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A Twinkling in His Eye
A Tribute to Jack Whitehead from Alan Rayner

A twinkling in his eye
Sparked
Instantaneous recognition
Of common concern
Undermining wordy barricades
Between worlds
Divided by loyalty

My paper danced
And swayed his thoughts
From dialectic contradictions
To shimmering pools of grass
Glistening with the darkness
That takes light into loving seclusion
Easing its painful lacerations
Of each moment suspended in animation

Those cracks between the slabs
Where conformity rules
And love slips away
Secretively
To where none can know its meaning
Beneath contempt
Become cracks where love resurfaces

No longer gaps of disinterest
But pooling all together
Withstanding their differences
Through that vital kind of tolerance
That comes naturally
In living surges
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Where no ripple is out of place
In the flow that keeps its self in the heart of itself
Through endless circumnavigations
Of meaning within meaning
Never without meaning
But drawn into cameos of self-reflection

Caught on camera
Flowing out
Whilst gathering in
What it means to be included
In what it includes
As a gift passing on

Where retiring means refreshing
The notes in the staves
That sing out in chorus

From their silence within
Where darkness glistens
In the pool that breathes in

Alan Rayner
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I sat in the classroom confused.

It was 5 o'clock on a chilly November evening in 2002 and | could have been at
home with a tea (or most likely a beer). I looked at the research paper in front
of me and rubbed my eyes in frustration.

Yet over the weeks of that first Master's module with Jack at the helm, a
community developed between us, the likes of which | have not seen again.
Where there was confusion, there was enlightenment. Where there was
discord, there was hope for the future. Above all, there was laughter and
meaningful conversations between us that allowed each of us to consider
what was important to us. We all emerged from that first Module differently.
| saw differently, felt different and understood in a new way.

This is how Jack has been a part of my life. From confusion, | have emerged
positive and hopeful. He would say that he has never had an influence over
anyone else, but his influence has been to see the positive in people and
encourage them to take new steps forward.

Daniel Cho (2005) speaks of a love in education; in that this love is lived out as
people venture into the world together on a shared journey of discovery.
Thank you Jack for letting me share that journey with you.

Thank you for giving me the courage to love and to live.

I shall always carry with me the warmth of our conversations as well as the
hope for humanity that you have given to me.

Dr Karen Riding
Director of MFL
Parkstone Grammar School
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I first met Jack

whilst beginning my Masters through Bath University 10 years ago. At
the time I was a young and inexperienced teacher who had no idea about
research.. Jack tutored me through my Masters and introduced me to
‘Living Educational Theory’. I didn’t understand it then, and to be honest
I didn’t understand most of what Jack said. But I pretended that I did.

However, he did change things in my life forever.

I then carried on with my doctorate and recently graduated with my wife
from Bath. About 6 months ago, after my viva, I suddenly realised what
‘Living Educational Theory’ is: the penny dropped. It had only taken me
10 years!

This in itself seems minor compared to a life time of dedication to
changing an institutional perception of research. What Jack has done for
me is to empower me to do what I do better. He has helped my light to
shine brighter than it ever has.. My students have benefited as I have

made their lives better.
A tutor. A friend.

Thanks Jack
Dr Simon Riding

Simon Riding
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Reflections and Memories of Jack

The four qualities that | most associate with, and most remember about Jack,
are his persistence, warmth, humour and dedication.

| don’t think | have known anyone who has taken a set of ideas and so
persistently, consistently and insistently worked with them. This could easily
take a person into obsession, and does for some, but what I think saves Jack
from this is his huge warmth and sense of humour.

The great thing about working with Jack and encountering his conviction and
thoroughly worked out set of ideas is that it forces one to set out one’s own
stall. This can either be within the terms of the framework and set of ideas that
Jack has developed, in that | think working with him demands that one defines
as clearly as possible what one’s own living values are and what is the
animating spirit, ideas and purpose for what one is working. Or, if it is not
within Jack’s unique framework, it then becomes necessary to define one’s
own framework.

In the acknowledgement to Jack at the beginning of my PhD, | expressed a
similar thought:

“I would like to thank Jack Whitehead for his unflagging commitment to
educational values and for acting as an anvil on which I have hammered out the
ideas and practices in this thesis and forged my own stance.”

| am very grateful to have had the opportunity to work with Jack for a number
of years during my Doctorate to help me define better what | stood for, and
sharpen my thinking about where | agreed with him, and how [ differed from
him. This was never an easy or smooth ride, but always a stimulating and
enriching one. It was like an encounter with a relentless, unyielding granite-like
force, (the ‘anvil’) which forced me to define myself and take my own shape.

| believe that Jack has offered me a great model of what it is like to be
genuinely and passionately committed to education. | think he is a great
educator and has had a huge influence on all those who have come into
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contact with him. His web-site is the obvious testimony to this. It is both
consistent with Jack’s ideas about finding appropriate forms for people to
show their values in action, and also indicates the extent of his influence on
many talented people, who have used his ideas and support to forge their own
educational journey.

| have many vivid memories of Jack. The extraordinary clutter that was his
office (I think he might have been competing with Francis Bacon’s art studio
for creative messiness) and the way he would delve into the clutter to find tea
bags, coffee and chocolate biscuits. His delight in the success of his students.
His pleasure in expounding ideas or showing a particularly significant clip of
video. His willingness to go the extra mile for people.

For example, one time he arranged for me to have a mock viva at his house a
few days before my real PHD viva. We were both shocked at my inability to
answer the questions that had been posed to me about my thesis by Judi
Marshall, with her customary incisiveness - an inability that had rendered me
almost mute in the mock viva - but Jack somehow managed to have faith, and
on the day of the real viva, | found the fluency and the words that | had been
looking for. It was strange to see Jack so quiet during the viva - as this was the
role required of him - but then he burst into his customary exuberance when |
was told that | had achieved my Doctorate and would not be required to do
any additional writing.

It is very hard for me to imagine Jack retired in a traditional sense — pottering
around the garden, reading the newspapers, smoking a pipe by the fire. And |
am sure this is not what he will be doing. He just has too much energy and
commitment to education to be idle in this field.

Whatever he decides to do now, | wish him all the best

With love and affection

(Dr) Paul Roberts
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Dear Jack,

It seems odd to be writing to you like this — as if a whole era has come to an
end. | suppose it has in some ways. But | can’t help feeling that something
deep down has changed, that all the thousands of conversations we’ve all
shared are somehow gathering together to create an enormous ground-swell
of new meaning.

The concept of a ‘living theory’ now lies firmly at the base of my professional
practice, giving me both courage and voice as | stride out into a changing
world and seek to have a small part in influencing the system for good.
Without it | would never have know the strength of my own voice - but at
times it has felt utterly overwhelming, as if | was trying to squeeze my life into
a set of concepts that didn’t really fit. | remember sitting in one of the chairs in
your office, trying not to fall through where the seat was coming away, and
wondering what having a ‘living theory’ really meant. I’d feel so convinced by
the end of the session — and then find myself screaming “no, no!” at every car
on the motorway as | realised | hadn’t understood it at all. | rarely got beyond
Swindon before it happened.

You tried explaining it over and over again, aided and abetted by Buber and
Polanyi. Buber finally hit the spot. But for some reason my clearest memory is
of a quotation from the translation of Beowulf, where the sentence starts with
“So...” | find myself echoing it with clients, when | want to help generate a
space in which they can explore so much more than they know. The power of
that isolated and weighty ‘so’ carries such possibilities.

| can see you now, smiling as you balance a mug of coffee on your knee, the
PhDs overhead sagging on the shelves. When ‘living theory’ didn’t work we
moved on to ‘standards of judgement’, an even vaguer notion it seemed to me
at the time. You seemed so passionate about it all, as if the very principles of
your life were rooted there. And of course they were, and still are, and will no
doubt continue to be. I think that’s when [ finally got it, when | understood the
passion behind it. To live life as a ‘living theory’ is to celebrate our own liberty,
to know that we know, to know how we know, and to shout it out with our
own voice.

Jacqueline Scholes-Rhodes 91
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It took me another year to get ‘standards of judgement’ to the same degree.
I’m afraid the very notion of judgment and validation blocked my capacity to
even explore the possibilities. But | had at least found my own expression of
‘exquisite connectivity’ by then, affirmed each and every time that you have
cross-referenced it over the last seven years. Those reminders have been
precious to me - thank you.

| remember when you took my photograph. You wanted to share my smile
with me. You thought it would illustrate the point - and it did. It was a small
gesture — but a gift with immense meaning.

The elusive ‘standards of judgment’ did finally turn up. They simply emerged
one day, unexpected and unannounced. You seemed unimpressed, taking it all
in your stride — | however was ecstatic! Over the years they have played an
increasingly important role in my practice, providing both method and
framework for a deep appreciation of our collective potential.

| do have a confession to make. | was in a meeting recently trying to explain to
colleagues the difficulties I've been seeing clients grappling with recently. |
was stuck for a way in which to describe the tensions implicit in their ‘system’
- and only one expression could adequately describe it. As the words ‘living
contradiction’ floated into the air | smiled. Wisdom had finally caught up with
me and I’d cracked the one outstanding concept I’d never managed to adopt.

Thank you Jack - for helping me start out on the journey.

Jacqueline Scholes-Rhodes
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Retire, Relax, Refresh - let life begin anew
By Lere O. Shakunle

Retire! Let the Box and Bottle
Take care of the Lolling Dulling Hours

Whatever of them is still left to fill. Good Bye!

Says Officialdom — Official Way of Walking Tall,
Laughing Funny, Mocking Smile, Straight Look, Dry Joke.
Which has been Counting Days, Days which are The Same

Product of Parrot and Business-As-Usual, Counting Out
Since the Day the Contract Was Signed and Sealed.

Retire! Go to Waste!

Like is done the Bottle when the Content is Gone
Or the Box when the Nuts and Bolts Jingle and Jangle
To put an end to the Reel of Rigmarole
To which Official Tables and Desks Cry Alas
Because now, what is going to become of It -

Its Prediction, Its Prescription, Oh, Its Expectation
Of Retirement as Wasteland
When People like You — Dear Jack
See Retirement for what Officialdom never Can Understand
As Going to Bed after the Day’s Work
To Relax, Refresh, Wake and Begin Anew

Relax Jack — Before you Begin Anew!
After leaving the Market of Cut-Throat Competition
In which the Wise Ones are the Clever Ones
Who know how to Interpret and Deliver
The Official Document, the Manifesto, the Ideology
That Stifle Intellectual Progress and Punishes Wisdom Divine
With the Few shouting Atop the Hills
Grabbing the Funds for what is mostly Conventional Rant
But to be Candid — With Some Facts if not the Truth in it -
That Block the Minds Untainted
With What they cannot Question
Even when their lily-fresh Hearts Tell them
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This Cannot be True
You Know, Having Passed Through it all
What All this Means — My Dear Jack

Reborn! Welcome to a New Day
Now the Points of Euclid
That Begin and Terminate — and Presto!
There is the Line -
A Line that renders Life into Modules
Of Countdowns —
Start, Stop and Final
Begin, End and Fizzle
Can now be seen for what it is —
The Language of Officialdom
Work, Retire, Go To Waste — Quick
Another is Waiting on the Line
Making old the youthful Mind
Rendering into a Desert with a doting Dole
A Mind, like the Muse, in which Time Stands Still
Where the Reality of the Case is —
Creativity is ever young, Bringing Forth the New
A New Earth and Heaven of New Opportunities
To which you worked, Oh, this labour of Love
To which you Contributed with the Product of the Intellect
And with this — My Friend Jack

Welcome! Freedom at Last!
Now in your own Home -
In the Soil and Solace of Freedom
The Very Heart of Creativity
You can Nurse Your Gift to the World
That Special Contribution to Education
And Relax in what never can Retire
Because it never Can Be Retired
But shall forever like Cycles in Nature
Be reborn each time it is Revisited
By the New Generation of Students
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And Lovers of Knowledge that is True Everywhere.
Yes to The Young and Receptive Soil -
To whom the language of Officialdom sounds strange indeed
And it is Strange Indeed -
The Truth Remains
The new world now and to come
Never can see official Retirement
Because there is nothing like that
But retirement like going to sleep, to relax and wake up
In the fresh rose of your Living Education Theory - your LET

Welcome! To Hurrahs Infinite
To us who are toasting today
Your kind of Rare Courage, Commitment
Indeed Dream -
And Who Only Can See and Say
Our Dear Jack - Welcome
To the Immense Opportunities
Of Open Geometry — Transfigural Geometry
In which there are no points of Beginning nor End
And life remains Open as Opportunities

Welcome Indeed, this new Baby
This your New Cycle of Life
In which after you have Relaxed -
And now as Fresh as Lily-
You Can Now Continue
To Develop your LET
In which your Voice Remains, a Pride to Humanity
And shall Forever Shall Be in what knows of
And in Which it Does Not Exist
The Sommersault of Reality, Officialdom

Lere O. Shakunle o5
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Retirement of Official Goodbye, the Waste.
But Retirement, the Reality of the Return of the Soul
To the Land of the Child, the Beginning of a New Cycle We Can See
That brings with it Rebirth, Growth, yes, hoopla-hopla of Joy To Education
As Promised by Yours Truly,
Living Education Theory

Prost, Cheers to LET
Oh, Jack, Our Good Friend
It’s been such Special Kind of Pleasure
That Our Paths Cross for the Grand and the Good
Through Whom it does not Matter Now
Oh it Matters!

Yes, it indeed Matters that We Come Together
In the Struggle — This Struggle that You Know -
The Ongoing Struggle for Which We Need
What We have been Saying all Along —
Retire, Relax, Refresh and Let Life Begin Anew

My Salut!

Kk Okt

Lere O. Shakunle
Transfigural Mathematics
Berlin, Germany

© Shakunle, Lere 0. 2009
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Jack Whitehead
“ has left the Video Chat.

As seen on Skype
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Eye and Fellow Traveller

Action research as story: my tribute to Jack Whitehead

One day | came to the edge of a cliff. There seemed no way forward, and the way back was
blocked by a strange and faceless creature that stood with his huge arms stretched across
my path.
“Only members of the Laurel Crown Club may proceed,” he said.
“Which Club is that?” | cried, tired from all my many travels, “and how can I join it?”
“You join it by following my dance, step by step, and after each step, proving you
areas good as lam.”
“But that’s ridiculous,” | said. “Why should | want to do that? Look, here is the
garland of the storyteller, woven by myself from a thousand stories.”
“That is nothing,” said the creature.
“And here is the crown of the teacher, made of shells excavated from a thousand
shores and threaded together with spun learning.”
The faceless creature laughed a bitter icy laugh.
“None of these will bring you the Laurel Crown, because none of the steps are like
mine,” he crowed. “Without this, how do | know you are good enough to continue
the journey?”
“Because of all the journeys I’ve already travelled!” | shouted. “The bridge-building
journey, the river-crossing, the boat-making, the flower-blooming, the story-making,
the wisdom-excavating journeys. Do none of those count?”
“None are mine!” yelled the creature. “And I, Thought Doctor, am the only one that
can lead the way. Take my journey or none at all.”
“OK, if you must, show me the way then. Since I have travelled so far, | might as
well do this further journey.”
Thought Doctor pointed with his long bony finger towards the hills. | noticed a long narrow
track like a railway that burned an unbending route through the valleys, tunnelled through
the hillside, and plunged into the woods the other side.
“That’s it,” he said. “You follow me, along the track, copying my dance, and at the
end you win the crown.”
The journey seemed possible, and better than throwing myself over the cliff. But still, it did
not seem a very exciting or useful way to travel, with so much landscape to explore on
either side of the narrow track, and so many ways to explore apart from following his single
step. And how would | carry with me all the garlands, sarongs, shells, and songs of previous
journeys, if I was not allowed to offer them and share them on the way?
I threw myself down onto the grassy ground to think about my options. As | did so, |
noticed appearing from behind Thought Doctor’s cloak, a silent group of people, cloaked,
pale and downcast, gathering around me on the cliff.
“We are members of the Laurel Crown Club,” they said.
I looked at them now as they stood nearer me.
“But you all look the same!” | cried.
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“When we started we were all different,” one of them said, “but by the end we

have all learnt Thought Doctor’s moves so well, we look just like him.”

“Here!” said one, and threw off his hood to reveal a shiny metallic crown that
looked far too heavy for him and made him stoop forward.

“Here!” said another, and revealed the same metallic shiny crown but it was so large
it kept dropping over her eyes, and she had to push it up every few minutes.

“Here!” said another, and there was the crown again, but every so often the poor
owner picked up a corner and began scratching underneath, shifting it round so it would sit
more comfortably.

“None of your crowns fit!”’ | cried, concerned for them.

They laughed in chorus, like a pond of hippopotami.
“Of course not. There’s only one size crown. If it doesn’t fit, well that’s just too bad.
They all need to be the same size, to make sure it’s all fair.”

“But being just the same size makes it NOT fair,” | cried.
Thought Doctor rolled his eyes, exasperated, and turned away.

“She clearly doesn’t understand,” he snorted. “Come, Club, let’s leave her here to
think.”

| sat by the cliff edge, suddenly alone, and looked in both directions. In one
direction was a sheer drop down to a fast running river gorge. On the other was the Laurel
Crown track, long and straight, with bunches of flowers every so often along the route
where travellers had failed to survive. What to do? Now, with the Thought Doctor gone,
there seemed to be many more possibilities. Looking again at the landscape ahead, it
seemed laughable that there should be only one track forwards; on the contrary, there
seemed to be an infinite number of paths, and surely nothing would stop me exploring
them?

Encouraged by this thought, | stood up and again reviewed my options. In one
direction was open hillside scattered with a blue dusting of heather; in the other direction
was the path | had come from, winding over the cliff edge and dropping back down to a
chain of rocky bays. | chose the new direction, the open hillside. Surely, if | set foot there,
Thought Doctor wouldn’t stop me?

So | began the new path, into the blue heather and the unmarked terrain. It was
welcoming underfoot, and comforting to walk inland away from the cliff edge, wading
through the tall grass, not knowing where it would lead me. After a while, as | walked, |
suddenly became aware that there was a Fellow Traveller quietly beside me, and like me,
quietly tracing the path of the wild flowers. | looked up to take note of him, and to my
surprise, saw he was wearing a crown too.

“Oh! Your crown fits!”” | cried.

“Of course it does,” said Fellow Traveller. “I made it myself.”

We carried on walking, quietly for a while.

“Butis it a Laurel Crown, like the others?”

“Yes, of course it is.”
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“But did you do that long journey, like the others?”

“Yes, yes | did,” said the Traveller patiently.

“But how is it you don’t look just like all the others? How is it you have strayed off
the track?”

“Well | worked out the route for myself.”

“Is that allowed?”

“Of course it is. That’s what | did, and | have a Crown and it fits just fine.”
| could see that all of those things were true. It seemed an exciting and revolutionary way
to become a member of the Club.

“Could you show me how | might get a Crown that way too?”

“Sure, of course.”

We carried on walking, and the Fellow Traveller didn’t seem to be showing me anything at
all, but just following where | went along the hillside.

“But you aren’t showing me. Shouldn’t you be showing me the way?”

“No, quite the reverse. You choose which way you want to go, and I’ll come along

with you.”

“Are you sure? “ | asked, nervously. It all seemed so different to Thought Doctor.

“Look, the end of the journey is over there.” He pointed beyond the wood where
the narrow track disappeared. “You can get there any way you like.”
| took from my sack a handful of shiny stones gathered from a Mexican beach and threw
them down.

“Can | use these as stepping stones?”

“Sure, of course,” and we jumped from one to the other, first me, and Fellow
Traveller following.

“Take a stepping stone to put in your crown,” he said, as we reached the end.

“Now, where next?”

“If | scatter the marigold garland we could follow its scent,”

“Sure, try that,” said Fellow Traveller.
It was tiring, running after the scent of the marigold as it blew in the wind, and at the end, |
threw myself down on a rock and sighed.

“l don’t know where to go next.”

“Yes you do. Look in your bag.”

“I've nothing there. Nothing useful at all.”

“Of course you have. Just have alook.”

“A sari from India, a sarong from Hawaii, a branch from the learning tree, -

“OK, let’s start with the first one. Find out where the sari wants us to go next.”
I took the sari out of its bag. It was buttercup yellow with streaks of quiet lavender, and as
it unfolded from the bag it began to blow like a sail towards the east.

“There we are then,” said Fellow Traveller, “that’s the direction we have to go in.”
So we followed the sail of the sari, and then the kite of the sarong; and then the branch of
the learning tree doused us around the tors and | hardly knew we had travelled so far
before | realised the station had appeared at the end of the Thought Doctor’s narrow track.
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“Do you mean we are nearly there?”
“Sure. You need to get your laurel crown ready for submission to the Club.”
“Oh no, one of those terrible metal ones that fall over your eyes and itch?”

Fellow Traveller laughed
“A made-to-measure one, made with all the mementoes of your journey. It will take
two months to craft”
“Are you sure?” | said. “Will it be as good as the others?”
“Well, | think it might be better, because for one thing it will fit, for another it will be
quite unique and for another it will have mementoes of your journey inside it.”
“What do | do when | reach the last station?”
“When you arrive, and put on the crown, look in the mirror. There you will see what
you have become and where the journey led.”

In a quiet place at the station gates, | unfolded all the contents of my travels around
me and spread them on the ground. How to fit them together? Surely they could never be
crafted into one coherent and beautiful piece?

But as | stared at them hour after hour alone now outside the gates of my
destination, it all became clear.

The learning branch became the strong anchor that held the crown together. With
the golden learning thread | wove in the Mexican stepping stones, securely at the front.
Then I rolled the lavender and buttercup sari and the sarong with the silver fish and turtles,
into long narrow drapes and plaited them together with the learning thread to hold the
branch in place. Between the binds and threads, | planted small clusters of heather from
the journey. The crown was fragrant and colourful as a spring garden. Then | lifted it to my
head, and tied the plaited fronds behind just tightly enough to be comfortable and secure.

“Will this do?” 1 asked.

“What does the mirror say?”’

I looked in the mirror. | saw myself, like a spring goddess with all the colours of the hillside
in her hair. 1 didn’t look a bit like Thought Doctor or even like Fellow Traveller.

“I'look like the goddess of my story!” | cried, surprised.

“Exactly that, “said Fellow Traveller. “The journey was yourself, so it follows that

the journey leads to yourself. And your Crown celebrates yourself.”

“Is that going to be alright, do you think?”

“That’s the only way it would be alright. I think you are ready to submit your Crown

to the Club,” said Fellow Traveller.

And together we walked towards the gates of the station at the end of the mountain path,
both of us with heads high, wearing our Laurel Crowns.
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Our Tribute to Jack Whitehead by Tian Fengjun.

How did Educational Action Research Start in Guyuan and in China?
How Living Educational Theory Action Research has Changed Our
Educational Lives.

It’s marvelous to be able to talk to anyone about the great changes in the
educational life of most of my colleagues and myself here in Guyuan, a
quite remote region in the northern part of China. For the last seven years
or so, most of my colleagues in the English Department here have become
intensively involved in their classroom-teaching research and have become
more clear-minded in terms of how well they are managing a class, and
how excited they are when they start to help solve those problems their
students are having in their learning, and how hopeful they have become
from reflections on their own teaching. And all this has as a reward their
students improving their own learning... These are genuine experiences |
have been told about by my colleagues.

On behalf of us all, I want to present my full-hearted thanks to Dr. Jack
Whitehead. It is he and other experts like Professor Moira Laidlaw, and
Professor Jean McNiff, who have made me change to being more open-
minded, more democratic, more active in my support to my colleagues in
their teaching research. In Autumn 2001, Dr. Moira Laidlaw came into my
educational life, and a collaborative working atmosphere was created. It
was in 2005 that Dr. Jack Whitehead made his first visit to here in China,
and a “living educational action research” idea inspired me and then more
of my colleagues and finally our work changed to become more
“collaborative”.

The first “Experimental Centre for Educational Action Research in Foreign
Languages Teaching” came into being in China. This has marked the real
beginning of “Living Educational Theory Action Research” in China. Dr.
Jack Whitehead and other experts have made a great contribution to the
establishment of the Centre. Inclusionally, more and more colleagues
have reached a stage of experiencing “practice before theory”. We are
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inspired to start our own research by way of the question, “How can |
improve my practice ... so that | can help my students improve their
learning?” Up to now, nearly 60 AR reports have been completed and quite
a lot of research papers have been published, 12 different-leveled research-
projects have also been undertaken. The Centre is becoming known
nationally and internationally. Every year when we see many of our
younger graduates doing well in their class teaching, we appreciate their
progress, and feel that much of this is due to “living educational action
research”.

“Influences of Educational Action Research in the Internationalisation of
Educational Development. How can we create collaborative and inclusional
living educational theories at China's Experimental Centre for Educational
Action Research in Foreign Languages Teaching?” presented by Dr. Jack
Whitehead, on 177 NOVEMBER 2004 at the Second International Educational
Action Research in Guyuan China, cleared up many of the confusions
around the relationship between teaching and learning for many of my
Chinese colleagues.

“Living Theory and Educational Action Research in Foreign Language Teacher
Education and Development” presented by Dr. Jack Whitehead for the
Second National Conference on Foreign Language Teacher Education and
Development on 22-23 September 2007 in Beijing has been influential
throughout China as a large number of foreign language teachers also saw
ways of implementing educational processes at different levels. In 2005,
2006 and 2008, Dr. Jack Whitehead came to Guyuan, and during his visits
he explained very clearly about “living educational theory” and
encouraged us to continue our own “living educational theory action
research” in a collaborative way. We have now successfully worked out a
“Collaborative Living Educational Action Research” in the Centre. We know
that this approach will continue to be very practical for teachers’ education
and development, yet at the same time be very helpful to students’
learning.

At the time of Dr. Jack Whitehead’s retirement form the University of Bath,
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| am privileged on behalf of all my colleagues to show our sincere thanks to
Dr. Jack Whitehead in these words. He is:
“an evergreen tree of living educational theory action research, a
best friend to the people of Guyuan, and a life-long visiting
professor at NingxiaTteachers’ University”.

Enjoying the experience and telling his ideas

And here it is in Chinese!

| | /A\

‘E:
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A happy moment between two colleagues

Foreign Languages Department,
Ningxia Teachers University,
Guyuan, 756000. Ningxia Province, P.R. China.

Tian Fengjun
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Dear Jack,

Together with Marie, we have enjoyed a number of conversations over
supper - lots of empowering talk and good eating! I have appreciated
your acceptance of the TASC Framework and have been thrilled when
you have used it as part of your vision for teaching and learning. I have
also appreciated your warm listening and open smiling when we have
agreed and celebrated our mutual belief that teachers really do matter
and can make a wonderful difference to the lives of all learners in their
care. I think that most important of all, I know that you have made a
difference to many teachers’ lives — empowering them and supporting
them with your encouragement and open acceptance of their views. You
are an educator who, through your own teaching, has demonstrated
Living Learning and your profound belief in the good intentions of
teachers with regard to their vocation. You have lived your beliefs,
Jack! And I look forward to continuing our conversations! My very
best wishes for the next phase of your living and learning!

Lowve,

Belle
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Jack -

[ have told you on many oceasions how tnsplrational you have been to me
and wmy research over the years | have Rnown You — and Lt is a privilege to
have the opportunity to express something of that tn this tribute to you,

whieh you so r’wl/ltg deserve.

It only needs me to remind you of how You came to be my supervisor for
you to know how quickly you can make an mpact on people. Own the flrst
CARPP 5 day at Bath, we were introduced to a rather novel way of choosing
our supervision group. Each supervisor had to speak for a few minutes,
stating what thelr interests were, what inspired them, ete. Thew students’
names were pulled out of a hat at random, with each student being able to
choose who thelr supervisor was (and for those later doww the Line, which
group members they preferved). My name was pulled out second, so t had to
think quickly. My rational mind was debating whether to select Peter or
Donwng, as | had wmet both of them before, and therve were different, very good
reasons, why | should choose one or other. | had never met You before, so all |
had to go on was that three minutes presentation — which surely wasw't
enough to make such a ey decision?!! But with the pros and cons of Peter v
Donwna racing through my mind, [ found myself saying “Jack” - and then

wondering what on earth | was doing!

[ have of course since then realised exactly what had happened. Your energy,
enthustasm, passion for what you do, and Your strong sense of values had
communicated themselves powerfully, and deeply connected with me at an

emotional Level in that very short space of time.

Our extensive and Lively discussions at times were challenging, always
constructive, though sometimes required we to vadically question wmy

approach. | am sure we both remember an early weeting when | was so
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pleased with an extendeol piece of writing 1 had produced, and was gutted to
have it -validly- critiqued as stepping onto the soop box of ‘Grand
Narvative’.  You stay so true to the principle of each person taking
responstbility for thelr own learning, and accounting for thelr influence on
others, whilst avolding at all costs getting into a polarised debate which has
the slightest flavour of ‘U'm vight, Yyou're wrong’ about it.  If only this
principle were integrated into all levels of owr soclety, how much more

humane a societg we would have.

unlike many academic supervisors | have known and heard of tn the past,
who desire to mould thelr students to thelr own form, You have a wonderful
quality: the capacity to enter into the world of the student, and seek to
understand what it {s they want to learn, so that you can fully support
them in achieving that. Your energy, enthusiasm and patience tn enabling
a student to fully realise thelr own anbitions tn the creation of learning

and knowledge are unlimited.

So in the company of many others, [ want to thank you immensely for
your ‘Life affirming energy’ which has infused owr stimulating and
ereative dialogues throughout the past years — and hopefully will continue
to do so in the years ahead.

With Love and best wishes,

Joaw
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For Jack Whitehead

| was first introduced to Jack in the late eighties at a course organised for
practising teachers in the School of Education. This was a course similar to
those that a number of us who taught in Wiltshire were attending at the time.
Pat Darcy, then English advisor in the county, spent her training budget wisely
by taking groups of primary and secondary teachers away for weekends at the
Cherwell Institute in Oxford where we would occupy the time sharing and
reflecting on our practice and looking at ways to improve it. | am sure that Pat
had seen Jack’s course as an extension of this model of professional
development. On Jack’s course | was introduced to action research
methodology which would later come to influence my own professional
development in a profound and more substantial way.

| became progressively more interested in this style of professional self
development and for the first time recognised that time away from the
chalkface involving genuine dialogue and self reflection could empower me to
improve the quality of my practice. Not long after this initial course, |
registered to undertake an action research investigation for an MPhil degree,
into the improvement of my own practice. Although not my direct supervisor
in the School of Education, Jack effectively mentored and supported me
through it.

What did Jack do? He had that knack of critically questioning my values,
assertions and evidence which always encouraged me to take a more humble
perspective. He encouraged in me a sense of ultimate responsibility for my
own work as a practitioner, a trait which has informed my approach to work
ever since.

At the time there was a lot of debate and uncertainty about what could
constitute ‘educational knowledge’. Possibly this was a backlash after a
decade of Conservative government education policy, but there was a feeling
around that research and techniques could somehow be imparted from those
who knew better because they based their evidence on the authority of
objective research, or that research findings could influence teaching strategy.
| believe that few of us in the teaching profession were ever comfortable with
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this. Where we were lucky at that time in the Bath University region was in
being able to work with someone like Jack who supported us in rigorous
academic research which used the power of our own evidenced narratives and
which placed us in control of enacting improvements and shaping our own
development. The whole process was also highly value driven and here |
believe Jack has had a huge influence: twenty years on, values-in-practice have
completely taken root in teaching, and current government policy (fallen short
in other respects) now recognises the importance of practitioner values that
Jack was espousing with such foresight in the eighties.

He will smile, but | must also thank Jack for sticking with me for so long when |
got behind on writing up and not least for the home visits he arranged which
shamed me into submission!

Thanks Jack and good luck in the next stage of your work.

Chris Walton MPhil (Bath University 1991)
July 16 2009
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Here at the Nelson Mandela Metropolitan University

we were first introduced to Jack’s writings by Jean McNiff, Action Research
exponent and our Research Fellow, with whom we have developed a close
working relationship. Before we had ever met Jack, we were amazed and in
awe of his tenacity in getting his doctorate recognised as a valid piece of
academic work — we think if he had given up, living theory would not enjoy the
acceptance it does today all over the world. When you think of how far living
theory has progressed in the last 20 years, that advance can mainly be
attributed to the persistence and consistent pressure put on academia by Jack
and Jean’s writings and networking.

Living theory is helping to transform education and educational research in
South Africa, giving power back to people who believed they were powerless
to help themselves; changing the definition of what constitutes research and
underlining the importance of “walking the talk” in a country where integrity
is not one of the most lived out values! When we eventually met Jack, we
were happy to see that he did indeed live out his values of love, since he and
Joan made us feel so at home and welcome when we visited Bath. We shall
never forget his sessions with his postgraduate students and sharing the
experience of “embodied energy” on screen in his unique office at home. We
have met him a few times since then, for workshops, conferences and on
personal level and are always astounded by his energy and enthusiasm for
what heis doing. He truly believes in and enjoys what he does.

Anyway, this is just a short note to thank you, Jack, for all you have done to
help us develop our understanding around and development of living theory -
you are a trailblazer, mentor and an example to us all and your writings on our
bookshelf guide us on our way to creating our own living theory, without
becoming living contradictions of our own values. We sincerely hope that you
will now have even more time to devote to increasing your educational
influence even further around the world and that you will have time to
develop closer working relationships with us here in South Africa.

Warmest regards,

Lesley Wood, Tilla Olivier and Alette Delport,
Nelson Mandela Metropolitan University, Port Elizabeth, South Africa
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