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WOODSTOCK TO HIP-HOP: CONVERGENT LIFELINE AND THE PEDAGOGY OF PERSONAL QUEST 
THE IDEA 

This is a story about two teachers telling stories, who in the process had a bright idea. The progression of the idea went something like this: The teaching profession is currently under tremendous pressure from forces determined to make it accountable in much the same way as a sales corps might find itself pressured by management to meet quotas. The pressure from this wrong thinking is threatening to dehumanize teaching, and consequently, persons who enter the profession for the joy of teaching children are leaving. And, as teaching is being reshaped as a technocratic vocation, many of the persons who remain in teaching do so for non-humanistic reasons, i.e., they believe that good teaching is primarily following the right script (a dangerous weapon of mass instruction). 

In order to speak out against the madness and to speak for the person in teaching and learning, we thought that a performance event, one where art, humanity, diversity and identity were the frame, was a more appropriate medium than a traditional paper presentation. We wanted this to be about the personal and situational intersecting with the professional so that a multitude of possibilities for effective and transformative teaching result. It would be about Woodstock, Hip-Hop and the journey where they meet up with Joni Mitchell, and emotionally disturbed students, and hope dealers, and Lauren Hill, and Merrill Lynch, and Jesus, and cemeteries, and kicking ass. It would be about a middle-aged White guy with memories and a young Black guy with hope for the future, and about the teaching attitude that energizes them both. It would ultimately be about the convergent paths that we walk when teaching calls us and we listen, and about the strong poet within us that we want to keep alive (Rorty, 1989). 

Andre is 30 years old, unmarried, and comes to teaching with a B. A. in history and career experience in finance. He acquired his certification through an alternative teacher preparation program designed to place qualified college graduates on a track leading to a Master’s of Arts degree in Early Childhood Education. During the orientation phase of this program Patrick was speaking to the class about making history come alive to students. He performed a traditional 

song, accompanied by guitar and Andre remembers thinking “He’s bringing himself into his teaching. He’s being a person. That means I can be myself and be a teacher at the same time.” Andre is considered a prize by his principal because he represents a rarity in education; a young, Black, male elementary school teacher. His school is well over 90% African American, and Andre is the only male teacher, so he is often called upon to be more than his job description strictly delineates. He commented to Patrick one day, “Sometime, I’d just like to be Andre the teacher and not Andre, the young Black male role-model teacher.” He also writes poetry and performs Hip-Hop music. His most recent album is titled, The Negro School Project (Mountain, 2002). 

Patrick is a 55-year-old White male who comes to college teaching via 1960s idealism, a 14-year career as a carpenter, and 15 years teaching in special education. He directs the program that Andre is a part of. He is a musician as well. He considers himself to be an alternatively prepared teacher because of his background. He’s convinced that his diverse life experiences have been invaluable in his work preparing future educators to face the changing demands of teaching confidently. He believes that when teachers shut the doors to their classrooms they have a moral obligation to teach to the needs of the child and not primarily to the demands of the state. 

We saw our project as essentially self-study. We wanted to use our art and stories to explore what it was about teaching that we loved (and hated). We wanted to explore what it was about our very different lives that made us want to stand together in front of our colleagues and “cry out.” This study would fit into the category of “identity-oriented research” as described by Louie, Drevdahl, Purdy and Stackman (2003, p. 152), but part of what we would examine would be the possibility that teacher stories may require a more complex form of expression than the typical academic paper in order to be true to the tellers. Dyson and Genishi (1994) suggest that, 

Storytellers often craft the sensual and metaphoric, rather than the literal properties of speech, as they work to convey their feelings about their evaluation of the world. Feelings, after all, are not reducible to specific words, but are often conveyed best through the musical and image-making features of language by rhythm and rhyme, figures of speech and revoiced dialogue. (p. 4) 

PLANNING 

At our first planning meeting, it became clear that, if this project (preparing to present at an education conference) was going to be true to our own teaching lives, it would have to be more than a typical reading of an academic paper. We concluded that we would be better able to convey the complexity and layeredness of our journey if the presentation itself contained some of the affective and artistic elements that are central to our own stories of teaching. So, we decided that this would be a dramatic spoken word event with live music and autobiographical vignettes. 

For months we met regularly to edit, refine, rehearse, and learn how to tell our stories to each other. We discovered the value of trust as we told stories fraught with vulnerability, self-doubt, proud successes, and strangeness. We experienced what James Olney (1997) refers to in his article, “Transmogrifications of Life-Writing,” that “Life is a text whose living is its reading so we go on incessantly returning to the texts of our lives, revising, reinterpreting, and narrating again the story so often rehearsed, in the mind if not on paper” (p. 555). We desired to utilize more than the literal aspects of storytelling since our lives have more dimensions than words alone can accurately describe. 

THE EVENT 

When the day finally arrived for us to make our presentation we were full of excitement and concern. The conference events had not been well attended and our assigned room, built to accommodate several hundred, had some thirty folding chairs in the middle, half of them empty. We did have, what we would after identify as, a strange exultation in what we were doing. We believed in this project and would complete it on that basis, not on the basis of audience size or response. Did we mention that half of the 15 attendees were supportive friends? 

What follows is the script for our performance. Please remember that it is written to be performed and not read. Use of your imagination may be required. 

Patrick: Recently I was speaking to a colleague who was an outstanding middle school principal, about the dilemma of high stakes testing and unreasonable standards that govern the teaching profession. I had slipped into my idealistic ‘60s persona and was waxing very righteous on the issue. She shook her head and chuckled. “Patrick, don’t you know that testing and standards are gods, sprung fully formed from the head of our governor.” (He was not reelected). She has that wonderful irreverence that characterizes so many old pedagogical warriors. She believes that the chief duty of any principal worth her salt is to keep the wolves from the district office away from her teachers so that they can do what they do best: build meaningful relationships with their students and teach them from the basis of those relationships. My friend’s school was featured on the PBS special School as one of the extraordinary middle schools in America while many other schools in her district languished like sinners in the hands of an angry god. Testing, standards: new divinities for a potent form of radical fundamentalism dedicated to the destruction of the liberal faith of John Dewey. 

These pedagogical deities have extended their dominion into the sleepy little kingdom of teacher education as well. They have hard, angular names and issue decrees and commandments that Teacher Education departments must obey or else reap the whirlwind. 

Voice (as from heaven): YOU! 

Patrick: Me? 

Voice: YES, YOU. THE ONE THEY CALL PROFESSOR. 

Patrick: Uh, I didn’t think we had morning announcements in college. Who is this? 

Voice: I AM YOUR, HOW SHALL I SAY (chuckles) HIGHER POWER. 

Patrick: You mean…do you really mean…I mean, I’m actually hearing the voice of… 

Voice: I AM NCATE! HEAR THE COMMANDMENTS THAT I GIVE UNTO YOU THIS DAY. SIX I GIVE TO YOU AND THEY SHALL BE UNTO YOU STANDARDS. KEEP THEM HOLY AND DO NOT TRY TO FUDGE OR I WILL BUST THEE. MY SERVANTS SHALL COME TO THEE AND THEY SHALL MAKE THEE WORK DAY AND NIGHT AND YEA, EVEN WHEN THOU THINKEST THOU SHOULD BE TEACHING THY STUDENTS, THOU SHALT INSTEAD GIVE THY ENERGIES TO ME. 

STANDARD 1 

CANDIDATE KNOWLEDGE, SKILLS, AND DISPOSITION 

THY CANDIDATES PREPARING TO WORK IN SCHOOLS AS TEACHERS OR OTHER PROFESSIONAL SCHOOL PERSONNEL SHALL KNOW AND DEMONSTRATE THE CONTENT, PEDAGOGICAL, AND PROFESSIONAL KNOWLEDGE, SKILLS AND DIS…

Patrick: Wait, please O’ mighty NCATE! As a mere mortal, I cannot bear to hear all of thy commandments, and please do not think me irreverent or disrespectful, but how shall I have the time to obey my calling to teach seeing that thou hast honored me with the holy burden of the SIX STANDARDS? Am I not serving thee by giving myself to my students, striving to plan and present lessons that not only teach them facts but teach them how to live well, to be free and to be wide-awake to the great world in which they live? 

Voice: THOU HAST UTTERED BLASPHEMY SMALL ONE!! HOW DARE THOU SPEAKEST THE IDEAS OF THE HERETIC MAXINE GREENE IN MY PRESENCE! 

Patrick: We are not against standards that help us in our work. 

Andre: Nor are we against testing, that is, reasonable forms of assessment that are actually valid for determining a student’s depth of learning. 

Patrick: But we do not think stricter standards can create effective teachers. 

Andre: And we do not believe that normed achievement tests can measure that which needs educating in a child. 

Patrick: There are many ways to prepare a person to be a good teacher. 

Andre: And there are even more ways for those teachers to create a classroom environment that is a true Kindergarten, a garden where curiosity and discovery flourish and children grow up like strong plants and beautiful flowers. 

Patrick: J.B. Priestly (1894-1984) once wrote, 

To find the child’s delight added to your own, 

So that there is now a double delight 

Seen in the glow of trust and affection, 

This is happiness 

Patrick: And we might add, “This is teaching.” 

I DEAL HOPE 

Andre: Teaching can't be taught. 

People teach it, but in actuality, it can't be taught. We talk about the methods to get kids to understand, but I don't think the average cat can do this. I don't think a textbook, a few months of student teaching and a degree equals an effective teacher. You can't convince me otherwise. This is a profession for a chosen few. It takes a certain temperament, a certain disposition, to deal with the moods, attitudes and personal problems--and I'm just talking about my co-workers right now--not to mention the kids. We breathe life into a corpse called poverty. This cat from Atlanta once said, "I don't deal dope, I deal hope.” 

Hope Dealers work in the inner city. 

Hope Dealers get our kids hooked on hope at an early age. 

Hope Dealers have a major effect on how far our kids get in life. 

I'm a hope dealer. 

I watch kids get high on Hardy Boy Mysteries and Lauryn Hill lyrics. 

Lately, my class has been writing goals for the year, the month and the week. 

Yasmine wrote, I'd like to learn how to speak English better, and write better in Spanish. 

James wrote, I want to stop getting in trouble and make only one F this six weeks. 

Sadiya wrote, This week I don't want to talk so much. 

Finally, in the neatest print you've ever seen, Will wrote, I want to start writing everything in cursive. 

I'm not a drug dealer on a mission to give kids what will ultimately ruin their potential, but I try to give kids the hope and the vision to aspire to even greater things without the risk, the detriment and the downfalls that go along with the other side of things. We've got to make academics as attractive as the streets. Whether you realize it or not, there's a war going on. We're involved in a war for the minds of this generation. You can fight with TV. You can battle with Hip-Hop, and you can stand in the face of poverty all you want, but I tell you this: it's easier to make allies than fight a war. 

WOODSTOCK AS A POST-DROP OUT, PRE-SERVICE FOUNDATIONS OF EDUCATION COURSE 

‘Tis a gift to be simple, ‘tis a gift to be free, 

‘Tis a gift to come down where we ought to be. 

And when we find ourselves in the place just right 

‘Twill be in the valley of love and delight. 

When true simplicity is gained, 

To bow and to bend we shan’t be ashamed, 

To turn, turn, will be our delight 

‘Till by turning, turning we come round right. 

Shaker Traditional 

Patrick: I do not ever remember considering teaching as a profession before I had reached the age of 30. Hell, the day I dropped out of college (it was at the end of spring semester 1970) was the happiest day of my life up to that point. Having successfully evaded the draft I had no real reason for staying in college. My dream was to start real life as soon as possible. This included hitchhiking from my home in San Antonio, Texas to California just to see what I would find, staying there for an indeterminate period of time, then maybe learning how to be a carpenter or a farmer. I wanted to build things and I wanted to grow things. I wanted to have time to sit on my front porch and read good books. My emerging philosophy was to do as much good and as little harm to everyone and everything as possible. The thing that most frightened me at this time of my life was that I might get distracted and forget, as Henry David Thoreau (1854) had put it, "to live deep and suck out 

all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and Spartan-like as to put to rout all that was not life" (p. 60). 

So I went to California. It was there that I discovered how much of a hometown boy I was. It wasn't that I didn't like dancing naked around a blazing bonfire several thousand feet above Yosemite Valley with a group of folks who closely resembled the Charles Manson family. It's just that I found out that there was this deep streak of normalcy in me that I really wanted to nurture. This could not be easily done in certain parts of California in the summer of 1970. What I wanted was to see if I could be normal without being straight. 

The Shaker song Simple Gifts was my introduction to the idea that life is a process, a 70-year dance with endless variations, always coming back to the original theme. I've taught this song to dozens of my students over the years and many of them have told me that the words made them realize that life is made up of cycles, and that means other chances to do better. I'm still hoping for myself that, “by turning, turning we come round right.” 

$4.00 Coffee and A Newspaper 

Andre: 

We the willing, 

Led by the unknowing, 

Are doing the impossible for the ungrateful. 

We have done so much, 

With so little for so long, 

That we are now qualified, 

To do anything with nothing. (unknown) 

At 13 I was qualified to do nothing. 

Though drawn to literature and history, I'd been encouraged by a middle school science teacher to enroll in a Health Sciences Magnet High School in Augusta. I spent the next 4 years wearing a yellow and white uniform and learning about cavity prevention, dental x-rays and how to use a physician's desk reference. Other than the table tennis team and that group of cats who always arm wrestled in the cafeteria, there were no organized sports, so I often wonder how different my high school experience might have been had I attended a regular high school. 

I think I privately nurtured a love for literature and history, though it never seemed to mesh with what the people around me considered a career. It was always out on the periphery of what was “really going to pay off” in the long run. 

That notion was so engrained in me that it wasn't until adulthood that I was determined to pursue my passion for reading and learning as a profession. At 25, working as a highly paid bean counter, I'd begun to outgrow my cubicle 

at Merrill Lynch. I was one of those cubicle zombies filling the train stations with the morning paper and a cup of $4.00 coffee in hand at 8:45 a.m. After excitement of college--the discussions, debates, the poetry readings and all the eclectics of academia--my life had become this one gigantic routine. 

I encounter some veteran teachers who inspire me. 

Their complaints inspire me. 

Their cynicism inspires me. 

But others remind me of the days in my cubicle. 

I'd complain, but I'd return each day for my misery. 

I'm certain that some of the future's best teacher in this country are working in the business world, sitting in cubicles right now reading newspapers, drinking a $4.00 cup of coffee and thinking "What the hell am I doing with my life?" 

I'm even more certain that some of the worst teachers in this country are standing in front of a group of students at this very moment and thinking, "What the hell am I doing with my life?" 

I could be in an office somewhere drinking a $4.00 cup of coffee and reading the newspaper. 

Question: What Would Jesus Do If He Were Being Reviewed for Reaccredidation? 

Patrick: I had this religious experience, and as a result I moved to a commune. Well, what did you expect? I was married at that time, had three children under the age of six, and in 1979 we all moved to an amazing place called the Bruderhof, in the mountains of western Pennsylvania. The people there considered themselves Christians, but they were very anti-religious. They had been driven out of Germany by the Nazis, driven out of England by the government at the start of the war, lived in the Paraguayan jungles for 20 years and finally, in the early '60s moved to the northeastern United States. What a group they were! Basically, I fell in love with these people. And if I fell in love with the people in general, I fell hopelessly in love with their school. The school teachers talked about Comenius, Pestalozzi and Froebel as if they had tea with them the day before. The school day looked something like this: Arrive at school at 8am. Go to the auditorium for Kinderschaft, a time of singing, sharing and reading aloud that set the tone for the day. Be dismissed to the classrooms where everyone worked very hard on academic work until noon. Eat lunch with your class and then play or explore outside for an hour, then end the day working on projects either at the school or in the adult workshop, where a thriving wooden toy business had its home. My children went to that school. I was a happy father. 

For various reasons, my experience of utopian socialism did not last. That really is another story. What did last was the nagging sense that if I could just be the kind of teacher who did for kids what the Bruderhof school did for 

them I would ask for nothing more in life. In 1981 I returned to college after 11 years of working with the wood to learn how to teach kids. 

COWBOY HATS & BAGGY PANTS 

Andre: What is Hip-Hop and how is it influencing kids? 

Well, at first glance, most people would characterize it as rap; the music, the videos, the glamour and the vulgarity, along with the violence that surrounds young people. 

In its simplest terms, it's the lens through which we view the world. 

It's lifestyle that dictates how I interact with my co-workers, my students and my family. 

More precisely, Hip-Hop is a collective consciousness that gives the oppressed the power to define themselves and develop a sense of self-worth. Introduced in the streets of New York during the late ‘70s, it's the culture with which I most closely identify. I try to represent it in its truest form. I defend it at roundtables and I build bridges to it. 

Cowboy hats: they make us think of the West, the South even. 

We think of the lifestyle that goes along with that: 

natural living and hardworking men. 

We don't always think of Jesse James or the outlaws who made their living robbing stagecoaches and banks during the era, but we know that there were good and bad elements in the culture. 

Baggy pants: what do you think of? 

I see adolescents in a hallway at a school or walking down a street with a certain attitude. 

I hear rap or Hip-Hop music in the background and I wonder if the two are inherently linked. Well, know this; all in Hip-Hop don't wear baggy pants. All with baggy pants aren't part of Hip-Hop. Teachers and students often get confused when this comes up in a conversation, because of the negative but popular images that surround our culture, Hip-Hop culture. Notice I used the word surround. To surround something is not to become a part of it. To surround something is to block the view of what's at the core so that bystanders only see that which is surrounding. 

So you see Hip-Hop being surrounded by thugs. 

So you see Hip-Hop being surrounded by scantily clad women. 

So you see Hip-Hop being surrounded by drug abuse. 

So you see Hip-Hop being surrounded by kids who can't see what it's really about. 

So you see adults who despise Hip-Hop. 

We teach to clarify with the understanding that teaching transcends the standards. It infiltrates that life that starts at 4:00 p.m. 

THE HILLS ARE ALIVE WITH THE SOUND OF TEACHING 

Patrick: I was not prepared to teach special education. My degrees were in Liberal Arts and History for Secondary Education. However, I don't think there was one job opening for high school social studies in the entire United States that year. Then I got a call from an old Mennonite friend of mine asking me to join him, his two brothers and his father in working at something described as a therapeutic wilderness camp for emotionally disturbed boys. Being Mennonites, they had this strong ethic of service that I couldn't help being drawn to. Their entire family had moved to the upstate of South Carolina from Virginia and bought a thousand acres of land, with the conviction that they could take troubled kids, live together with them in the woods, and in doing so, help them to get their lives straightened out. None of these people had even graduated from high school. The father of the group, whom everyone called "Grandad," grew up Amish, and only went through the fifth grade. But they bought the land, drove to the State Department of Social Services office in Columbia and sweet-talked the folks there into giving them a license to start a “moderate management treatment facility." Grandad later told me that what really got them the license was that he promise the DSS director to bring him some of his wife's home made apple fritters, which he insisted on calling "critters." They really started things this way. Love, faith and hard work was what did it. And the apple critters, of course. 

Fair Play Camp School is, and has been for years, the most successful youth treatment center in South Carolina. My job (I did take the offer because I liked the idea of working in the woods) was to be the Educational Coordinator for the camp. This entailed me being hired by the local school district but working out of the camp. Since I didn't have a degree in special education, I enrolled in a graduate program at Clemson University, which was nearby. 

I visited camp recently when I was asked to come and spend the day reintroducing the boys to the Old Maxwell Cemetery, the site of my dissertation project. It is an antebellum African American burial ground on the camp property. It is a place of memories, a few of them discovered by my students and me, and probably many more yet to be discovered. When I arrived at camp I was met by the Explorers, the treatment group comprising 9 and 10 year olds. A little boy named Daniel asked me "Did you write the big black book Chief Pat?” (Therapeutic staff persons are called chief). "What big black book?" "You know, that big one about the cemetery that you had to write to get your doctor's license," he said. "That was a really interesting book! The whole group read it and we know all about Tenus Maxwell, and Ol' Primus and Pompey Keels." These were names of former slaves buried in that lonely hilltop graveyard. 

We hiked up the old road bed to the cemetery. It had recently been cleaned up by one of the treatment groups, but still had that air of mystery that only 

truly sacred places have. We walked to the grave of Tenus Maxwell and looked at the inscription: 

Tenus Maxwell 

Born 1818 

Died May 1885 

Husband of M. Maxwell 

For 20 years a Baptist preacher 

He died in full hope of eternal rest 

"Was he a great man Chief Pat?" one of the boys asked. "Well, he was a good man. We know that. And that's probably a lot better than being a great man." We just stood there quietly for a while: a college professor and a group of so-called emotionally disturbed boys who had read his dissertation for God's sake-and liked it! Unable to speak, eyes brimming, filled with thankfulness, I thought "I am a teacher." 

A favorite camp song written by the folk singer Bob Franke (1982) expresses the sentiments of many of the camp boys as they hope for a life of goodness for themselves someday. It is called Alleluia, the Great Storm is Over. 

The thunder and lightening gave voice to the night 

A little lame child cried aloud in his fright 

Hush little baby, a story I'll tell 

Of love that has vanquished the powers of hell. 

Alleluia, the Great Storm is over 

Lift up your wings and fly. 

Alleluia, the Great Storm is over 

Lift up your wings and fly. 

Sweetness in the air and justice on the wind 

Laughter in the house where the mourners have been 

The deaf shall have music, the blind have new eyes 

The standards of death taken down by surprise. 

Alleluia.... 

Release for the captives, an end to the wars 

New streams in the desert, new hope for the poor 

The little lame children shall dance as they sing 

And play with the bears and the lions in spring. 

Alleluia.... 

Hush little baby let go of your fears 

The Lord loves his own and your mother is here 

The child fell asleep as the lanterns did burn 

The mother sang on 'till her bridegroom’s return. 

Alleluia... 

(Text printed by permission of the artist) 

THE MOB 

Andre: The plan was to have a high level meeting of the organization to discuss problems. Cronies were flown in to weigh in on where we stood and make sure that we understood their positions. Dark suits and handshakes set the mood. As could be expected, security was thick. There were representatives from all of the local families present, and a few new recruits as well. It was a meeting of the best new minds, if you will. It was a scene taken right out of an Al Pacino film. In this case though, we're not in Miami; it's Macon, and the setting is the Wesleyan College campus where a visit from the governor was preceded by a series of elaborate security checks. As we asked him questions we witnessed an exercise in back peddling that would have made Trent Lott blush. 

• When will class sizes go down? 

• Will early childhood education be classified a critical needs area? 

He had no real answers. 

As the Don left to board his chopper, we were all a little unclear as to what had just happened. 

So far removed from the realities of everyday school life in urban communities, the education powerbrokers appear as mob figures wielding enormous power over the lives of teachers, students, administrators and even parents. 

They give the speeches. 

They shake hands, but 

we make the rounds. 

We give hope. 

We teach kids. 

TEACHING AND DANCING 

Patrick: With shiny new doctorate in hand I went from teaching seriously emotionally disturbed boys to teaching in a women's college, Wesleyan College in Macon, Georgia. At Wesleyan I have found a community of scholar-practitioners and future educators that challenge me to hold to the humane and transformative vision for education that I have learned over the last 20 years. My students remind me every day not to give in to the forces that seek to reduce teaching to recipes. Not that I have ever wanted to, but the gods are powerful and do not think or behave as we mortals. Esme Raji Codell (1999) in her book, Educating Esme: Diary of a Teacher's First Year, said that she wanted "to kick pedagogical ass" (p. 19) in memory of her former supervising teacher. That's what I want to do every day in memory of all that my students have taught me through the years. I owe it to them. I 

don't know if this approach will reform education, but it may at least keep me from becoming irrelevant. 

And another thing: as a college professor I have met people like Andre, who though coming from a very different background, shares the conviction that it is the passionate individual that truly makes a difference in the classroom. Hip-Hop. Woodstock. We're all headed along converging paths on this extraordinary journey of teaching. 

Who am I to think I can teach? When I find myself wanting to scream inwardly over the increasing demands placed on my work by god-like bureaucrats, it is not because I have a better plan. It is not because I foolishly believe that kids would automatically learn more if accountability was taken out of the professional equation. I know that there are some teachers that, left to their own devices would do nothing in the classroom but distribute worksheets. But I do know some things-- just a few important things--and that is why I dare to teach. I know that in the teaching environment there are portals, as it were, to the kind of life and energy that I have spent my entire life seeking. I know that if one works very hard, looks right into the eyes of student, embraces both the tragic and the ecstatic elements of the teaching life, that these portals seem to open in spite of apparent failures in us or in the system. And when they do open, something flows in that wakes us all from our slumber, and changes our plodding to a kind of dance. Yes, that is it. I teach so that I may have someone to dance with. And it is the dancing along those lovely convergent lines that defines what we do. 

LAST OF A DYING BREED 

Andre: People asked me how it felt to be the only male in a group of nearly 20 new teaching candidates. 

People ask me how it feels to be the only male in a school of nearly 45 staff members. 

People ask me how it feels to work in a profession that is typically thought to be for females. 

Everyday life for a male elementary school teacher is very similar to what life is like for all African American males. There are few things that you need to be constantly aware of: 

Rule #1: You won't always enjoy the fringe benefits of the majority. 

Don't feel left out when you don't get a Victoria Secret's gift bag at Christmas. 

Don't get excited about a change in the dress code regarding the open toe shoe policy. 

Rule #2: People may expect you to know how to do certain things that you may not know. 

All African Americans can't dance, rap or play basketball. 

All male teachers can't check your oil, lift refrigerators or turn rebellious youth into Scholars. 

Rule #3: Expect to be under constant scrutiny by the people around you. 

In other words, get used to being watched, criticized and misunderstood, misquoted, stereotyped, underestimated, devalued and wrongfully accused, possibly in the same 24-hour period. 

Sometimes I feel like the last of a dying breed: the male elementary school teacher. 

We’d like to close with a song I wrote to illustrate how my love of Hip-Hop music and culture and my love of teaching blend together. We are teachers and we teach from who we are and what we know. 

When In The Booth 

Andre Mountain (2002) 

Hook (2x) 

When in the booth, 

I speak the truth indeed, 

When in the classroom, 

I’m trying to nurture seeds, 

Take a glimpse of a scene, 

In the hallways, 

Everlasting, eternal, 

Always. 

Take a walk on the wild side, 

The where we don’t smile side, 

I teach kids the gritty side of life. 

It’s not a PG 13, 

On your TV screen, 

Whatever I see, 

Is exactly what’s seen. 

Every single day I’m using night vision. 

On a life saving mission, 

With my teacher’s edition. 

I read the holy books, 

I changed and then repented, 

Now I’m teaching kids, 

Paranoid schizophrenic. 

Time’s running out, 

On all these ifs and maybes. 

Crack’s in the sidewalk, 

But more crack’s in babies. 

Cameras in the hallways, 

Watching these kids moves. 

Mind’s dull, 

But they bringing sharp knives to school. 

Take lives, 

It’s cool, 

But just don’t take mine, 

I still gotta make babies, 

And a wife to find. 

27, 5’11’ living in ghetto heaven, 

East Macon crime side, 

See the news at 11. 

Hook (2X) 

When in the booth, 

I speak the truth indeed, 

When in the classroom, 

I’m trying to nurture seeds, 

Take a glimpse of a scene, 

In the hallways, 

Everlasting, eternal, 

Always. 

9…8…7…that’s how we count the bars, 

And we sample trumpets, violins, 

And string guitars, 

Becoming parents too early, 

So we’re paying the price, 

Swallowed up by the ghetto, 

Just like kids at Rice, 

So at night I scribble rhymes, 

Writing songs in my pad, 

Day by day I try to clean up after, 

Dead beat dads, 

It’s a sad situation we’re facing, 

Descendants of the plantation, 

Still slave for the nation. 

Might need textbooks to see, 

What page we’re on, 

Reading Shakespeare and novels, 

By Khalil Gibran, 

We study sciences that seem to go, 

Sight unseen, 

And live in neighborhoods that become, 

Homes to fiends. 

It’s a daily operation in this Hip-Hop game, 

Writing rhymes, 

Doing shows, 

Trying to chase some fame, 

The more money that we saw, 

The more problems came, 

They try to stress Andre, 

And set the mountains in flames. 

Hook (2X) 

When in the booth, 

I speak the truth indeed, 

When in the classroom, 

I’m trying to nurture seeds, 

Take a glimpse of a scene, 

In the hallways, 

Everlasting, eternal, 

Always. 

REFLECTIONS 

As Andre uttered the last word of his rap and we stood there together facing our tiny audience of friends and curiosity seekers we felt that whatever the response, we had spoken well. There had been an immediacy present in our “act.” It was a plea, performed in the same spirit that made us love teaching. It had urgency and passion in it. It was like good teaching in that it was a transformative moment backed up by intense preparation. Without going into too much detail, the performance was very well received. A colleague who was present said “What’s best for me about the presentation is how it bridges Hip-Hop and folk music in a way that tells a grander story; revealed to the audience are the many spaces in between the two, not limited to music that might help anyone of us with our own particular despair and hope.” (Allender, personal communication, November 19, 2003). 

Since that first event we have presented our project in two other settings, an urban education conference attended by teacher education students and K-12 teachers, and a self-study conference attended by teacher educators and educational theorists. The audience response has been similar at all three events; the language of personal and artistic presentation is a powerful weapon to combat the anti-humanistic forces intent on destroying democratic education with mindless forms of compliance and accountability. Washington (1996) bears witness when she states: 

Transformation of the social order begins with an act of imagination that elevates a startling dream of change above the intimidating presence of things as they are. Further, if such dreams are passionate and clear, and if they can call a great many people into their service, they may ultimately give shape to 

the future. In this way, the future vibrancy of our profession depends on the ignition of bold ideas, passionately conveyed. (p. 32) 

As we continue to use our project as a vehicle for self-study we are drawn back to the notion that we teach because we have discovered that we share a longing expressed by William H. Schubert (1999) as he describes his calling to teach. 

I knew somehow that there was something deeper, more wonderful, and mysterious than mere instructing and testing — something that resided in the personal encounter with each emerging life that made the real connection between teaching and what I wanted to do in life. This knowledge filled me with enthusiasm. I discovered that I aspire to help others create their lives. I wanted a high calling in life and could think of none higher than that of helping new generations meet the world. (p. 4) 

In the telling of our stories of teaching, we have become ethnographers of our own lives and the subcultures we represent. Patrick had never particularly cared for Hip-Hop music, but now he understands how it empowers Andre to teach. Andre’s perception of the Woodstock Generation was that of idealistic, but clueless White kids gone wild. He now understands that the ‘60s were part of the same tide of change that produced the Civil Rights Movement. 

We have not attempted to merge our teacher selves in the use of the word convergent. We use it as a metaphor to describe the diverse teacher identities that can bring power and hope to students as long as those identities advocate “help[ing] others create their lives” (Schubert, 1999, p. 4). We recognize in each other evidence of an approach to teaching that recognizes differences such as race, culture and age, but at the same time transcends these important aspects of personal identity. Our view of the humanistic teacher is summed up in the Dutch word mensenkennis, a word loosely defined by Van Manen (1996) as 

a kind of wisdom about how people are and how they tend to act or react in specific situations-the significance of people’s frailties, strengths, difficulties, inclinations, and life circumstances. It is a practical type of knowledge of how people’s actions relate to motives, intentions, emotions, feelings, and moods. (p. 138) 

Van Manen further states, “It is only in certain relational contexts that the thinking life, the developing identity, the moral personality, the emotional spirit, the educational learning, and sociopsychological maturing of the young person occurs” (p. 141). We believe that teaching has a soul and that it is recognizable across all human differences. We have also affirmed the idea that our stories of teaching and the truth they tell are more at home with the layered and varied forms of expression that do not rely merely on the literal qualities of language. 

Finally, learning to tell our stories in the truest ways has helped us to trust ourselves and not be intimidated or embarrassed to approach teaching in ways that are counter to the prevailing pedagogical fundamentalism. It’s like we said in the presentation, we want to “kick pedagogical ass!” 
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