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Julian 
 “Just one last job, and then I’m going to quit for good.” 

Whenever you hear that line in a movie, you know that something is going to go wrong, badly wrong. Whoever says it is about to take one chance too many, probably for a good reason as far as they are concerned, but we know that there will be some vital factor that they have overlooked, or not taken proper account of. Perhaps things generally have become more complicated than they used to be, or everyone moves a little faster, or the technology doesn’t give you the leeway, or maybe it’s just good old human error, or a skipped beat of the heart. The mood, anyway, drifts into the elegiac and, as the very word elegiac collocates most strongly for me with a certain genre of westerns, I find such titles as The Wild Bunch and The Misfits rolling through my mind. Like tumbleweed.

They are not bad titles, in fact, to sum up certain perspectives on a working life in TESOL where, just like the teachers interviewed by Johnston (1997), a series of jobs has replaced the concept of a career. The Wild Bunch: that might represent the out-there TEFL years of bright new mornings: sunrise crackling through the giant pillars of Karnak in Upper Egypt, sunrise from the summit of Mt Kinabalu, lighting up a view of the South China Sea washing in on the north coast of Borneo; sunrise over the fallen stone giants of Nemrut Dag in remote eastern Anatolia; sunrise over the Pyramid of the Moon at Teotihuacan, whose ruins were already mysterious to the Aztecs when they discovered them; and dreamily watching another sun come up over the hills of magic, tragic Lebanon, seeing the light creep into the folded valleys around Ba’albek, turning their purple, opaque hollows into endless, rolling slopes of smoky marijuana.  

Equally well, The Misfits might represent the later, more academic years of trying to establish a niche in university systems where, while some of us who made this journey have been eminently successful, some of us have failed to come to terms, and some of us have done a little of both.  

But oh my, what opportunities there have been to articulate ideas and possibilities that had not occurred to any of us until we looked out through the windows that TESOL had opened and found that our initial questions of What? had shifted into How? before becoming nuanced by Where? and When?, and that our understandings of Why? had been loosened up by Why not?, challenged by Who says? and deepened by In whose interests?  Who would have thought that being an English teacher had so much heart and mind and spirit and blood in it? 

Rather than jump from the practical to the theoretical when shaping this shift from the schoolroom to the seminar room, some of us discovered the attractions of becoming-theoretical-in-our-practice and, striving for the sunlit uplands of such praxis, found ourselves camped out along the marshy borderlands of action research: too theoretical for the practitioners, too practical for the theorists, but at least frequently in interesting company as we constructed our representations around the campfire.  

It is perhaps this sense of a working life comprising a series of dislocations and peripheral positions that prompted me to saddle up once more. One more book. One cover to bind them all …  No, perhaps not. No, I really don’t believe in that sort of thing.

Anyway, here we are, however it pans out. A scene is coalescing, for better or worse. The old grey mare has been saddled up for one last job. She’s not the fastest anymore, but at least I know she doesn’t shy if the action gets noisy. The sun rises one more time. The leather creaks. It begins. 

And then, without transition, we are down the road apiece. The saloon is poorly lit. Cards slide rhythmically over the green baize surface. Which scene is this? Is this early or late in the story? Which of those upturned cards is significant here? The Queen of Hearts? The Jack of Diamonds? The Ace of Spades? One needs to know whose symbolism is framing the action. Well, sometimes you do know, sometimes you think you do, and sometimes you haven’t a clue. And still you have to act. One is always called upon to make decisions in the face of incomplete information. That doesn’t mean, though, that you have to rush in. 
 “You learn to draw fast,” I remember one character saying, “so as to give yourself time to shoot slow.”
But then, I remember another one who said, “The most important thing is to get off the first shot. Just the noise of that will unnerve most people.” 
Yeah, the world’s full of folks who know best.

*  *  *  *  *

 Phil 
OK, before we go any further, two things: One, I’ve no idea what you’re talking about. Two, what makes you think that we need another book on TESOL teacher education?

Julian 
“Need” is a hard call. I don’t know that I’d argue that anyone “needs” it. If anything, I might say that I “needed” to write it.

Phil 
Ah, you mean it’s just another “publish or perish” thing? That’s not …

Julian 
No, no, I don’t mean that at all. I mean that I have been working in TESOL and teacher education for a long time and writing is one of the things that I have come to see as a part of what I do. But more than that, I have recently come to think that I have a few more things to say that might be useful to colleagues, and I have identified this thematic link, reflexivity, that I think can allow me to bring those things together in a way that is coherent. And yes, I want to do that.

Phil 
It sounds as though this book is much more about you than it is for anyone else.



Julian 
I don’t see that those two things need to be in opposition. The kind of …

Phil 
Well, let’s say this isn’t exactly a “how to” book for people wanting to get involved in teacher education.

Julian
Yeah, in simple terms, I’d go along with that. It’s not a book of instructions, nor does it try to cover a teacher education syllabus, or anything like that. That’s not the kind of contribution I’m trying to make or the kind of impact I would like the book to have. Nor, come to that, is that the only kind of reader interest that needs to be addressed, I think.

Phil 
OK, so you just talked about “contribution” and “impact” and “addressing” certain readers, and you even used the word, “need,” that you baulked at before. Do you want to say more about those things?

Julian
Fair enough. I’ll work backwards through your list and I’ll try to keep it brief. Yes, I said “need” in the sense that I think that we need a variety of types of book to keep us motivated and engaged and thinking and developing and healthy. A good “how to” book is a fine thing, but only “how to” books would be a thin diet. 

As for my addressees, at its broadest, I hope to address any fellow TESOL professional with an interest in his or her own continuing development, as well as administrators, researchers and policy-makers who see the professional development of teachers as a focus of their interest or responsibility. But most particularly, as you can tell from my title, I have written this book with those colleagues in mind who work in teacher education. 

Phil 
Well, that’s the usual pretty wide net! Did you miss anyone out?



Julian
OK, more specifically yet, I want to address those teacher educators who continue to see their endeavours in teacher education as a form of teaching in its own right, in the straightforward sense of helping others to learn, and who remain keen to continue their own self-development through their work.

I write for colleagues who are comfortable with (or at least prepared to entertain) the idea that professional development is a part of personal development: that we do not simply amass bundles of pedagogic functions separate from who we are, but rather that we are whole-people-who-teach and that a continuing exploration of what that means in terms of individual congruence is an appropriate companion to the learning of, for example, how to use new techniques and technologies. This relation between the personal and the professional is one strand of reflexivity that the book explores.

Phil 
Is this what you call “brief”?

Julian 
Listen up, I’m just getting going. I have written the book for teacher educators who share my perception that, while it is now common to emphasize the need for teachers to pursue their own personal development, to explore and theorise their own experience, as well as to evolve their own style of context-sensitive teaching, there is a serious danger of these topics becoming just that: topics on teacher education courses. I believe that we need lived examples of teacher educators themselves operating in these ways, and that this relationship of compatibility between the ideas that we espouse and what can be seen in our practice represents another element of reflexivity to investigate. 

By emphasizing this common interest in exploring and theorising, it is my intention actively to contribute to a sense of shared purpose and mutually beneficial process between teacher educators and teachers. And if such a sense of common purpose and process is to be established, it falls to teacher educators to take the lead. This sense of teacher educator/teacher continuity is another of the meanings of reflexivity that the book takes up. 

As I intend to mine my own experience and tell my own stories in the writing of this book, I am writing for readers who are sympathetic to the idea of a narrative truth that does not always boil down to general principles, rules, or instructions. You will need, then, to be prepared to put up with old men’s tales, to extend sufficient trust to believe that they are not told without serious purpose, and to challenge yourself with the question, ‘What is the significance of this for me?’

Phil 
To be quite honest, apart from not being at all brief, this is starting to sound a little over-ambitious and/or narcissistic. 

Julian 
You may be right. In fact, you bring me very neatly to my subtitle.

Phil 
Do tell.

Julian
My mother used to say that parents need to give a child roots and wings. Perhaps your mother used to say the same thing. Or you might have seen the saying on an embroidery sampler in a gift shop. It’s not original. But it is powerful. That is probably how clichés get to be clichés. If you can put up with that clichéd reading of the phrase, I think it’s fair to say that that is what teacher educators hope to do for the teachers that they work with: help them establish their roots in educational values that are important to them, and help them grow the wings that will enable them to explore their environments and continue discovering new possibilities for themselves in helping others learn. The point that I want to make is that, in order to be effective in helping teachers empower themselves, teacher educators need to be explicitly and overtly engaged in modelling these ‘roots and wings’ processes.

Phil 
And you see ‘roots and wings’ as being connected with being over-ambitious and narcissistic?

Julian 
Let’s say that I’m prepared to take the risk. But I have to admit to having another agenda in mind here. That phrase, roots and wings, has become evocative, for me, of two well-known Greek myths: the Narcissus myth and the Icarus myth, albeit with unorthodox readings. Indulge me?

Phil 
Why stop now? 

Julian
Well, Icarus was the son of Daedalus, the master craftsman who was imprisoned on the island of Crete by King Minos (because of his designer role in activities involving Queen Pasiphaë and a holy bull that we do not need to go into here). In order to escape, Daedalus created wings from leather, wax and feathers for himself and Icarus. In the telling by Graves (that’s Robert, not Kathleen) (1960:312):
Having tied on Icarus’s pair for him, he said with tears in his eyes. “My son, be warned! Neither soar too high, lest the sun melt the wax; nor swoop too low, lest the feathers be wetted by the sea.” Then he slipped his arms into his own pair of wings and they flew off. “Follow me closely,” he cried, “do not set your own course!”

The effectiveness of this last injunction from parent to child rings down history. Graves (ibid:313) continues:
They had left Naxos, Delos and Paros behind them on the left and were leaving Lebynthos and Calymne behind them on the right, when Icarus disobeyed his father’s instructions and began soaring towards the sun, rejoiced by the lift of his great sweeping wings. Presently, when Daedalus looked over his shoulder, he could no longer see Icarus; but scattered feathers floated on the waves below. The heat of the sun had melted the wax and Icarus had fallen into the sea and drowned.

The story is usually recounted as a cautionary tale about disobedience and, especially, a warning of the punishment that awaits overweening pride. But in Wilson (1998:5), I came across reference to the myth in terms of its celebrating a defining element of what makes us most excitingly human: 

And so the great astrophysicist Subrahmanyan Chandrasekhar could pay tribute to the spirit of his mentor, Sir Arthur Eddington, by saying: Let us see how high we can fly before the sun melts the wax in our wings.

And in our more recent popular culture, that strand of ambivalence and mournful admiration shines through again in Joni Mitchell’s (1977) evocation of Amelia Earhart’s pioneering flights, as being as beautiful and foolish, as the wings of Icarus ascending. We acknowledge the risk, but sometimes see our best selves in it.

Phil 
And Narcissus? Is he also a hero?

Julian 
Well, Narcissus was also a young man, equally wilful in the traditional telling and equally doomed by his pride. In his case, the cause of his undoing was his extreme beauty and his resultant vanity and self-absorption. Women and men, humans and nymphs, all fell in love with him and he spurned them one after the other. One of these broken-hearted suitors, Alpheius, committed suicide and called on the gods to avenge him, a call taken up by Artemis, who in Graves’ (1960:287) version, ‘… made Narcissus fall in love, though denying him love’s consummation.’ 

While travelling through the woods near Donacon, in Thespia, Narcissus came across a spring of clear water:
… and as he cast himself down, exhausted, on the grassy verge to slake his thirst, he fell in love with his reflection. At first, he tried to embrace and kiss the beautiful boy who confronted him, but presently recognised himself, and lay gazing enraptured into the pool, hour after hour. How could he endure both to possess and yet not to possess? Grief was destroying him, yet he rejoiced in his torments; knowing at least that his other self would remain true to him, whatever happened.

Finally, he, too, killed himself and, as his blood soaked into the ground, ‘… up sprang the white Narcissus flower with its red corollary’ (ibid:288).

I don’t know that anyone has yet tried to argue a case for Narcissus, as has been done in defence of Icarus. Perhaps he does not deserve one. And yet … 

Both are accused of pride, both died for their faults. Both sought something extraordinary. In both cases, we are offered, as it were, third-party reports; there is no inside story. In neither case is there a word from the central character, from Icarus of how far he saw, from Narcissus of how deeply he looked, or from either of them of what they might have discovered. Icarus had wings and flew higher than he should. Narcissus stayed too long observing himself and put down roots. 

I like to think that there is a parallelism between the two, and I see them as emblematic (albeit extreme) of the exploration of the environment that we inhabit and co-create, and of the exploration of ourselves as we engage with that environment. None of us wants to get stuck in the riverside mud, or to burn up over the ocean, but the mutually-shaping interactions between our roots and our wings, our self-knowledge and our environmental knowledge, as we bring them to our awareness and then commit ourselves to future action based on that combined awareness — that constitutes our development, and that constitutes our life. This is the major aspect of reflexivity that I pursue in this book.

Phil 
Aren’t you stretching this just a little too far?

Julian
Have you been listening to me at all? It is, of course, true that one can take these things too far, and one can expect to be accused at times of doing just that, of being over-ambitious, misguided, pretentious or narcissistic. At our best, we might want to reply with Kolb (1984:209): 

If there is a touch of aggressive selfishness in our search for integrity, it can perhaps be understood as a response to the sometimes overwhelming pressures on us to conform, submit and comply, to be the object, rather than the subject of our life history.

Sometimes, however, the accusations will be legitimate. Mistakes are endemic to human experience. Furthermore, while we affirm that we learn from them, we prefer to write about our successes. This book will, however, also look into the dark corners of individual error and failure, my errors and failures, in order to pursue reflexivity into the shadows that we inevitably cast when we walk in the sun.

I believe, as you will have noticed, that this multi-faceted concept of reflexivity is one that can help us take the best parts of our professionalism forward in a way that unites teachers and teacher educators.  It can also unite our abilities to learn from our experience, from each other’s stories, from our intellectual disciplines, from our mistakes, and from our occasional flights of fantasy. That’s the kind of impact I would like the book to have.

Altogether, then, the book is for people who find the prospect of exploring what a reflexive teacher educator might be an interesting and attractive one, either in terms of their own reading, or as a text to read with (other) teachers, or with (other) teacher educators. If the book can play a role in that exploration, then it will have made its contribution. Are things any clearer for you now?

Phil 
You ask a lot. OK, I’ll have to think about it. 

Julian
I should hope so!

Phil 
I advise against irony. It seldom works in print. Anyway, I have some sense of your aims and addressees, and you have certainly been free enough with your metaphors and myths. Looking back to the title of this chapter, where do voices and vocabularies fit in?

Julian
Hmmm. I do want to tell you about that. You see, I can’t tell you everything that I want to say in the same voice. It’s like how one learns things in different ways, and knows things in different ways — some things have to be told in different ways. So, you’ll hear my voice change now and then, depending on what I’m trying to deal with. Given what we know about communication, I think that that makes sense. I hope that it won’t put you off your reading and responding. 


Phil 
And vocabularies?

Julian
Well, there’s a case in point . . . . .

I have come very late to the work of Richard Rorty, but I was stopped in my tracks when I read this comment:
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Brogan & Risser (2000:45):
The primary focus of Rorty’s work has been to  develop this insight: if it does not make a difference to practice, it should not make a difference to philosophy.

. . . which seems to me to encapsulate a teacher educator’s stance on ‘practice’ and ‘theory’.
And then Rorty’s stated purpose for our explorations (2000:51),

 ‘to make the best selves for ourselves that we can,’ 

. . . which seemed to chime with the aims of teacher development, as we each try to become the best teacher that we can.

And then there was this fascinating statement about how we story our lives into being:
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All human beings carry about a set of words which they employ to justify their actions, their beliefs, and their lives. These are the words in which we formulate praise of our friends and contempt for our enemies, our long-term projects, our deepest self-doubts, and our highest hopes. They are the words in which we tell, sometimes prospectively and sometimes retrospectively, the story of our lives. I shall call these words a person’s “final vocabulary.”

It may be that I take Rorty’s metaphor too literally, but I have chosen to tell you about the following “final vocabulary”  items because they also structure the book. 

On the one hand, I draw on autobiographical data from phases of my life when I came to understand, through experience, dimensions of being a TESOL teacher educator that I regard to be of continuing significance. I have called these phases becoming methodological, becoming technical  becoming theoretical, becoming intellectual  and becoming pragmatic 
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Becoming Methodological
Becoming Technical
Becoming Theoretical
Becoming Intellectual
Becoming Pragmatic

Allied to these dimensions of being and becoming, I describe and exemplify ways of professional behaviour that I call copying, applying, theorizing, reflecting and acting.  
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Copying
Applying
Theorising
Reflecting
Acting

Out of these ways of becoming and ways of behaving, I build a series of central chapters:
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Copying and Becoming Methodological
Applying and Becoming Technical
Theorising and Becoming Theoretical
Reflecting and Becoming Intellectual
Acting and Becoming Pragmatic

My purpose is to build a framework for thinking about teacher education and for being a teacher educator that will seem worth evaluating in its own right once the narrative style of its construction has been forgotten. 

My overall stance is that if I, as a teacher educator, continue to develop along these dimensions and behave in these ways, and if I do so in a fashion that takes my teacher-learners with me, then I might hope to establish a sense of congruence and continuity that will nourish us all.

At the same time, I do not propose that teacher education comprises the fitting together of these dimensions and parameters. 

Phil
I’m sorry? Then what is the point of it all?

Julian
Let me be clear. In my educational culture, we rely a lot on separating things out by analysis and categorisation and those processes take us a long way. We do, however, need to remind ourselves that a great deal of our categorisation is best understood on an “as-if” basis. We don’t actually divide the world up into its constituent parts, we suggest that it can be useful and/or explanatory to proceed “as if” the world could be divided up that way. 

Phil
Mmmm.  Is there any chance of your giving us a diagram of how these elements fit together?

Julian
No. And you’re not listening. If you ask me, most diagrams just serve to clarify things for the writer, who already knows what s/he means. I could draw you an arrangement of boxes with arrows indicating that everything is connected to everything else, but what would that clarify?




Phil
OK, OK.  Another thing that’s worrying me is that you haven’t yet mentioned reflexivity in your final vocabulary.

Julian
Hmmm. That takes me the whole book! But let me try this on you. Fundamentally, I invite the reader to join me in asking and answering two questions:
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prospective

					  
What difference does it make 				What difference does offering
to the teacher education that I 				this teacher education make
offer that it is I who offer it? 					to me as a teacher educator?
					 

									retrospective


For example, if you study for your MA with me, you will learn about a particular approach to written discourse analysis and a particular style of  non-judgemental spoken interaction that I find very powerful and useful. Because I teach those things in that completely idiosyncratic mix, I prospectively shape the possibilities for learning that my teacher-learners encounter. I need to understand what I am doing there. Am I saying, ‘Be like me and your life will be better?’ And if I don’t want to say that, how does my care to avoid it in my practice retrospectively come back to influence and shape me?

Does that work for you?

Phil
Maybe. And would you call that a diagram?

Julian
I think you got me there.

*  *  *  *  *

The images in these old movies are not always so clear, and the gambler’s hands move so quickly across the table … The stranger says that he’s looking for reflexivity, that it is worth the search. (How many times have you watched one of these black-and-white “classics” and found they’re not nearly as good as you remember them, or as the film buffs say they are?) Is this just like in Treasure of the Sierra Madre? Fool’s Gold? Where do you stand? Are you just a spectator, or is there a chance that you might become involved? Don’t let the gambler’s smile fool you. The early cards are always good. The first hit is always free. But once you’re in, you’re in. No point in asking my advice: I’m in. Just for one more job, though. I’m going to nail this reflexivity thing and then I’m out of here. Just one more job. And this is the one where it all works out fine in the end.

If you’re in, pull up a chair. 

I’ll deal.
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