying in judgment!
Yet
- Sometimes Not of this World
As my eyes roll backward and the jaw drops...
Mystic systemie, pathetic and regretful
- Keeper of cartoon consciousness,
My feet blister on the hyper- heated asphalt
Of Western reality,
I'never learn
Still
Mystified by the rarified
Miracle of hope(lessness)
Frightened child and old man I'am
Penis crossed with penance
Son of Zorro and Nosferatu,
(Anti)... Christ, I wish I knew!
Saint or sinner,
Certainly
Fool on the hill of the Academy of
- Power, politics and lost souls,
Liminal TransgtesSor in the aporia of
Found and lost (again) -
’ Tsee
The oasis
Or just another mirage?...

Meanwhile the Buddha of Compassion pours
Rivers of tears through me as I look at pictures of
My daughter
Because
Sometimes I know -

To look above myself




‘Section I

Beginnings

The Fable of the Sculp_tor
An autobiometaphoric overview of the typé'and ndture of the struéglés qnd
successes of my creative life. | o
1 have a sciﬂ'pture downétairs; Itisa wbrk in progress. I try to v1$1t it every
night for a few minutes. This sleeping giaht is, for thebrr.lo.st parf, unfinished, with
its character partially conéeaied to th‘e causal :observeAr. Entombed w1th1na sea of
marble, it is a prisonef of circumstance, waiting to be bbr’p. I éan féel :the“éne‘rgy
from deep within the rock and often I iniagil_ie its muffled, plainti{/e call for
freedorﬁ, even upstairs, when I am engaged and intoxicated by dorﬁ_est_ic \}i-grvlettevs _
with Rose and Emily. .‘ |
| Like Mi‘chelangelo, and in the_:_,' great tra’dition of sculptbrs beforé and after :
him, I, in service and serﬁtude, slowly chip away at the sacréd rock to'relea.se the
pobf'soul;' My haﬁdé ache from fatigue and productivity is hamperéd 'by a"brain.
filled with diétractirig life-noise- my daily'exis_vten(.:e, seemly, a never-ériding
turnstile of mofe uncompleted tasks and obligations. Yet, the urgency to breathe |
~ life into the sculpture is éver heightening with_ each déy. )
‘ Tcarve bést through intuitiori.. This process emerges in the rﬁorning Whén
the chatter of the monkey is low. The trick is to start my carVing'befofe I haye a
chance to really- ackthledge that I am working. It is in this middle s.pace,v between

sleep and wakefulness, that my hands move automatically, without willful

. intention. And so, the spirit shows itself when ready.




Asl wake, my thoughté-and aesthetic judg_ment comévinto play. Theyca-n
'hindér the process, but I haveleamed to use fhem‘ to reﬁné and redirect the power
of the initial lines. For me, the path is now 'cliear — reledsé the deep intuitive feéling

- first and then ’reﬂect and respond through intelligence‘and observer aesthetics.
This procéss, which I have discovered after many- yeafs of searchihg, yiélds rﬁy best
lineé. . | | | |

I should have.ﬁnishe’d the sculptur_e' many years ‘ago, but1 failed in listéning
to my ‘oWn voice. I failed to trustmyéel-f. I puf intelligence and the paradigm of
éulture before my soul. I believed 1n heroes for far too long. And I:lOW.t‘he. snake of

. re.gret' has bitten me. | |

~ Last 'wirilfe_r', Rose and Emily left for a short holiday.in the city. Every term,
Rose arranges this so that I may déal w1th therde>m.ands of graduate work as well as
a full-time teaching assignment in a secbﬁdary school. These wéeken.ds of isolation

- have been a blessing al:s it has allowed me to.complete projects Wit_hout distraction.
~ This particular weekend, howevér, my fdcué was scéttered and rife with distra.ctio‘n.

I meditated and drank ﬁuore coffee, 'empl_oying all of my homegrown tactics to force

concentration. None 6f fhese remedies s;éer‘ne'd.to_ iniprove the situation. My
consciousness rémainéd filmy and unchussed. There Was fnounting stress' and an
acidic feéling in my stom.ach. The weekend hours were Vanishinquﬁic-kly and my’
inspiration: and prbdu_Ctivity were so low

At some pbint, I realized What was troubling me. The rock was cfying out. In quiet

desperation, I ran downstairs, thinking that maybe an houf’s work 6n the scﬁlpture

would muffle its so_ﬁnds to a point below the threshold of distraction. My chisel and

hammer flew on their own accord as my panicked head reviéwed the graduate work




I’d left upstairs.‘ When my mind r‘etu'rn_.ed'_to the 'task at hahd,-I had to drop.the
tools éhd run fny ﬁngers-o’&er »ther forehead and erW_'of thé émerging face iﬁ the
‘rock. :The familiarity was at bncéso‘ot_hing aﬁd deepiy-frightening. In the wink of an
- eye, before the words cotﬂd férm, I féélized that the prisdner of thé rock waé a

Treflection Qf myself. .

Sfoi‘iés behind flié Stories
Mbving JSfrom metaphor to defining my artistic goals, expression, and pefsbnal .
needs.. | | | -

I must confess tha_f [ am not a séqlptor,jn a traditibnal Sens_é. The lines I cut
“are not cut from stone, but from'a- higher set of .vibrafi»(')‘n.s. ilaﬁi'a sonic séulﬁtor‘. I ,
carve and shape li.nes. of sonority. as a mea‘ns.to répfes'ent what narratives
Sorﬁetinies fa_i]. to revéal. Yet, 1 prefer tb initiate this discoﬁrSe with the metaphor of
sculpting as'a means to. ihform readers of my prdcess. The créaﬁoh'of music diff_é,rs_ :
from the tacﬁle sénSualit_y and the visual i_rriagefy of the art of sculpting. Music
primarily fur:lctions‘ at é noh—physicalistic level of v'abstraiction, .yét, in ma’ny ways,
the prbcésses are aﬁmost parallel and the final pr'oductsbc‘an .be-equal.l‘y as moving.-

I have‘.two areas of COnsciouS musical intereét at this time. THe 'ﬁrst area lies
in the sculpting of soundscapes. The second involves the sculpfiﬁg Qf-original s
niusical ideas/motifs for Spontaneous improviéatidn.

Soundscapes_are _Var_ious musical compositions that sﬁp_poft fhe '
autoethnogféphic narratives and poeﬁc renderings that I, and others, have written..

By composing these original sonic backdrops, I hope to seduce listeners into a o

deeper intimacy as their hearts and minds dance with the narratives.




The second area of interest, the'coneeptualization of ideas for irnpfov-i_sation

_. ’andthe ability to render these lines, has been a life long challenge that I have

embraced. As I li'sten;to myself play the guitar, I hearba sonic autoethnograph'ic :

.- weaving of all of iny past interests, values-and new areas of interest. And, as in the
fable of the sculptor, apart of inehas been crying out for years to mnsica]ly'réhder : : |

a representation of the real me. But who is the real me?

: The'Master’s Experience as Liminal Phenomen'o’n |
: Créating the hook—connecting my 'cirtiStic_ eacpresSion with my academic
experience. | |
~ Through a series of unanticipated eifents,'my gradnate work in Curriculum
Studies at UBC has become the vehicle throug’h which I move forward on this '
question of who is the real me? Indeed ‘the Master’s program has become a lens
that has focused my personal profess1onal and artistic unfoldlng Paradoxwally,
_ this “lens of the Master’s program functioned in liminal rhythms to unfocus my
" present notions of self and what I know thus allowing vfoi'. a more expanded,
'stronger, and more authentlc notion of self The onhne encyclopedla Wzkzpedla
: notes “the liminal state is characterlzed by ambiguity, openness, and
indeterminacy. One's sense of identity dissolves to some extent, brlnglng abont A |
“disorientation. Liminalityis a period of transition, during which yonr normal limits
to 'thonght, self-understanding, and behavior are relaxed, op_ening the way to-
-something new” (Wikipedia, 2005). For me, “opening to something new” has.

allowed a repatriation of my core essence as well as a renewed trust in the creative

* process. This process of rediscovery and reclamation of voice has been one of




artistically breaking"through‘my personal, masks and roles. I have used intuitive
music, poetry and narrative to create a multi—'faceted tapestry that exp'OSes .my'life
-mles;_my feelings, my Values, and the grayer, in—between .areas of knoW_in’g_, | |
teaching, and learning that push my risk taking to the real _parameters of who I am
and what I teach. " | | |

The term intuitive is used to convey bthe'notion‘that these pi‘eees were not
rendered initially as part .of conscious eonceptualizing. They"ﬂowed i'rOm me m a
natural and unselfconscious manner :Thus they are more like artifacts of alife '
‘which can 1nform through a/ r/tographic methodology |

Artist- pedagogue Barbara Blckel (2004) has dlrectly addressed the issues
surroundmg artistic/i mtu1t1ve knowmg Referencmg the research of, among others
| ‘Michelle Lebaron Henry Gioux, Jean Gebser, and Ken Beittel Bickel supports the
notion of aratlonal knowledge (Blckel 2004) Aratlonal knowledge isa third and
© separate posmon_from the conventional d1alect1c1sm of ratlonal'and irrational
thought. Bickel describes_ arational positioning as “a form‘ of knowing that includes
‘the body, the emotions the senses, intuition imagination creation making, 'the
myst1cal spmtual and the relational” (Bickel, 2005, p- 5) This conceptual site of -
learning “can be found in the practices of art, med1tation psychoanaly51s the body,
(and) the senses” (Bickel, 2005, p. 5). |

Indeed, Bickel’s disoourse on this third way of knowledge acquisition
reverberates in complete harmony with the processes that I have stumbled upon
'and nurtured over the years. Bickel mamtains that through arat1onal or 1ntu1t1ve

- artistic process, one may find the space needed to allow artistic express10_n, self-

‘actualization and self-realization to manifest.




Asa researcher, | conchr vnth this ﬁnding and add that_ artistic expression |
'and‘ self-actualization are'rnseparable' partners in th’e. process of arts-based _
research. The process of arts-based research inevitably'starts and ends with the -
: path of self—reahzatlon and self-actuahzatlon Art is both the product and process
- of understandlng of oneself and the world at large That bemg said, dlscourses
. surroundlng artistic expression and specifically self—actuahzatlon, were probably
the last concepts that I would have anticipated engaging in whenVI' enrolled for |

- graduate studies.

The Story of the Nalve A/r/ tographer
| Through storymg, I explore the process of ﬁndmg and mterfacmg a research

methodologyv with my unfoldmg vision of research.

vO'ri.ginally, I entered the Master’s program at_ UBC to train rrry mihdvto think
more e]egarrtly in scientiﬁc ways. I had spent my life cherishing artistic avenues of
" .ex'pressiori—although I ha_d not been a]together happy rvith the results—and now I
| felt that I needed to balance myself with the challenges of loglcal sequentlal
thmkmg My ﬁrst graduate course embodied a survey of research methodologles
The prospect of using quantitative metho_do]ogles appealed to my yearning for a
verifiable and rigorous modus operandi with which to -approach some of my
- research interests. |
As rny time at UBC passed, however, I slowly started to recognize the |

strength of qualitative methods of inquiry for social science research. The courses

that I took consistently reinforced the notion that human beings and their resulting




1earn1ng and teachmg act1v1t1es are fraught with complex1ty.and 1ncon51stency We.
: all house so many different dreams and needs and fears and view the world from
' completely unique vantage po_mts, based 'onvour experlences, cu]tu_re, spirituality,
and_ genetics. This personal heritageof. unique, complex contexts manifests_:itself_in..
our understandings and.interactions with the world. As I began to reflect on my -
“own p.ersonal contextual_positioning as a researcher, I'began to conSider how this
wou_'ld' pl'ay upon and_could be integrated_in' my _research. Ivyearned to examine |
hOth my experiences as a tea_cherof' 20 years and the‘ nature and interplay of-my'_
own frame of viewing. | | | |

My first opportumt}r to reﬂect on my experlences arose in Dr. Carl Leggo s
class on Narratlve Inquiry. Dr Leggo through years of teachlng, writing, and
' ‘reﬂectlon» has created a classroom enwronment that purposefully addresses and -
rectlﬁes.the sometlmes cold competltlve and sometlmes non- reﬂectlve nature of
the graduate course experience. In’ short, he creates a we]comlng, stress-reduced
environment that promotes comfort health, and risk-taking from his students.
W1th1n this context Dr, Leggo ‘invites” students to write in and through a Variety
of literary genres. In thls unique and safe s1tuat10n student wrltlngs blossom like:
spring ﬂowers. And, as Dr. Leggo generally allows us to write on any subjects close
to our hearts, most students dig into themselves and address their own pressing
issues. )

Within this context, I allowed myself to write poetry and short stories. As 1

entered the process, I found that the same themes emerged: educational topics,

music and music-related topics, research.issues, and autobiographic material.




As 1 grew in the 1nherent safety of thls experlence I contlnued to grow in the
1nt1macy of my work and the level of risk—takmg In a Jungian-like maneuver, I
“opted to carve a series of clay figurines as a three-dlmenslonal answer to Dr.

‘Leggo’s class request for posters that displayed some of our writing/learning. I

o entitled the clay ﬂg‘i’irepresentation: “Life archetypes and the understanding that

you teach whom you are.” A deeper part of me was- clearly rising to the conscious ‘.
: surface. , o | | o
- The three dimensional poster erupted from my unconscious to demonstrate
'core archetypa] roles or facets of my personaiity that contributed to the framing of
my t‘eaching experience. An upper level of iigures represents my masks as
| musician, meditator, reflective family man, and teacher. This top level was |
mounted on a platter that could snin around a lovyer, outer circle of life |
situatiOns/contexts thereby symbolizing the mnltiplicity and ° spllllng over” of
Vexperlence That said, I was hoping to process and V1sua11y represent albelt
| pr1m1t1ve1y, the notion that my professmnal life as a teacher is not separate from
the rest of my hfe——that, in varying degrees, I teach who I am. Indeed, “teaching is
performative knowing in meaningful relationships with listeners” (Irwin, 20o4, P |
31). And, if I teach who I am, 1t behooves me asa dedicated educator to know
myself My subconscmus intuitive agenda in this course seemed to be an 1nqu1ry
aimed at this goal.
At the end of terrn, 'we were required to submit portfolios. Asl organized‘ :
-and prepared my port_folio, I decided to support my poetic offering_s with music.

Indeed, I sensed that coupling narrative with music could create a powerful

psychological tool for self-reflection and discovery. As a musician, it seemed a




* natural extensron to support and 1ntens1fy the moods and spaces that the poetry
created w1th what I called soundscapes mus1cal vistas that were spe(nﬁcally
wntte_n to inform the listener of subtleties that I strugg]ed to convey through
poetry. | | .

Through this 1nteractive symb1051s of sound and wrltten word, I had a
powerful comp051te art form in Wthl’l each form enhanced and 1nformed the other
Mov1ng into writlng poetry and prose allowed me access to an art form that is
potentially less abstract than 1nstrumental music. Th1s couphng of words and
music freed me' to process, focus,_and articulate speciﬁc issues through narrative,
while simultaneo:uSIy. enabling me to.miusically'portray the essential mo'o'ds and
feelings that imbued the_v issues. | | |

Unlike writing lyrics, which often get into :areas of compromise with the
music,_ the narrative forms enabled meto say what neededv._t'o. be said. And, unlike
the beat poets of the 1950’5 who rapped their poetry while jaiz muSiCians :
generated cool 1ntellectual sonic backgrounds thls music with its composmonal
approach seemed more effective and specific at supporting the ldeas tabled by the
wr1t1ng.» |

Dr. Peter Gouzouasis, Chair of Music Education in Curriculum Studiés had

occasionally visited Dr. Leggo’s course on Narrative Inquiry. After s_eeing my i
ar_chetype project and hearing some of my soundscapes, he recognized that I was |
unwittingly developing a‘ homespun methodology that paralleled the‘ theorizing of a

- new arts-based methodology named»a/ r/tography. His unqualiﬁed support of- my |

risk-taking adventures into this composite artistic form, combined'with his friendly

10




hudging to havé me furthér ihvestigate thé questions that Wefe generatéd' th-rough .
. the .projec':t of the archetypes,. convinced me to contihue thié line of inqu.iry. ,

| Indeed, as Dr. Gouzouasis described and d'e'tai]ed. a/ r/tography at our
“weekly meetings aftér class, I felt as if I wds a naive a/r/tographer who had
stumbled upon a pro‘ce}ss that paralleléd thé formal wdi‘k and th:eori‘zing that Had
been go_ihg on in a/r/tography. A/r/ t.og»'raphy, as it was being theérized (by Rita
Irwin, Kit Gréuér., Carl Leggo and Peter Gbuzouasis), ééemed like a natural
methodological fit for fny research aé it éddréssed the gép in my analysis in light of
Who I am and what I know. It begéfl tounféld who I was. - |

Afr/ togr‘aphy_ erhbraces numerous ‘narr'ative techniques, including

autoefhnOgraphy, autobiography, poetry, ahdcreati_ve noﬁ-ﬁct_ion' Which it
- combines V\’lth other artistic genrés. Iﬁitjally,'l 1001<ed at thé nieth‘odology of
autoethnogréphy as a means to expr_ess-.blblrg_eorvling narrative aspecté of my

research.

. Autoefhnoglféphy
A Partial Solution |
The autoethnogfaphic movemeﬁf émbraces a n.umvb.er of Qalues that
.resbnate with my concern of the retrieval, reassessmeﬂt, and forrhaiizihg of
knowledge. This modern methodology, like many sdciaﬂ sciences that have beenb
“theorized ihrough the tenets of post-modernism, openly admits that pure '.
- objectivity (i.ey.,knowl_edge without contextual framing) is hot truly‘ possible.‘
Fufther, autoethnography embraces the notion that resez{rchefs can pafticipate

and turn the .p_roces.s of ethnographic inquiry inward on themselves.
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Autoethnography is a_-natural,' post-modernist extension of its ethnographic
roots. Initially, ethnogra‘phers' as framed within quantitative research: _ |
' methodologies represented themselves as 1nv151ble observers who d1hgently and
systematlcally observed and recorded soc1al life and mteraction Through aseries |
of multi—layered events, not the least of which belng the rise of post-modernlst
thlnking and qualitative research, ethnographers began to questlon the modermst
assumptions of obJect1v1ty

| “This wave of theorizing sparked the development of a host of alternative

methodologies that attempted to_address the problems associatedeith objectivity.
As a result, attempts at obJect1v1ty in the soc1al sciences became tempered by the
| notions of reﬂex1v1ty and social constructlons of reallty (Galtan 2000). Ever-
’ burgeonlng numbers of the academic com_mumty argued that the observer’s specral |
vantagelpoint within 'research offered -a unique access point to previously |
untapped knowledge that was informed by the observer's participatiOn and_ :
experiences mth and within the area/ peoplie that were being -research.ed. The
proximity and the interactions of the observer Wi_th the ‘Obse_rved became 'valued
and necessary avenues for the researcher to explore. As Gaitan, (éooo) states, “Not
only does closeness not have to result in ‘bi_as’ (an expression .derived from the .
belief that subject and object need to be kept separate), but it may foster a
' privileged point of view (an ‘insider's’ perspectiVe) that can be'o_ffer‘ed to the reader'
so that deeper understanding in conveyed.” ( 2000, p. 1)

The work of Ellis (1998) has taken the level of i 1ntimacy and reﬂex1v1ty toa
new level as she '
seeks to develop an ethnography that includes researchers’ vulnerable

selves, emotions, bodies, and spirits; produces evocative stories that create
the effect of reality; celebrates concrete experience and intimate detail;
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examines how human experience is endowed with meaning; is concerned
with moral, ethical, and political consequences; encourages compassion and
‘empathy; helps us know how to live and cope;....in short, to extend -
ethnography to 1nclude the heart, the autobiographical, and the artistic text

(1998, p. 669.) _ | | |

Although the con_ceptual tenets of ailtoethnography appealed to me,-I ' |
- needed a methodol‘og.ythat could incorporate' and valne an interdiseiplinary artistic _
venture as I wanted to use an autoethno'graphie na-rratiVe style_ w1th music. Thus, I -.
eoneluded that aUtoethnography was a partial solution as it offered the intimaey .
~ and Candor that 1 needed, but with a co’ntinuedsearch for a methodology that

would use multi-tiered artistic expression to inform.

_ A/r/tography o
A path to make sense of multi- storzed archetypes and multi- layered avenues of

artistic expresszon

The broader methodOIogy of a/r/tography seemed a wiser choice to frame
" and focus my research, as it is living inquiry that celebrates many forms and
collages of artistic express1on as a means of eplstemologlcal process (Irwin 2005)
Furthermore a/ r/tography isa process/ methodology that addresses the unlque
needs of artists who are also researchers, as well as being teachers— (hence the
Styliz'ed a/r/tinthe name a/ r/tography). A]though a/ r/tography was 'originally :

" intended to assist visual artists in authenticating their art as part of their research,
.its‘ methodological proeess is being used for an ever-expanding list of diverse art |

forms, including literary, musical, and performative arts. .
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A/ r/tographers refer t.o six esSential concepts through which the
a/r/tographic methodology is 4fran1ed and eitpress’e,d or rendered. -These_si)t .
'essential rende_ringsf or “active methodological agents” (IrWi-n 2005j include_
the concepts of contiguity, liuing inquiryl, openings, metaphor/ metonymy,
reverberations and excess” which can be “enacted and presented/performed
when a relational aesthetic inquiry approach is envisioned as embodied -
understandings and exchanges between art and text, and between and :

“among the broadly conceived identities of artist/ researcher/teacher 3
(Springgay, S., Irwin, R.L., Wilson Kind, S. 2005.)

Thus, the a/ r/tographlc 1nqu1ry is defined by its posmoning of the text in the
research For a/ r/tographers the supporting text is not separate from the art. Irwin
deﬁned the concept of contlgulty as the act of doubhng art and graphy |
“Visual/ performative and textual processes and products are not separate and
-distinct but are in contiguous interaction which disrupt taken for granted‘
cat_egori_zations of knowledge production” (Irwin, 2065). Artistic renderi_ngs work
with and through text in a dynamic_;i integrated,‘ processional dance of revelation
~and reﬂection. A/ r/tographers are.fascinate_d"\)vith interstitial spaces that include
areas that exist at the boundaries of their various roles as artists, researchers, and
teachers, their pedagogies and their audiences (Springgay, S.,_Irwih,R.L.Q Wilson
Kind, S. 2005). The notlon of boundarles the blurrlng of boundarles and the |
shlftlng of boundaries is an area of intense scrutlny Sprlnggay s (2004) research :
has led her to define these various bounded roles/ identities asv“fragments, (that |
are) ]eaky,,abje'ct,v shifting, and unstable” (Springgay in Irwin, de Cosson, 2004, p.
 60). For Springgay, “it isnota blurring of boundaries that I bring,to my art— _

making, research, and teaching, but rather a boundary shift, one that is situated in
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the Seam, wheré multiple images, iden‘titieé, aﬁd ways of kno_wihg collide and are 1n
k tenéibn with each other” (éOQ4, p.60). |
~ The focus on the roles and the-interplay bet‘wee'n.,t_he.se roles weighs hea\}i]y
-on the direction(s) of the éndéavor. Springgay (é004) believes that this focﬁé “L
. becomes an onto]o'giéal complexity Where the'questioﬂs asked-are ones of beihg: _
Who do you‘thi.nk you are? How do you know? wa do__ we pérfor’fn in relation to

these shifting boundaries?” (p. 61). -

. ~ The Inevitability of the Ontologica1 Dahce

The first step in any original, mature, artistic endeavor is to know yourself -

SprihggayBS fundamental ontologicaliy Bofnt_juestiohs rest at the core of any
eﬁdeaVOr ,i_rito’ the arts or thrdligh ‘a/ r/ tographic-procesé. Sirﬁply put, as artists and
human’s, Wé fnust knéw ourselves in order to know. iVexing questioné surround the
issue of how we inforrh _oufselves of o‘_u'rs_elyes.v Oftén, this process of self-realizatiqn
" manifests through a_complex un/raveling of feali_zations, epiphanies and regrets.
Our éwn immaturities and self—deceptions as well as external forcés, act as
gOVernors fo the rate at which we unfold. Dé Cbss‘dn(zoog)_»rerr‘linds of the the
Pinar and Grumet quotation: “We must 1ay in waiting for o‘u'rs.elves.vThroughout
our lives. Abandoning the pretense that We know” (Pinar & Grumet, 1976, p. vii-i).

There caﬁ be, however, huances to the prerequisites and conditions that must be
exémined before we, aé a/ r/tographérs proceed in a conscious effort at answéring

or unfolding these ontological mysteries.
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For one, we must see or intuitively' sense the vimpOrtance of introspection. If
no value or senseof gain is perceived, it is unlikely there will be'any‘ genuine -
'progress o |

And even if we sense the relevance of these sorts of quest1ons/ riddles we
must have the courage to know. What will happen 1f we are uncomfortable or .
disgraced with what we ﬁnd'? What 1f the truthfulness of our unfoldlng rlps at the
very fabrlc of who we thought we were'? It is hard to turn back Carolyn Ellis (1999)
writes that revelatory exploratlon | |
generates a lot of fears and self_-doubts and emotional pain‘. Just when you
think you can’t stand the pain anymore, well that’s when the real work has
only begun. Then there’s the vulnerability of revealing yourself, not being
able to take back what you’ve written of having any control over how readers
interpret it. It’s hard not to feel your life is being critiqued as well as your
work It can be humiliating (p. 671)

With all of these potentlal pltfalls we, as a/r/ tographers must belleve that
the unfoldlng of our true selves is indeed the correct path or at least the process
will eventually move toward some balance or new knowledge

| Also we must belleve we are worthy enough to risk learning the truth As.
well as sens1ng value and hav1ng the courage to honestly proceed we must value -
ourselves. That is, we must believe, for wha_tever reasons, that our stories, beliefs;
accumulated experiences, and'acts of artistic expression,-warra.nt‘ the-public ‘act of
unraveling and exposure.' | |

As well as these h_urdles, the enormity of the task can be daunting; There are
many aspects of “self” to know. There are the deep chasms that can only be mined

~ through artistic process but there are, of course, other “selves” within our
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mu]tidimehsional personalities. In fact, my clay figurine archetypes were an
~'unconscious outpouring of the very issue of our many sides/ways/values of being.
My categorizing' of these ways of being is, from one perspective, very

- artificial. But what intrigued me was the ways in which the archetypes overlapped
and informed the a"etiqns of the others. Gouzouasis (2007) addresses the following
question:

Thus, one may consider that the synthetic, split binaries of teacher-artist,
teacher-researcher, researcher-artist dissolve into a relational, inclusive:
perspective of an understandlng of theartist/ researcher/teacher

metaphorically defined by the Escher ink sketch, “Drawing Hands.” Thus,

each aspect of artist/ researcher/teaeher simultaneously nurtures the other—

- creating and being created in an ongoing process of living i 1nqu1ry

~ (p. 226).

Thus, the shifting and blurring of boundaries and the continuous circular ‘
loop of per_sorlal reflection, realization, and revision in a public forum are critical
elements to this artistic methodological process. But as I alluded to earlier, the
nuances of this process generate for me another connotation of the notion of
- boundaries. When I am 1ooking at beundaries, I am not only looking at boundaries
that lie with-in' my own mUlti-layered persona, but I have had to look at my own
conceptual framlng The 11m1ts or boundaries of my personahty needed to be

broken in order to generate an or1g1na1 artistic mlndset -one in which the tenacious

grip of cultural norms and values could be reviewed, and, potentially'abandoned.'
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" Reflections in the Infinite Now

Increasing the Frequency ofArational T ranscendence Through Ritual ‘

The not1on of 11v1ng 1nqu1ryl1s a cr1t1cal premlse in the methodology of

a/ r/tography A/ r/tography is, by its very’ nature a holistic endeavor that
synthes1zes not only the multldl_rnensmnal llves of art1sts who are researchers_ and
teachers but it creates a rnarriage between artistic praxis and theOriZing. This
- 'process of living inquiry is often catalyzed by the notion of ritualized‘ praCtice.
A/ r/tographer Barbara Bickel has llnked the concept of aratlonallsm w1th
a/ r/tographlc r1tual She argues that the context of arat1onal1sm can be manlfested
through the use_of r1tual. “Ritual essentlally includes an arat1onal sacred practlce of
_trans-e'goic respect/ awareness/openness to the creative interaction_ :of physical; , |
emOtional, intellectual and spiritual 'reallties within nature culture and self for A
“the purpose of transformation (Blckel 2005, p 7). Like Blckel I value ritualized
' v151tatlons to the site of the aratlonal to allow the unknown to surface through me
and through. my art making.

| Playing guitar has always been a transcendent pr_ocess for me—bank entrance
point to the site of the arational. But When I started the plraICtic‘e of meditation in |
1979, I was surprised and delighted to find that it took me to the same arat1onal
space as my gu1tar Prior to this, I had been qu1te dependent on the gu1tar to enter
th1s zone of creativity that is both 1nv1gorat1ng and grounding. My medltatrve
‘pract1ce which is connected to the Vedic trad1t10ns of India, is steeped in hlstory

and tradition and s, by deﬁnltlon, ritualistic. Soon after learning to meditate, I tied
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it into fny-musié. I developed a ritual of alWays meditatiﬁg- Béfore practicing and
'espééially béfore a musicai pefformance. |
It is extremely difficult to icientify what this ritué_l gives me and my artistic |
: en‘d'eavors,_b_ut, af the ]east, it produces a clear space in my mind so thét it beéomes )
unencumbefed by the noisy internal converéations that rage through all of us; I
question. whethér the arational process needé'to ble,vor 1even 'ca“n b‘e, explained. It
_ may‘ not be pdséiblé to satisfactorily theor_iie-the arational process through thé |
dualistic lens Qf westerﬁ academic thQUght.. Pryer (2002), Bai (2001) and Synott
(i993) ha§e argued that the cultivafibn of Wﬁestern thought and légos has generatéd '
a ékeWed, disembodi_ed., and fractal seﬁse Qf knowledge and knowiédge acquisiti'oh.
Bai (2001) fefers to a loss of groundin»g of ideas to our séﬁéeé to a point of “semi-
cons_ciousneés or even unconscioﬁSness’f (p. 89). |
‘ In.'r'ny' experience, artistic endeavbf is so satisfying because it fnends this

tyranny of artificial contexts of coping. Artistic endeavor is healing and self-

~ revelatory. My own recent exploratibhs and renderings of revelation and reflection

- can be loosely .gro_'up'ed by the foHoWing_questionS:

Where do I come from?
What .do I encountei"é |
What do I create (in the classroom, the 'écademy, andbfor m'y'se].f?). |
These questions be¢ame ap‘pﬁrént aftér I had spént many hours returning to
' intuitive,'érational spéées, in an atter.np"c to reclaim my own, authentic voicé
through ritualized artistic endeavof and a/ r/tographic processes.
Section II of fchis paper chronicles the reclamation 61‘ voiée throtgh artistic

renderings. -
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The Poet and the Piper

The process of reclalmlng my voice was aided by a formal collaboratlve
a/ r/ tographlc project with Dr Carl Leggo Upon hearlng some of my a/ r/tographlc
renderlngs of amalgams of poetry and music, Carl 1nqu1red if I would be 1nterested ,
in composmg some music for his poetry Immedlately, I Jumped at the opportunlty
to work with this 1nternationally renowned poet and scholar of language and
literacy. |
Having ag_reed to the project, I was initially overwhelmed with.conﬂicting
emotions of happiness and anxiety. Clearly, it was a ‘gre'at hononr to have a chance | .
- towrite music forthis poet. I had thoroughly_ enjoyed»and had been moved by all of v. ‘
| Carl’s poetic performances throughout his cl,asses. I admired.both the poetry an_d
Carl’s wonderful delivery_ of his works. In theseepisodes of performance Poetry’ :
Carl could lift the.words off the page and br‘eathe a new dynamic o_f energy and -
meaning into the works Carl made the poetry Vibrate with life and poignancy
And so, I was excited at the poss1b111ty of addlng another dlmensmn to the
presentation of his poems. T was, however anxious about how Carl would react to
my artistic response to his poetry. What if I didn’t understand what he was saying?
What if 'my music emphasized or took the poetry on an inappropriate tangent? And' |
so in entering into this oollaboration, I established an understanding with Carl that
he was nnder no obligation to embrace any of my musical offerings.
- Asit turned out, Carl had absolute faith in.my ability. He never tried to

- explain the point(s) of his poetry. He did not really hint at any direction that I
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should take with the music. He did, however, answer some questions that I had
'about them, but he essentrally let the poems and his delivery explain themselves to
me. | “

And so; our process was extremely straightforward. Carl made a few yisits to
i my home studio and ‘simply performed the poems I recorded a couple takes until
Carl felt happy with hls performance From the process I reahzed Carl had certain ,.
rhythms lmphed in’ some of his various poems To assist in my part, Carl agreed to -
have a metronome chcklng softly in his headphones Tt Was my hope that the
chckmg would support his own mternal rhythms and thereby help wuh the ﬂow of |
the music. |

. We ended up recordiug seven poems. After numerous listenings to Cari’s

‘performance's, I followed my intuit'ive process to vgeherate sounds appropriate to
my underSta‘nding.. The initial ideas weut .quickl‘y but recording these ideas was -
more labor-iuteusiVe as I tracked myself agairi and again to create some of the
_ musical montages._ It took about 15o odd Hours over a three—Weekperiod iu A_uguSt
. 2005. | : |

To my joy and rehef Carl seemed dehghted w1th the results Both Carl and
his wife, Lana, felt that I had successfu]ly captured the spirit of his poetry These

rendermgs are mcluded on the CD with the working tltle The Poet and the Piper.
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Sectlon 11

A/ r/tographlc Rendermgs

1. Wheredo I come from/to?
Driving with No Hands

Preamble

Drwlng with no hands is about the time. When You Are Young and on the
Path. It is a time when you don’t know a lot about life, but you know when it feels
right. Recently I had a marvelous experlence that once again reminded me of the
feelings that I had so long ago. This unconscious and unsolicited reflection turned
out to be-a gift, as the return to the “past I” in all its sensory glory helped me
reclaim an important part of my personal story that I had dismissed as a sort of

mzstake/regret
Driving with No Hands

You could never tell _
* From these old mismatched clothes,
Worn out sneakers, tired Dockers that
There had ever been the presence of cool -

You would probably never think that
~ The meéandering rivers of my facial lines
Formed not from stress but rather from
Years of grinning from ear to ear
And my large temple vein grew forth
To support the hyper-blood flow that
* Accompanies only the purest of pleasures,
The pleasure that tells you, “You are on the path”

I tell you of this because of
A change in the wind that (somehow)
~ Catalyzed a breath-taking flash
Where my past pushed forward to dance -
With the eternal now

For as I drove home today,
Deep in the grid and lockof 9 to 5
- -Eating the fumes and cursing buffoons
In a panic to get off the tar
For domestic abyss in my little house in the sub.

22




With its 70’s big engine time warp and
Neighbors who are white-right of Arnold,
I was amazed to see the sun burst through :
- The heavens and bless all the prisoners
Of the commute

And for some reason on thzs special day
- The sun connected with me so strongly
That I longed to pull out a chain saw
- And cut off the entire roof of my old hound dog car
And, like Brother Jake, when he saw the Light,
I too wanted to Jump cartwheels -
. And drive again with no hands
For it gave me a feeling that I had forgotten-
A feeling so special, so sacred, so life afﬁrmmg
That I wanted to weep at how
Empty
I i
Had
Become...

You see...

There was a time,
So long ago now
When I took a stand,,
_Carved out a place,
And freeze dried . .
The grinding merciless pedanticism
Of the ordinary '
For a chance to follow my heart
’ And feel
So alive,
So real

In this drama of “past I”
~ As a young, naive and uneducated man,
With no locus of support,
- . Started a hero’s journey
Whittling out a strategy
And pushing my willpower into overdrive
To solve the riddles ’
And become the player I dreamed of
When, as a little boy, I would pretend
Hour upon hour that I could guitar
And music make with the best of them
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“Working ever so hard
- T eventually cracked the codes -
And built up my hands".
Shaping and molding the sound
_ Of the guitar so thatitwould =~ .
Sing out sustaining stories of my deepest secrets
~ With the tones and richness i
~ Of afine old violin
So I could joinaband
And catch the road, playing -
_Endless streams of rock and roll

And the lads I played with
Formed special bonds
That were forged together
From endless adventures
. 'On this road
And like rebel gangs
We had our colors and our
~ Attitude and words that meant
Only something to us
For it was a tight team circle
Of trust and survival -
And pride in our strength
'And we were a force
To be reckoned with

_Like Blackbeard and Captain Kidd
And all their scurvy mates =
We would storm into prairie towns
And pull up to the docks
- With all guns firing
 And we’d rock and rock
-“Til we raised the roof
Just to prove we could
And after six days and nights
- We’d pull up anchor
For the next port of lights...

This carried on for years
And for me the thrill never ended
- And though there may have been
Better players than I
Certainly there was no one
Who could surpass: my passion
For the sport as night after night
I totally let go

24




And every single show was
- At once a complete revelation
. And catharsis of my squl

Ten years later
When the adventure .
- Came to its end
And I became “normal” again,
It took me years to come off
The adrenaline-it was like heroin
And for lifetimes after
I walked the streets
Like a prisoner
Of the setting sun
Craving the rush and the release
' And the recognition
And never seeming to score
Enough to appease my mind...

And it never reconciled
It just faded in time
- With the avalanche of responsibility
That follows fitting into society
- Until this moment when
In the blink of and eye
I was taken right back
To the time when I could fly
And drive with no hands.

The Fablé Of' Regret |

It came in thrbugh the open window -

At that time of early morning renewal
When the air feathering your nostrils
And whispering warmly calls
- For more engagement.
. Yet you ignore it and roll back
To Neverland although
It will not be the same
- Even though the sun
Still sleeps under silent watch -
- Of the round, observing moon.
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And lunar-beams twinkle the sheen -
On the reptile’s undulating back -
As - -
(I
- Silently
Slips
Down

From the open frame
 And pulses across the cool tiles -
 In search of the posts to your bed,
. Its unblinking eyes and split tongue
- Radar the destination with clear intention .

And some part of you knew
This was coming.
Subtle alarms were sounding
By you own primal/animal being
As an inexplicable feeling
~ Of concern.
Yet with absolute authority,
The “I” in “You” =
Has been trying to suppress
The knowledge of it there, .
Although you are painfully aware
That you will be called
To pay the piper ,
. For this conscious self-delusion
~ That eventually will collapse
. Into a labyrinth of dis/ease’
' And despair '

The cold scales brush
Against the soft hair
On the back of your neck
~ As the creature readies to bind
Stirring your adrenaline just in time .
For a twist and panic dodge
That you’ve spent a lifetime rehearsing
And sitting straight up, fully engaged,
“Your jolted wakefulness has a split second
' To realize the size of the snake '
Before it speaks:
“I’ve come to collect
And take from you
All that is due
For it is my duty
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To wrap around
And suffocate you
With your own toxins
- From misunderstandings. -

Ye's',.'I have grown large and fat
Feasting on plentiful numbers of

Profound regrets that, like rats,

Have been entering the holes -
In your soul that open
As, in your mind’s eye,
You reflect’ A
On your life and how
Very critical choices
At critical times
Has paved a road
That is not lined
With gold

Yes, I have observed that_
As you have grown older
And deeper in the seat
Of your true self

You have also cognized
That your demise is
Racing to catch you
And your own story
Is being etched in stone
For time eternal
And you are fast losing
Control of your destiny
And especially any resolution
Of your messy stories
‘Of unrealized glory - -

Yes, I am the Snake of Regret
Who lives-and thrives
On your frustration
With the finite aspect
Of your short visitation
Into this earthly vessel

And with your misunderstandings '

Of the very nature
‘Of human learning’s.
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For youI have -

- A little compassion
(As that is the fashion) as
- Your “I” could '
Have scarcely known
That, like a worker
In the field,

. You'vesown -
A deadly yearning'
For a past reversing
In outcome. .

- And the deeper the regret,
“The larger I grow
-And before you know

~ T'will tighten my grip -
Until your are unconscious
And consumed by it.”

- And the snake’s words
Rang true like the deafening bells
From hell’s hottest corners
Ringing disorientation

Across the universe -
Of my experience. _
How could I turn this around? .
- Was there something so profound
~ “That my thinking had missed
That would turn all of this-
Around in my favour?

“I am afraid, ‘dear’ snake
That there has been
A clear mistake

In identifying
Foritis not ‘T’
Whom you seek
For the ‘T’ in me
Has long abandoned

Regrets role having
Boarded up the holes
When I came to see
That regret, instead of
Harming me,
Is the way
To measure how much
I have grown over this
- Tangled and thorny path
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That we all are enslaved
To endure through our tenure
On this earth.

And so with all this regret
Certainly you can see that
That ‘T’ inmy
Own special way,

Has moved forward
And encountered infinitely
New days of understanding
And that what, as a boy,

T had originally sought to pursue
Has little to-do with whom
I am now: "

Regret then, for me,
Is an affirmation
.And a measure -

That indeed,
I have succeeded .

- In moving myself forward
And truly grown
Through the years.

And so, rather than fear, -
- I choose to feast on regret.
As the only true test
Of my growth as a human.”

The Snake did hesitate -
. And in that second of reflection
And his break in intention
I drew this new blade
- That through sheer will
My “I” had fabricated and
Swinging my sword
In my enemy’s direction
I severed the head
And from my bed
I dragged the body
And lit a fire
To cook the snake
And did music make
Feeling higher
Than I had in years. -
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The Unnatural Aet |

Preamble: .
A poem about T.V. lmmerswn in the 60 S

”  The Unnatural Act

No one knew: " .
It seemed like a Bonanza if
You loved Lucy like Jeanie like Samantha -
With Emma and 86 (just the flip of a swltch)
At the Junction of Green Acres I could never resist.

I loved their perfection, their ultra mythic feminine
Looks with doe eyes and cheek bones
Chiseled out of granite and smiles. ,
That would take you miles to a distant planet of 31ren- '
What poss:ble chance did I have, but, agaln,

- To be a man, a Paladin,
Real Rifleman wanted Dead or Alive,
A Chuck or a Steve, Clint or Gary
Tallness and silence brlmmmg with violence and fury
_ Too much too soon to define the American Male
- _ _ - ~On the black and white pages of high noon.

Or out of the West and into a Jungle ,
Or Lost in Space or the courts or the fumble -
Of family life, just Leave It To Beaver '
Captains Kirk and Kangaroo, Crunch, Hook and Cleaver.
With rabbits and mice and woodpeckers too that -
Had grown up in the Bronx, right next to the Z00..

How deep these myths did sink and formulate
My brain and assist in the construction of black and white reductionism
That drove me and a young nation of over stimulated romantics to
Rebel at the antics of a world that we really didn’t know,

. | How much did I laugh? How much do [ hate
“Tune out and on Wlth the show!
|
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IAm Guitar

Guitar is not a passing phase or phrase
Or an art/instrument that I dabble with -
It is so beyond that, it transcends anything-
That I can adequately describe except to say,

Iam gultar
It will not go away

It really doesn’t matter 1f I am good or bad
' Or if you like it or not .
Although both notions
Haunted me for far too long.

The guitar has soothed me, challenged me,
- Delighted me and grounded me.
Throughout all the many challenges
That I have endured in this sometimes
' Lumpy, sad clown :
Plane of existence. -

It has supported me through various jobs,
‘Boring routines, mind-deadening situations,
Over-work, and negative people.

It has listened to me talk through
The acceleration of
Ever-changing experiences,
Relentless challenges,

The coming and going of relationships,
And of balance within myself

Somehow it has always helped keep'me in'check, '
The magnitude of its experience,

~ Its potential and intellectual and emotional palette having now

Underpinned my whole point of view,
My entire value system.

And so the lines between “guitar” and “I” have blurred
I am guitar
Tt will not go away, 7

It will not go away...

- Iflhad enough riches to stop work,
, I 'd play guitar, medltate and be with my family/ friends
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That 1s my bottom line,

But r1ch or poor I w111 play
(Now just) a little each day
_And if the archetype of tragedy
' Rolls over me and
‘Decimates all that I have worked
. So hard for and. -
Destroys my family,
: -My core, '
“And brlngs me to my knees, blind and crlppled
In a pathetic heap of crushed humanity
I will crawl on hands and knees
- To find my guitar to cry through
And though it will not offer solution, o
It will give some solace and self-reflection because -

, I am guitar
- It will not go away

It will not go away
Until I do

I Am Starting (to Lose)

Preamble ‘
' Itend to go through experiences much Iater than most people that I know.
For example, I didn’t start teaching until I was 36 years old. I had my first child -
at the age of 45. I took my first Master’s course at the age of 50. And now at the -
age of 52, well past mid-life, I seem to be having a bit of a mid-life crisis. . o
Actually, it’s more like a mid-life ripple, but the waters are agitated, nonetheless.
This poem addresses the fact that somethlng deep is changzng forme. '

"IAm Starting (t(_) Los'e)

- Iam starting (to lose)
-~ My life now
 Just as the pieces
.- Were starting to connect.
Just as the moan of primordial realization of belng is
Running all the way up through my veins,
_ Through my head, heart, and mind.

I am star ting to lose
“ Just why I did all those thlngs
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~ Why in youth I railed and clamored so passionately
- For freedoms that were already said to be and

Why I coveted and conspired, adorned and displayed and
‘Danced to a music that sometimes only existed in my head.

I am starting to lose
All my heroes
As a tide of democratization rolls in
And levels the playing field
. Into aliquid flowing mass
~ Washing me clean and
Freeing me from the victimization of
‘ Needs to prove and
Needs to be accepted...

As I experience thzs natural wilt
I stand naked and not caring
.Disinterested and disconnected, yet
Passionately involved... -
How can this be?
Change is in the air...

I am becoming
The fool on the hill
The invisible one, the crazy man,
Talking to himself
Reveling in his own jokes
Yet, at the same time, I am hearing
New symphonies of living
And concertos.in the once cacophonous tumble
: Of confusion-
And I am preparing .
To be myself... .

And I will savour
Each-moment like a sumptuous meal served
To a starving man
And I will bite life to the bone,
. The juice running down my face
And all the time acknowledging
That I am as bad as I am good
~ AsTam good at being bad
And I will shed this skin of illusion
And punch through this cocoon.
Only to find my true self
Staring back at me.

-
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I’'ve (Em)bi‘aced‘

Preamble: :

- This poem, written after my courses, and at a moment of
honesty/epzphany, is a comprehensive reflection on all the I am/have been and as
such represents a poetic equivalent of an abstract of thzs Theszs "

I've -(Eni)bfaéed |

_ - I've (Em)braced
- Prankster, Con Man, Liar, Lover,
Husband, Father, T(h)inker(er),
- Imposter,
Preposterous
Lying in judgment!
o Yet ‘
Sometimes Not of this World
As my eyes roll backward and the jaw drops
' Mystic systemic, pathetic and regretful -
Keeper of cartoon consciousness,
- My feet blister on the hyper-heated asphalt
: Of Western reality, . :
I never learn
- Sl
- Mystified by the rarified
Miracle of hope(lessness)
Frightened child and old man I am -
~ Penis crossed with penance -
-Son of Zorro and Nosferatu,
(Anti)... Charliet, I wish I knew!
' Saint or sinner,
Certainly
Fool on the hill of the Academy of
Power, politics and lost souls,
Liminal Transgressor in the aporia of
Found and lost (again)
, I see
The oasis or just another mirage?...-

Meanwhile the Buddha of Compassion pours "
- Rivers of tears through me as I look at pictures of
My daughter
because
Sometimes I know
To look above myself
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2.

What do I encounter:

-The Master Frame

~ Preamble: - | ' : o

I find it fascinating that our childhood Iéarm’ng, expectation‘é and

‘value structures can either intensify or invalidate our life experience

in later years. This notion is examined in a poem that, on the literal level, talks

.about me building a playhouse with my daughter, Emily.

The 'Mas_tevr Ffame

Emily,
‘Who is six,
Is hard at work
Helping me build -
The frame of her playhouse
And being very keen, yet all the same =
‘Lacking real experience, we follow the plans
Very slowly and carefully, checking the lay of the land

-She passes me the wood and the siding
- And with the greatest pains, holds the beams steady for
The Master Frame as I measure and pencil and
- Pound the nails into the wallboards as well as
_ Into the story board of her myth for we talk
‘Incessantly and work co-operatively to raise a structure and
' A cohesive environment not only out of -
Wood and paper and nails but of dreams and schemes.and
Values that often prevail in my own Master Frame

For the original Master Frame that I built so long ago
* Has served me well as a room with a view where
I've witnessed both nirvana and hellish times,
Although its design has been modified to re-align for
Situations that come along and block the sun and -
Bar me from gleaning the most out of each and every day
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You see,
My own
Master Frame "
Is still a work in progress
- Anexquisite game of strategy for - :
Keepmg dry through all types of inclement weather
‘And now the time is right to take the strongest beams,
Those that have proven themselves again and again, and show them.
To Emily for consideration in the construction of her own Master Frame

And so
Thls new rising structure looks right for Emlly
~With great strength and design so that she cannot outgrow it . -
But can decorate and expose it to the scrutiny of her friends -
And in time she too will review and reflect and modify
ThlS structural system in order to keep dry

. I heard about a woman who grew up in a house of riches framed with beliefs
Of superiority only to find that a turn of events pushed her into a life of .-
Constant struggle inside a new dream with a man of modest means
And there she raised a family but was never able to return
To her original Home Frame with its Affluence and
~ Connections and as a result she divorced herself -
From her very own life for she saw her life
As a failure as she could not re-conceive
Her Master Frame to accommodate
A different context and
So she invalidated
Everything...

And now as I look with wonder and awe
At the miracle of our six-year-old daughter
~ Ishutter at the thought that we may be building
A sanctuary that could sometime in the future
Turn into a cell if we fail to construct a tale
That is wide enough to allow her to grow ‘
Yet strong enough to protect her from the elements
- As she seeks to find her place and peace in this world.
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Big Peoplé

Preamble :

I love the laye7s of meanmg that are found within language Asa kid I used
to love to listen to Mae West or later, John Lennon, as they playfully set up word
traps constructed out the foibles of the audience’s own pre- conceptzons and

-experience. :

Big People.‘ »

~ The big people I know.
Come in all shape and size
From ecto to mezzo with
Tiny waists or massive thighs
Red, white and blue,
Black, yellow and mellow
Full of fire and wire
And often times higher than you or I
With both feet on the ground -
As they jump out of bounds... - ~

- Big people eat pizza, guacamole and rice . .

Or strict protein diets from morning till night
* Pre-fab nutrients from trans-fat diners
'Or natural fresh slices of organic types

Big people drink scotch, beer, water and Pepsi
Earl Grey, with milk or glasses of sherry
And all manner of liquid cold and hot
But sometimes not

Big people liVé in spacious.reﬁnement
~ Or apartment lofts or cluttered homes .
 Sometimes all alone in
- Bars and abandoned cars while
Others live in their heads
With no bed of significance
- And no way to get home

Big people often run
Through the cracks for the borders and
Stay up all night to seize the day because
Big people have great vision -
Even if they leave their glasses at home
For they peer through a lens
. That has been ground and polished -
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- By years of episodic narratives
And reflective calls and responses
That turns outward in

And in so out

Big people know you and me
Better than most, having climbed
The mountains to reply to the host
Of unending questions that fill them up

They push for answers and
Having answered the push
They live in 3-D opportunity
To the point of filling this poem
With the present future and past atoned

Blg people cannot be bottled or
Labeled, categorized or denied -
Dismissed, re-miffed or qualified
_ Except by those who miss the boat
- As it leaves for adventure islands remote '

Oh how I lovebig people!

How O1d?

Here’s a little notion
To reflect on over your
~ Afternoon tea, on that rainy day
When the roar of the fireplace and
The dance of the flames pulls you in.

For as I walked my dog on such a day
Crazy with rain, I came across
‘A most senior gentleman who, -
‘When seeing me, broke into a fit of
: Deep resounding laughter and said,
As we both shared a drowned moment in this pathetlc state,
' “This is ridiculous weather!”
- To which
He laughed even harder, eyes sparkling,.
‘And as he passed, I wondered to myself
How old are you when you laugh?

But really,
How old are you when
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You laugh so deeply that your -
Whole body lets go
And your eyes diamond shine .
And the lines of your face turn upward

" And how old are you * ‘
When you nibble that chocolate and sip the wme
And you finally grok what :
The music has been saying all along
As it washes you clean
With tidal force waves of
Emotions and epiphany.

‘How old are you
When you lose all time at
The sunset.on the beach
With the bursting silence being
Spilled by the lap of the waters
- On the logs? '

How old are you when you finally come
And tell your lover the truth
Whatever it is to you
Or when you run until
‘You’re undone and you
- Break through your barriers to ecstasy?

. We unlock the fountain of youth
Through our choice of frames to view
All manner of living, both past and new.

The Goddess of Innovation

Preamble:
Oh, zf only I could make my muse visit more often What Jfun I could have!

The Goddess of Innovatioh.

I am making an 1nv1tat10n to
- The goddess of innovation to
Stop by for tea
A little more often
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Of course she is very busy
With her own various activities
And I know some how by saying
.I’'m needy, I'm being a little greedy -
For the miraculous inspiration:
She is offering '

And if she does arrive
It’s usually a surprise and
1 don’t always sense her presence
Just that colors seem bright
~ And the flow is totally right :
And new ideas pop forth from my essence

And as we drink our tea
All' manner of artistry
Is in turn affected.
- Why we muse about art, -
Writing, music and dance
And life itself as a canvas
Waiting to be perfected

And as I relax, I know she is right
I just get in my own way
- - For the trick is to open the door
And allow her to explore without
Blocking or controlling her stay

- And that’s easier said than done
For the mind’s rascal monkey for one
Is always talking and taking control
But the goddess needs plenty of room
To create such a tune '
That’s original and full of soul

And the monkey will pretend to
Be asleep in order to sneak a peek

At the awe-inspiring beauty of the goddess

But she can sense him through his process"
And she will fade away glowing ,

For trying to contain her in logic’s bounds

Is as hopeless as pulling vegetables out of the ground

To see how well they're growing :

But I am always thankful for =
Any visitation, no matter how short *
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And every day I do rain dances -
As an invocation to abort
~ Any drought that may occur
- From being far too busy -
To realize all the energy
And boundless fertile creativity that
‘ Comes from a quiet tea
With the goddess
~ The Hustler (a.k.a.), And What Would You Do?
Preamble:

' This light-hearted narrative deals wlth the serious issues of teachmg ethics
and power structures within an educatzonal organization :

“Come in, Michae_l.” : |
‘As‘I entered, I was surprised to find Billistanding.up—away from his desk'.. My
heartbeat doubled. 1 alWays found it harder't'o talk_to my prineipal when he was
standing, for his enormously tall frame and sheer physicality always informed the
outcome of our conversatlons Indeed, I often felt patronlzed in the sﬂence before
' the words like a little boy asklng hlS daddy for a favor ‘But here was a man who
: wﬂlfully played- hlS phys1ca] currency to the extant that I would buy in. So I braced
' myself and looked into the high noon eyes of thls surly John Wayne.

And as I looked I reflected on the fact that Bill, although he was well into his
ﬁfty’s, was still a keen rugby player, barfly, chauvinist, and stickman whose would-
be role as a cowboy of the new frontier spilled over like .a glass of home—brev‘ved '

- whiskey into his professiona] life. And of that life, Bill had moved quickly- from
‘being a P.E. teacher to an administrator and, ultimately to an assistant |
| superintendent. But due to the recent and severe cutbacks in the district, he was

| bumped as his job was collapsed. And so, like a s]eeping grizzly that had been
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disturbed, Bill grumpily- accepted the demotlon ofa pr1nc1palsh1p at our school It
was elther that or face the’ cold w1nter ofa JOb search
Today, as I entered his ofﬁce/ den, I was in crisis. Roger the head of the P.E.
department was emboldened by Bill’s appomtment to our school and thrust anew
offenswe against me in our long war about evening gym pr1v11eges Earlier that
mornlng, in a small committee meetlng that was deallng w1th the tlmetable he
hlssed that basketball games and practlces had been booked for all of December
and that there would be no room onany evenmg for a Chrlstmas concert I was too
shocked to say “But it’s only September-can’t you alter the'schedule and'give me
one nlght‘?” In reality, the power and ﬁnallty of Roger s tone and trump collapsed
any chance of negot1at10n I turned to John, our Vlce Pr1nc1pal and whlspered
~ “This i is crazy. We have to have a Christmas co,ncert!”, Ron acqulesced sﬂently wlth _
his ‘V‘I’rjn not getting involved” look and.shrugged his should_ers. | |
Now, with my visit to Bill, I was escalating the issue. As Ifwalked up to his
door, 1 mentally reviewed thepoints’VI wanted to make to Bill. I started w1th a story'
about the long tradition of Christmas concerts at our school But béfore I .had
completed the ﬁrst sentence, Bill waved a b1g paw to cut me off and another to shoo
me out; angrlly barking that he was gomg to have to make a dec1s1on and that was
that!
That was that? Obviously, J ohn'had mentioned the issue to hi_m-which was
fine as far as I was concerned. But I wanted a chance to be heard_. 1 wanted to pitch
the importance of the concert. Did he, as principal, not have to at least ‘gi\./e me a

little say in this matter?
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1 was on. pins and need.les‘for two days. Then, the deCision came thwn. I
'wouid get my concert on itsiannual date. Oddly, I was. told of this not bythe -
admirtistration team, but by a nutrasweet Roger, V{(ho cl_osed by quipping, “No hard
-feelings, eh?” Even though I had ;‘won” this battle’, ‘I fe]t drained and angry. What
~ couldI'doto rerned'y:this situation? | - |

~ And then it dawned on me. It was brﬂliant 1n its simp.li‘cityl and it gave me a

new energy Dat/vning my virtual boots and spurs, 1 “rode” into Bill’s office with an
Achilles’ hunch and a double-barreled attitude Eastwood for I knew that Bill was a 1 ’_
b1g fan of country and western music. |

“Bill, I know this may seem wild, but I noticed how rich your voice is. What
o do think about you and me performing a song together? I think it would be so great
to have you sing a song in the Chrlstmas concert. We could do a country song. In
fact, I could probably put a whole band together to back you up. Thlnk about how
posmvely the kids would react at seeing thelr pr1nc1pal singing mth a band?”

“Well, Michael, T've alWays loi/ed Johnny Cash,” he exptained. I had him.
“Bill, that’s a great ‘ideat Williamv,' in the science department is a good drummer and
J ohn wants to play 4bass. rn pull in rny brother_ 50 that we can haveblazing _ |
telecasters, and, oh yes‘,F'Charlie in drarn.a.can play'sorne great_honky—tonk .pbiano.

o Feyerishly, I worked to assemble the members of the .band.. Wehad a

rehearsal or two to lock in'to “Folsom Prison B]ues”vanti then invited Bill to attend.
-‘Fortunately, Bill sang in tune (sort of) and, more importantly sang in time. 1 had
foolishly-assumed that he could cut the gig. I made a mental note to trick future
ad-r.nini‘strator-singers into an informal a.ssess.n_ﬁent before committing to a project

- and I thanked the gods for this current round of grace.
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On the night of the Christmas concert, Bill was extremely nervous. I sensed
that he would back out.’
“Bill, why don’t you come out first as Santa, and throw out some candy while

»

Vthe baék-up band plays sOfnefhing furi.»Then, after a few “Ho-Ho’s” you can come |

_ up to the n_ﬁc and singAyour song. The kids will love it. After the ccl)ncel;t. I »cah leak

out that Santa was played by you!” | | S
(Desperately; I was trying fo ﬁgUre out a Way to incfease_ Bill’s comfbrt éé I

' knéw that the Sénta suif ar‘id béafd would pull doWn the intéﬁsity of thg | B

'performénce). Bill felt_ better. o | o

Bill’s moménlt came at the half Way mark of the seéond set. Thé teacher band

fired up an instruméntal version of “Fo]éom,” chpiefe with scorching solos. Santa
* Bill burst in throﬁgh é curtain like a Brahma buli at arodeo. He ran into thé '
bleéchefs and tosSed his candy canes to the screaming kids and cé:rne Crashing back
to sing his song. | |

" Then, it happened sorhewhe_ré in:the' secbhd vefse.‘ Bill lost hifnself t'o”th_e
fun of performance. He started digging in—blossbr_ning right béf§f§ our eyés. The
chWd, who had pfetty well ﬁgured‘out who Santa was, Wen_t wild mth approval. -
Bill, réyé]ing in this newfound power, began to impfOVise and told-me 't.o take
another solo. We rocked the house down and then he “rode” _out_of town.

Bill had an epiph‘a'ny that night. .Indeed,vthrbugh a crazy turn of events,"this
old (iog had ]earned_a new trick - the power an‘d. joy of performing. The band was
also happy with the success of the show. Consequently, we képt the band ‘togethe.:r B
and made cameos af many other concerts. We even wro;ce Bill a éarﬁéo in our

'm'usi.cal. The kids at school loved it, but more importantly, Bill absolutely loved
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.performing and quickly realized great Valﬁe in.the arts. I thi'nk_ that it ulttimat:ely :

‘ 'ove»r}took his long-time lox;e .of sports.’ | | -

- My friend, Michelle, wés a district-lével adfhinistrétdr at the time. Michelle
is a wonderful singer and keyboardist and has a soft spét for the plight of music

* teachers and fragile music programs. But she' wés appé]le_d at my actions. .

“It was efhi_cally wrong to manipulaté Bill énd the séhool ]ike -tha‘t,” she
éomplainéd. I félt u.nv"easy at the suggestion: of cbrﬁpromised integ_rit_y{ I vexplailvled to
her thét the school disfrict"s (goverﬁment induced) financial hardships politicized
éll actions. Continuing threats to my progré_fn had forced_r_ne(to cénsibderv these |
maﬁipulative actions.

| But I felt un_éasy at the suggestion of compro_mised.integrity. Ididn’tlike

doing them bAut' felt that I had little choi(_:é. _Indee'd,..I did them ‘to preserve my' .

program, for I believed then and now thaf the study of music is of great value to so

" many children ai_ld oﬁe hight’s use of the gym was reasdnable reéuest.‘

Was I wrong in niy. actions? I khdw'that Bill ‘.continued to sing, af_tef.b-he‘

- retired, and he_' also took lessons to ]earﬂthe harmo"rl-ié'a. Perhaps, in the end, Bill
was just another Studeﬁt of mine_who gréW_, aldng With my students, through the |
power of performing. Certainly, he lear_riéd What‘I ‘waht all-.my sfudents tov'l'earn,
which is a lifelong love an_d appreciation of music. |

~ In the end, I'm not sure if the pressure of sufvivél justified my response. I

-used the séme tactic for other principals after Bill,vthough I am not presenﬂy_ dping

this. This issue makes_ me reflect on the words of the Amerivcan “p}_iilosopher,b”

Theodor Geisel, who also examined the issues of authority and integrity:

45




Then.our mother came in
.And she said to us two,
“Did you have any fun? C
Tell me. What did you do?” -

~ And Sally and I did not know
' - What to say.
- Should we tell her _
The things that went on there that day?
Should we tell her about it? -
Now, what SHOULD we do?
- Well... .
What would YOU do
If your mother asked you?

(Seuss, 1957, p- 60)

The Hi-ﬁ |

My first exboSure to music happehed when I was four yéérs }(-)_lc;l.' MY‘famﬂy N
had juét moV‘ed»to Montreal after many years on the prairies. My:D‘ad Worked for
' the Firestone Rubber & Tire»_Compvénvy. In thdse days, Firestone. tire stores had a
fetail annex that dabbled .with many »Vario'u‘s.hous‘e}.loldb p-roduc‘ts»- a éoncept that
has been eX}Sanded'and successfully utilizéd in Canada by tﬁe Ca'nadi.arvl Tire |
Coi‘poration; Qne COuld find big ite_ms; like fréezers? washers ahd dryers as well aé
small House ware items like toasters and ehteﬁainrﬁent products_'like radios and
fecord piayers. There was even a smval]_ toy section. |

| My Déd, as‘r'nanager of this sto‘re,vwas' able to buy items at a.spéciél employee
“discount rate. One day, he arrived hQﬁqe with some hélp to-load inan enor_fhous
éfate. What could it Ee? We already had a TV. As it turns out, he had purchased

~ what I recall as the most advanced record player money could buy.

46




It tvas a huge, commanding piece of furniture and at thing of enorrhdus-beauty. .
'The‘“ massive rectangular cébiﬁet was made of.a stunning light exotic wot)d that had l. :
been sanded, varnished and polished to acéentuate the nttﬂti-cobred grain..My -
four-year-old brain would sink"deepv into the thfe’e-diménsiOnal hills and Valteys of
- this wood. | | |
Thé entire fro_nt of the cabinet was strewn w1th a wohdt'ous tnultijcolored o
: speéker g‘rill.ciloﬂth that had golden threads that tied tbgéther with the grain -
patterns. In the late afternoon, wheh the. sun was just be’ginning to pour into our
_ livihg room window, I would be abl._e”to _“look through” this gtill cl.othbat'é circ_lle aﬁd
o a fet:tangle that were nofmally hidden by tt]e colours in the cloth. The circle was |
| where the enormous speaker was att_ache:d. The rectangle beside it was a large port
to atll_ow bass _frequencies to emit-_t:karly_ a revolutit)nary ideé for 1957. . |
The 'topv of thé record player opened up to teVe_al its secrets. I had to stand on
my tiptoes to look inst'de. To thé left WQS the actual turntable. Betng such an
5 advanced model, it had four speed séttihgs. Along With the poi)ular 33 —rprrt fbr '
- long-playing récofds aﬁd 45-rprh. for singles, it would ;also play at 78-rpm for older . |
discs. And, it 'evetl had a 16-rpm setting. I nev’ef saw a rect)r_d fot that speed; I often
wondered if it was just there for the futuir‘e when discsﬂ might dotlble their ldng-play -
ability. | |
My father explained th}at‘the hooked device that hovéred above the platter
-was a feature that a]loWed the listener to stack many rect)rds SO that the turntable
could autométically"‘drop” and play a new disc when the fotm'er dtsc ﬁnished.

Miracle of miracles, our new record player entertained us for hours at a time.
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~On the right hand side was the control panel for the ampliﬁer.‘A' decal on the
inside read “Hi-fi” which my father explained meant “high fidelity sound. T would

) :put my hands on this area to feel the warmth from thelvacuum tubes that amplified

and shaped the tone. |

' Now, as an aside, I must tell you that my mother comes from the v111age of

Moors1de, just outside of Oldham, whlch is, in turn, Just a few mlles from_ o

Manchester England. Her tastes and her life continue to be .one of polite

conservatism and caring w1th her motto bemg everythlng 1n moderatlon

My father however is Hungarian His famlly 1mm1grated to the Canadlan
prairies in the late 1920’s after his father decided that t_he polltlcs._of their -

homeland was changing Regina proyided'a scruffy tougheXiste‘nce in the -1o3o’s R

what with the ghett01zed llv1ng of scores of eastern European families strugghng to .. o
- survive the crash of the economy as well as the bllsterlng hot drought ridden

summers and deep-freeze w1nters. ' | |

. Uncle Frank t’aught my dad the rudiments and repertoire of violi_n playing.» '

The young boy was‘also enrolled in a mandolin orchestra, where,‘for 50 _cents a-

' month,: you were loaned a mandolin and received a weekly lesson along with -
rehearsals of the large ensemble. All_through high school, my -Dad and his band -
played many styles of popular and ethnic music for all types of com‘munity |

| celebrations, weddings,'aind dances. Canada’s entry into World War 11, however,
took him far away from his yiolin. At the war’s end he, returned a changed,man who

“had married and brought his Englishibride back to Canada. After his return,'he did

not pick up the violin for forty years.
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Now, with»the purchase of the' Hi—ﬁ my Dad had an op'p-ortunity tore—yisit to
'musm of his youth On many an evenlng, when he arr1ved home from work my
Dad would load up our magmﬁcent new record player wnh wonderful recordmgs of
‘- the music of Eastern Europe. As well as playmg the wﬂd gypsy music of Hungary,
. he would play Russ1an EYPSY, Romanian gypsy. and J ew15h folk musw
I wﬂl never forget the huge, mcredlble sound that our new Hl—ﬁ could -
generate It was SImply overwhelmlng Nothlng had ever sounded so good SO loud
- and so thunderous. Its tonal poss1b111t1es seemed endless. Dad would simply crank
up the bass and it was as if the bass player himself had just entered the room'
It was this huge sound comblned w1th Dad’s choice of playlng gypsy music, |
that made me lose total control. The passionate violin playlng flooded the room
with »heavyemotion.. It seemed that every song started with a slow, heart- o
wrenching opening. This was followed by .a gentle accompaniment of moderate
~ tempo. Then, the ‘band would suddenly start to accelerate, playing faster and faster
| until the melody and the band would peak at the climax and crash to a most |
- stirring and ex_uberant ending‘. Sorrow, revolution, and triumphant resolution—_the
heroic European way! |
My emotions and body were ki_dnapped and forced to ride this sonic roller
coaster. It was as if the music could somehow charge up my whole system.'Perhaps v
- we could blame it on my genetics, but, for whateverreason, this music found its.
way to the very core of my being. It just about droye me crazy. I would slole sway |
to the mournful opening theme, b(there is always sorrow in any gypsy piece of |
: merit), and then, uncontrollably, .I would have to dance-as the tempo accelerated. 1

~ was transformed into a marionette and the music was the master puppeteer. As the-
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 band would rocket toa “Presto” tempo:‘I would be forced to run non—stop, in‘
circles through the rooms of the house This crazy puppet dance would continue
untll the trlumphant ﬁnlsh had me collapsmg into a chair breathless and sweatlng
profusely.

This eXplos’ive release of kinetic passionvwas'consistently drawn from me by
the H1 ﬁ w1th its gypsy musw Other types ‘of music never took a hold of me in the
same way, until the Beatles broke many years later

The Hi-fi stayed w1th the famlly for 30 years, falthfully spinning its: musmal
spells until my aging parents down51zed to an apartment.-Although it had long -
become obsolete:w_ith the introduction .a:nd refinement of- stereo sound, neither my
brother, nor myself wanted to let go of the magic machine. When it yvas time to
junk the machine | I removed the top from its hinges and us.ed'.it to build a baffle for
my amphﬁer In this way I like to thlnk that I have a little b1t of the maglc with me.

Curlously, my parents never, ever breathed a word to me about this
exorcism of feellngs and adrenal, w_hich contlnued, unabated for years. I, in turn,
never told .th‘,em of how.inv.oluntary the process was. I often wQIrder'if my becoming
a profésSional musician and a music teacher may be in part due to the strong sonic
voodoo' that the Hi-fi cast with every nuance of the gypsy’s< bow. | |
Lessons from the Piano

It has been six weeks now, since Emily start.ed Grade 1 and group piano
lessons. Rosemary, my wife, usually meets Emily after school. W_hat with full time,
teaching andv my course at UBC, 1 can only pick-up my daughter on Wednesdays‘.

On these nights, her mom usually stays late at work and then attends a workout or
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dance class, so it has come to paés that We‘dnesdays provide a special time to_gethef
A 'for_ﬁmily and I. ! | |
- Emily has épe]ling- aﬁd pian"o homewqu almost every night. In order to |
prdvide‘ Aa break in the rbutiné and t6 have more fun in fhe learning, I ask Enﬁly
teach r’ne..what. she 'has_ learned on th‘e Vpianov. This twist proﬁdes Emj]y an “
opportunity to &erbalize her learnihg an'd critically observe fny reaction and
undérstanding éf it.- It also allows her a chance to expérience the power of telli‘ng ‘
SOmeéne what to do, théreby breaking the monotony of following rules-something
that my 6 year old has to do most of the ‘day._» : '

B So far, I've been able to.keep uﬁ w1th the curricuhir_n provided through ‘th'e
| lessons. Emily has proved to be a good teachef, with a keen eye for technique.

“Keep all your fingers on the vkeys'—_even'you.r.t‘humb!” _Shé catches me whén_ I
slack. Shé teaches fne_about Fireman Fre(‘iva‘nd fhe Dinosaur Den. We take tufns
' playiﬁg Fand D on thé piano. Af the end Qf the leéson Wé close up our books. Our
~ next activity will be a spél]ing review ‘c;f the words o.n the Fridéy dictation. |

“Whatf do'esvthi.s. spell?” Emily Has noticed the'piano maker’s name on the
instrument. “It says Baldwin._ Baldwin is the nain_e of the co'mp'any .fchat made this |
piaho. You cou]d-think'(’)f this name as a._c.ompound wb‘rd_rﬁade 6f two smalll_er _
wofds-bé]d and win,” I answer. Emily beats me upstairs to the kit.ch‘eh table where _
. we practice our French spelling. I linger behind, cleénihg up. 7 |
Emily has just‘started to compose and write shoft sentences. She wﬂ] do-

this for fun and to geta verbal stroke from her proud fathef. .Toni.g_‘h.t she neatly
pri‘nts out a three-Word sentence for my praise énd‘deIigh;(. If even included a new

word. “Here, Dad.”  took the paper from her hand to read the words “Dad is Bald.”
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“Thank you 50 much 1 sa1d trymg to keep my face ina neutral state of reaction.
“We certamly had interesting lesson from the prano ton1ght

Em1ly smiled.

_Sunday at the Art Gallery

It’s Sunday and ourlittle house‘is filled with thesounds of younglvoicesv.'»‘:
- Emily ‘has had her friend, Tamara’., stay. for a ;‘sleep-over.,” 'l‘amara i's tall f_o:r he’r. .
seven years. Her fair skin and frecldes com.plim'e'nt her long, soft, corn silk hair,vA

placid demeanOr belies the energetic rascal underneath Tamara n:eve'r spoke for

~ the firsttwo years of her llfe she just observed But now there is no stopplng her, in

either English or French Emily would love it 1f Tamara were her sister.
The girls had stayed up late last n1ght in glddy revelry ‘Roseand I had

hoped that they would sleep in, Not a chance' By 6:40, they were already deeply at
- work in their play. I admlre how children can get to close to each other in such a
short time. My mom would describe them as being “thick as thieve_s” for it is as if | |
their lives depend on their mutual trust to pull' of their fantasy co'nStructs_. and
consp1rac1es of l1ttle girl anarchy.

I think about how long it takes me to form frlendshlps now. Mlddle aged
peo.ple are, in general, SO cautious and set. It takes an investment of time to peel off .
: the layers of protection to get to their hearts, whereas the girls immediately. “
connect. And the extended time of this visit has allowedtheir game playing-to
'spread.from the downstairs playroom to Emily’s bedroom and now to the upstairs

living room. In fact, indoor tents have been foisted next to my favorite chair.
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Lucy, our little dog, searches for a blt of sofa to curl up on. It has been
converted toa trendy apartment loft for a group of stuffed teddy bears that are
wearing sunglasses. The temptat1on for Lucy is unbearable. Small toys, like the -

- Polly pocket collectlon are within reach. Lucy loves to gnaw the feet off these little
~ dolls—to the abJect horror of Emlly, whose 1mag1nat10n has breathed life into these
styllzed polymers |

The smell of French toast and coffee pull all of us into the k1tchen Itis
mango season in lands far away and Rose has bought a Case for six dollars. We
A feaSt on mango and st_rawbe'rries before the newly found recipe for French toast.
Rose is trying to emulate a recipe that Tamara’s mom makes for h.er. Tamara asks
| for more.

After breakfast we announce our 1ntentlons to visit the art gallery w1th the
two g1rls.v The g1rls counter with their dlsappolntment that their game will have to
stop. (At this polnt, the girls are‘ ready to play the game forever and for Tainara to
g permanently move in to‘facilitate this..) They plead for the game to continue.' We

. counter by explaining the special features of what the Art Gallery marketers o
describe as Fam1ly Sunday, ‘aoncea month event where the gallery becomes a
“hands-on” experlence for its younger v1$1tors And bes1des we explam the Art
Gallery is on the way back to Tamara’s home and her parents are hopmg to see her
© again. |

Once the girls grok the reality that the visit has an ending, we all work at the

‘tedious process of cleaning up and getting into the car. The car ride is _non—descript |

as we travel to the musical musings of Charlotte Diamond.
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We find the parkade located under the old Eaton’s bulldlng The br1ght
sunshine fa1ls to overcome the cold chill of a February day in Vancouver
: Fortunately, the old law courts bulldrng, Wthl‘l now houses the art gallery i is o.nl_y. a.
few _short stepsaway | | | | ‘

The art gallery is warm and 1nv1t1ng and totally prepared for us. The first -
ﬂoor has a spe01al show on photography The old photos have been framed and
hung l1ke p1ctures | | | |

‘Some photos are :so old .and fragile that they are covered with a light- |
blocklng fabric that you lift for Vievving It is a window to therpaSt-CSA approved
time-travel. One part of the exhibit showed a serles of 19th century photos ofa
moose hunt. As we looked closer, we realized that all the p1ctures in th1s ser1es were.
o staged. Like a movie set, these early photographers had created phony backdrops_ -
to cr_eate the _illusion of being out in th_e wilds of Canada. These controlled
situations allowed the photographers to use..their bulky and slo_vv cameras vvithout
- the worrying about Changes in lighting or weather. Apparently, this series and _
others like it were used in Bri_tish magazines to i'n_form British readers of life inthe
colonies. | | | | |

An art gallery volun_teer quietly Walks up. She asks, .“Would;_the girls like to
make one?” The gallery has created a little area where each child can construct a |
srnall model of a photo shoot. The child picks a miniature backdrop and figurines
for the tiny scene. Each scene is decorated with tiny trees an.d tOols. ‘It reminds me
of the scenes‘that I used to construct asa boy with Grant Emms’ ,miniature railway.
The girls work furiously at their compositions. It has to be just rlght, for once it is

" constructed, one Polaroid snapshot will be taken as a souvenir..
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This learning/ play allows the girls to experience what went into these B
A pictnres whi]e Rose and I take. turns viewing hundreds of magniﬁcent pictures. I - |
ylove the stories that the pictures tell. There'are some wonderful portraits of various
'- characters from the Canadian past. Great portrait photos seem to spill over with
) the attitude and Values of the part1c1pants The revelatory nature of these photos
| reminds me of when as a young man I went to take a plcture ofa farm laborer in )
Morocco He stopped me before I could snap and told me that he did not wish to
| lose hlS soul to the camera. Now, many years ]ater I concur With him. Ifa |
_ photographer has the talent to wait untll the right moment, 1t does seem possihle to -'
capture more than the reflection of light of ‘an individual. I love the “truth” that I
. | ﬁnd lookmg 1nto the eyes of unmasked” snbjects

| ~In another room of photos I am’ mtrigued and dehghted to travel back to A
Amerlca in  the 1940’s and India in the late» 1gth century. The -plctures-of west coast
First Nv'atio'ns peoples from -the turn of the 20th century .niake’me run back to Rose
to tell her about some portraits of natiile women. But there is no time to show her.
Emily and Tam'ara h‘ave- both completed their miniature photo sets and an art
gallery volunteer is taking a Po]ar01d of each creatlon Each glrl watches the magic
of the instant photo as it changes from a reddish haze toa crystal clear picture ina
few minutes. Will someone look at these pictures with curiosity sometime in the
. future? | | |

Looking for more adventure, the four of us end up on thetop floor of the

gallery. This floor is devoted to the work of Emily Carr. 1 amiso pleased beca.use I
really have never taken a'good look at her work. So often, we miss some of the

finest work available, just because it is local. In a world of intense marketing, some -
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~ of us have deve]oped blinders and filters to works that are.not prornoted in certain
ways. |

As we arrive by esealator at the top‘ﬂoor, we are greeted with an oVerleed.. .
picture'of the artist in her later years. Emily Carrprojects. the essence of a'shaman
or a‘Buddh‘i.st priest. Her eyes are deep and independent'and shinning with energy
from both the present and the inﬁnite. As we enter thé»-presentationarea, these
words are written on the wall: “...enterinto the life of trees., k‘nO_W your,'rel_atio‘ns-hip, '
b’ and understand their language,;unspoken, unwritten_ talk” (Carr, 19}66_,> p 30). B
Seeing her work, you know that Ernily Carr did indeed beco'rne.pr"'ofoundly at.
~ one with the forest T was pulled into the trees and the canop1es of green. It makes

b} 43

| me reﬂect on Peter Elbow theory of voice” in hterary wr1t1ng (Elbow 1998)
Elbow believes that a wr1ter must be totally in’ and ‘of” any experlence in order to
| wr1te powerfully and conv1nc1ngly about it. I find more wrltlng on the wall. People |
) sald ‘Explain the plctures But how can one explaln splrlt'v’” (Carr, 1966, p.179)
- While these words throw_ me into yet a deeper level, I see that Rose has our Emily
and Tamara working hard in the hands-on area."I_‘heir challengeis first to find,
within'the Emily Carr works, a landscape with swirling skies;then a scen'e where -
trees that oreate a path and finally to discov_er close up and far away' views. Then
they are asked to sketch a favorite Carr landscape. This sketch is rnorphed into a |
pastel drawing that the gallery laminates. Emily and Tamara now have there own"
dinner plaee mats, ala Carr. |

| We are now running out of time. Through the pedagogical wisdom of the art
gallery, Tamara and Emily have been introduced to the wor_ld of ‘photog.raphic art

" and the sublime artistry of Emily Carr. Rose and I are both energized and inspired.
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In the car agéin, the little g}irls'r'nvun-ch quietly on goodies for the picnic that |

_ we_fén out of time for. We drép Tamara off‘and say goodbyé. Both giﬂs cry abit. It
is hard to break thé bond—two vdices 'aé_one. We 'a.ttem‘pt to make Emily feel better
by rerhinding hef that she will be seeing Tamara in two weeks for atrip to thé _

~ ballet. There is no cbnsoling her with llolgic. i_réﬂect that Emily alwéyé wreétleé with
transitiqns from one actiVity to another.’ It seems. fhat We aré always interrﬁpting -
}Vler.‘I feel corﬁpéSsibn ,for her. It is such a ‘tbughvles.soln. I think aboﬁt our -fri_ends in
Abbo'téford and their new banner that is mounted on al'd"oo'r in their hbusé. It

~simply and profoundly reads: “Learn to live; learn to love; learn to let go;” '
3. Whatdo I-creaté? '

High Wire Guitar

- Putting your foot out you feel the wire
' Before you walk on water
And though you are very high
In the stratosphere, there is no
Net and certainly no turning back,
Only turning inward as you
~ Completely relax, Ohm Mani Padme Hum,
- And unconsciously align and poise :
“Your mind, body and soul
In absolute concentration
To let out your voice from
The deepest pit of your spirit
- As only the way you can
 While the rest of the universe
Looks over your shoulders
And floats you up in a
Sea of teardrops from
The Buddha of compassion

And ih_the blistering wh_i_r]ing of the spheres
You tune into its tautness, . -
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Its frequency and thickness -
- Until there is no separation
' Through storm and still
You are..
Your extension and
If all manner of things have
Locked themselves into
. The most sacred pattern
When the sun makes love to the moon
And the tides roll backward to reveal
Ancient shipwrecks and cities
Of so long ago, yet you know
And the howl of the wolf
Becomes an aria of unspeakable beauty...
‘ Then you are ready '

On Music Class after a Sleepless Night R

Preamble
Teaching begmners band is a daunting task even at the best of times. I ﬁnd
~ that it requires enormous amounts of patience and fast thinking to makeita
success. .
In 1998, after a decade of successful teachmg, Inow encountered a new set of
challenges to my career with the arrival of a baby girl. Emily provided us with.
immeasurable happiness and fulfillment. Emily was not able, however, to sleep
through the night. She would call out loudly to us for food or attention. Friends
told us to be happy about this, knowing that the frequent calls probably meant
that Emily had a very active brain. Now I know that many Dads can sleep
through this kind of sound, but I found that every time Emily called out, my
adrenal glands would fire and my heart would race, leaving me totally awake.
After 10 months of this, both Rose and I were wrecks It started to affect my
work. My patience dwindled, as did my-energy levels. In this state of exhaustlon, I
found that the first five minutes of class, when the children are warming up, to be
the most challenging. Here is a light-hearted poem on the subject of Iosmg your
mind before the class has even started. :

On Music Class after a Sleepless nght

Lazy sounds crazy sounds,
Deep from a bed of morning sﬂence '
They bloom '
In all shapes and sizes,
- Sounds of brass, sounds electric, sounds pathet1c :
From old reeds and moldy reeds and
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Mis-reads of music with
Cases bangmg and music stands clanging
- And young voices laughing and all of this
Speaking to me through all manner of tongue until...

- The growling, howling, crashing, and clashing
Of these fragments of frequency and emotion
In this lumpy sonic mass hits
Its critical point of no return and morphs
Into one hideous multi-tendrilled entity

That continues to expand and '
Feed off black hole recesses until
It suddenly lashes out at me,
Knocking me senseless vnth
Unbearable dissonance and decibels
~ That moves to destabilize my very frame
Of calm and detached professionalism (?)

I scramble to pad my ears and
_ Grab my baton while I. _
. Call for the Force and the Gods of Reason. -
Walklng out of my office -
1 tap twice on the music stand, ralsmg my hand while. -
~ Praying that the alien in my room .
Will hear my call and sense my intention and
Will fail to detect my bluff
And that my sheer magnitude of conviction
Will dissipate this entity back to
- A bed of silence so that the seeds of
- Focus, cohesion, grace, and beauty
May take root and once again
Return us to a garden of symphony.

How Do You Determine?

- Preamble: :

This poem stems ﬁ om a meeting wzth a UBC music - professor with whom
Iwas having lunch. I recall asking him about a Master’s program. All his
responses indicated that I had asked an “illegitimate” question-one that I should
already know the answer to. As I reflect on this inciderit, I know that I learned a
lot. I learned that I would never want to speak like this to a student. On the back
of my door in my office is written “Act Neutral on the Obvious!” This is to remind

" me that, regardless of what I think of any question posed to me, I will endeavor to

- respond in a caring, supportive, and professional manner. After all it took me 15
years to return to UBC.
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How Do You Determine‘_?

How do you determine
In your position of power
If the question put to you
Is'worthy of an answer? -

That is to say,
' Assuming that the questloner is
* Coming from a space of clean intention,
How do you dlfferentlate between the 1ns1ghtfu1 and
The plodding =
"How do you (dare) do...it?

Is there some special hierarchy,
A Maslow’s list towards a peak experience question

That allows a value to be attached as an immediate precursor to the answer?

How often do you hear the phrase “Great Questlon
How is that so?
Are questions great that have no answer?
Or are they 51mply great as segues in a performance?

- ' Let me now ask
Have you been bereted after asking somethlng
That seemed totally reasonable to ask?

I have. .

“Well, obviously, you would do this,
He bellowed, his tone and body Enghsh
Dripping with dismissive scorn. ’

A=B; B=C; therefore, A=C

Isn’t it intriguing how the word -
“Obviously” cues the questioner
- That the question is dumb and therefore,
The questioner must “obviously” be dumb.

And of course, this poorly constructed question
And its crushing response leads meto
Many more silly questlons about the responder, like:
Where in his experience did he adapt this response?
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Learned or invented, I ask?
Did his mother or father treat him like thls'?
Or is'it a way for him
To fend off his concerns about
His own insecurities in general,
-Or perhaps to vent his own specific anger
That was generated
From allowing himself to be in a position
Where he had to dance w1th fools such as me'P '

Certamly, I felt stupid for askmg because
I had foolishly assumed...
. That he was wiser than that

This Day in the Life

Preamble: : S .

One of my continuing goals in thzs course is to learn how to address
educational issues through a relaxed, yet informative narrative style that honors
the importance of context in understanding of human issues. “This Day in the

- Life” reveals of a lot of my own values and philosophy on the art and science of

' teachlng The reflections and ruminations are strung together through the

“scaffolding” of a typical day. The introduction gives the reader a general feelmg
of the start of a typical day. The middle of the narrative can be thought of as a

reflection of past challenges of the profession. The final portion of the narrative
moves into a reflection on the process of mentorlng

' It’s"t_he green—lalaeled key that opens this door. I had to resort to colour :
coding as every area has its own key. As I enter the pitch’-bl’ack roorn, I tune into its
character. It feels airy, ambient and a l'it'tlje_ cool this'-.morning in p:ar'ticniar.. I arn :
always struck by its eerie magnitude. .

In the intense blaekness, I edge"toward the first step. There are 21 steps
downwards into this chasm,. Once | ﬁnd' the first step, I conﬁden_ﬂy desCend into

the pitch, listening to the room echo back my soft steps as if it were gently '

complaining about being stirred S0 early in the morning.




Most of these morningsin the winter, I sleepwalk .dow_n_ the stairs and
"through this cavernous black h‘ole as I always have for the last 19 years. It is just - |
another routine that:rny subconscious leads me through; I even_ once took Emily
-through this rOute. She was _not impressed. | |

But on the odd bm_or’ning,'when Iam with _r_nyse]f,vI marvel at my own
fearlessness/ foolishness at shufﬂing blindly down these bannisterless open Stairs. -
whose palnted concrete is equally as unforglvmg toa fa]l as the invisible hard wood
bleachers that nelghbor the stairs.

A Tstill have to count the steps though,-as the drop_frorn the 21vstl step to .the _ .'
ﬂoor is 'ahnost twice the size- something that we would naturally adjust to when we
‘have sight references. - | |

~ Once on the ﬂoor,‘ I leave the enormous unlrt gym to return to its early -
morning »s1ee'p. Soon it will be teeming mth .an army of basketball J ones and its air
-~ will be 'd‘isp]aced' with wfo]leys of .rubber balls that are airned at its baskets. I exist by |
K side door, and am once again outsivde | | | |

After a few steps, I enter another smaller, dark edlﬁce This room, my
classroom has a few northern facmg wmdows that allow in the pre -dawn sky so
nav1gat1ng it is much easier. Without turmng on the hghts 1 unlock my ofﬁce take
off my coat and shoes and prop up my posture on the smal] sofa by my desk. Om -

. Mani Padme Hum. |
This office is atin.y windowed room on the southeast corner of the rnusic-

portable. The pre-dawn light is so poor that I can hardly dlscern the contents of

the many framed photos that festoon the four wa]ls Plctures of my Rose and Emlly

hang next to pictures of my guitar collection and pictures of former students, band
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trips and mu'sical productions They all feed the 'room energy'an‘d attitude. Each
- one tells a story in my hfe Of course, there is the obhgatory computer on my large
‘oak desk Next to it are p11es of mlscellaneous papers to be read and tended to. It is
messy. In my nineteen years as a music teacher, I have never had even one day _
where I left the building feeling' that'-I had answered all the Various mati and -was
ful]y prepped for the next day After so many hours I Just leave I hate thls level of
»'medlocrlty, but I am more fearful of losmg my hfe to this ]Ob
| I know that teachlng is one of the greatest and most 1mportant JObS one |
could do. But through the lens of a more cynlcal context I've watched career
teachers pour their soul 1nto this learnmg commumty, only to ﬁnd themselves as
strangers to the bulldmg and its inhabitants w1th1n a Very few years of retlrement R
' The system gobbles them up, squeezmg out the Julces of their 1nsp1ratlon and
compassmn and’ then splts them out and turns away Havmg glven too much to
~ their jobs, these people have not structured a hfe out51de these halls of learnmg
They usually ]eave under stramed mrcumstances and they functlon hke the undead'
of the system Their time had come but they re51st the call They seem condemned
toa tw1hght zone of memories of teaching past and uncomfortable visits back to -
the school.
| Of course, there are many teachers who have completely rewarding'careers.-
. and move on to the next adventure with grace and case and 'humour._ But it is the - |
odd few that leave klcklng and screaming that haunt my psyche.
| On a good day, the 50- -kilometer drlve to work takes about 50 mmutes It s a

hard drlve and often T'am witness to a lot of i impatience and frustratlon as -
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thousands of cars on my route -squeeze through a}bridge‘ and a tiny corridor to-
'le’e to work. | v | o
B purposefully arrive_at_ worl< before "7:‘30 am. This gives me time to unwind
-from the commute prior to opening the room at 8:00 a_m. In the darkness, 1 sit on '
- my office couch and meditate. Transcendental Meditation, or TM, is the style that I
practise.'For almOst 20 years, I faithfully meditated twice a day. When Emily was -
born in 1998,jl had to put my meditating on hold. In '2003, I was able‘vto squeeze in
one meditatlon a day and I've been pretty well stuck at that amount.
I have always received tremendous beneﬁt from this Eastern disc1plme In
| fact, I was shocked at how much TM had mcreased my well-being, my creat1v1ty
‘and my ability to concentrate. In fact, soon after I started meditating, I became
evangehstlc and told all my friends that they had to try it. To my chagrln none of
my frlends found much value in the practice and all 'stopped.
I don’t know why 1 get so much out of TM but after the failure of my friends,
1 hardly ever tell people about it. ]ust do After 20 mmutes of the practise I ve left
- the drive totally behmd | |
Between 8 00 and 8: 30, I turn on the llghts unlock the doors and brew
~ some strong coffee. Students are 1nv1ted to come in for extra help at this time.

'Extra help sessions are special for the professional” me as they are 'a time when I

~ canreally dlg in and work one on one wnhout the’ pressure of the class dynamlcs It

is a time where I can really support and make a difference. It is also-a time when I
can increase my rapport and understanding of a student.
Today, Mark, a gr’a_de 7 beginner from a nearby feeder school, has booked in

for the help session. It is not the first session. We have been m_eeting quite
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 regularly as Mark is really stru'ggling. I have learne'd through -the.years that» :
ch1ldren of the same age can w11dly vary in their development Mark is 12 years old,
‘but really he s Just a 11ttle boy, who is trylng hard to stay a little boy. In his regular
class he is almost always off—task soc1ahzmg, makmg funny faces and pretendmg»tov
play h1s bass guitar. Now he is serlously behlnd the rest of the class |

He has reluctantly agreed to accept some help HlS mother brought hlm to
the ﬁrst session. He was not happy. 1 watched the dynamlc between the-mother
and the child.v I sensed that the child is Very powerful within. that dyna.rnic‘. |

Today is'his fourth visit. When Ido get him focused I ﬁnd that he can learn
the material as: well as any one. We make some progress and he leaves happy I
worry about next year. How will he handle the rlgors of h1gh school hfe"

_ When I help these students, I abandon any expectatlons on how the learning | o |
should progr_ess. For example, I will co.ntinue to slow d0wn my-rate of teaching, |
.eyen to painfully slow leyels and small steps. if it is required. I.willie'n'dlessly repeat _ |
processes and re- frame them until the concept or technlque is absorbed The
student s own ab111ty and needs determlne the rate of learning and the amount of -
learmng No Judgment is passed on the student. I try to be calm, easy and upbeat.
Any “one on one” work with a student always changes the dynamlcs of our.
relationship. It invariably improves it. On many levels, my early morning help -
se_ssion is the most fruitful time of the day.. |

At 8: 25, the warnmg bell sounds. I quickly run to the washroom as the
coffee won t let me carry on until 9: 47- We have one hour and seventeen minute

classes. To me, this length of class is too much for grade 8andog students. My_
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* frustration with this issue gives me cause to reflect on some of the internal B

' 'proceSses of the teaching profession ‘

The 1ntersect10n of pohtlcs with the educatlon of chlldren was somethlng

that I was not prepared for as'a novice teacher The educatlonal slogan of our

prov1n01a1 government: ‘Students come ﬁrst, evokes mixed responses within me.

One‘of the educational truisms that I have developed is that scarcity evokes'

Dollncal acthtu When I entered the profess1on in the late 1980’s, I found that the

various departments in the school were broken into separate camps and each

~aggressively sought favor with the admmlstratlon in order to garner monies to run

their under-funded programs. With this increased politicism, I noticed a

proportionate decrease in ethical action.

The timetable issue was driven primarily by through the needs of the science

department. We had been Tunning 5/55-minute blocks a day. The school at this -

~ time w’as number 1 in the province-as determined by the conservative think-tank—

- the “Fraser Institute report.” One would have to determine that, by the measure of

the Fraser Inst'i‘tute ‘we were doli.ng well as a school. The Lab teachers wanted more
tlme to clean up after labs. The1r department head had the ear of a lot of people

and successfully spearheaded the commlttee for change I am sure it has been good. N
for the lab sessions, but I fee] that the result has been devastatmg for:the 13and 14

year olds at our school. My- sense is that it is just too long for the grade 8’s and 9’s

‘to.sit and focus Chlldren need to move. At least, in the old system the kids rose up

and moved to their next class every 55 minutes. Furthermore these long classes

: have moved lunch tlmes to 12.53! This makes third block classes unfocussed and

unruly, as people are much too hungry to be productive. .
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Besideslpeer politics I have encounteredand worked through - |
-administrative politics and school board pohtlcs In my first years of teaching,
' actlve]y engaged in rapport building act1v1t1es w1th my admlmstrators I'soon - |
learned that many admlnlstrators had come from PE backgrounds..I feared that in
a ﬁnanc1al squeeze admmlstrators mlght cut programs that they were unfamlhar
\Nlth In order to increase their understandlng of the Value of the arts, I would form
after- school rock bands with the admlnistratlon The pr1nc1pa1 and vice- prmmpals :
would sing or play Wlth me. Inev1tab1y, we would perform for laughs at school
dlstrlct functlons I found this strategy to be very effective in ralslng the perceived
value of the arts. | o .
Rick Myers, one'of my sponsor teachers when I was astudent teaeher, ‘

o "alway_s said that if YOu want to get access to p_ower, (money), befriend the PAC Rick
ciearly‘understood the relationship between the parents and the principals. I have
not asked for mueh fromiour PAC, but whe_n 1 did, I learned the'.\Ar_.is'dom in_Ric_k’s
statement - |

In fact a woman on the PAC noticed that I had not been asklng for any :
money Myra told me that it was time for my department to get some ﬁnanc1a1
support. She asked what I had dreamt about haying- in my band room. I told her :
that I would love to get a small recording studio; as I believed that making a
’ re_cording of the students would generate much'learning for my classes. Within two
months, I had a fully equipped 16 Digital recording system, eor_nplete with -
microphones, cables and proeessing equipment. The PAC had'put a major 'pOrtion

of their fund-raising money into the project. -
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This was an i_ncredible ‘win for thevmusic department, but I found the next |
'part of the story much more eurious. I needed a small sound booth to'_house the -
new recording system..My PAC friend told me that Supe_rintendent would have
- - Facilities construet the booth. I warned her thatit might be difficult for me to get
.‘ the board to finance this Myra however, di‘d'not see this as a problem rShesimply 'v
went to the board office and told the Superlntendent to bullt it, as the PAC had -
already 1nvested SO much money in the purchase of the equipment. |
Periodically, Myra would phone me to ask how the construction was going.
If it were not up to her satisfaction, she would march down to the board office and
' give the Supermtendent a hard time. As the process was nearing an end, I got. .
~ another call from Myra."‘Is it finished yet?” she inquired. ‘.‘They tell me it will be ‘
complete by Thursday,” I replied.. “I'll be down to see it then,”_» .she quipped. o
" When Thursday arrived, the r‘oom yvas not quite finished but, to my :
~ thinking, close enough. “Well,” said Myra_, after receiving the royal tour, “I must be - |
- going now to take the Superintendent this apple pie that I cooi<ed for her.” .;‘What'if
~the project had not beeniﬁnished?” I shyly asked. “In that case, I was going to
“North Shore News” to have it printed that the VS;ea View PAC had spent $10,000 on
equipment that was notbeing used on aeeount oi the Superintendent ” I knew that |
Myra was telhng the truth. The Superintendent could be difﬁcult at tlmes but -
Myra understood her aversmn for bad press.. In some ways the superintendent
didn’t stand a chance.
- Neither did the teachers when they when they tried to defend,_ their '
interests with the Superintendent. In a budget saving moye, the Superintendent

cancelled the position of department head. This position was not protected in our
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contract at the time. So, the SUperintendent pulled ha'ck‘themoney'for the
position, although she fully expeeted the ‘departm'_ent heads to eontinue the.ir .
| dutiee, albeit for free. o -

' This position was not a highly paid one. T_eachere, v.who‘ were in serﬁce as
department heads, received a few thousan_d dollars a yéa_r in exchange for a lot of
meetings and work. My staff, howevet; was very. offentied by thie S\{N‘ift.and .
’unexpected:action. Asa reaetion,,the s_taff voted to not attena the summer pro-day_ '
morning in late August-the one_iwhere they had to listen to the Superintendent’s '
annual report. The result of this action Was that Sea View went thfongh' 'man_y.years B
of no monies for school renovation or updatlng '

Instead, it Seemed to the staff at Sea Vi_ew that the Sunerintendent took all .
the monies for upgrading and repair and poured it into neighbouring Clover Bluffe |
High_. This school had-accepted the Snnerintendent’s cut in department head pay.
There had been no ovett action. Was ’Ciove_f Blnffs deemed the good employees and :
the good school, .as the Sea View teachefs _suspected? |

I Was remindeti ofthis real or imagined' dispar-ity one day, When I saw my
friend; J ohn, arfitzing with a clock for the school. ‘%Are YOu bringing us anew
clock?” 1 asked, not really caring for an an_swer, but rather wanting to connect With
John. “Oh, this isn’t a new clock, it’s .from Clover Bluffs High.” Doe_sn’t Clover‘ :
Btuffs need it 1 inquired. “Oh no, these analog' clocks have been ju_nked by Cl'ovet
Bluffs . They on]y use dlgltal clocks ’ We were getting. Clover Bluffs” throw-aways

On a much larger scale, our school has no theatre Th1s is desplte a strong
vperformmg arts tradltlon About 5 years ago a wonderfu] woman named Fay

'Bllhngs: wanted to bu11d, as a legacy, a dual-use commumty/ school theatre. That is,
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hoth the community and the school w0uld. share the facility The school WOuld-
'prov1de the land at a school 51te and Fay Bllhngs would donate $5.5 million dollars '
to construct the fac111ty | |
Our school naturally lobbied for the theatre Now I will not pretend to

know what happened in the backroom negotlations but I know that Clover. Bluffs '
| ngh was chosen by the Supermtendent as the site for the theatre even though it |
had a fully functionmg and great soundmg theatre alr eady I 1 never forget the
feellng I'had as 1 watched them demollsh this theatre in order to build a new one
when Sea View had no performance venue to display the talents Of their kids. We
: could have had two theatres instead of on.e;. In a final ironic twist, Sea View was :
given the old seats from the theatre that was been demolished in order to convert
‘the drama room into a small theatre., | | |

Cllearing my} mind of the past, 1 focus on the tasks at hand. M)r first class of
~ the 'day, which starts at 8:30am‘is one of my favorite classes. It is my R&B (Rhythm |
_ and Blues)v Band Class. I love this class for a number of reaSons, but mainly for th'e-.
- fact that it teaches the students how to play by ear. Each student receives a Cl) of |
R&B material at the heginning' of the year. The goal is for the bandto figure out |
what to play off the CD and then to go out and perform the material. Besides
providing. ear training, this course offers other beneﬁtsi it introduces them to Afro-
American soul music of the 196o’s and 1970’s; it de\relops team mentality; it |
teaches the group independence and responsibility, collective decision making,
higher performance standards, and it develops leadership dualities .in students.
Th'is course was de_{/eloped by myself to foster learning that was not being

addressed to my satisfaction through traditional concert band programs. One of
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~ the things that I have learned is that 'chfildren are “able.”_ By.that I mean that if you
open the doors of expectation to greater learning, children will often- r'is_e to meet _
' the challenge | | | v
| " Oneof the grat1fylng by—products of this course is the collectlve maturlty of
the band: If, by chance, the office needs to speak \Nlth me and I arrlve late to class,
the class will have started"‘without me. What a fulﬁlling rno_ment this i_s. e
| This band, .along with my after—school j'azz ensembles 1s clearly one of.the -
hlghhghts of my teachlng experience. 1 tisalongj Journey of techmcal and aesthetIC
growth from the Grade 7 beglnners band to these ensembles The commumty has
thoroughly embraced the R&B band. Consequently, the band is frequently asked to.
play for assorted functlons and celebrations out51de of school .
Kerry Stalhng, my student teacher, is teachmg the second block of the day
He is 26 years old and Just startlng on h1s journey. Kerry is the 8t student teacher
that I've sponsored. He is a “natural” at this garne, with superlor knowledge of ,v '
~ wind instrurnents.and an-‘irrepressible energy and positive personality.‘
_ ‘When they show brornise, student teachers can be'wonderful aides in getting
me a little more in.order. Student teachers alWays provide an eXcellent‘mirror for
| -myself. They make me uncOmfortably aware of the areas that FI ne_ed to 'work‘ on.
Student teachers also eventually provide me with valuable catchéup time w1th my .. B
Work. And it is really a joy to discuss pedagogyand strategy w1th them. |
Kerry has chos’en_ to teach stage band during hlis first yveek) H1s confidence
andlove of the material is obvious to the class. They listen and co-operate. The
class is, in general., a success. Afterwards, I talk with Kerry about pacing and |

'rnOmentum to keep up the fun and get through all the learning’objectives. He
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listens carefully. Finally, I explain that' all the classes, regardless of how nice they |

_are ‘at the beginning,‘will test him to determine his boundat‘ies. I tell him to,avoid

taking it personally and that itis jnst a natural -need for. students to discover limits
Two weeks later, Kerry tells me that he realizes that classroom teachlng is

- much more a psychologlcal game” than he thought and that his mus1cal

g _ knowledge is'not that 1mportant I tell him that both psychologlcal and mus1cal

knowledge are both 1mportant and that he br1ngs a lot to offer the kids. Secretly,
am very heartened by hls ep1phany so that we can move and dlSCllSS psychological

issues and strategies. .

Getting into the Water
Week One

I can feel you thinking
‘That T'm just another old fool
* And that I cannot match
Your knowledge base
. And your youthful age
. And your passion for your art
And your humour and your earring

‘This gig will be easy, you assume
Music has been your life; your calling
So it should be nothing at all
To get the kids to fall in
‘And to whisper their whim
“ That you, like him, would be
Their teacher of choice

But though you bristle with confidence
And though I whistle at your technique
You do not yet understand that

- Still waters run deep |
And teaching is much more -
Complex than first appears
- And just as a virtuoso musician
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Can seduce you into believing
That something incredibly hard
Is actually easy, _
~ Don’t be fooled by that apparltlon
- Foryouare like a swan that has
Never seen water
And never flown south
For the winter
And though

You maybe genetically pre-disposed

Nothing will replace getting wet.

- And into the water

, WeekTwo -

What happened?
Didn’t I explain?
- Watch carefully
- Now who is to blame?
- That the timing is off
- And you’re not following
Your very own plan - -
And the children are
Re-directing your objectives
And you are played into their hand
‘And get your head up! -
Don’t'you see?
What has transpired in the class
As you waxed poetic about your past?

You must lead, but not too slowly
" Or the class will totally '
- Pull you down, nothing personal,
They’ll do it at any rehearsal
To any conductor
_That fails to keep moving
For these kinetic beings .
Can hardly keep still so
You better be on top of your game
And use your smarts and will
And gu1de the train before it derails
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Week Three'

 What is this that you've found?
We may have common ground
' After all
As you notice how easily
I step in and steer you away
From a disastrous fall -

And now you are starting to see =
Teaching requires subject knowledge
- But just as much it needs strategy

And intuition and subtlety

‘To fly and inspire respectfully

And now I sense
A change in the game
You're watching and talking
And gleaning my ideas
And I too
Am open to you
For you have much
To teach me as well
So let us work as one
The old and the young
And tap out this time
- For all its worth
- To play in one of
The greatest shows on earth

_ Thé third biock of the day is my band class of 43 grade 8’s. I have scheduled
a test fof this block. I'm _initially i'n'terrupted‘ by a visit from a person from fécilitie's.
The chﬂdren set up their insfruments and furiously practis.e the test piece Whilé I
say h‘ello to Craig. I've known Craig for a humber of years. Craig is a smiling,
' middle—age'd tradesman who is often assigned repair and restorétion jobs at our
school. Due to cufbacks, he ilsually délivers mail and parcels for the school di'stric.t,l
but today he is busy measuring our windows in the music.portable. He will bring to

closure a subject of stress for me. Two years ago, one of the narrow music portable
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windows was br'okenby-thieves who pr_oceeded to st‘eal a number of instruments.

 Although facilities installed a motion sensor tovcapture and deter future break%ins,
I asked for some subtle.white bars to '_be plaoed across the'windows_-in bs_uch away as
to bIock entry. This measure is being irnplement_ed.just at the right time as I have
heard that ‘nlusic rooms in._Surrey»and Burnaby have been robbed.

After an.swering Craig’s design questions, | I moye quick]y tostart th:e eIass. 1
am thyvarted again as half a dozen Grade 8 students run up to me. They are all
filled with reasons why they shouldn t be tested today Some seem legltlmate and
have brought notes from home. Others are lacklng the documentatlon and- are

| begging for spec1al treatment. ‘This is real]y hard for me. To reduce this kind of
| negotiation, I perennlally review a hand-out entltled “Tests and Test Protocol

. This is to make a ﬂawed process as fair as pos51ble.

Tests and Test Protocol

1. FIVETO SEVEN DAYS NOTICE OF A TEST WILL BE GIVEN. .
2. TESTS WILL ONLY BE ON MATERIAL STUDIED IN CLASS

3. TESTS ARE OUT OF 25 MARKS AND ARE BASED ON THE PLAYING OF
CORRECT:

NOTES,

RHYTHM,

ARTICULATION,
- DYNAMICS, ’
- AND TONE, TUNING POSTURE, AND A PROJ ECTION OF THE UNDERLYING

EMOTIONAL MESSAGE IN THE PIECE, (IE THE “SPIRIT” OF THE PIECE)

4. 1F YOU WANT HELP OR AN OPINION ON HOW YOU WOULD BE GRADED,
PLEASE ARRANGE A MEETING WITH MR. T. NO LATER THAN 48 HOURS
PRIOR TO THE TEST. MR. T. WOULD BE HAPPY TO ASSIST YOU! '

5. YOU MAY HAVE TWO “TRYS” IN A ROW AT THE MATERIAL.
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6.

IF YOU ARE SICK, YOU MUST PRESENT A HAND WRITTEN NOTE FROM -
YOUR PARENT/GUARDIAN. THIS NOTE MUST INCLUDE A SIGNATURE AND
A PHONE NUMBER. MR. T WILL PHONE HOME!

IF, FOR SOME REASON YOU ARE PRESENT, BUT ARE UNPREPARED TO -
PLAY THE TEST, (EG- FORGOT INSTRUMENT, FORGOT MUSIC, FORGOT
REEDS, CORDS, ETC. OR ARE SUDDENLY FEELING POORLY), YOU WILL

- LOSE 5 MARKS FOR EACH CONSECUTIVE DAY THAT YOU DO NOT PLAY THE :
. TEST

THOSE INDIVIDUALS WHO “SKIP” THE CLASS ON THE DAY OF THE TEST, -
WILL, IN ACCORDANCE WITH SCHOOL POLICY, RECEIVE AN AUTOMATIC
“0” ONTHE QUIZ. = .

BE READY TO PLAY ON THE AS'SIGNED TEST DAY. PLEASE DO NOT ASK FOR.
A TIME EXTENSION, OR A RETEST. IT’S NOT FAIR TO THE OTHERS.

| REMEMBER-ANYONE WHO PRACTISES 30 MINUTES A NIGHT, 5 DAYS A

WEEK WILL HAVE LITTLE TROUBLE MAINTAINING A FIRST CLASS MARK
IN THIS COURSE -

GOO_D LUCK! ~ MR.T.

As I review this list, I am struck at the 'numb'er of issues addressed as well as

the general complexity of this form. It is really the antithesis of my teaching style.

" In my handouts, 1 Strive. for clarity and simplicity. Heré, I have failed. In favct, Tam

reminded of an episode encapsulated by Gary Lérson in the “Far Side” _cartoOnS. In

this particular cartoon, an old, experienced eleméﬁtary school teacher has written
on the board a list of do’s and don’ts—m'ué_h like this one. In the cartoon, the list is

endless and absolutely ridiculous in detail. It is an extremely funny and absurd -

* cartoon whose potency is derived from some connection to the truth. Over the

years of teaching, the old teacher has heard just about every excuse and witnessed

just about every pbssible slip in behavior. The ridiculous list is her attérnpt at class

" control.
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My handout has the sense of a légal documeht; Unfofturifstely,‘I have found |
that atA every test, the Gracie 8’s have'a rash of sick_ness (although they'are v.vell'; |
“enough ts a&e_nd school) and an 'epid"_emi.c' of forge,tf.ulnes's'.'.Whatl-is even m’qfe .
frus.trafing‘i.s that the students will éggressivdy érgue for.the‘i'r “right” to nd;c be
tested. So, 1n order to prptect mys_elf from béing a.ccusevc‘l'lof being‘unfair,»I -have- ‘

_constructed this protocol.' This clarifies the “rules” around testing. I never spring ‘

" tests on them. encourage students to see me to prep for the tests. I talk about

whét I am marking on in greaf defail with volunteers playing a mock tsst. .C.h.ildr'en
can be eXcused from tests, but a note mﬁst accompany it. Finally, I ﬁsje an
| audiotape to record ti’le test days so\ fhst:I can -expiain in detail to :lipse't students
and p'arents the areas of competence and fhe areas thst need m‘Ore.wc‘)rk.’ "

_ Hévihg said a]i this, most of fhe students fecéive first class n"iarksﬁ in my
: ban.d_ clssses. By gradé 9, most stud_ents can guess within half a mark, what any
student performance w111 be worth, " | |

'. I use this syst'em fo_r eVery class, Mth the exception of -the R&Bcl_ass."ln_ this
senior class, :I allow the chi.ldljen to contribute to the final grade thfpugh peer-
evaluation.'Pee_r.s dstermine two marks-an effort mark éndfa skilis‘of result-based
mark for every student in the class. I do -the_ same for each student. Thé peer-
assessed marks are averaged out so I end up with a class perspectiv_e sf each
sfudent’s effort and a results mark. These two ;narks are added together with my
aSsessmeﬁt_ of each student’s effort and results mark. The a§eragé‘ _of these four
‘marks gives fne a final mark for their report cards. In using this system, 1
écknowledge that 1t weighs heavily on effort. But I wanf the students to take the

risks needed to meet the challenges of the course and consequently grow as
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musicians. Learning to p]ay by ear is a very unnerving prospect for many Students. .

T believe as a music educator that children must move from being “paper”

dependent to becoming explo_rers of sound who are open to other systems of

- learning music. This is how music originally and 'organically came to be and still 1s )
: the modus hpetandi for alot Qf the world. | | | |
' T_he class ends and it is luhchtime. I éolle_ct ‘my: lunchfrommy office and |
Start to r_naketn& way to the staff room. As i .open nlly'dc')or. tb leave my office, my
. eye éatches some of my own gtafﬁti..The children can’t see it, but I can’t miss it
Whéheyer I leave my office. At the top of the‘door, scrawled in b]at:k Iharke'r is

“Learning should be fuh! ”This simple phrase eloquently déscribes the pivotal

| concept t)f my teaching ph'ilosophy. I believe that children learn faster and retain |
more when there is joy and passioh atta(_:hed to'thé lessoh—ttegérdless of the
content. Itnplicit in that statement is thét .the,re ts an tlnderlying rhythm and -
 momentum to ahy gohd teaching. I beljeve that even sdn'le; of thev driest topics can
~ be re-formatted to be delivered in m'ote tn‘eaningfut ways to children.

As my eyes s_éan downward on the door, the next scrawl comes into view. It

reads: “Act neutral 'oﬁ the obbioﬂ_s.” This'crvyptivc message is written to help‘fne keép
pfofessihnal at points wheh I could lose 1t One of the ways I can. lose my
prdfeSsiohal' edge is by assuming expectations of behaviors that I.hav'e not
addressed in class. Sometimes in the past I would ﬁhd ‘tnysélf surprised at acts of
totally inappropfiate béhatvior or the lack of the most fuhdamental social skﬂls of
certain students. I would find myself wanting to respond td these bhvipusly
inhatppropriate actidns by saying, “You should know better....” NOW, in the 21

.Century, with a diverse multi-cultural clientele that often come from compromised -
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family situations, I tendto actina »Very neutral.rnanner to even the 'rnost :
outlandish acts of inapprobriateness and calmly ei(plain our schoolls expectatiOns—_
‘hence, “Act neutral on the obvious.” | | |

As I.am leaving my office two students enter to ask a question. As.thiey’
. leave they spot old promo photos of the bands that I played with in my |
professmnal days. They laugh crazﬂy when they find me with long ] halr and rock
‘attire. The experlence of profess1onal playlng has been an 1nvaluable tool i in my
arsenal_ of teaching strategies. | |

My entire musical career _has been a hybrid affair. Although Iheard a_lot_’ of
music at our house when I was growing up, I was not motivated to learn music
until the Beatles hit the alrwaves Thls ledtoa 2o-year Journey into rock, blues
- R&B and pop music. When I came out of professwnal playing to attend UBC s
school of musm T ended up Wltll a degree in classical music. As I ‘was unfamlllar
with this genre, I .maJored in musicology so that I could gain a vnde hlstorlcal »
perspective. NoW.I am very taken with jazz rnusic and I‘ am studying it at home. I
have taken .these Various genres and molded a three-way system‘ for my teaching. I
teach classical musi_c, jazz and R&B. And SO, after the‘ju'nior_ years of :ge'n'eric skill -
building, grade 10 students audition for the orchestra class, the Varldué J-azz.
ensembles or the R&B class.

My student teacher and I head up to the cafeteria. We have about 25‘
minutes to eat before we must drive to our first feeder school I tremendously enjoy
my prec1ous time Wltl’] the staff upstairs It is “adult” time in a day saturated w1th
youngsters. There isa Wonderful array of characters at the table Krlsty is the

'llbrarlan and Robert teaches English. Harry used to be an edltor and book .

79




publisher in another life. Doug is WOrk‘ing part-time asa chemistry teacher so that
he can complete his masters’ degree at Royal Rhodes Right now, I llke to sit next
to Brian, our drama teacher. He and I are gomg through a teachlng rite of passage—
“the “hlgh school muswal and we need to be close for our own preservation
Attempting to mount a professional Br_oadway musical that was not
' de51gned in any way for high school or amateur actors _musicians, or techmc1ans is
potentlally an extremely stressful 51tuat10n It is ﬁnanc1ally stresstul and
pedagogically_ stressful. In fact, one could Jaunich an argument that it is a very
unSOund activity for any:music student to attempt. o
Some schools however have loncr-.standing traditions of high school

- muswals My school has been producmg them since it opened in the early 1960 S.
When I started in 1988 we produced four mus1cals in four years After that I
successfully argued to have a musical every other year and a band trip on the off
~ years. Although themusicals are a great experience for those on stage, it is a lot of
- unrewarding work for the pit musicians. Students spend untold hours struggling
- with parts that_' require exacting and expert reading skills. Often, the brass parts
require players w1th exceedingly high range. And an irritating feature for amateurs
is the constant transpoisitions of songs mto yery difﬁcult key signatures. The music
is leased to us on a month-to-month basis. It is expensiye to lease and' SO we yvi-ll '
have had access to the music for about 3 months, prior to show time. |

At least in the o.riginal shows, the musicians were well paid for their efforts.
 Many New York pros spent their careers in the cavernous holes of the_'Broadway
» theatre_s.i In lieu of.money, Brian and I have created other“wins” for the music

students. We put them up on stage. With this approach, friends and parents can
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~ seé the band students. The rﬁusiciaﬁs a_'re' also féatufed With‘individual‘pictures and
Write—ups.in the programme. Thrbugh these means, fhe student fnusiéians .f_e'ell
' r.nuch.‘ rﬁore included in the produétidn. ) | | | |
N ThlS year, we are prodﬁcing “Sduth Pacific” _Qne of my strategies for
i'niplfovin'g'_the band’s pefformahce and helpirig the dancers and Singers is to record
the instmrﬁental parts of the mlisic a.s soon as the baﬁd cén g.et_ tthugh it. I jﬁst | V
ﬁhishéd recording ‘the band. Now the Singefé will have “be‘d’; tr_dék'; f_o'sing aﬁd
practise with and the dancers WiH .be aﬁle to adjust to the barjld tempos a_n.d |
interpretétiqﬁ of the music. The _m'us.iciv::vnils and I will cr.iti(.:ally révi.ew.:vthé reébfdjng
and work to fix pr(jblems.. If time pefmi‘gs, we will.do a sevcond ru-n‘of fecording._ _
Prior to that, oﬁ Spring Break, I will record the singérs..so thaf fchey mvay have a
- good .mi‘r'ror of th'éi-r pérformance to analyze
| 1 .rehear_se the musical orchestratl' until it has actually transcénds what we
thought we could achieve. On the last v;_/eek bf r_ehearsals, I méke-sure that éVerybne
" has the speakiﬁg cues for starting eabh musical part written in fhéir fnusic. Then I -
ask a band _rﬁember (usﬁalbr the dfummer), to cbl_int in the cuesv.‘ With thé
drumrhe'r starting eéch number, I have literally handed over the fnu‘svi.cal to the
students. Now there is no need for a conductor. I find that.thié final Stép has sofne
risks, but by pulling the teacher out of the equation, the maturity of the band _ }
m_embefs blooms like tu']i'ps on a spring day. |
Senior students crave a chance to lead by themselves.. And sﬁccessful risk
taking in leédership ét this a‘ge, I beliéve,{can be a life—altering' experiencé.fl just_
stack the deck a bit, as I train the orchestra so thoroughly, that the'y automatically

pl'ay everything with my exact interpretation of the music. Still, the risks and
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' responsibilities to come in co'rrectly and on time are_stillreal. And although 4I‘v am 1n .
_ _the theatre, I am not .withi.n.easy for any crisis as I'arn usually mixing the band on
the sOundboard at the front ot the‘lhall. |

Our last xproductibn step will be knitting the musicians, actors, dancers,
_ singers and technicians into one_ presentable product. This is called f‘running the _
_rnusiCal,;’ When yo_u run a musical, certain energy and 'rhythm.enranates from the
amalgam of theIIVarirc)us parts. This ﬂow and focus wiH make or destroy a muSieal.

Drops in pacmg and ernotlon just create another “bad™ school musical that

everybody politely suffers through Great flow and energy can take the musmal | |

beyond the expectatlons of any high school productlon

And so Brian and I end up talking about details of the musical before Kerry |
and [ hurry to the car to get to. our feeder school. Today, vve teach the afternoon _
block at E(':ole Paulk Jones. This is one of three feeder schools that I service in the -
- afternoon block.'When I initially started working this joh, Sea View, 1 was a grade

7712 schoo_l. ‘Unlike many other distriets, there was no wih to support band |
. programs at an elementary level. Son, beginning b'and vvas taught at Grade 7 in Sea

View, Approximate]yo years ago, the distriet removed the grade 7’5 from the high |
| school and put them baek into the eleme_ntary schools. I'wa.s very concerned about
thefu‘ture of the music program at Sea View. I believe that students need to start
N learning a musical instrument before puberty. Consequen_tly, I have been driving to
the feeder schools ever since' this change. It is tiring bein.g itinerant after all these

years, but I have learned, in my district, that if I don’t look after and lobby for my

| ‘prograrn, it will quiekly disappear.
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The beginner band classes are the most chal‘lenging part of the day. They

demand energy, vor‘ganiz'ation and infinite patience. I must control the'class,' but at
‘the same time optimize the fun so that the children yvill sense Value.in learning an.
mstrument and choose to carry on to study it at hlgh school My classes are .very |
hlgh paced In January, I start teachlng them rock and roll classics from the 50 S.
‘The l(ldS'lOVG songs like “La Bamba,” “Tequ1la and “The Locomot1on IfI can get
the klds to “rock” I usually can expect a good number to contlnue in Grade 8 at Sea.
View. |

At 3:00 o'clock I have about 15 minutes down time before I start my after-
school jazz improy_isation ensembles‘. I.hlave a junior and a senior‘_ense'mble_. Irun
these after school bands_ as enriched programsfor glfted learners. Myb approach to
'maximizing the learnlng success of my prOgram ls as follows: - | |

The bulk of the students learn in the classroom settmg I pace my yearly ”

outcomes on the learning rhythms of each class so that the bulk of the students

‘ succeed to achieve my deﬁned outcomes.

Ch1ldren who cannot meet the rhythm of the class learning are 1nv1ted for
continued before-school private help from me.

Students who clearly need challenge beyond the classroom are 1nv1ted to
‘meet the challenge of learning jazz improvisation in an extra-curricular setting
with other gifted students. ' :
And so, through these before and after school sessions, I feel that Ive made .
some improvement on the bulk learning formula of public educatlon _Although 1
don’t get paid for these services, 1 sleep better at night knoWin‘g that there is

opportunity for my students to either catch up or be challeng'ed through music

program. - .
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The junior and senior after-school jazz ensembles are tremendously
rewarding for me. I love teaching at an “adv‘anced” level. These" students receive'
college level theory Itis really nice to be teachlng and playlng without the issues of

: dlsc1p11ne The senior jazz ensemble with its hard bop'and ‘Kind of B]ue repert01re
- has become a favorlte in our district for receptlons and gatherlngs that require
music that creates a pleasant ambience.

These ensembles take up my'after-school time for two days a week. On other
days, after school 1 attend Master’s classes rehearse for this year s mu51cal or
work on our yearly band tr1p

This-ends the_day. My head sWims_ from mnlti-tasking. The sun is setting
- andI'm off for the final leg of my workday, the 5o-kilometer battle home.
~ Soon I'll be: |
Deep in the grid and lock of 9 to 5
- Eating the fumes and cursing buffoons
In a panic to get off the tar

For domestic abyss in my little house in the sub

.- With its 70’s big engine time warp and

* Neighbors who are white-right of Arnold...
...and I will start the next part of my day-the one with my family. I leave my

work at work until I return once again in the pre-dawn hours to descend the long

gym bleacher stairs and start another day.

A Trilogy of Developmental Stories
The Story of “The Blu‘e's'.Brothers—a Musical” .. '
Charlie Phillips and I had played together in a‘]ot of hands ._when we Were
~ much younger.-Now, as professional educators,'we were once again working as a

team. This time it was in the roles of music teacher and drama teacher.
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I had_already been tea.ching‘. niusic',at Sea 'Vie\l/v for ﬁvé-years pfidr to Charlie
becom'ing the drama teacher. Du:ring this tenure, 1 had established 'myself.in my -_
‘role and rriy personal priorities, ihterésts and passions Weré starting to surface in
the prografn. o .

One tradition that I had to-deal With Wa's a‘commﬁnity éXpectatibn fora .
musical. I was not very keen on musiéajs, but as. a hew teécher, I was (iuite .
cdnéefned mth 10§al politics and,vpo.lic'ie's.‘.. Conséquently, I‘Héd, in pértneréhip with.
thé previous drama teaéhers, producéd “Fiddlef on the Roof;” “Th_e So'l_md of
Musié,” “.Grease” and f‘Bye-bye_ Bir.die.’;’_. | | .‘

- With Charlie taking onthe position of drama teacher, I knew that I would
have to becomé invéntiye in my appfoéch to the muéiéal. Chaﬂi'e was a m’odérh'
Visipnary ‘\‘/vho poéseséed Olympian energy aﬁ_d aédiéation to his job. I 'kﬁew thathe
had no t:i'me for “old” Broadway musicals that tended to représenf values and |
séntifnents o_f the past. I also knew"that‘Cha}rli.e_' was crazy ab(‘)ut'Rh'ythm and Blués_—
urban.Afro—Ame'rican soul music from the 196d’s- SO rﬁuch Sog'thét I-Fhad connected
him with a “Blues Brothers” tribute band. Char]'ie_'loved"to p_effoi‘m on hi_s 
Hamrﬁohd B3 or'gan with a band that p.avr'odied.t'h.e corrie’diq sfqry (_).f.fche movie that
stared John Belo_ushi and Dan Ackroyd.- | _ ' | .

“How abbut creating “The Blues Brothers—a_Musical,” I suggested, put_ting‘
iﬁto my yoice a positive'spin. “We could write our own script dyer a background of
famo'us R&B songs. Why, you could even play the B3 in the fnu_sié‘al!” The creative

‘potential of this situation was way t0o great for a champion educator like Charlie to
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“I want fo add John beppard to the team,‘”__he_said. John was a young Sdc.ial.
g Stud.ies teacher at the SCh(.ﬁoli John loved Chaﬂie’s en'ergvy aﬁd visioﬁ and tried to- |
| model his style affer' Charlie‘.j_ “J oh‘n has beenv takihg éoﬁ_réeé on how to write scfeen
plays for Televisién,” Charlie continued. “I will wOfk-wi_th him on the scr,ipf. I will
A als()v be the producer énd setidésigner.'Mich‘ae'l, you, of .course, will be the muéic o
director.” | |
Cvreétir.l.g‘;che ‘musica] would be challénging. USuélly the songwriters and
lyricists compose songs that are generated frorf_l a libretto or text. The purposes of
_ fhésongs are many. For :eXainple, tHe songs _éan describe _what haé pésSed in the |
_ ‘_ac’.c'ic_.)n' or what emotjoris the singer or the group is expgriencing. Svongs can also B
| move the plot forward by detailing what will happen neﬁ. We had a unique
- situation in that the songs and the-i'r lyric stories wé're alre'ady_..composed.
Furthermore, theré was no intentional thematié linkage between thése R&B hits.
Our first Step' v;fas to compile a number of outstaﬁding R&B hits. 1 dug
~ though my CD’s and construcfed an ‘éﬁthology that.included artists like Wiisoh a
. I{’ickett,l Sam and‘ D_aVe, 'Aretha. Ffanklin, James Brov.vn’, Smokey Robinson, The
Four Tops, to narhe’ a. few. J th téok this cqlleétion énd notatéd the the'mes.of the |
lyrics for each song. Thén, by luck and créativity, he Was abie to see a potenvtial
f‘coherenée” in a number Qf the songs. To his credit, J éhn, with Chafllie;s supp‘ort,"
constructed a fine libretto. The story ended up being strong in itself, with no |
: conneCtioh, except in name to the original “Elues Brothérs”_ movie script.
. Once John had narroWed down the list to those songs that wbu]d be in the
_ m_ﬁsical»? it was my job to %(_ranscribe all the parts of all the:songs'and then teach |

“them to my stage band. This rep'resenteda lot of work. Fortimately, I had a student
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teacher. I recall countless hours in my _Schoo] office franScribing.,I déé(i
~ headphones as I fought to'.block 6ut the Sound_s of the,classes while the student -
' teachér taught._ The parts were aIl haAr_ldWI_"it.t.en. ‘. | B
B As I finished each song, I wduld then proceéd to telach therh_to my s'evnio'r
Stélge band class. The class séerhed very 4inte‘r'estevd in thé"material and it was an -
easy fit for the instrumentation as mést R&B records ﬁse Horns as ‘Wejlll va‘s {gl.li.tvar,
drumé, basé and keyboards. | o
| ‘We had some reaj “ﬁndé” in our césting. A]tho_ugh we thought We-vkn.ew all
the actor'/sir'lg.e'rs in th'e school, we w.erebdeligh‘ted to discdver a young le.a'diri_gimvan, ‘
James Olen.J ame_sw"as a'football playéy, whoihad not worked with the fine arts
department. There Were tHree co'mponents'.to' the ca_sting calls. The ﬁrsf cbrﬁpOnent-
‘ v&as a dramatic reédihg. The se-co'nd‘ comppﬁeht was a dance number. Finallly,':the ;
student had to sing a .song. We were shocked to discover that J arhés sourided' | |
exactly like the young rﬁale singer who stared in the R&B moyié “The
Co_mmitmenté.” We paired up James with a'nolther strohg singef, Luké Goodall. The
two _fnade é magical teém. Ot_her characters quiékly fell intoplacé. The dfama was
starting to take sHape. -
Anothéf hurdle to jump was that of securing a theatfe. Unfoftuﬁafely, our
School did not have a proper theatre. We had a large gym that had a stage at. one
' eﬁd. Charlie was notvhappy with this venue. E\;er since he starfed teaching, Ch'ar]ié
has always tried to envision bigger and more'exciting}]earnir.lg expefienées for
childreﬁ. Sd it did not come as a surprise to learn that he had talked the owner of
the Park ‘Roya] cinemas into loaning us one of his three .cinemas’tvo rehearse and

foist the production.
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Now we had a script, rnusic cas‘t of .actors and a performance venue. We set .
'up an 1ntens1ve pract1ce schedule to kn1t together the individual work of the actors |
dancers, and band. Putting a show together s0 that it has an energy and a pulse of |
its own is a challenging proposition. It is hard enough to develop the studentstoa
. quality level either'in singing, dancing, acting, or playing, but it is a daunting task
to put the individual parts together in s'Uch a .waythat the overall .sum of energy
surpasses the total of the individual parts | o
With this show our level of success shocked all of us. The musical did
launch and develop an energy of 1ts own. But there was another factor for success
that we underestlrnated. We hadn’t really calculated the unlversal appeal of R&B
music We discovered both the parents and »the students loved this rnusic’ "Not only
did we have a sold-out run at the Park Royal ¢inema, but, also we ended up taking
the product1on downtown and having a successful run at the Vogue Theatre
" The tremendous success of thls exper1ence spurred the teach1ng team to
“ begin a run of original musicals wh’ereinthe music as well as the librettos vvas
_ conceived by the team. My work moved to include cornposition as well as handv
directing. But..great'est impact on my program and nly career came_fr’orn. a vision of

creating a class devoted to acurriculum of R&B music.

The Story of the Creation of the Rhythm and Blues Class
After a summer of reflection on the success of “The Blues Brothers-A
Musical,” I decided that I wanted to switchl the focus of my seniorstage band class.

1 had been quite frustrated with the standard fare of high ‘school band music. I felt
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that 1t was stald and tired and hapelessly out of date I deCIded that T wanted to -
teach a class about R&B miusic.

-‘ To understand the reasoning behind this undertak..ingv beyond the obvions.
success of the musical I must reveal scme more of my vaiues and teﬂections as a
mu81c1an‘ educator and human The followmg is an excerpt from an essay of mlne

that was written as part of an as51gnment for a course on Actlon Research

'The making of music has always held a very spemal place in my life. It .
has provided continuous challenge and rewards. Moreover, it has been a place of
sanctuary and self-expression. From an early age, music making has consistently
grounded and revitalized my spirit. In fact, it has been a world unto itself-a world
| of never ending joy, adventure, and learning. It has given me a platform to
- launch my priorities, my values and my point of view. It has allowed me a level of
{ ' self-determination that would be hard to obtain in the real world. It is because of
| : this rich, fulfilling, and multi-faceted experience that I determlned I would spread o

this joy to others-I would become a teacher.
Teaching my beloved subject in the publzc high school system was,
| ~ initially, a far cry from my prevzous experience with music. In my naivety, I had
| . not considered the non-musical issues, such as class control, dealing with parents,
| principals and school-based politics in general. Fortunately, over the years, I
1 have developed strategies and learned skills that have helped me overcome these
impediments. In fact, my program has become quite successful. One area,
however, where I have only experienced limited success is in adjusting to the
limitations of the curriculum-a curriculum that for the most part, tends to support
the music from a past colonial culture. .
| * The band music curriculum in North American public schools has been
. dominated by the concert band genre and its associated repertoire. This is an old
‘ genre with roots in the British military tradition. The genre includes marches,
anthems and a generous borrowing of repertoire from the classical and j Jazz
idioms. Today’s band teachers have virtually all grown up under the auspices of
this system. Their values and formative notions of pedagogy have been
influenced by this system. Consequently, band programs in' North America have
| been structured to deliver and maintain this style of music. So pervasive is this
| genre, one finds that high school jazz bands, who actually play a more modern
and indigenous style and repertoire, are reduced in importance and viewed in
schools as an add-on or adjunct to the concert band experience Junior and senior
concert bands are considered the pre-eminent bands in many schools. The concert
band approach, though it is thorough, sequential and grounded in a good
technical pedagogy, might benefit from a revitalization of the curriculum by some.
of the advances, both musically and technologically, of today’s world.

The main area of contention seems to be the repertoire itself. In my
experience; concert band repertoire does not connect with young performers. It
does not move them emotionally and, in general, the students do not connect with
the underlying messages or the pulse of this music. This detachment seems quite
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reasonable if one accepts the notzon that music is one of the great purveyors and

representatives of culture.

' ‘Concert band music, for the most part does not reflect the culture of today

' Few people, if any, in.today’s society listen to concert band music. One cannot find
‘a “concert band” section in most CD stores. Students never enter my classroom

listening to concert band music. I suggest that, for the most part, music teachers

are teaching a historical form that is detached from the world, as we know it now.

It comes as no surprise then that students are not reaping the wonderful rewards

~ of playing music-the rewards that have consistently nourished and sustained my
interest and drove me to teachlng in the first place. :

- The creat1on of an R&B course 1n1t1ally s.eemed to be a solution to my issues
w1th the currlculum as 1t was being taught in most h1gh schools in Br1t1sh
Col_umbla. I had learned through the mns1cal that the children loved R&B rnusic..
Although it is still not completely a current' genre, itis mueh eloser to today’s music
than any concert or stage band .renertoiré could hope to be and it uses brass, so that
it can be open to lots of my students. | | ,
| When I decided to imolement this idea; I knew thatvit was. critical that 1
| | enlist sorne of the great singers from .the muslcal 'Withont their level of talent 1 did -
not thmk that I could launch any kind of program that could pubhcly perform As
) fate would have it, James Olen one of the two stars of our show had a spare block
| that coincided with the ﬂedgling R&B class. Fnrthermore, two more female'singers_
from the musical were also able to alter their timetables to 'allow them to join. The
class could fly! |

1 wanted this class to parrot a lot of the'experlences and memories that I had h
' as a professional musician. When I played with bands in Vancoaver nightclubs, for
example, We could not wait for the music of the current rOck'and Pop hits to be |
printed. Instead, we learned all the material by ear. If we had trouble we would

help each other Also the show had to be tlght and professmnal as there was much
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* competition 'for'thegigs; As is often the case, there"were ’ma‘ny more bands in the
area than there was work. Of course, we had-to look good as well asvsound.good. _
‘Although nothing was.really choreographed,‘"We st_ill_ move'don stage and rocked ‘
hard. We had to connect with the audience and take them on a musical'adventure .b
every nlght Song lists were carefully constructed and there were no delays between '
songs or we would lose the dancers and the atmosphere that we were trylng to
create. Finally, there was a-spec1al bond that formed between the band m_embers.’
All of us wanted to survive and succeed in the busmess |

I run the class w1th much of the attltude and techmques that were employed
durmg my profess1onal tenure. The course is accessed through audltlons It is
| dominated by Grade 11 and Gradei12 musw students, most of who have worked
* with me since Grade 7 begmner band and have grown through the hlerarchy of -
learnlng in the Sea View music prograrn |

At the ﬁrst class of each school year, each As‘tudent’ receives aCDof
approximately 22 songs. One of the outcomes of the course is for each student to
learn their part for each of the songs. We generally try to tackle a'new song every
class or I two. Students initially work on the ass1gned song at home, and produce a-
short set of notes describing what they were able to transcribe. 1 collect these notes.
They represent the effort made by each student to develop their ears.-The-effort is
' acknowledged—not whether the notes are right lo'r wrong. We then look at the song |
col]ectively, in class. People br‘eak up in teams to discuss their res‘ult‘s and come to
a consensus on how the song will be played. The song is then rehearsed. Vocals are
”added; harmonies.an‘d dance moves are constructed. When the s'ong jells, it is

added to a rotating play list of songs that the students play each class. .
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The corréct attitude is émphasiz‘ed. Students must be punctual and ready to
wo_fk in a mature and seriousv manner: Often there will be “down-tirhef’.Where one |
section of the bana’haé to fix a pfoblem. Th‘eArest of the band rhust‘ act_maturely v-
and not jam or diérupt the few who need _help.

The toughest'part of the music is to play it with énough'cbncentration énd -
feeling. Due to fhe _decepﬁVely simply fq'rm énd_st.ructuv_re of .the‘ xriusicz students
ihitfally get h_1lllébd iﬁto_belieVing that the rmisic is very easy. This _results_ in a break
in conéentration and a droi) of the_“gro'O\.fe”. and feeling of the song. Beginning R&B
players do not always -reCOghize thaf ihe ‘feeling of the song is not .'righ.t; I w'o_rk hafd
to Support them to realize when they have lost _the “grOOVe.” : |

Band members are actively encouraged to get to knbw and, pefhaps,_

befi‘iend other band members. The amount of internal cohesion seems to directly

- improve the level of performance. To support this notion, the band often has
- dinners fogether' after gigs and generally takes a band trip each Year. Students must

~ be ready to participate in these extra-curricular activities.

My role 1s éné of facilitator. I'haven}o desire to policé the band’s behavior, as
doing so would throw the c]ass into a tradit_ior‘iél frame and the,objeétives of |
developing leadéréhip, .maturity, and cr_éétivé problerﬁ sol_ving cduld be pla.(.:ved in
jeopardy. To support thevnotio'n of teacher as faci]itato_r' and techﬁical aid, each

student along with their parents sign a contract of undérstanding and

‘commitment. This contract is as follows:

R & B EXPECTATIONS

THE R&B BAND IS A VERY SPECIAL CLASS ATSEA VIEW. THE REWARDS

DERIVED FROM THIS CLASS ARE NOT OFTEN AVAILABLE IN A REGULAR HIGH
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SCHOOL COURSE. - STUDENTS WILL NEED TO DEMONSTRATE MATURITY,
ENTHUSIASM, AND A STRONG COMMITMENT TO THE BAND AND I T’S GOALS AND
REPERTOIRE IN ORDFR FOR THE CLASS TO BE SUCCESSF UL. .

THIS WILL BE DISPLAYED IN THE FOLLOWING MANNER: '

_ 1. STUDENTS WILL WORK HARD AT THEIR SONG PARTS AT HOME.
2.STUDENTS WILL HAVE A SONG PREPARED (IN WRITING) FOR EACH CLASS
3.STUDENTS WILL PLAY THE SONGS BY MEMORY.
4.STUDENTS WILL MAKE THEMSELVES AVAILABLE FOR THE VARIOUS EXT RACURRICULAR
PERFORMANCES.
~ 5.STUDENTS WILL TAKE EACH CLASS SERIOUSLY
~ 6.STUDENTS WILL BE PUNCTUAL AND SET UP QUICKLY.
7.ONCE CLASS HAS STARTED, STUDENTS WILL ONLY PLAY AN D FOCUS ON THIS YEAR S.

" REPETOIRE OF MUSIC. :

8.STUDENTS WILL ALWAYS PLAY THE MUSIC WITH AS MUCH ENERGY SPIRIT AND “SOUL” AS
POSSIBLE. '

9.STUDENTS WILL BEFRIEND AN D. RESPECT OTHER BAND MEMBERS TO CREATE A COHESIVE
“TEAM” ENVIRONMENT.

- 10. STUDENTS WILL ASSIST EACH OTHER IN THE LEARNING OF NEW: SONGS
Lo, ,HAVE READ AND UNDERSTAND THE 10 EXPECTATIONS FORTHE R-& B
CLASS, AND AM PREPARED TO DO MY BEST TO FOLLOW THESE RULES. I KNOW THAT THIS
COURSE REQUIRES CONSISTENT MATURITY AND FOCUS ON MY PART. I REALIZE THAT
FORCING MR. T. TO CONSTANTLY POLICE MY BEHAVIOURS IS COUNTER- PRODUCTIVE TO
THE CLASS AND THAT FAILURE TQ MEET THESE EXPECTATIONS MAY RESULT IN A LOSSOF -
THE RIGHT TO ATTEND AND BE IN THE CLASS. '

SIGNATURE OF STUDENT.....crnnsrssessssssssesnnssnsssssssssnsenns S e

A .se(,;_ond educational challenge for the -R&B clasé is the mﬁsiéal.that we
produce 'ev‘ery.'second year. On these years, we push‘ihard to get fhroﬁgh our basici
repertoire in | |

| order to make room for ifl—CIaSS‘ rehearséls of the music‘for the productidn.
This “hard;’ readin_g pr_ovides‘ a balance to all the “ear” work of thé faIl term.
Performing .for two weeks in the musical 1s a very rewarding éXperience, both

musically and socialIy'for the students.
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This educational project is a local success. We seem to provide the 'ulti.mate.
'“C‘rossover” music for many.events. Parents are especially vyelcoming to.this ge.nre.‘ |
I know that the R&B band has been picked over other school bands for events
- sir‘nply because the music is energetic, danceable and fun Asa resuit we usually -
| play for large crowds at both North and West Vancouver Canada Day celebrations.
Prlvate bus1nesses when they are havmg a celebratlon will often payusto -
perform. The music festlval at Keremeos A K.A. “Music under the K. has asked us
to be part of the entertainment pa_ckage for the festival-a festival that we use to
attend as in the role of students. ‘ | o
Besides the appreciation for R&B rnusic and the legacy of good R&B players
| and singers that the program has turned out, there as well eXits an alumni band,
known as the R&B Conspiracy. Thi's band perforrns at various professional R&B ‘,
clubs in Vancouver. : N | |
The only area of skept1c1sm seems to emanate from some tradltlonal concert

band teachers who for a myrlad of r reasons, questlon the va]1d1ty of this program.

The Story of the R&B Consplracy
It had been a year since my first group of R&B c]ass singers had graduated
from Sea Vlew Most of the students were attending varlous local post secondary
institutions. Two students, Sheila Irving and Cynthla Swansburgh each
-independently visited t-he foIlowirtg year. Both girls bemoaned the fact that.‘,v upon
graduation from Sea View Secondary, they had lost their ayenue of musical |

expression. The Sea ,VieW_ R&B Band Class had been an irnportant and valued
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experience, but neither had been able to form or connect With a band sinc‘e.they
had graduated | | | | o
T started reﬂectmg about this issue and the fact that I wasn’t p]aying either..
In fact it had been a difﬁcu]t transmon from playlng six nlghts a week toa full—
time teachlng job whereln your hard work was not often notlced I had been useto
alot of recognltlon and status. Now asa teacher I made more money and had
more security, but I had to generally pat myself on-the back for my effort_and |
-results. | | | -
My o]d.friend and mentor, Ch‘arlie Phillips, was really missing_ip]aying too.
- So to meet these various needs, Ipullled seven peopie together. Three former Sea
: View singers would'fron.t the band: Sheila Irving, C}inthia SiNanSburgh and Donna |
o Lee The .drumm'er’-s chair eventually fell another Sea View a]umni—'-'Cas‘e'y White.

Charhe p]ayed Hammond B3 organ and I played guitar. The group added only one

~ non-Sea View person— Peter Boychuk on bass gultar

It was an odd mat_chlng of twenty—year olds w1th forty_year olds,. but it N

| worked. The_ “kids”‘brought in energy and image and the “old guys” brought in

stability and depth of musical experience. Usualiy- an-age gap of twenty }iears
N precludes the success of a group, but because we had been their teachers, we had-
already established a good rapport.

| The band started out slowly, playing free 'gigs and events_ for the West

Vancouifer community and school district. As our professionalism started to
‘emerge, we able to start playing the local professionai R&B and blues rooms in |

Vancouver..
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Presently, the band plays once or twice a month at th'e Baekstage Lounge

'(Arts Club Theatre), the Fairview pub; or on occasion at the Yale;‘ It is'.har'd to

| believe that we haire been together for almost nine yea'r._sT We have clearly grown -

: into a QUality IOCal act that has a following. |
Asa teacher 'Ib feel very proud of this -p'rofession.al unit; 1 see the young

people in my band completmg my educatlonal V1s1on—that music cou]d be a

rewardlng hobby that it could be successfully 1ntegrated into the framework of

their busy professmnal lives.

Heroes

Preamble : :
 Heroes is a collection of narratwes poems and reﬂectzons on the
pervaszve issue of heros and hero journeys. :

Furthermore we have not even to risk the adventure alone, for the heroes of

* all time have gone before us. The labyrinth is thoroughly known. We have

only to follow the thread of the hero path, and where we had thought to find

- an abomination, we shall find a god. And where we thought to slay another,
we shall slay ourselves. Where we had thought to travel outward, we will

- come to the center of our own existence. And where we had thought to be
alone, we will be with all the world (Campbell 1988 p.123.)

. Heroes: who are they? In the ﬁrst deeade of the 218t Century; the Word
“he.ro is becommg an overused word. Iti is on the edge of joining a host of other
~ words that, in our world of incessant spin and hyperbole are losing their orlgmal
‘meaning and force. Constant media use of words such as “awesome,” “legendary,”
“visionary,” “mythic,”,or “tradition,” to name a few, have had their izalue in cultura]
‘ currency made almost meaningless. In part, they have been drained of their

potency by their use to describe things that they are not.
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Despite this,_ the phenomenon of “‘h_erc” is still real and nowerflll. To some
extent, the nction of hero has and will alWayshave,an important role in the human
drama. Who qualifies as a hero? In the 'ab'ov_e quotation, J oseph Campbell was
intrigued with the hero Within each person. He was also intrigued ys'fith exterior
heroes.that have acted as models for vgenerations cf cultures throughout the world.
His extericr work focused on myths and ]_egends.' ' .. o .
.Often, in my formative years,‘ I 100ke_d outside of myseillfd’for heroic inspiration. -
I scught out and modeled myself after cthers, whc m_anifested a deep r_es_cnance”
With my own core va]ues and dre_ams. Therefcre, my ap.pr.o'achtc thls piece ._is |
framed by'the foliowing deﬁnition° Heroes are pecple who inspire' me to reach
deeper, to ﬂy hlgher move to a more visionary state and subsequently, 11ve a richer
life. In short, my heroes are people who have catalyzed a shift of my thoughts and
values_. They are people who have u]tlmately_ changed my path. W-lthln thls‘context,
- Iam interested in the fdllowing questions for reﬂection: o . |
. Who are or haye been the herces in my life? | |
Why do I see them as heroe_s?
Howv did they resonate with me
How do they live through me?
" How do they impact on my teaching?
Am I my yet my own hero? »
'What is the role of present day herces for me?
As a human who has been obsessed with the beauty:and potential ot music

~ and guitar playing, I have had many heroes. One may argue that through the
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' culture of hero 'and myth the tradltion of guitar is kept alive and passed on through .
.s‘uccesswe generatlons of youngsters One need only peruse the magazme racks to
= find magazines devoted to icons of both music and guitar playlng The notlon that
-musicians who play guitar could be somehow bigger than life—that they.coul’d:
- know things and have insights'and wisdom that we haye yet to ﬁnd—is just |
accepted as part of the guitar/ music culture | | | | |
I sense that this illusion stems from the inherent spiritual potency of the
r'nusicitsel_f, for the power of music on some of us is immense. Music can inspire,
ground and balance us. It can support healing and reflection. It can lead.to' new , |
avenues of direction. Therefore is.seerns _natural to draw spiritual assumptions '
vabout it. I attempt to express sorne of these notions.in the following poem, entitled

~Magician/Musician.

' Magician/ Musician

Preamble: :

Sometimes, but not often I have wztnessed a musical performance that i is

" so breath -taking and deep and transcendental i in nature, that I start wondering

- where the line lies that separates musicians from magicians and shamans. It is at
times like these, the artist/hero says exactly what needs to be said at a level that -
profoundly resonates my core. These events, although they are very infrequent,
are so overwhelming that, like an opiate; I immediately crave more. The other
issue that enters my mind is the possibility that in fact there is no magic at all and
that I've been duped by slight of hand into believing that there is more than meets
the eye. Certainly in my life story(s), I always seem to be craving a deeper '
understanding than seems possible. The following poem follows a vivid memory
of one of the first Vancouver concert performances of the jazz/fusion

 guitarist/magician Mike Stern. Stern was a member of the Michael Brecker band

“at.the time. The performance was at the Commodore Ballr oom in the late 1980 S.

Magician/Musician

It was in the air
- As soon as they counted out .
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And freed the first sounds
You knew, but couldn’t explain
‘ The feeling -
That wrapped around you like:
- A'warm blanket and convinced you
That the conversation between the instruments
- Would spin a marvelous story '
Filled with passion, intrigue, -
Caring and humour with .
Each soloist bringing -
His special twist to the epic
By taking his own poetry
And weaving it into the sonic fabric
- : - Of the whole
| B ' ~ Which through tonal alchemy
- . Would convert simple sounds
| o Into a narrative so intense
: ' - And bursting with resonance -
- That the story would
Actually grind to a place:
So deep, yet cleansing
That the audience would
Be left in silence at the end and
Forced again to wrestle with
Enormous questions of purpose

One of the players
- Had special gifts,
An original and stunning
- Combination of years of technique
- With serious reading and critique
Of authors of music past
And this melded with frames’
Of heroic vision and tenacity that -
~ Ripped forth from his being as
A torrential outpouring
That started slowly,
Creeping in the back porch
And edging ever so closely

~ And he captured the smell
~ Of the rain just before the break
And he made me shiver
In anticipation of the first -
Tenuous drops and
I was sure that I could
See the thunder gray and
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Black clouds circling above
His head as the intensity
.Of his playing heralded an
Explosion of torrent and current

- And the audience screamed.
~ From the resonance of this tale
~ Of epic romanticism
And just when we thought
. That the journey was complete
The soloist took us
To a new level of fresh terrain and
To new worlds of understanding
And the audience exploded
And rose to their feet as they’
As they strained to see him
‘Push his head above the thunderclouds
To the deafening silence above the white noise
Where he washed us clean |
And graced us with' a chance
To try again.

Growing up under the Glow

My first encouﬁter with “heréesf’ was not througﬁ'mﬁsic. ins_tead they éame
_ th_rough two sources, the T.V. and Comi_é books. I was looking _for a ma]é mentor-
-through whom_.I_c.ould mo]d rn‘yslelf..My father, alas, was not this person, although I
would have loved for him to be. Whén 1 Was' growmg up, my fathervwas con_sumed |
with discovering his ovﬁi potential and realizing his own myth. vaas jﬁst \fiewed as
sorﬁething he }éreated to i)lease and occupy my mom. As my fathef had Httle
~ interest in me, he rarely inter-acted with me.for any kind of play or learning.

Wh.at Ido rerhember is that every night, when I was g_rowing up, my'.father
watched T.V. From the moment Dad arrivéd ét home until bedtini_e, the tube shone

“forth; delivering its messages to both him and the househb]d. I would sit by him in
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silence and watch and absorb a world-view and set of ethics generated by the
entertainment industry.
I w1tnessed an unendlng parade of heroes and goddesses from all perlods of :

hlstory I summate this experlence in “The Unnatural Act ? a poem that I wrote in

August, 2_oo4. I think that no one m-.the early 1960 S really understood the impact

that such an immersive T.V. experience would have on children. It seemed to be

culture’s acceptance of the programming of our ch'ild‘ren. In the video, Super-Size .
Me, the author states that children are exposed to apprOximately.lso,oloo messages
of consumerism per year. These messages tell children what is good, bad, and cool

‘and what they need to buy.)

;
_ : - acoepted as ar_lothef technological miracle. a personally am still saddened byour
The Unnatural Act
(A poem about T.V. in the 60’s)
No one knew:
It seemed like a Bonanza if
You loved Lucy like Jeanie like Samantha
With Emma and 86 (just the flip of a switch)
At the Junction of Green Acres I could never resist.

I loved their perfection, their ultra mythic feminine
' Looks with doe eyes and cheek bones
Chiseled out of granite and smiles ‘
That would take you miles to a distant planet of siren-
What possible chance did I have, but, again, -

To be a man, a Paladln
Real Rifleman wanted Dead or Alive,
A Chuck or a Steve, Clint or Gary
* Tallness and silence brlmmmg with violence and fury
Much too soon to define the American Male
On the black and white pages of high noon. -

Or out of the West and into a jungle
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Or Lost inv Space or the courts or the fumble
Of family life, just Leave It To Beaver
Captains Kirk and Kangaroo, Crunch, Hook and Cleaver.
With rabbits and mice and woodpeckers too that
Had grown up in the Bronx, right next to the zoo.
How much did I laugh? How much did I hate
How deep these myths did sink and formulate
My brain and assist in the construction of black and white reduction
That drove me and a young nation of over stimulated romantics to
Rebel at the antics of a world that we really didn’t know, '
Tune out and on w1th the show!
B I'loved these T.V. shows as a boy. The cowboy/westerns and Disney
- revisionist historical dramas such as Davy Crockett spurred all the boys to.'beeome
young cowboys. I had an arsenal of various toy guns and rifles to fight the bad guys.
: They were the ones who were scurrily dressed, unshav‘ed, and mean. Their
- sidekicks were often cast as overweight balding, dim-wits w1th funny voices. I also
had a toy box ﬁlled w1th hats of every style I had to have the rlght hat in order to
' launch into these imaginary roles |
Of course, I had to be the hero in the black and white morality plays of my
- imagination. The bad guys always went down and I, as.symbol of the good, strong,
clean, and handsomie, always won. The bottom line plot of good over evil was
played out with slight variations for years.
‘But what happens if, after all this indoctrination'and practice, yeu don’t
~ measure up as a hero? What if you’re not handsome and yoil have no cleft in your
‘Mountie jaw. What if you are shorter than six feet? What if you have bright red
‘hair? What if (perish the thought) you are not a tdugh fighter but rather a sensitive

dreamer?
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Another source of_-angst for me \;vas the ihdoéffination-of;Arn'eriéan‘ "
sta_ndafds of female bea'uty. The 6bj_ectiﬁéation bf women and:v_aluivng 'wo.mven for
'What fhey looked like as épposed to Who t_hey wefe as pedple was a terrible 1e§so_n -
to be ,taiughf. For years I dated womén‘with high cheekbohes and thin Waistiines. I
felt trapped by these sfandafds of beauty that wéfeplahf_ed SO deeply. iﬁ_t’o my
psyche. The power of the T.V. heroes faded, 'hoWeQer, Whén the “Bfitis_h Iﬁvﬁéion”

h_if the radio airwaves in early 1964. |

The Heroes Qf the Sound Wav'eé

IThada long_~ distance bondinlg-.'with mény of the mﬁsic icons of fhe 1960’s.
This new source forve>.(te‘rna1 héroes and mentors c.()mmencéd:vﬁth.th.e Nértﬁ
Americah break throﬁgh of the Beatles in the‘:‘ eafly months of 1964. The 'Beaﬂ’es
intrbduéed a new vitality to the entire -World_of pop. And with this.AFVitalit.y Ac{arhe a
_n'ew-( relevance for young >pe(_)plé. _We all greW»up with the Beéﬂes as they
themselves gll'ewvand mo_vgd from the simplicity of “I Want to Hold You_r Handf’ to
the sophistication of “A Day in The Life.” 1 rec_ali eagerly anticipéting each of the
later Beatles’. albuﬁ.l._s so my friends and I could listen to the _lyricé. Th.eSe'cryptic
messages éonétantly exposed me to concépts that were experientially Way be&ondt

my reach.

The Lyric Heroes-Bob Dylan and John Lennon
Post-modernism meets the sonic landscape. Other artiéts as well as the
Beatles became intensely personal and reflective and relevant. It appealed to the

" 'young who were wrestling with narrow stereotypical life oppbi‘tunifies and values
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that had been gene'rated from the needs for security and stabilit}i by the previous |
'generation-one who had survived the great depression and onrld War 1. Pop
music went from Pat Boone to Bob Dylan in the blink of an .eye. Many lyricists |
joined the new wave, moving away fromlci'ichés and naivety to profound essays on
- values, change, the ‘need for }re'fection,'a sense of place ‘and personal growth._ ”
Dylan’s lyrics in Like a Rolling Stone (Wissolik, R. D McGrath S.,
Colalanne A. J 1994) touched some of these subjects. My sense is that this song is
about a woman who was raised in wea]th and enjoyed this distinction. Her wealth
_ prov1ded her with great en]oyment but seemed to shield her from growmg up and
~ into the world. When she tumbles into a new context, she is forced to re-evaluate
“and work with the very people that s‘he looked down upon; It represents an
incre_dible change from the “boy nieets girl” simplicity of only-a few years earlier.
After detailing the young woman’s fall from both grace and innocence, Dylan
- essentially asks what \&ill happen next and how will one'deal with it. This level of
“reality” in song lyrlcs—one that captured the grayness and complex1ty of hfe—.
captured the 1mag1natlons of all who heard it. |
- Other artists'reﬂectedon spirituality and alternate philo_sop_h'ies.' John
| Lennon, of the Beat]es,l was one of the best examples of pop artists who wrote on
such issues. |
N John wrote about the Tibetan Book of the Dead in the song, Tomorrow Never
‘Knows. His lyrics center on the acceptance of the natural end of our life journey. :
John works hard to re-frame our thinking to complement the process as “love is all

and love is everyone” (Womack, K., Davis, T.F. [Eds.], 2006.) These lyrics, unlike
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the street wisdom of Bob Dylan took younger people to esoterlc adventures in
* Eastern metaphysmal phllosophy |

In the stream- of consc1ousness ﬂow of “1 Am‘the Walrus Lennon blended ,
Eastern Spiritual- learning and drug—based hallucinations/ realizations with a '
Dylanesque critique on English society and sexual norms. Lyrical lines like “I am»
he as you are her as you are me and vye are all together” are juxtapoSediwithi' .'
“C'or'poration tee shirt, stupid bloody Tuesday manf’ and referenees'to ‘.‘Lucy in the .
| sky,"’ or LSD (Womack, K., Davis, TF [Eds.]l, 2006.)_The lyrics .are as bold as the
" stream of consciOusness style By the lat.e ‘60’s, | Lennon had arrived at a 'special
artistic place wherein he could voice any of his thoughts in any hterary style and

the whole world would llsten and try to make meaning from it.

Jirn_i Hendrix-and the Guitar H_eroes |
Along. Vyith lyrics, thevmusic 'also reﬂected the huge changes and growth that_ |

accompanies any major societal paradigm breah through.‘ In-this context there was
nothlng 1nstrumentally that better demonstrated the change of values than the |
guitar playlng Usrng a new amalgam that channeled the passion and Vocabulary of
the blues through the ﬁlter of pop aesthetlc, the guitar players became the high
“priests” of rock. | | |

‘The blues has always been an anti-religion in the Southern_ States. It was |
generally viewed as the “devil’s music,” probably because it took ‘as many converts
as the traditional Christian religions. Jimi Hendrix, from Seattle (via New York and

London) and a number of English guit_arists such as Eric Clapton, Jeff Beck, and

105




Jimmy Page, absorbed Amerlcan blues and fused it into a hlgh-powered avant-
" garde style that enthralled mllhons of teenagers

‘ I was one of those teenagers. Although I was not there when all the young
‘Torontonians wore the infamous “Clapton is God” buttons, I dld fully understand )
- the message, as there isa unique phenomenon that occurs when blues infused , |
solos are played with excessive passion._ It seems that there is a breaking point.
where the passion pushes through the doors of normalcy to_a land of the lotus; That

is to say, through the intensity, a spiritual edge arises and the music starts to sound

- likea hymn.

All paths eventually lead to God? I have often wondered if the music of the
‘60’s offered a path to fill the void that was being generated by the failure of the
church at the time. Clearly, I was one of the new converts.
In the winter of 67 68, my heroes Er1c Clapton and Jimi Hendrlx played in

- my hometown This was the first time that I had actually seen heroes of mine in |
__ flesh and blood. The exp_erience changed my Adirection of guitar playing and my life
forever. 1 started the long journey of trying to play improvised guitar lines that
would generate the transcendental moods of my heroes. The work of honing this |

skill continues today and has inspired th'e following poem. -

High Wire Guitar -

 Preamble: :
Taking lmprovlsed solos is one of the scarzest and most thrilling thmgs
that I know. From my context, it is.an act of vulnerability, truthfulness and,
ultimately, heroism. And it is very similar to walking a tightrope. How does one
prepare? The obvious answer is to practice, but there is much more-to it. With one
slip you can crash and the whole edzﬁce of emotzon intellect, soul, and aesthetic
tumbles down. But when you make it...
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ngh Wire Guitar

Putting your foot out you feel the wire
Before you walk on water
~ And though you are very high
In the stratosphere, there is no
Net and certainly no turning back,
. Only turning inward as you
Completely relax, Ohm Mani Padme Hum,
And unconsciously align and poise
~ Your mind, body and soul
In absolute concentration
To let out your voice from
The deepest pit of your spirit
As.only the way you can
While the rest of the universe
Looks over your shoulders
And floats youupina
Sea of teardrops from
- The Buddha of compassion

And in the blistering whirling of the spheres .
' You tune into its tautness, o
Its frequency and thickness
- Until there is no separation
- Through storm and still
You.are
Your extensionand -
If all manner of things have
Locked themselves into -
The most sacred pattern
‘When the sun makes love to the moon "
And the tides roll backward to reveal
- Ancient shipwrecks and cities
Of so long ago, yet you know
And the howl of the wolf
Becomes an aria of unspeakable beauty...
Then you are ready '
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Working with Heroes in Real Time -
A reﬂexine' narrative on Charlie'Phillips, a man in 'r.‘notion,,‘and a true a'rchetypevof.
"energy, commitment and vision o | | |
My ﬁrst attempts.‘ to publicly live and tell my story came throngh the |
performance of mnsic. I played in full time- bands frorn‘ 1973 until_ 19_‘84. It was
simple and’ natural music; with the biggest thrill heing the impro_visation of so_IOS in
the spirit of my idols. I had never been happier. |
| It was through my music that I met and worked with a man who
o profoundly inspired and changed me. Charhe Phillips was the son ) of an Enghsh
| faml_ly that lived and worked in Owen Sound, Ontario. The family owned and
| operated movie theatres around the Owen. soﬁnd region. Char]ie’s father was the
pI’O_]eCtIOIllst Charhe saw every meV1e that came through town and even had the
luxury of prlvate screenmgs of the cartoons. Charlie grew up in a context that hard
work was the nerm. | |
I remember Chvarlie telling me ,that his whole family; including his
' grandparents r&onld gather regularly at his Dad’s' movie house. As soon as the -
patrons from Friday’s ﬁnal show left the theatre the entlre famlly would rush in
and unscrew and remove all the seats in the theatre. While family members carried
out the last seats, other family members would wash and then repamt the entlre
~ floor. This is not an easy or fun job. The pop and popcern and old gnm stick
‘tenaciously to the floor. But as paint will not adhere to a dirty sdrfa(ie it was a
necessary task. In the early m.orning, as the paint dried, the seats t/vere brought
back in and remounted in the theatre. The theatre would he completely elean and

ready to function in time fer the Saturday matinee. No family member slept at all.
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V They simply worked into-the.nex‘t day and kept going, Furthermore' no one
complamed This is but one example to demonstrate boyhood experlence that
’helped Charhe to develop a heroic frame of llvmg
i I met Charlie when I was anvlmmature 19 year—old Vyho was trying to- put
together a _rocl< band. My friend-'_and}.bass player, will Bronson, su_ggest_éd‘ thatlwe |
audition a Hammond B-3 organ player who ’managed the .hicycle shOvahere will
'worked When I met Charlie, who was 25 years old the mythlc proportlons of the
man’s skills, life experiences, energy and work ethic overwhelmed me. Here was a
'~ man who was living a life-not just dreaming about it, as I was. |
Charlie was a university student at this t1me He had left Owen Sound to
attend Simon Fraser Umver51ty Prior to that he had been on the Canadlan | o
Natlo_nal Ski Team. As well as this achlevement-, Charhe had developed a passion' .
for aircraft and ﬂying;rand had earned his private flying license. Bnt now.the.'focus .
- was on academics. - o o
- Intrue “P.hillips” style, his aporoach to higher education was completely -
over the top.: The year I met Charlie,lhe was stUdying at two scho01s at-thesame-
time. He was enrolled at UBC for a teaching certiiicate and.he v(ias ﬁnishing his
Masters degree in community development at the University of WeStern
Washington. He also taught a remedial reading class at SFU. He erked on the .
w_eekends as manager of the “Peddler” shops. \.Nhe.n he decided to join us, he was
maintaining a primary r_elat_ionship. As a student, he did not have"a l'ot of money
and .so he rode his bike everywhere (including up the SFU hill once a week); '
One of his secrets to his ability to work so mueh was that his _hard driving

psyche was connected with a fantastic metabolism that allowed him to run at full
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’ energy with only four hours of sleep a night. He claimed thatthis ability was linked
to h1s working class Britlsh heritage. I had never met anyone, British or otherwise,
like him. | | B
Besides his impressive physical glfts Charlle s character values were clearly ’ v
_ '.deﬁned and operatlonal When Charlie made a promlse to you it was always kept
He was always on time and always cheerful and foeuse_d. Comm1tment was an
important notion for' Charlie. All Phillips projects were seen to their cOmpletion.
Cha_r'lie despised the thought of quitting.‘
| 'Charlie’s style with people was highly-charismatic.vEveryone Wanted to work -
w1th Phillips. Charlie had thoroughly studied the works of Déle Carnegie, Th1s o
. program gave him th.e interpersonal skills to make everyone feel both comfortable
and special. Moreover, it prov1ded the tools for Charhe to pos1t1on h1mself asan |
1ncred1ble motlvator-somethmg that would serve him well as a teacher
One of the most inspiring aspects of Charlie was his creative side. He
._ constantly thought out of the box. As a senlor Geography teacher Charlie took his
- class up glac1ers He used h1s own small plane and personally flew each student |
over the North Shore Mountams wh1le pomtlng out the features He connected
with every single student He made the ch1ldren belleve in | themselves by helplng
them realize that they were able and creative beings. Through example, Charlie led
. them to try harder, dig deeper and pull more out of themselves. Consequently,
students outcomes soared upwards as did their appreciation for lPhillips.. |
| ,' Being around a titan like this forced me to re-think a lot of my behaviors and
-values: I couldn’t help but'reﬂect on my own issues of 'indecisi\-/e'ness,

| procrastination, and ineffective communication skills. And I.couldn’t help but
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notice how small my world was compared to Charlie’s world. 'Although I knew that
I could never keep up with Charlie, I determined to incorporate as much of his style

“as possible.

Brian Fuller, an archetype of lntellectual mqulry
Brian Fuller was the next real-tlme hero to 1nsp1re me in profound and
enduring ways. By my late 20s, 1 had succeeded in 1ntegrat1ng mto the A room
rock music community. The “A” rooms in Vancouver were the best places to play.
They were popular hang outs that pald the best money for rock cover acts :
Although I had not been \Nlth a recording act, I stlll felt good about belng a'working
professional. I was surv1v1ng quite well and the music 1ndustry is a very tough
L llndus_try to be in. It is very competltlve and has a low, ethical threshold. IThad"
reached‘this level of pro—level commercial rock'through a_lot of hard work. I knew
that I had to keep learning if I wished to play for the rest of my life. 1 demded to
study some new styles to increase my versatillty and technlque |
| I cannot recall how I got Brian’s telephone number Brlan'is what is.known '

in the trade as a ‘leglt player.” His work con51sted of free-lance unlon JObS private
teaching and worklng at the new Vancouver Community College musm |
~ department. Brian’s greatest strengths appeared to be his strong sight-reading
| ability, his stylistic versatility, his innate musical talent, and a‘ﬁrst rate intellect. He
.Was‘ recognizedas a _serious_ and gifted classical player, although a lot of his.

commercial work required him to play various electric styles. |
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When Brian agreed to-give me leseons, I requested a_lengthvof 2 hours. The
, 'ﬁrs_t hour.yvould be devoteld to classical studiee and the other hOur to jaiz. I was not
versed 1n either .style, but I _felt that I should be. | |
My earliest recollection of Brian is that of a smiling ectomorphic ma.n with
. large glasses—a quiet, balanced and reﬂe.ctiye man whom I gues‘sed to be about ten
years older than myself. Brian, his wife, Barb, and his two young children, lived in‘.a
beautiful .sec.tion of Vancouver that was poSitioned juSt South of City Hall. In the
late 1970’5 there were a number of artis'te who lived in this mature residential area
, that was noted for its quiet streets and large vdeciduous trees that_ yvould rain storms :
of colored leaves in the fall. o
Brian was the third son in a large famlly of boys who grew in the academlc
setting of Berkeley California. His father Dr. J ohn A. Fuller, was a well known
soc1010glst in the faculty at the Unlver51ty of California, Berkeley
" Brian attended Berkeley and recelved aBAin comparatlve literature. His
~ areas of specialty were Greek and English literature. At the sarne time, he hada
love of inusic_a_ndhad developed a high level'of skill on classical and then later on
jazz guitar. |
Meeting Brian was an opportunity to exchange ideas with someone who

grew ina very different context To grow up under the shadow of Berkeley at a time

~ whenall types of new 1ntellectual paradigms were belng constructed is a rare

-opportunlty. And, of course, the summer of love was 1967 and the center of the new
universe was neighboring San Francisco. Brian participated in the new mus_ic scene

of that time. .
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Unlike Brian’s background .my blue-collar upbringing- had abs'olutely no ties
to Academe or a great city like San Franc1sco My father was a smart, creative and
'- ruthless survivor in the. world of busmess My mother was housew1fe Nelther had
ever gone to university. I had about a year’s worth of undergrad arts courses that_ Il
had collected. But my initial dreams.of higher .education'ended when the UBC
music department informed me that they could not accept me for gliitar studies as |
they did not consider classical gultar a serious 1nstrument—a perplexmg notlon as -
Andres Segovia, the mternational star of classical gu1tar was already an old man by |
this time. Consequently, when I met Brian, I was'extremely unedu_cated," naive
fellow who was leading a very narrow life. .
| Iloved my lessons with Brian. Although, he focused on’m_usic, 1 learned
et]ually as much about life from yvatching him and asking him questions. That is to _
: say, the music lessons acted as an entry pomt to see a blgger world—one that knew
little of. What I d1d not realize at the time was that the learmng of other styles of
music.necessitated the learning of new cu_ltures and their values, as music Is, in
general terms, one of the main Voices of culture. a learned later that oneusually
needed to embrace certain values of a culture if one wishes to credihly dialogue its
music.)"' | | | |
Brian, through his connection and heritage to the great history of Western
thought and values, taught me the importance and role of the intellect in music |
that led to, among other things, an approach of intellectual sensi_tivity and subtlety
“that I had previously been unaware of In fact, through my “gypsy meets rock and
blues” context, I had never really reflected on the intellectual apr)roach to music.

" To this point, my music valued and accented the voice of emotion/ heart and spirit.
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To use a visual .art analogy, I was painting .sonic landscapes With all the-pfiméry
. colors-magnificent reds, yélloWs and blues. Through Brian,‘ I learned about grays, - |
purples and shadés between the obvious. | |

In our éohversatiOns, I learned that the WOrid wés a lot more éomplexv'. thén I
was__acknowledging§ FQ’r example,, as our cor.l_\}ersation.s‘ve\}olved, I became awa{re. of
my tendéncy té.generalize. Brian, however, was incredibly reticeﬁt about making |
SWééping sta_térﬁ'ents aboﬁt any subject. I _léérned that issues have ma’ny sides ‘and
one r'n.ust carefully consider this before drawfing any conéltisibns. Brian also made
ﬁle'comfortable with fhe" notion tha‘t'not evefything can be or neeas tb be
‘explained. |

I owe my post-SeCondary edu_cation to Brién’s prodding. I know that I was
inuh_dating Brian with all manner I(I)f mu_sical quéstibns. He fe_lf that I should
_éonsider _'a'_tténding.Vancouver Commuriity College music school as hé explained -
' thaf_ hé‘ did not feel it ;/vaé .possible‘to answér all my Quéstions in the short time
‘_ affor&ed by private lessons. Bfian wésv thé guitar teécher at the school and, .as ’su'ch,
- my lessons wm_'lldv édntinue, bﬁt I could attend cdurses'ih theory, history, and ear
’.[raini'ng. I followed'his recommer:ldation'and Walked into the world of higher

learning and eventually into teaching.

The Impact of my Heroes. on my Teaching

As I have learned s o much about teaching from so many people, 1 ﬁﬁd_ it
hard to limit the d‘iscussionvto just the influence of Charlie énd Brvi‘a‘n. Without
haﬁng met Brian, however, I fealize that I‘probabl.y would not have becbme a

teacher, as I would not have the educational credentials that I now possess. Brian
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inspired me and supported my-endeavors to gain a degree through a dual track
school. I ended up emerging as a band instructor that felt equally comfortable
' teachlng classical, jazz, or pop music. ThlS strength of dlver51ty has formed the -
buildlng blocks of my program at Sea View wherem_studen_ts have the ch01ce to
follow a classical, jazz or R&B path. - |

* Brian also nurtured the d'evelopment of my o_wn ahilities on my guitar. I
studied classical guitar and ﬂourishved 'inv_the jazz idiom. This has‘ alloWed_ me to
inspire my students through my o.wn'playing. I sense that the childrenv‘knoyv.that L
am a “real player” as welllb asa teacher and this ‘gives me .a lot of credibiiity.
Credibility translates into respect and re:spect that'is e'arned isa key ingredient to
.. successful teaching. | B |

I am sure that 1t is in part through Brian S example that I have mov1ng 1nto ’
graduate work. A number of years ago, Brian returned to school and earned his |
PhD. He now teaches at UBC in thé classics department. It seemed tobea natural ,
evolution. I phoned him when I enrolled. He was very happy for me.

Charlie was a hlgh school teacher for 27 years He was an outstanding
example for me. He even convinced the West Vancouver school board to take a .
chance_on me as a music teacher at Sea View» secondary where he:_was teaching.
When he moved out of geography and started teaching drama,‘we co-wrote an_d
produced four original musicals for the school. (See “The Blues _Brothers-a
Musical.”).I tried and still continue to try to incorporate his ievel of commitment,
vision, and energy_tormy pedagogy. And like him, I work hard to make the children

~ feel special and- empowered.
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On Becoming (My Own Hero?)
Charlie and Brian represented two of my biggest mentors. But, like every

other human, I am cOnstantly_being exposed to new ideas and ways of being and I

-still absorb and incorporate ideas and behaviors that could potentially work for me.

- Coming back to school is assisting this process. I have met and been challenged by

a wonderful complement of professors and students. I thrive on this, But as an
adult male With.a family,education' and seventeen.years of teaching experience, I
respond dlfferently than Ididasa young man.

| T know that these real t1me heroes provrded me with learnlng that 1 was
not able to gleam from my .father or my home. sometlmes view these real tlrne
heroes as surrogate fathers. There reached a point, however, when I realized that I
had to becornve rny own man. | had been \}ery open to _these men, but it was time for

me to become my own hero. It would require two irnportant psychological steps:

~ first, I would have to learn to listen and trust my own heart and senses. Secondly, I

_ needed to part1c1pate more act1vely in the real world.

And so I consc1ously dec1ded to start stand1ng on my own and developmg
my own sense of self. To'an extent, I have 1ntegrated and grown up Although 1
don’t see myself asa Hero, ' per se, 1 hsten to my own Volceand constantly work
on l)eing true to whoever I am at any given time. |

I perceive my Master’s program as an important transformational act. I have

-a life goal and commltment to unfold my potential phys1cally, emotlonally,
“mentally, artistically, and spiritually. By developing myself through the challenges

: of_,a graduate degree, I am striking out on one of the last neglected frontiers. I love
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it. T will savour it. I will bite the experience to the bone. In doing so; I will release

the hero in me.

‘People say that what we're all seeking is a meaning for life. I don’t think this

is what we’re really seeking. I think that what we’re seeking is an experience
of being alive, so that our life experiences on the purely physical plane will -
have resonances within our own innermost being and reality, so that we
actually feel the rapture of being alive (Campbell, 1988, p.5.) -
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Section III

An Analysis of the Renderings

‘ Reﬂections onl the -A/r/tographic Process
Although it eyolved org_a_nicallyd, the process in yyriting my thesis surprised
me inits cons_istent,ritua]ized approach. The poetry and narratives always came '
out first. In part, th.is was a conscious decision to free the poetry from the artistic
: »shackles that are imposed on song lyrics. H-ayin_g writtén numerous songs over the
years, 1 was COncerned that poetry Would be ‘subjugated to the ']imits of the m_usical
phrases I also feared that I might worry more about issues of rhyme and such
rather than dig in and write my best poetry In short I wanted poetic content to .
trlumph over issues of form.. | |
A]though colleagues in the language arts.may disagree I ﬁnd the creation of
music to be more supple and adaptable than poetry. From my perspective, the
. poetry did not 1nh1b1t the music as much asitacted asa catalyst for sonic - -
expression. Mus1ca_1 expressmnf—.—unhke poetry, a hlghly concentrated and,
therefore, fragile art form—seems to be able to 1e‘ffor._t1‘essly wrap around a v_ariety of
poetic forms and intensify the poetic content in sublirne ways. |

-Interms of ritualized process, 1 wr'ote all the poetry in our home study

~ space. Prior to writing the poetry, I would attempt to reach the site of the arational

through medltatlon At best the meditative process would throw me into a state of
' profound clarity or, at worse, calm down some of the n01sy chatter in my brain.
One may refer to the poem, The Goddess of Innovatzon for metaphorlc insights

into that process. This place of profound sﬂence/ intuitive knowing would usually
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- predicate the emefgence_of a topic or a_‘line ora 'hook into a poém. At that pbint, 1
would try/not try to unwrite/ wrife a poéin by allO&ving as many ideas as pobssible to
~surface before my anaiytical brain bécam_é aét_ivated. My ‘rational' intelligerice_ would
be yery important for the ﬁné-tuning éfter the soul of the. p'oem.wé's' 'releasea. To |

quote mysélf frdm the Fable of the Sculptor; “ ..the péth is now clear—releése the
deep intuitive feeling ﬁ‘rst and then reﬂéct and feqund throughl intelligencé and
observer aest.hetics'."’. | | |

_For me, there waé a neéd fdr’arational_ and rational créativity tQ__emei'ge from
fhis pr_océss._ My efforts were directed.at. fapping into t_hé intuitiiré/ afétibnal Sbace
first, in order to réleése deepef issuéé’én_d aﬂl Qf their reqﬁisite pasSioh and' feelings.
My ration.al-mind tﬁen reviewed; focused, .a‘nd c_lalfiﬁed thes e directed feel‘ings.. '

‘ The rationél réview and editing 'pro'ce.ss wbuld ‘carry‘ori for a peri()d of time.’
COI.nin'g'b‘ack_ to a poem at a later date often allowed me to_vvs'ee thé‘ i)oem erm a néw | |
perspective. _Ther_e.wou.ld_ reach a point, hoWever, where the ploemv was fairly
finished. That said, I'don’t think it ever énds,‘bﬁt I woﬁld then start to compose the
music. | | |

Com}.)osing} ‘I‘nusic is a process that I love. 'Finding the “right” notes to.
express my fe'elings' has consistently beeﬁ‘ a fu]ﬁl]ing process. 1 hgd a' n&akeshift
Studio in a downstairs room of our house where I had access to my guitars, | o

| keyboards, and a G5/Pro Tools system to facilﬁ’ate the compoéition aﬂd recording
of the music. |

The c<;mp0$itional process pafalle_ls the writing process in that I WOIﬂd
usually meditate, read the poem, and then allow the mﬁSic to rislev Up. through the

arational. One of the first determinants or unconscious decisions I would make was
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to address the mood and pickan apprOpriate tempo. Often, 1 would not be aware of
' 'thls step, havmg already made it at some 1ntu1t1ve level. Instead, music would come
out of my fingers and heart. When the process is gomg well 1t feels like the ﬁngers
are playing the_mse]ves——indeed, I feel more like an observer than a willful creator.
| As with the Writing process, my rational mind Vyould be used to reflect bupo:n,' N
clarify, and focus the music ideas, once the 1n1t1a1 intuitive lmpu]se had been -
expressed The change from arational/i intuitive process to rational/ contextual
centered thlnkmg process is best thought of thro_ugh the analogous model of a
continuum, with these two processes at_ either end. It is certainly not an ;‘either/ or”
propoSition. At any given time, I sense that Iam located' in a drift between these |
: _._t__wo extremes.
My musical expression was also subject to numerous-reviews and edits. As
I was the 'Only player‘involved, I had to l.ayer on .instrumental and Vocal tracks one
at a time. Again,.eac'h.track required both. inspiration and reﬂection.
In general, my recording.of spoken performances._of poetry and stories was a
- difficult proce.s‘s. Professor Leggo’svpublic_ readings of his poetry have been a ,
constant source of inspiration. Poets embrace the notion of performance poetry as
a means to further releaSe meaning from poetry I‘found to my dismay, that I have
nelther the requisite sk111 set, nor the timbre of voice to deliver my poetry tothe
level of satlsfactlon that I realize from my musical performances I was tempted to
-ask someone else to perform a reading of my poetry, but I know that it is my poetry

and that I must learn to present it.
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The Opening of the Goldén FloWef% the Mirége of Epiphahy
| E'éstern metaphysics refers to the notion of Opéning the golden -ﬂ‘ower.._This v
: concépt isa metaphor for‘yet _anbther metaphor about thé awakening of the third
| eye or t'he awakening of éniightenrhéﬁt in oneself. The adﬂzentufe of awak_erﬁng
through the journ'ey of my rriastér_’_s degree hés been inﬁgorating yet discouraging,
expansive yet embarfassihg, fu]ﬁlling yet_erﬁpty with ﬁnaﬁswered qUeis.tio'ns;'.‘ |
Perhai)s, ques_tiohs never really charige. Perhaps, it is just the shift‘in percéptﬁél
and int'ellectﬁal context .that _creates a mirage of épiphany. Ina house of péfceptual
rhirror,s, I have'moved forward, backWafd, or stayed in fthe samé piaéé. Arguxﬁénts
~canbe made for ahy bf these positiohs. | |
A num,ber' of recurring themes have surfaced in my arati(;n:;.ll writiﬁgs. Theée themes
| Were chosen for their ffequency within varioué Wfitings and were due to'the em(;tiohal_ )
weight they carry fqr me. The content of thé themes range widei}i as art_iﬁcial lines blur
bbetwe'en my roles as al_‘tist, téa_cher, researcher. I'have selected seven 'm.aj(')r therfles t,o_.
reflect upon. | |
Pefsonal é(jntext and bcon.text formation
o Heroes. (creéftion_, demise, 'z;nd problems with) énd aspirations
o Regrets |
e  Anger with the prevaili.ng culture
e New .begivnnings |
e The importance of Artistic/ Transcendent/Arational' spaces
e  Reflections and intimate looks into the form and function o‘fb educ_ational: |

landscape
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Personal context and contextual formation
A seemingly disproportionate amount of my writing seems linked toan
awareness of personal context, its creation, and rarniﬁcations (i.e., The Masterv
-’ Frame The Unnatural Act The Hi-fi, I am Guitar, I am Startzng (to Lose), I've
(Em )braced, and The Story of Finding My Path) By personal context, I refer toa
notion of who I think I am and the values, beliefs, ethlcs, and prlorltles—conscrous
or otherwise—that I hold within me that direct how I'in't_erpret phenomena in.my
life.

- The topic of personal context and creatlon of a frame or lens of reference is
directly addressed i in The Master Frame. The arrival of our daughter Emlly, gave
me great caUse to reflect upon my impact on -the'formatlon of her values and
beliefs. And like many first time fathers, I want to do a good job, but it is sornething
new to me.

And being very keen, yet all the same .
- Lacking real experience, we follow the plans
Very slowly and carefully, checking the lay of the land
[ am very conscious that her eolleetion'and_re—collection_ of our activities will
| shape her. And ] am also aware of the ter(tual sub-plot I can run during these
activities where I can discuss issues of importance.
~ She passes me the wood and the siding
And with the greatest pains, holds the beams steady for
The Master Frame as I measure and pencil and -
Pound the nails into the wallboards as well as
- Into the story board of her myth for we talk
Incessantly and work co-operatively to raise a structure and

- A cohesive environment not only out of
Wood and paper and nails but of dreams and schemes and
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Values that often prevail in my own Master Frame

My preoccupation with how one looks and agendizes or colours phenornena |
becomes stirred when 1 am with Emily because it makes me think abo'_ut how little -
my father was involved in my life. Indeed, this a/ r/tographic p.I‘OCG‘SS has made me
realize that I still carry frustration due to the lack of 'participation fromv_"r'ny father
with my development.

In many Ways,the TV was my first surrogate father and purveyor of myth,
ritual, .tradition., and values. I find it stunningly ironic that I was being shaped by |
the values and agenda of corporate United States of America while my real Dad sat
. and watched besi'deme ina near-comat()se state,of non-reaction. .'Later as an adult

1 would have to deal with all this commerc1a1 programmlng of my taste and
‘priorities. It seemed harmless at the tlme but ultrmately the act of da11y TV V1ew1ng o
r_ooted within me a core set of beliefs and approach to life that I have_ had to spend
~ years wrestling out of my' conscieusrress_.
How much did I laugh? How much do I hate -
‘How deep these myths did sink and formulate
My brain and assist in the construction of black and white reductionism
‘That drove me and a young nation of over stimulated romantics to
Rebel at the antics of a world that we really didn’t know
Tune out and on with the show!
(from The Unnatural Act)
Unknowingly, my father allowed telev151on to develop a 51gn1ﬁcant part of

my nascent contextual frame. He also purchased for hlS entertalnment a

wonderful hi-ﬁdelity record player. But his music of choice, the w_ild Eastern
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European gypsy and other ethnic music forms, hooked me on the tremendous

magical effect that music can have on me.

My emotions and body were kidnapped and forced to ride this sonic roller

- coaster. It was as if the music could somehow charge up my whole system.
Perhaps we could blame it on my genetics, but, for whatever reason, this
music found its way to the very core of my being. It just about drove me
crazy. I would slowly sway to the mournful opening theme, (there is always
sorrow in any gypsy piece of merit), and then, uncontrollably, I would have -

to dance as the tempo accelerated. I was transformed into a marionette and -

the music was the master puppeteer. As the band would rocket to a “Presto”
tempo I would be forced to run, non-stop, in circles through the rooms of
the house. This crazy puppet dance would continue until the triumphant
finish had me collapsing into a chair, breathless and sweating profusely

' (from The Hi-Fi) ‘

I am Guitar is a poem cbncerned W_ith the importance of musical self- -
: expression at the other end of my life continuum. It comes out of a defensive
posture about rhy need/want to have some daily practice time, hence, the |
mantra-like refrain that keeps buildihg:
‘Tam guitar
It will not go away -
And..
Tam gl'litaf -

It will not go away,
It will not go away...

: And finally . .

I am guitar
It will not go away

It will not go away
Until I do

The personal benefits are'hugé. |
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The guitar has soothed me, challenged me,
~ Delighted me and grounded me
Throughout all the many challenges

That I have endured in this sometimes
' Lumpy, sad clown
Plane of existence.

It has supported me through various jobs, |
Boring routines, mind-deadening situations,
Over-work, and negative people.

It has listened to me talk through
- The acceleration of
Ever-changing experiences,
Relentless challenges
The coming and going of relat10nsh1ps
And of balance w1th1n myself '

~ Somehow it has always helped keep me in check
‘The magnitude of its experience,
. Its potential and intellectual and emotional palette hav1ng now
Underpinned my whole point of view,
' My entire value system. _
~ And so the lines between “guitar” and “I” have blurred

The poem closes with the notion of re-commitment.

And if the archetype of tragedy
" Rolls over me and _
Decimates all that I have worked -
So hard for and
Destroys my family,
My core,
And brings me to my knees, blind and crlppled ’
In a pathetic heap of crushed humanity
I will crawl on hands and knees
To find my guitar to cry through
And though it will not offer solution,
" It will give some solace and self-reflection because

I am guitar
- It will not go away

It will not go away
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Unt.il.I do

v Thus this poem en‘abies me to reveal and evaluate the impact of guitér in my
B | life with the hopes of conferr'i'ng that all boundaries between myself antl the - |
o instrument have vaporized——we have enténgled to the point of oneness. o
I.am Starting (i to Lose) was written ar_ound the mid—point of my MaSter’s -
: journey. Within the poem are the seeds of change and potential trans_formatioh and
t_he conseious rea1ization that these .cha.nges‘ were irhminent. Itis intended that the
t_itle be read tWice, as inlIam Star'ting,.and I arvr'z"‘Starting‘ to Lose in or_der to
convey closure as Weli as new beginnings.. | |
I start by questioning why I did thlngs in the past and in thlS sense, can be
con51dered a precursor to the poems of regret (1 e, The Fable of Regret and-
Drlvzng wlth no Hands) |
Iam ‘sta‘rting' tolose
~Just why I did all those things;
Why in youth I railed and clamored so passionately
For freedoms that were already said to be and

Why I coveted and conspired, adorned and displayed and
Danced to a music that sometimes only existed in my head.

I also examine the need to move away from my heroes and move into a state of _

accepting myself.

I am starting to lose
. All my heroes
As a tide of democratization rolls in
And levels the playing field .
Into a liquid flowing mass
Washing me clean and
Freeing me from the victimization of
' Needs to prove and
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Needs to be accepted...
And as a result of this natural lettmg -go, 1 ﬁnd myself movmg 1nto a new state of
'becomlng S
I stand naked and not caring’
Disinterested and disconnected, yet
Passionately involved...
How can this be?
Change is in the air...
I dm becoming
The fool on the hill
The invisible one, the crazy man,
Talking to himself
Reveling in his own jokes
Yet, at the same time, I am hearing
New symphonies of living
~ And concertos in the once cacophonous tumble
‘ Of confusion
And I am preparing
To be myself...

I e (Em)braced is both my opening and closing piece, and is, esSentially, an
artistic abstract of the research in thls the51s It can be Vlewed as a tlghtly
compressed personal 1nventory set of contextual shlfts—a paradox1ca1 and dlfﬁcult
assessment of all the roles and attitudes and thernatlc obsesslons that I ha-ve
assumed and consumed. It is both confessional and cathar‘dc in is nature. It is one-
of the latest poems that I have written and its significance lays in its honesty and
comprehensive nature. For so many years, | have wrapped myself in the belief that
I essentially a “good” man, and perhaps I am, but fhrOugh this poer_‘n_I‘am
attempting to embrace, or at least acknowledge all of myself, both gOod and bad.

The first verse lists a series of psychological masks that I've worn. The term

(Em)braced implies that I loved some of these roles andho_w, in retrospect, I've

had to brace myself in order to admit to other roles. The ina_'sks twist themselves
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into selféériticizing and judging my sometimes annoying propensity to judge others
aswell as myself.

. v I've (Em)braced _
~ Prankster, Con Man, Liar, Lover,
Husband, Father, T(h)inker(er),
Imposter,
- Preposterous
Lying in judgment!

The poem also contains a thematic overview of all the work that has
surfaced' in the last coﬁple years, during my return to university. In the second
verSe, I touch on three recurring themes: the importance of the aratioh_al, my

| personal struggles with Western culture, colonialism, and the notion of regret.

‘ Yet -
Sometimes Not of this World
As my eyes roll backward and the jaw drops...
‘Mystic systemic, pathetic and regretful
Keeper of cartoon consciousness,
My feet blister on the hyper-heated asphalt
Of Western reality,
I never learn
Still
Mystified by the rarified
Miracle of hope(lessness)

-The third part of the poem sets up a series of dialvecti'cal binariés to
demonstrate the width, breadth, depth and paradoxical multi-dimensionality of my

-character..

Frightened child and old man I am
. Penis crossed with penance
- Son of Zorro and Nosferatu,

- 128




- (Anti)... Christ I wish I knew!.
"The fourth part of the poem cr1t1ca11y rev1ews the theme of my role asa

researcher and educator and the mlrage of knowledge/ eplphany

‘Saint or sinner,
Certainly - - RS
Fool on the hill of the Academy of
Power, politics and lost souls,
Liminal Transgressor in the aporia of
" Found and lost (again) -
I see

The oasis or just another mirage?...

The poem closes on an upbeat note that sometimes I can transcen_d my own

muddle and work in service for others. -

Meanwhlle the Buddha of Compass1on pours
" Rivers of tears through me as I look at plctures of
My daughter
" Because
Sometimes I know
To look above myself

Heroes

‘Another prevalent theme in my'Writing has been the conce_ptof heroes—
their creetion, their demise, and theproblems associated with the cult of
personelity. The creation and eulogizing of both gerlders of heroes can be found in | )
the poem, The Unnaturql Act. | |

As a child, immersed in a milieu of black and white redUctioriism, all screen

_starlets became goddesses or archetypes of beauty and charisma.

129




I loved their perfection, their ultra mythic feminine
Looks with doe eyes and cheek bones
Chiseled out of granite and smiles
That would take you miles to a distant planet of siren-

- What possible chance did I have...

I saw the male images as direct exémplés of perfection—indeed, what I
needed to grow to become.

To be a man, a Paladin,
- Real Rifleman wanted Dead or Alive,
A Chuck or a Steve, Clint or Gary
Tallness and silence brimming with violence and fury
Much too soon to define the American Male -
On the black and white pages of high noon.

Most of my life I have tended to embrace various heroic figures. Even when'I
feﬁlrned to school for my graduate Work, I embraced a new type of hero—the
academic hero. The poém Big Pebple was written after I had been invited to attend
a meeting with the a/r/tography group. I was very impréssed with the power and
inténsity of the intellectuél energy that surfaced at this meeting. This poem directly
- talks about these new fnentors, albeit in a playful setting, that makes use of the
layers of meaning and double entendres that poetically exist within language.

Big people often run
Through the cracks for the borders and
Stay up all night to seize the day because
Big people have great vision
Even if they leave their glasses at home
- For they peer through a lens-
- That has been ground and polished
By years of episodic narratives

And reflective calls and responses

That turns outward in
And in so out
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As to the diversity of the prOfesSors at the a/r/tography meaning, I write:

Big people cannot be bottled or
* Labeled, categorized or denied:
‘Dismissed, re-miffed or qualified -
Except by those who miss the boat
As it leaves for.adventure islands remote

Oh how I love big people!'

A]though my first heroes were TV scree_n actOrs and my 'prese'nt‘ heroes are
more likely to be found within the academy, by far, my mnsrcal herOaguitarists_ha\?e
made the most significant impression' to date._ | |

A part of me has alWays wanted to belief in magic and I harfe aIWays :

' savoured- the in-dwelling of the spirit In the'realm of music, I have never been.able' :
to clearly differentiate between a few breath -taking, transcendental musmal
perforrnances that I have w1tnessed and the notlon of magic. And, as I have trouble

' ..separvatmg magic from sp1r1t, these highly 1nfrequent art1st1c performances ‘

resonate at such a‘sublim'e level, that its effect on me is the produ,ction of an altered

expe‘rience.' | ' |

All paths lead to God but some .paths are a little quicker. In the sixties, a lot
of music came out of the blues. It was morphed into a newA hybridvform when it’s '

basm form and vocabulary was musmally melded with high- powered rock and roll

and over-the-top emotions. When Jimi Hendrlx poured his heart out through this
context the result was music/magic that touched sacred places and took audlences

to transcendental helghts
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| To.sOme. extant, this ps'ychedeli'c saérament has been‘-l_ost as popular cu]‘ture.
has moved onto other topics like power, matefial acquisition, and so on. And, with
aging, rﬂy own c_oﬁteXt has change‘d. I'm not as easily inlllprebssed as1 Wa's when I
‘was younger as I ém much better at discerning between. a slight of hand and "
- profound expérienc‘é; . | | |
In Magié_ién/Musfcian, I talk abouf the reél thiﬁg..'l'rﬁe_nti;)n that even the -

mood and feeling was different. Sometimes, one can sense a special evening.

_ It was in the air
As soon as they counted out B
And freed the first sounds
You knew, but couldn’t explain
The feeling _
That wrapped around you like
A warm blanket and convinced you
That the conversation between the instruments
Would spin a marvelous story
- Filled with passion, intrigue,
Caring and humour

Each player would contribute to the construction of this aural edifice of the gods:'

with
Each soloist bringing
His special twist to the epic
By taking his own poetry }
o And weaving it into the sonic fabric
Of the whole . -
Which through tonal alchemy
Would convert simple sounds
Into a narrative so intense
.- And bursting with resonance.
That the story would
Actually grind to a place
So deep, yet cleansing
That the audience would
Be left in silence at the end and
- Forced again to wrestle with
Enormous questions of purpose
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But one playef rose above the others to take the audience over the édgé.

One of the players
~ Had special gifts, -

An original and stunning =~
Combination of years of technique
With serious reading and critique -

Of authors of music past

And this melded with frames.
- Of heroic vision and tenacity that
Ripped forth from his being as
A torrential outpouring
- That started slowly,
Creeping in the back porch
And edging ever so closely -

~ And he captured the smell
- Of the rain just before the break =~ -
~ And he made me shiver- '
In anticipation of the first
 Tenuous drops and
I was sure that I could
See the thunder gray and
Black clouds circling above
His head as the intensity
. Of his playing heralded an
Explosion of torrent and current

And I was not alone in recognizing this moment.

~ And the audience screamed
From the resonance of this tale
Of epic romanticism
~ And just when we thought
That the journey was complete
_ The soloist took us
To a new level of fresh terrain and
To new worlds of understanding
And the audience exploded
- And rose to their feet as they
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* As they strained to see him _
Push his head above the thunderclouds
To the deafening silence above the white noise
Where he washed us clean
And graced us with a chance
- To try again. '

; Naturally, as a'rhusician, Iama Woﬁld;be-magicién as I aspire to play at-a
leVel that suppbrts an audiénce to transcend our seemingly i)hysical‘r.eality. Whille'v v
. Magfcian/Musiciah 1s a poefn from the audience’s 'viéfw point, High Wiré Guiiar is
a view from the other‘side—the feelings énd process that a musician _rnight take to
_ ‘move to the next level. |
It starts with a fnusician_taking an 'iy.nprovised”solo. The difﬁculty, po_ise,.ahd

attitude needed to improvise draws an analogy to walking a tightrope.

- .~ Putting your foot out you feel the wire
. Before you walk on water
~ And though you are very high
~ In the stratosphere, there is no
' Net and certainly no turning back,
: Only turning inward as you
. Completely relax, Ohm Mani Padme Hum,
' -And unconsciously align and poise
~ Your mind, body and soul
In absolute concentration
"To let out your voice from
~ The deepest pit of your spirit
As only the way you can
While the rest of the universe
Looks over your shoulders
- And floats you up in a
~ Sea of teardrops from
The Buddha of compassion

In a great solo there is always a loss of self into the total concentration of the now.

And in the blistering whirling of the spheres
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You tune into its tautness,
- Its frequency and thickness
Until there is no separation
“Through storm and still
“Youare
Your extension
O course, there can be external or unconscious factors that can limit or allow
the successful crossing into the infinite now.
If all manner of things have
Locked themselves into
The most sacred pattern
When the sun makes love to the moon
And the tides roll backward to reveal
Ancient shipwrecks and cities -
Of so long ago, yet you know
And the howl of the wolf

" Becomes an aria of unspeakable beauty
Then you are ready

: Regrets

A rising theme in my later years has been the regularly occurrlng issue of
regret. As is the nature \mth regrets, these regrets frequently center on ch01ces that
I made years_ ago that are now 1mpact1ng or restrl_ctlng my present set of options.
They certainly seern to fall out of a mind set that for years er_nbraced._ox'/'ert heroism'
and romanticism.“The' passing of my father in AnguSt of 2005- intenSiﬁedthis type
of thinking. His death clearly delineated the passage of time and're_minded me of
| S my limited time in this material reality. In the i)'oem The Fable Qf Regret, 1 tryto
subvert that type of thinking to enable me to move on and hye in the present. The
‘metaph'or of a snake, a cold-blooded reptile'with a forked-tongue, addresses me in.

this fable.
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Yes, I have observed that
- Asyou have grown older
- And deeper in the seat
- Ofyour true self
- You have also cognized
~ That your demise is
Racing to catch you
~ And your own story
Is being etched in stone
For time eternal
And you are fast losing
Control of your destiny
* And especially any resolution
'Of your messy stories
Of unrealized glory

I am the Snake of Regret

Who lives and thrives
- On your frustration
With the finite aspect

Of your short visitation

Into this earthly vessel - .

And with your misunderstandings -
Of the very nature

Of human learning’s.

" Ibattle the snake through embracing regret as a measurement of my progress

in this advcnturous life. I explain it thus:

Regret then, for me,
Is an affirmation
~ And a measure
That indeed,
I have succeeded
In moving myself forward
And truly grown -
~ Through the years.
And so, rather than fear,
- I choose to feast on regret
 Asthe only true test
Of my growth as a human.
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Driving with No Hands was written after a real and vividly intense .
experience-—a flashback of feelings from bmy-youth that 1 ‘enco_unterved 'one.d_ay as ]

“drove the long commute from work tb home.

And for some reason on this special day.
The sun connected with me so strongly
That I longed to pull out a chain saw
And cut off the entire roof of my old hound dog car
And, like Brother Jake, when he saw the nght
I too wanted to ]ump cartwheels
- And.drive again with no hands
" For it gave me a feeling that I had forgotten-
A feeling so special, so sacred, so life affirming _
That I wanted to weep at how -
Empty | '
1
Had
Become...

Drivihg_ with No Hands is a celebration of life, youth, and naive honesty. It is a
comfn'entary'on how, to some extent we all get derailed and dance with regret as we |

.age within the paradigm of society.

Ten years later -
When the adventure
Came to its end
And I became “normal” again, .
It took me years to come off
‘The adrenaline-it was like heroin
And for lifetimes after
- I'walked the streets
" Like a prisoner
Of the setting sun
* Craving the rush and the release.
And the recognition
And never seeming to score
Enough to appease my mind...
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And it never reconciled
It just faded in time
With the avalanche of responsibility -
That follows fitting into society
- Until this moment when
‘In the blink of and eye
I was taken right back -
To the time when I could ﬂy
And drive with no hands.

- Anger/alienation with the prevailing culture
-Driving with No Hands touches on rhy anger and alienation with the
pré_vailing culture. In this poem, I refer to the mind—numbing experienee of the |
evening commutehome.. Ironically, our home is situated in a'suburban
o nelghborhood that is composed of people with whose values I have no
commonahty Itisa pseudo -sanctuary, as my famlly hves there but we struggle
with any sense of lntegratlng with the community.
For as I drove home today,
Deep in the grid and lockof 9 to 5
Eating the fumes and cursing buffoons
.In a panic to get off the tar
For domestic abyss in my little house in the sub
- With its 70’s big engine time warp and
- Neighbors who are white-right of Arnold,
I was amazed to see the sun burst through
The heavens and bless all the prisoners.
Of the commute
Although there is a clear distain for my present life in this poem, my own
sense of alienation and personai rejection certainly haunted me during the first half
-of my life. It seems directly tied to a search for purpose'and meaning and

ultimately to the revelation of dreams and values through artistic self-expression. I

“have often wondered why 1 believed that life should offer more. Reciprocally, 1
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* wondered why-I should offer somethin_g special back to life through some heroic
accomplishment. And so, a lack of acceptance of life, as it is in this time and place,
‘and a lack of accepting my own normality'has been an ongoing issue. I remind

myself of the woman I dépictéd in the Master Frame.

I heard about a woman who grew up in a house of riches framed with beliefs
Of superiority only to find that a turn of events pushed her into a life of -
- Constant struggle inside a new dream with a man of modest means. -
And there she raised a family but was never able to return -
* To her original Home Frame with its Affluence and =
Connections and as a result she divorced herself
From her very own life for she saw her life
As a failure as she could not re-conceive
~ Her Master Frame to accommodate
‘A different context and
So she invalidated -
Everything....

* Perhaps my “house of riches framed with beliefs of supériority,” WAS the
metaphOric context of televisioh which re’plaéed the vacuum of late ‘50’s suburban
- life with stories of adventure and heI_"oic_ accomplishment. Perhaps my need for a
special life is a symptom of the déma‘ge incurred by watching too _much television
at a very impressionable age. All those cowboy shows of the late 50’s cut deeply
into my psyche.

To be a man, a Paladin,
Real Rifleman wanted Dead or Alive,
A Chuck or a Steve, Clint or Gary -
Tallness and silence brimming with violence and fury
‘Much too soon to define the American Male
On the black and white pages of high noon.
- Am 1, as a guitarist, a metaphoric gunslinger? Do I seek adventui‘éé and

performance challenges on the musical frontier?
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In the last ten years, I have worked hard at integrating myself with the :

; var_i.oUS communities through‘which I come in contact. I hat/e enjoyed‘some success
- in connecting with my peers, the teaching staff at 'wOrk.:Twenty—odd years ago,vas a
new teacher, I had trouble relating to other teachers. I'had become a teacher.'at
~ sucha late age _(36_),‘ and I carried such a unique personalagenda-from years o.f
non—teaehin'g adventures Consequently, I felt different and indeed, I was very
dlfferent from rnost of my colleagues at that time. One clear turning point that
a551sted in my integrating into the teachlng communlty and the world at large has

been the arrival of our daughter, Emlly, In May of 1998.

New Beginnings
The notion of .new beginnings is only‘touched upon in this series of poems.
These poems symbollze the actual process of movmg to a position of acceptance -
and courage to reclaim my own, authent1c voice. As I wrote through these poems
~ and as I wrote music to enhance them, my voice started to rejmanlfest itself. But’
- this work and thls dOeurnent are more clearly about the process as opposed to the
results. I hint at the future and what [am to become in the poem, I am 'Star.ting
(To Lose). |

I am becoming
The fool on the hill -
The invisible one, the crazy man,
~ Talking to himself
Reveling in his own jokes
Yet, at the same time, I am hearing
. New symphonies of living
And concertos in the once cacophonous tumble
. Of confusion
And I am preparing
To be myself...
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(The Importance of) Artlstlc/Transcendent/Aratlonal spaces

My condult to myself and to new beginnlngs has always been through
AI'tlSth/ Transcendent/Aratlonal spaces One of my first poems How 0Id? alludes
to the timeless quality of this 51te of knowledge. Sudde_n, unexpected transcen_dence
can be very dramatic. By unexpected, I do not mean the typepof actions or rituals, '
like meditation, that are speciﬁcaily practiced fof thisi experienCe. Iam talking
about times when we are all juSt living our lives and we momentarily step out of
ourselves. For' example, I have saton a »heach at sunset and the sheer beauty' of the _‘
: enperience has catapulted me into'a i‘apture that made me feel that time had
‘completely stopped, or that  was in a context beyond time. This poem 1s propelled' |

bya seri_es of questions that lead to ever-increasingly obvious connections tothe

- site of arationahty—moments in everyday life that may go as unrecognlzed as times

' when we dip our toes in the infinite waters of the transcendent

Commencing with the innocuous, yet strange question of how old are you
when 'you laugh, the poem asks the same queStion about other common -
.experiences ]i_ke the consumption of fo_odand‘drink_, as weli'as music and nature,
- and the intimacy of love and integrity. The goal is to make .people' vs;ensitiveito these

special moments in their own way as transcendence is always just a step away.

We unlock the fountain of youth A
- Through our choice of frames to view
All manner of living, both past and new.
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In The Goddess of I nnovatzon 1 personlfy and delfy and then hope to evoke the

 ‘transcendent state of aratlonahty

- And if she does arrive
- It’s usually a surprise and
I don’t always sense her presence
Just that colors seem bright
A And the flow is totally right
: And new ideas pop forth from my essence

From years of working within the site of the éfationa-l, I know that the pérsonal
contextual frame needed to enter the site can be challenging to sustain. v

And as I relax, I know she is right
I just get in my own way -
' For the trick is to open the door
- And allow her to explore without
Blocking or controlling her stay.

And that’s easier said than done
- For the mind’s rascal monkey for one
. Is always talking and taking control
But the goddess needs plenty of room
To create such a tune
That’s original and full of soul

 And the monkey will pretend to
- Be as]eep in order to sneak a peek
- At the awe-inspiring beauty of the goddess
But she can sense him through his process
- And she will fade away glowing
- Another poem that deals with this zone of innovation is the poem entitled
- High Wire Guitar. The circus metaphor draws in all types of secondary |
associations with danger and daring and high drama. But this poem is also filled |

‘with mixed imagery of épiritualism. Initially, I refer to guitar playing as walking on

water. I refer to the mantra Om Mani Padme Hum to evoke the notion of complete
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- concentration, the Buddha of Compass_ion, and the whirling of the spheres. The

pinnacle, or golden mean, arrives with the two words, “You are.” '

o Youare
Your extension and
If all manner of things have
- Locked themselves into
The most sacred pattern
When the sun makes love to the moon
And the tides roll backward to reveal
~ Ancient shipwrecks and cities
Of so long ago, yet you know .
And the howl of the wolf
Becomes an aria of unspeakable beauty...
Then you are ready
From these words I construct a tr1umv1rate of associations. that links gultar

soloing with the circus as well as wuh deep sp1r1tuallsm In so domg, I hope to

s1mulate some of my psycholog1cal experlences of creatlng music on stage for the

reader. With the dechne of the 1nﬂuence of the church in the 1960 S, many young

people turned to an mformal splrltuahty and ldolatry through the pop icons. |

People would carefully listen to lyrics as if there were modern scriptures. Guitar
wizards hke EI‘IC Clapton and Jimi Hendrix became the high prlests of the |
v movement Therem extended blues based solos gulded us to new levels of

transcendence. And so, this poem stems fro_m that attitude, Where the actions of

the improviser model a sacred ritual wherein the passion and the life force of the

player turn the solo into a hymn of transcendence.




Reflections and Intimate Looks into the Form and Functlon
of the Educational Landscape

There are a number of poems and narratives that were composed durlng my
graduate work that address educatlonal issues. These 1nclude the following poems
On Muszc Class after a Sleepless Night, and How Do You Determme as well as the
narratlves The Hustler and This Day i ina sze—.

On Muszc Class aﬁer a Sleepless nght invites the reader to 1mag1ne some of
the feehng and atmosphere of a modern JUDIOI‘ hlgh music class w1th the additional
bonus of seeing it from the teacher S perspeetlve Many people have taken band
classes when they were in school, but few know what the experience is like on the
other side of the baton. I incorporated real sounds from one of my junior concert
bands to intensify and validate the mood of the opening lines

Lazy sounds, crazy sounds
Deep from a bed of morning silence
They bloom
In all shapes and sizes
Sounds of brass, sounds electric, sounds pathetlc
From old reeds and moldy reeds and
Misreads of music with
Cases banging and music stands clanging

I talk about how the music grows in intensity until there is a point where the
overlapping of sound is so frequent that the sounds congeal one enormous storm
that seems to have gained a life of its own

The growling, howling, crashing, and clashing
Of these fragments of frequency and emotion
In this lumpy sonic mass hits
Its critical point of no return and morphs

Into one hideous multi-tendrilled entity
That continues to expand-and
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Feed off black hole recesses -
And suddenly lashes out at me,
Knocking me senseless with -
Unbearable dissonance and decibels
- That moves to destabilize my.very frame
Of calm and detached professionalism (?)

Trymg to start a class requlres pulhng the ch1ldren out of the1r own
explorat1ons and back to sﬂence This is can'be a challenge Some band teachers
resort toa m111tary like atmosphere Where ch1ldren fear thelr teacher enough to
qu1ckly shut down when asked 1 asplre to have, however, a calmer style whereln I
foster a more relaxed enwronment—one that can somet1mes lead to exploratlon or
too much soc1allz_1ng. So in my classroom, brlngmg the children back to my music
agenda can be challenging.

I scramble to pad my ears and
Grab my baton while I .
Call for the Force and the Gods of Reason.
Walkmg out of my office : »
I tap twice on the music stand, ra1s1ng my hand while
‘Praying that the alien in my room
.. Will hear my call and sense my intention and
Wil fail to detect my bluff
And that my sheer magnitude of conviction
Will dissipate this entity backto
A bed of silence so that the seeds of
Focus, cohesion, grace, and beauty
May take root and once again
Return us to a garden of symphony.

The narratives The Hustler and This Day Ina Life dig much deeper into the.
politics and issues that [ have dealt with in my tenure as a music teacher. The light
tone permeating the musical soundscape of The Hustler softens the harsher

realities of politics and power in the public system. The dominant question that is

' 'posed is whether I acted with integrity when I manipulated my principal into
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valuing the muéic program. In reflection, I. probably would dQ the séme thing if thé‘ _
‘situéti‘on called for it but al.fterb writing this piéce, I believe that I would ai)i)roach :
| the issue more cafefu]ly and slowly. | |
This Day in a Life éhronicles a fictitious day in my professional life. A day at -
_ s'ch_ool serves as a s¢éffold to foist a pléthoré of issues and points of yiew I ha\}e
about my job ahd profession. It is a/ r/t‘o'graphic” by default as it iﬁterweaveé my
folés as aI;tist',.téachver,and researcher. In réviemdﬁg this narrative I think fhét it
s'érvés‘the purpose of priming readers t’o.the fypical agen‘davand. demands placed on
,‘rhu'sic teachers. It raises QUéStions about ethics, and the purpose of teaching :_is wéll '
as »invi’ting thought on hdw music classes_shoul:d be structured and how student” |

'_ needs could be met. It also acts as a springboard for many.othe_r topics.

The Intuitive Proc¢ss and Empa_thy ﬁthéﬁt Experience
" Reflections on the coll‘aborative' process of the Poet a.nd the Pipe;r. |
How is it that one is ablle to sﬁcéessfuliy conétruct music to either a ﬁoém, '

. narrati\}e, or libreﬁo that Contéihs sﬁbje'cts-and féelings that are foreign to the
composer? Or, to re‘phrase, what mechanisms are operating when a wri'tér/ poet
feels that collaboratio‘n‘ witha gomposer'_s.trongly c‘onv.eysvthe experiential éSsence
of the text even though the composer h.as-‘never béen thi‘ough any of the poet’s -

N experiences other than reading or hearing the text? Cefta‘inly, it is an |

acknowlvedgement of the s;crength of the narrative to convey the intention an’d

affective atmosphere of the subject at hand. Having said that, whe.lnAI reflect on the
lifé of Carl Leggo, I must certainly'acknowledge-thét I conie from another wqud of

’ex'perience. Regrettably, I have never been east of Quebec Cify_. I have never
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breathed the:salt air of the east-coast—never met its yvon'derful “colourful
inhabitants. Yet, there was some inexpllcable lmkmg between Carl and myself.
'Carl and his wife Lana were both very pleased with our a/ r/tographlc :
collaboratlon. Lana felt that T really understood the moods 1deas and feelings Carl..
tried to convey The followmg d1scourse isa reﬂectlon on the event, in hopes of -
gleanmg some 1ns1ght into the questlon of intuitive empathetlc connectlons and
renderlngs albeit without real tlme experience.-

The seven pOems:that_ C.arl shared with me were treated ind_ividually.. No
consciOus linking through motif or'st‘yleyvas used. Having said that .a number of
poems were from a period when Carl was reﬂectmg on hIS east coast chlldhood
experiences in Newfoundland Canada. Many of these artlstic reﬂectlons vnth the
exception of Lynch’s Lane, seemed to call for a casual style of writing. The Same
Nos.e called to me for -a folk-like accompaniment in a two-part structure Carl told

me that his dad liked country music. I think of Scottish Jlgs and reels as belng part _
of the east coast subconscmus musmal / cultural mosaic. So, I dec1ded to spin an
east coast reel with a twist of country. I started thh a hook for acoustlc guitar.
From there, itis continuously repeated with various instruments joiningf in to
expand_; countrify, and variate the spirit of the hook. The Skipper __(A-K-A-, Carl’s
father) has clearly defined views on any number of topics, but one view that stands
out is his distain for snobs. When Carl refers to other topics of rant,_ the music’
moves into a minor setti‘ng. After eight bars, it returns to the happy,.danceable first
theme in an A/ B/A structure. The whole piece, being in part,a mirror of Carl’s
father, assumes a straight-forward quality%one that is decorated with the musical

equivalents of blue-collar culture and values.
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In retrospect, it would have helped to have met Skipper before writing this

‘pie.e.e. Writi_vng music for peelﬁs that address ihner feelings vorvabstract i(.ieas,allvows '
for more freedom than writing mesie for a person that 1s still alive. I believe that- |
-the latter demends accui‘acy——_much like the accuracy seught by a historian. .'
- Perhaps, in part due {o this, I feel the least eatisﬁed \Nlth this piece |

No Locks ﬁvidly takes one Back to the'house wh'e_re Carl grew up. Usually,
Caﬂ reads thie };oeﬁl‘with alot of frenetic energy. This house was a yery.busybplace.
I 'trie’d. to capture somevof the energy and drama. My first stei) was to create a
ﬁndving, tumbling drum pattern thet'locks in with a furiou_sly‘fraritic bass pan; If
yoﬁ Hsten, you will h_eai‘ fhe s-ound of Carl’e mqther sweeping with‘ a ‘broom w’hivch‘
.became a metaphorical clearing of the house for the next aie_tivi_ty in their three-ring
circus of domesticity. | | |

A traditional jazz guitar is used to fllfther Highlight the swirling-lenergy. I -
purposefully created a very abrﬁpt endjng to eontrast With the Sﬂence following the
~ track. ] wanted the listener to feel a blt e_f relief when it was o_\}erf |

OQerall, I felf.fairly pleased with this soundscape as it seemed to support
Carl’s feverish reading of the poem. This lpiece further convinced me of the }\‘/alue of
heafing poets read thei'r' own writings. _Ihdeed, t}'le‘act‘of pefforrhanee poe_tfy seems.
’ in ftself a' multi-layered end essentially a/r/tographic pi‘oe_ess. Teﬁ;t 1s combined
| with oratory. Se ‘stronv'g ie thisv alchemy that I found ﬁlySe]f seldom I;eferring fo a
hardcopy of Carl’s poefns. When I wanted to experience his poetry, my r_eco.rdings
of Carl were far more satiatihg than the one-dimensional form on.lit).aper. Carl’s
re_eding_s meve in real time. Hié subconscidus use of meter, phrasing, dynamics,

tenuto, acceleran'do', ritardando and articulation unfold like a symphonic drama.
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Listening to these musical elements of Carl’s performant:e in turn shaped the
musical “nest” that I constructed for the poem Knowmg the way that Carl writes, 1 _
‘ 'would argue that his poetry in particular should be heard (through performance)
rather than being read. If 'I had 1n1_t1a11y experlenced this poem through' my own
reading of 1t, I doubt that 1 _would have automatically interpreted the poem with
suchvigor | BRI .
Picnics called for a broader 1ntrospect1ve and more melancholy approach.
Our awareness of hmlted time on earth is arguably a most difficult toplc Wlth thls
poem, I felt that Carl’ s unique framlng was poignant and compelhng. I wanted thls
piece to have an instrumental opening that prepared the iistener for the |
melanc_holy and complex mood thej poem generated; I.used a jazz-like genre |
' instead‘ of a pure classical piece because ,Cari lightens up the poem toward the‘end."
I plla_c'ed:an instrumental solo in the center of the poem for reasons that were two
fold. First, to reinforcethe mood and moveinent of the poemi Second, to allow the_ :
listener to reﬂect on the words spoken thusffar. ‘Like the poem, the music has an
inevitable smﬁng to it and ei/entually winds down like a clock. |
Carl and I are both close to the same age and though he was clearly cogmzant
and concerned about the finality of the earthly human experlence at an early age, I
asa 52-year-old man, empathized on a level that previously would not be possible
for-me; |
My 'Mother’s House demonstrates a pernicious theme in C.arli’s poetry: the
'colliding of contextual frames and past recOilections with new contextual :
awareness of the present. The understanding and feelings of childhood experiences

can change so dramatically as we go through our lives, gaining new experiences,
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new understandings, and,. perhaps, new lie\v/els of empathy and compassion« for
"others as well as ourselves. With this process, I see Carl Leggo, the poet,. as
metaphorically sitting in the middle of a roorvn. of'r'nirror_s that reflect back differing
-angles of understanding’. Physicists theorize that, if one could accelerate fast '_
enough, one could hend back through timve and retu_rn.to the past. In this poern,
Carl returns to his _rn'othe.r’s.home and discovers that it is Veritably unchanged sinee
Carli grew up in 1t Carl examines it as a tirne—traveler r'night, wherein his past" |
archetypica] memories vof his home paradoxically confirm and collide with his
_current adult experiences ofvthe honSe. The past looks the same, yet (iifferent? as it
is rnirroredthrough the new lens of a matnre man, poet, ' academie father, husba.'n.d
| and world traveler. In this room of mirrors, the past looks new, the past looks old
the past informs the present, and the present 1nforms the past
To accompany this mix of feehngs,-I wrote a soundscape that is i/ery e_ii'cular,
~ one that just keeps going, not unlike the reflections in a room of mirrors. It al.so
‘_ reminds me of the long car rides that I took asa boy each summer to the same
. p]ace Musical events happen in this piece Just like the comlng and going of scenery
along the way. We would never stop Carrie s (Carl s mother s) place never
| changes—and so there is a benign, observatlonal feehng to the whole event.-What
: vchanges is really internal". 'And so the soundscape s]owing vanishes, its i‘olksy style
N emphasizing the contents of the house and its owner. : |
. The Diverisa powerfn]_piece of poetry. Every time I hear it, Carl’s writing
forces me to experience a complete vision of the story in my mindis leye.'In the
| beginning; I wanted to create a calm, iAratery feeling -the feeling that one has when__

you are swimming under the water and rising up to the surface for air. Then
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intuitively, I decided that this poem Wlth its dramatic story, stops starts and
truncation of present with past requlred a looser and more ﬂex1ble mus1cal
'vsupport Usmg drums or strict time Just d1d not seem appropriate A s1ngle gultar
seemed the best choice. As I listened to the poem, I 51mply improvised mus1ca1_ |
moods and ‘tempos. Out of the sev_en poems, this piece seemed to rely the most on
immediate intuitive responses. There was little reyision-only the overdub Of ‘wind
chimes at a few chosen spots. Indeed, due to spontaneous ereat‘ion;’I don’t
recognize my playing at 'certain points. I don’t know what played_and I eouldn’t
duplicate it aceurately»without transeribing parts' of it. I continu.e to enjoy the poem
and the soundscape and often think about youth, ’daring and fooli_shne'ss, and their
need for acts of fundamentalist reductionism in heroism | | |

. The poem entitled O was a joy to work WIth Although Carl spoke very httle
about what he heard mus1cally for these soundscapes I do recall him mentioning
the idea of surf muSIC. But when I started working on the piece, hls alludlng toa
broncobuster pushed me into 'morphing the surf musicinto a homogeneous blend
of surf and country music which was a sort of Lone Star Surf. Then, I pulled out my
telecaster guitar and my slide and tried to musmally emulate the r1de with its slope
and bumps and eventual crash. This soundscape is Very llght—hear_'ted and works :
well for me in the context of the six other pOems. I do not know how comfortable I
would be if it were played out of the context of the CD. | |

The reading of Lynch’s Lane was a particularly powerful eXperience for me.

Carl has an ektraordinary gift of recalling_the past and putting'the reader into the
centre of the experience. This is achieved in part through l‘llS ability to tune into

small details which for most of us, are long forgotten. The.ta_ste of the first popsicle
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in summer, thei pink flesh of fried.t‘rout draws our attention 'tothe things that stood
~out when we were young and. the world was new. The_ poer_nis once both ordinary '
and snblimel)i extra-Ordinary._ |
During the August (2005) that I wrote the music for Carl s poems, I was lost

. in my own world of recollection My father was very swk with lung cancer Indeed

he would die just a week after the completion of my collaboration with Carl. As I
wrote th_evmns.ic. foriLynch ’s Lane, Carl’s opening and closing lines that signif'yi both
the permanence and importance of childhood memories reverberated with the
intensify.ing prospect that rny relationship with my father wonld SOon coila'pse‘ into

a series of special memories. As such, I was unable to work on Carl’s poem withont
| thinking of my Dad and his immanent passing into this ﬁel_d of rnemories. The
sanctity of these thoughts and Carl s memories forced me to write music from the
piano. I am not a pianlst and so [ was forced to loop together small phrases The
* theme that enters at the end of the poem is a motiﬁc representation of the spirit of |
my father as well as the spirit of all’the important rnemories of growing up.FI _Would
like to have orchestrated this section as I _envisioned‘a cello playing or at least
doubling this theme. J ust before .the' piece ends, the vtheme dissoives into a peaceful
consonance-metaph_orical]y echoing the '_e.nd of my fatherfs-trouhles with the final |

passage.
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‘SectionIV

What have I learned/unlearned?

To Believe in Myself and Value of My Unique Artistic Voiee
Through thisj journey of grad studles I have been led myself to resurrect my'
' own voice. That is, however prec1p1tated on a number of other factors, the least of
.whlch being that I beheve in myself and in my own 1ntr1ns1c,va1ue asa human. '
As I was growing up, hero_es and heroic artists see.med to be very self—assured and
generally right about many issues. '.I‘eleVision' heroes were always black and White rightf -
" Later, my musical heroes seemed to be very conﬁdent Even as a young, unknown |
musician arr1v1ng in New York, Bob Dylan (2004) was very confident about hlmself
| had a heightened sense of awareness was set in my ways, lmpractlcal and a

| v1s1onary to boot. My mind was strong like a trap and 1 d1dn t need any guarantee
of Val1d1ty " (p. 9). _

Somehow along the way, as a small boy, I mlxed up the notion of hero w1th belng
' an adult In fact 1 felt that in order to be grown up, you had to be a hero on some level
When I reﬂected on myself and compared myself agamst these heroes I always
felt IThada long way to go. The world was a mystenous and complex'place. My TV
heroes and even my Dad Seemed very clear and controlled decisive and resolute vV
heroes understood the world and always made the right chorces As I thought about
, myself I could see how undeveloped I was; I could see that 1 didn’t know a lot about the
world much less lead in any way. Asl always felt unsure, I tended to move cautlously
.through life. I falled as a boy to acknowledge that when I ]ooked at myself 1 Judged my-
identity and behawors from a position of pr1v11ege, in the sense that I could clearly see

~ all my failings and all my experiential inadequacies. Without the critical ability to see -
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that my heroes suffered from their own set of failings, I felt generally inferior. Through
_ this‘process, I unknowingiy vconstructed psychological blochs against my own success. I
had failed to realiie that heroes as perceiVed thern do not exist- humans exist 'and
‘some humans act in heroic ways. The human condltlon is one of fallibility and learnlng
- and knowledge acquisltlon often occurs through and in sp1te of mlstakes Yet somehow _. |
I conv1nced myself that burdened with my own falhbihty, I'had less of value to
contribute than othere |

- This may, in part, have also been a result of my adolescent inability to connect
N \ifith my culture. So many as'pects of iny culture did not appeal to .'me.l The bluc—collar
cuiture of the ‘50’s seeined narrow and judgmental and trying to ﬁt in seemed to kill my
life force. As 1 motfed into adolescence, the suburban ]i_festyle that was embraced byso
rnany Canadians, seemed like an irnpossibly small ‘r'epository for my restless nature. But
my Momand Dad did seem to fit in, as did SO many others, to the point that I felt
' obiiged to assume that the probiem lay within me. This catapulted me into a decades

~long journey to change rnySe]f in order to fit in.

To Work on Releasmg Comparlsons and Cultural Norms and
Measurements of Value

Why I could not believe that I could be right—that the culture could be
problematic, if not lethal for some of its rnembers—still eludes me. In fact, as I | :
grew up, it iNas obvious that some of my new musical heroes sufiered badly and
'we»nt generally unrecognized for their contributions. Saxophonist Charlie Parker |
and guitarist Lenny Breau both led artistic lives of. amazing originality' and artistic

‘achievement yet both struggled to survive and both received little recognition
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relative to thelmagnitude of their artistic genius. I do not know ho.w‘much this lack
of recognition bothered Parker or Breau, but I am sure that, at least ﬁnancially, 1t
‘must have been a Ve_ry frustrating expertenee. These great artists uncovered new.

' artistic frontiers through,their dedication and obsession with their'art' form -.‘a.nd not
through an attempt to beconie famous or for-ﬁnancial ga_in. It se'e_rns that a
personal context of artisti.c achievement hased on the resultsof the‘reeognit.ion of

~ the eutture, Irepresents a dangerous mmd-set uOne must follow one’s voiee for its
own intrinsic and Spiritual rewards. If one is_recognized publicly, so be it, but that
cannot be the d'riving force of any artistre endeaVors Leonard Cohen dis'mis'ses the
relevance of the culture s failure to recognlze Lenny Breau s gemus In the Emily

Hughes ﬁlm The Gemus of Lenny Breau, (1999) Cohen states that Breau was

o “burmng in the furnace of creation,” and that alone was nourlshlng He contlnued

by saying that for some people this nourlshment is enough and that for others ‘it

- doesn’t mean a thlng (Hughes, 1999).

Contextual Shlftmg and Re-bulldmg Lettmg go of heroes To be my
own hero/no one is a hero/everyone is a hero . .

Asl w1tnessed thls personal psychodrama unfold, and I becamemore
informed as to my ownintrinsic worth, 1 foun’d myself movmg away from the
concept of heroes. In everyday activities, I‘» noted that I was not reading about thern
as nauch'or giving them as much thoUght. Living in this nevxrly “renOvated” '
. vconceptual space, I seemed to have 11tt1e energy for the process of mythologlzlng

others. I felt ready to move onward to new, orlglnal adventures in order unfold as I

should.
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'Buf the concept of hero kept'haumihg my psych'e.’lAn'd_ So, as 1 infoi‘med
, 'rnyéélf of myself through Writ‘i.ng, perf‘orming music, feachiﬁg,: and a/ r/t’ographic
procéSs, I decided that perhaps thé answer for me lay in.-me. b.ecoming my own
-he'ro; .‘ | | o

This notion was very helpful at ‘shiftil.lg" my contéxt away from‘ zealous
admiration of the lives of others to a pqs'ition of of_i_ginal thinkilng; Indeed, the ideaj
t'hat‘I would Béco’r’né my own hero worked like a cofnfnércial-sloganfsomething fast
and easy that I could gléan onto. in ofder to pi'event the ﬁew ways ofvthinking from
siipbing away. And this Catch-phraéé did indéed initially h_elp‘ fne hold on to t_hé
néw ways of seeing myéelf. | | |

Upon deeper'reﬂection, I think that the whole notion of _heroisfn is so linked
with recogn_iti_bn that it becomes iﬁéppropriat’e as é conceptﬁai aid for artists. After
all; is the‘n'ot'ion of he“roism not really pérf of thé scaffolding of our culture? One
~ could enter argiimenté that a hefo may not even exist until the séciety at large
recognizes one. Thus, I find thét the ‘cdn'cept of herdism’is mir.evd‘in the notiori o‘f‘
-recognition. And I have }learned that this hook of 'reéoghition isa véry dangerous
one for me to ‘.entertain. ‘When embrécing the ‘nbtioﬁ of heroism, I ivn'ternally'
va]idate the notion of rééognition, I ﬁnd thaf I take my sélf:worth and ha'nd‘-_it over
to fhe cu]fUre. Thus, my 6riginal thinking becomes subverted w1th an.agenda, '
however subﬂe, fhat I create and express ﬁiyself, baéed on what my culture
-approves. And so, the avoidance of seeking recognition is an important idea to
maintain if I wish to keep on my artiétic path. However, thfs idea (Ab)‘f.keeping the
deéire for recogniti._(')n at a distance is very difficult to‘impiemeht because I am

bombarded with the culture constantly and to a great degree' T'am a product of this -
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~ culture. I need to function with a Zen—like detachment, wherein I observe and

evaluate incoming stimuli, but keep the locus of control within myself

Thave clar1ﬁed and developed new ways of thlnklng and feeling, I ﬁnd

’myself move toward abando’ning_the' heroic notion. Yet, I struggle with this idea as

well. Her01sm though it 1s hooked with recogmtlon is also connected w1th other

posmve notions, such as notlons of hope and altru1sm and the notion of reachlng

past normal behav10rs and- cultural patterns to create new paradlgms of behav10r -
Consequently, at thls ]uncture of my th1nk1ng/wr1t1ng, Iam conceptuahzmg

that “everyone is a hero Again, I am us1ng an arguably false generahzation but it

~ seems to feel more comfortable than the IlOthIl that there are no heroes Perhaps

this is 1ntermed1ary step, that will eventually lead me to the notlon that there are no -

heroes. But for now, artography has transformed me into-the notion that “ everyone '.

isa her’o}. ”'This context certainly allows me to tap into heroic energy and passion '

for future artistic expression. It also supports my teaching as this conceptual frame

shines a positive light and potential on all humans.

I wﬂl cautiously continue my meditation on the role of hero 'which‘ is arole
fraught with pitfallsi and equally abundant with enormous transforrnative powers.:
Campbell (.1988) states, “The images of myth are reflections of the spiritual :

potentialities of every one of us. Through contemplating these, we evoke their

" powers in our own lives” (p. 207)..

To re-claim my voice also means that I need to validate my own proCess and
rituals. This for me is less of a problem than really accepting what I find within-
myself. Certainly through my course work on narrative inquiry, I have once again

walked the path of arational knowledge. A/r/tographic methodology has shown me
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that intuition and inspiration followed by review througthgic and reﬂection is
'truly my modus operand1 What I need to do is attend to the muse more often and

avoid cognitive traps that sabotage my unfoldmg

- The Snake of Regret Keeps Attackmg
" Re- clalmmg my orlgmal voice has 1nvolved much personal and professmnal
grthh. It is my intent to continue to use a/ r/ tographlc forms to reclalm my»V01ce
~ in order to av01d the pitfalls of experlencmg regret Asana/ r/tographer I have
v learned that my own authentic voice can hlghhght and 1nform my future
It seems so easy to write a declaratlon of 1ntentlon like the last paragraph
: but it is harder to enact. When I am having a bad day, it is very_ easy, even after all
this work, to fall into an oft-repeated cycle of ‘regret that has been with me since I -
' turned 5o. I feel, howetfer,' that I have moved far enough forward through t_his

- process to stymie future cycles.

: Reﬂectlons on the Effect of the A/ r/tographlc Experience on my
Classroom Teachmg

Whenever a person adds an experience of 'learning that enCOmpasses the
magnitude of a master’s degree, there mu_st surely be ramiﬁcations throughOut many
levels_ of their lives. Changes and growth become further enhanced when the purpose of
the,research takes on an introspective and autobiographic element. Personally, I have
_ | alWays felt that I have moved forward following an academic experience. But this
academic experience feels like the biggest step yet in my own personal development. I

sense that my thinking is more lucid and functions at deeper levels of sophistication.

158




From my courses I have gained more clarity on the complexity of lifeand how people do
see thmgs d1fferently This is forcmg me to be more acceptlng of others as well as myself
The ram1ﬁcat1ons of the exper1ence have affected my dally classroom aSSIgnment
There is an overall feelmg of 1nv1gorat10n. that I brmg to the'classrovom.'My deepenmg
empathy with_‘th‘e variance of human conditlon increases my ability to‘l_'<eep calm and
work through issues with students. As I become more. connected and clear through the
a/r/ tographic proceSS, I bring more passi_on about music and a_rt’to my job. And I have |
alWays found that passion, to some extent, rubs off on students, Indeed, _student's often. ,
‘will open up and widen their own éxperlence 'if an instructor is .motlvated about the
subject matter. Indeed I sense that classroom environment and student interest and
ach1evement can be somewhat viewed as a mirror of the pass1on subJect skllls
1nterpersonal sk1lls, and the overall exp_enence of the -teacher..Ult1mately, as1 learn and
grow, my succeSs as a teacher will moue to d_eeper levels of _ growth |
In light of my growth asa/r/ tOg_rapher; I plan to create a new school cour_se_. that will
inspire songWriters, comp_osers, and improVisers. The purpose of this course will be to
encourage and document student creativity. The working course titl_e w111 be “song-writing
and technology.” Using Carl Leggo’s Narrative Inquiry class asa model, I wish to create a
safe and insplring enVironment for students to write/ compose and share their creations
with the others in class. As well, the students would learn about the_ recording_process and - |
' develop the requisite skills to make their own recordings. Classroom topics may include
discourse on the artistic process, the nature and function of poet_ry,. as well as talks on
‘composition and more technical lecture on the operation of the recording equipment.
When we reach a degree of safety and comfort, we will share and celebrate our individual

artistic creations. I envision a CD /DVD of student submissions at the end of the year to
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celebrate their learning. In a sense, I see this course as an extension of my research as

stu_dén_tS become engaged in the a/r/tographic process.

: Whéré to NOw‘."
| I am reveling in,anticipation _of finishing this phase of reﬂection SO thaf I
may return with renewed vitality to new mﬁsical, Ipoeti_c, énd a/ r/tographic '
butpou'r_ings. As to r:n’y,_on—g'oing developrh_ént asa j'az'z guitarist, I ar‘nvﬂush with |
o'rigin‘al' ideas to the point that I backloggéd in my absofbing these motifs into my
o ih_véntory of improvisatibna1 motifé. :I amwiéhing to compose a CD of br'iginall jazz -
inép.ir‘éd music. It wiH be the first sémplevr éf my work in many years.

I hope to continue writing poetry as this is one of the gre’atést personal
benefits that I derived from the Méster’s experieﬁcé. I nevef wi‘ote pbetry pripf to
my return to schooi. Now, I am taken by é brand new art form that ié rich in |
' potenﬁal for leafning.: |

1 must continue to be Vigilant of my psycholbgical cyclés if I wish to .keep
this artistic ‘thrust' going. Falli-ngvintb a vortex of tegfef creates inertia. I must
carefully monitor mybth‘inkin_g pattefns and cOmpile. a more cdmprehensive list of |
psycho-_’.friggers.and cognitive errors tha{ promote‘my descént ihto i‘nactivit'y or
unériginélity. | |

R Firial]y, I must_continue to ‘deﬂat,e and resolvé rhy issues with my Dad, who
passed aWay in the middlé of this project. When I find myself mired in frust.ration‘
about our relationship, I must remind myself of what I knoW to be fru_e: that fny
Dad loved me and Was very pfoud of all my acqompli‘shménts. vPerhaps, writing

some.music, poetry, and narrative might help resolve this tehs_ion. :
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I am starting anew. Ideas surfaée that are totally originél as 1 hévé :
Zreclairned. my own voice. I must éontinue to learn abbut myself aﬁd strive to engage
in thé a /r/tographic process in o'rder.emb_'ra‘ce my own uﬁiqueness_ as a human for.

itis »cle'ar that a/r/tography enables rﬁe to gai'n deeper understancll'ingsfaboﬁt '
issues that have shaped my view éf the world. In&eed, from my re_search, I have »
gained invaluable insights about the real _mé; Frbm ali niy "music, pOetié and' B
‘narrative renderings ina/r/ tograi)hic formé, I have discoveféd a 'deébper _
vmlllltilayered individual inside w_hb ‘became reenergize‘d andfevitalizéd abouf ’
_ﬁndihg and releasing an authentic inﬁef §oice. I resol_vgéd issues ahd found fiew
.ques_tions‘about mysélf. I explored ihtuifcion, and broke boundari_és. I have
sculpted and embre{ced _stories‘ behind the stories abbﬁt myself. 'Herbéséﬁrféce‘

while regrets bring new narratives. Who am I? I ani_artist, teacher, guitar player, -

and a/ r/tographer. Thus, through a/r/tographic process, I am tru_ly starting anew.
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