Journal

I have collected the data of my life in spiral-bound books and spread it out in front of me, organic pictures of movement and form. One by one I have taken the pieces, “turned them in the light” (Judy Marshal 1995) and placed them reverently in their new fragile understanding. They have become the “flux and flow” of my consciousness (Denzin 1997). I have staggered exhaustedly as I have clung to each emergent theme, encouraged by Eisner (1993) to construct meaning from each experience. Reflection has become a way of thought as each answered question has spawned another. I have learnt to hear the multiple voices of my understanding one by one, joining and re-joining their dialogues, yet always bound by an inexplicable tension.

Only now dare I let go of some of the themes – they have their own robust self-sufficiency – their vacated spaces allowing new qualities of light to flood in. I begin to see clearly that I am inextricably bound by my search for true integration and balance, by my belief in gift and nourishment, driven by the power of my own dialogic and dialectical learning and sustained by an unseen sense of spirituality.

I am learning to write in the spirit of that same dialogue – sometimes unclear in my true meaning or purpose but always faithful to my learning intention. To write in dialogue and dialectic is to step into a silent, scary space and one by one place the gift of words at the feet of strangers. It is to stretch out trusting hands and clasp both coldness and warmth as the connection is made. It is about “transforming the contents” of my consciousness (Eisner (1) 1997).

I have tracked  my own dialogue of inquiry as I have sought to understand the nature of my own participation in the world, and have faithfully and painfully reproduced the detail of the doubts, anger and frustration I have felt. I allow the voices to be heard and to hold their own critical edge. They are all subjects in my research (Schrijvers 1995). I share the tension, anger and frustration I feel as I step out of one repressive identity into another, appearing calm and confident on the exterior but flinching from yet more bruises as I start to ask myself “what is it to be fully present as a woman?” I have felt and continue to feel numb and thoroughly disillusioned. I know it is part of my journey towards new understanding and identity. But sometimes, just sometimes, I wish I was not quite so alone. (apr0299)

I have learnt to tell and re-tell stories, to read the gaps in my own autobiographical accounts, and to separate the formative from the deformative (Rosenwald & Ochberg 1992). I am both the researcher and subject in my own texts. I have held an account of my own collusion as I have struggled to understand a de-gendered woman whose loss of identity was in the form of a child’s gift, its sentence prolonged by political constraint and repression. I have experienced and celebrated my own “psychological and political liberation” (Rosenwald & Ochberg 1992). 

I have written the accounts of living stories as I have sensed an awakening of passion and identity. I have shared glimpses of emotional connectivity through accounts of transformative encounters and moments of community. I have worked with the mobilisation of a new consciousness, in its physical, emotional, spiritual and cognitive forms, as I have gradually begun to redefine my practice. I have allowed the “private side of research” to move into and become my text (Tierney & Lincoln 1997). 

I am letting go and stepping confidently and excitedly into a new and living space. I am stepping back into the world. (Jacquelyn Wiersma 1992).  

It is a space in which I will reclaim my personal power, forming and realising a gift which is founded in my own spiritual identity. It is a space of community and energy and love. It is a space of learning and positive, generative power.

I am seeking a new form of membership, one which recognises and respects that power. I hesitate as I write the word “power”, reminded of the repressive politics of my own education and development. I may never fully understand the impact of the punishments I received for being small, for being musical, for being bright, for being different. I may never fully understand how I have taken that repression into my practice, both in terms of self-denial and in the continuing devaluation of my gift.

What I do know, though, is that I am silently aware of it, and in that awareness am liberated from its oppression (Hillman 1995). The unwritten notes of this power are an equal match for the stentorian voice of the unilateral bully.

I have understood the power of my generativity, seen its impact on the organisations I work with in both negative and positive ways. I have felt the emotional power of my own personal freedom straining against the confines of a given truth, respectfully understanding the systems of authority which sustain it but at the same time softly challenging them from a new and confident position.

There are still risks. A male colleague has accused me of emasculating him. I have tolerated the bullying of a new colleague, despite the effect I see her having on our other colleagues. I am still being betrayed by relationships which I believe to be sound. My questions of inquiry can intimidate and threaten. What I ask for is generosity and patience as I learn to differentiate between questions of learning and threats to individual safety.

I come from a known space - or at least a space which I have travelled repeatedly, each time turning a different face, a different eye, to its reality but still connected through the familiarity of the experience - my experience. Those moments, hours, days, years have been shared - I have not been totally alone. There are other voices in my texts, living proof of their own validity.

This is a story of a journey, a journey without predestination. It has a beginning in as much as the writing begins, and it has an end, in as much as the writing ends. That is the illusion.

The dialogues are live and vibrant as I continue to pursue questions of truth, integrity and meaning, prodding each of them with a new barrage of questions a they vaguely come into focus.

I am constantly flooded by alternate waves of energy and doubt, some days floundering in questions of significance and purpose and other days clear and confident in the contribution I can and will make. I realise I need to have some form of direction but at the same time am reluctant to define the journey too clearly in case I simply follow its apparent linear form. I want to articulate what it is that I think is so significant yet at the same time I want to create a text which invites you to help me go on forming that significance. I want to offer a text which encourages exploration into new territories, new questions, and above all shares the emergent nature of my knowledge and understanding.

It is this emergent process which is so fundamental to my work. My texts are iterative, re-visited as new reflections cast light on previous actions, the experience new in today’s transient perspective. There is no linear sense or form in my act of learning. There is no predefined hypothesis, no clear destination. My method is one of dialogue and dialectic – multiple texts in multiple forms, each one revealing a new aspect of sense, and each one rippling on to the next. It is a creative process, born out of a determination and an ability to move beyond the cerebral disciplines of traditional teaching into the fluidity of a new and dynamic experience. It is a process which I constantly ask others to share.

I am in the midst of process each time I write, tentative and nervous about my bigger contribution. My data is my own – I am my data. I am confident  and secure in this ontological certainty. My uncertainty is in my readiness to mould it into some form of proposition, to announce a bold statement of research intent. To do so would be to contradict my own methodology – to deny the emergent nature of my own understanding. Instead I want to work with my process, to continue to develop my dialogic inquiry, to include you in it through my texts and through our conversations, and gradually begin to share what it is that I see as unique.

On many occasions I have referred to my search as a journey, believing that there would be a beginning, a middle and an end. I expected to set out on the journey confused and uncertain. I expected to arrive, eventually, at my destination with clarity and new purpose.

Instead the journey has got longer and harder, and I am no nearer the “destination” now than I was four years ago. The screaming voices of cacophonous themes have gradually moved into a rhythmic flow of robust improvisation. I am able to trace each one with an inquiring finger and draw its outline in my text. I am beginning to weave a thread of sense around my life which truly serves me, allowing me to hold pain and anger lightly between my fingers as I stretch out and grow towards the light.

I have begun with permission – permission to express myself through narrative, autobiography and personal journal. I have collected the data of my experience both explicitly and implicitly, and from its reality formed a combination of thought and feeling which at that precise moment in time defines the limits of my sense-making. And I have shown how that knowing shifts, re-writing the data in the context of new experience.

I have told and re-told extracts of my life in chapters of autobiography. I begin to grasp their formative potential (Rosenwald 1992). I have made myself vulnerable in order to understand the “filters” through which I perceive the world. I have spoken with my personal voice (Behar 1996). I have risked exposure for the sake of personal understanding. 

I have found permission to include “other” voices in my texts – directly as transcribed from taped dialogues and indirectly as remembered words and sense. I have arranged this mix of real events, real characters and real words in my own, new chronology – a chronology formed by the self-determination of the inquiries. This is the fictional nature of the reality in its remembered and meaningful form. The data is authentic, collected and narrated in the spirit of inquiry.

I have examined my practice, ambiguous in its definition, telling and re-telling a story of collusion and repression. I have coped with the revelation of my own “de-gendering”, shocked by my own collaboration but unsurprised by the continuing story. I have written through tears (Goldberg 1986) to reach new levels of consciousness as time and time again I have returned to tell the story of a family and a community in France. 

I am present through this self-reflexive dimension (Reason (1) 1999).

As I have re-traced steps, each time placing my feet at slightly altered angles, I have glanced through a kaleidoscope of views to sense a meaning beyond the images. And that sense has been magnified by those moments of pure reflection when I have been engulfed by a sense of music and balance in the natural world around. I have learnt to call it “my fragile spirituality”, an unspoken dialogue which as yet has no fixed place in my life.  

I am present in the first person throughout. This is first and foremost my story. It is, I hope, a “responsible, reflexive text” (Denzin 1997).

As I re-read my accounts I detect an unwritten dialogue, a sub-text of reflection and learning, a constant movement between awakened dialogue and silent understanding – a new form of awareness and knowing. Are these the declared and undeclared truths (Rosenwald and Ochberg 1992) which as yet do not have a strong voice? Is this the “other” voice of the researcher, the voice that locates purpose and meaning in the text and presents it back to the world as legitimate knowledge?

If so, then it faces several challenges:

· To cope with its own transience as its understanding shifts and turns with experience

· To speak in a voice which is reverent to the voices located in the texts

· To find and nurture a place of shared understanding and commitment

· To be heard in a form that is both improvisatory and authoritative

This is not to imply an implicit coherence in the texts which can be re-formed and re-presented to the world as new theory and practice. At this stage that would threaten its “life-generating force” (Hillman 1995). There may well be a certain coherence, an illusion of the written form and emergent understanding, rather than the result of any predestined intention. That is not the aim of this voice. It is not seeking or claiming objectivity. It is simply seeking sense and understanding.   

I am left once again with a torrent of questions which jostle for space in a confused state of frustrated anticipation. I am not sure I am ready to answer them yet – not sure even that they will serve me – and struggle, irritated, to find a voice with which to placate them. I feel so close to the words of Jeffrey Evans (1992) when he describes Jan reflecting on her creative process: “The feeling is like threads that come together in a birth. In order for this delicate process to work, Jan must have silence and solitude” (Denzin 1997).

I have come from a disconnected place, voiceless in a borrowed identity. Yet I cannot remain silent. I have lived too long with silent voice.

I must choose carefully. Many time when I have talked I have stopped mid-sentence to wonder at the expression I have just formed or the idea I have just articulated. I am unaware of their imminent presence, teetering on the edge of exposure or concealment, but slowly am learning to rejoice in their arrival. There is a power in dialogue and relationship which gives them voice.

As I write this I am struck by an unfamiliar sense of celebration - a sigh of relief and joy. As I package up my reflections into a semblance of ordered portfolio I know with certainty that my world has irrevocably changed. I am driven, irresistibly, by the ebb and flow of my emergent sense, my life momentarily transfixed by the glorious fragility of a new, unfamiliar voice. I can begin to rejoice in the counterpoint of a gently aesthetic spirituality with the persuasive tones of an analytic accuracy, the disembodied voice of my cognitive familiarity strident in its occasional but not unwelcome intrusion. And as I struggle to share with you the sense I make of my work I am struck by the enormity of the trust I must have in making public to you what has been and continues to be a very personal journey.     

When I began I struggled - to find a voice that was mine, to define a purpose, to justify the enormous amount of effort I planned to allocate to the task. I toyed with theory, with form, with method, but each time came back to a startling question - who is this “I” who is writing and why?    

I panicked. I was unfamiliar with the uncertainty, de-stabilised by the fundamental challenge. As I tentatively approached something like an autobiography I knew that I was holding something back but the words failed to release it. In so far as I was writing an account of reality I was writing an autobiographical account. Yet in so far as I was writing an account of my understanding I was writing a living form of fiction.  

I then began to re-write those accounts, plunging into circles of reflection and action which have been both constructive and destructive. They have generated painful scenes of  recognition, of recoil at my own collusion, of frustrated tears for a hidden identity. But they have also catalysed a new strength in what had been a tentative and borrowed sense-making - its articulation a cry of freedom as it has emerged in its own identity. These accounts have a rightful place in this thesis; they are an essential part of my reflective process. 

What have I learnt? That I crave to be loved and valued and respected for my difference. I have struggled for many years to understand and protect my uniqueness, my own gifts, but only now realise how important it is for me to have them accepted in their own right. This is potentially the source of my connection in the world. I had thought that my integrity was about faithfulness to my own reflection and learning - I now understand that it is ultimately about faithfulness to me and the realisation of my contribution in the world. I am still vague about its form but extremely clear about my intent.    

Occasionally I detect it, a sense of connection, a sense of energy and life - and in my desperate efforts to hold on to it sadly distort its still fragile form. I do not understand playfulness - my grasp is too intense. I will learn. 

I constantly write my journal and collect data around my practice, much of it included in this thesis.

It is through my journal that I have begun to explore my language and my ability to articulate my own aesthetic sense of the world. A natural rhythm and balance have begun to emerge as I have found the courage to grasp my own fragile spirituality and give it form through its own expression. I have included brief accounts of those events that have transformed my understanding, startling in their original impact and in their telling a powerful journey of reflection.  

It is this experience that I desperately seek to understand, to hold and nurture as I learn to respect and share it. It can emerge from the pure sound of a bird, from the aesthetic curve of a natural landscape, from perfumed scents on the wind. It can flow simply from a memory of beauty, precious in its cocoon of silence, the silence itself so precious in a cacophonous world. How often do you pause to hear nature’s notes gently in their surrounding harmonies? How often do you have the courage to simply stop and listen?  I invite you to share my own recorded moments, expressed I hope in a language beyond the boundaries of a single text.

I want to feel this spirituality daily - to wake sure in its power, to absorb its energy and nourishment and carry it with me into my work. I want to be able to touch and articulate its strength, sure in its source. I want to feel the nourishment of its silence - to be able to sit in a quiet world where the pull of natural rhythms around me hold me suspended in their living web. I want to hear the voices one by one, the voices of an unseen but living world, their notes replenishing the empty depths of shrivelled, battered thought.

I want to open my eyes each day and sense their delicate balance as they connect with the flowing movement of a natural world, rich in its secrets of growth and survival.

I want to sense a special place where I can belong - whole in my aesthetic being and intellectual power, gently held by community and appreciative relationship. I want to know my value - and live true to it. I want to feel the strength of its alignment.

At this stage of my journey a definition of my practice takes second place, its detail slowly emerging in the context of my inquiry. My attention is held at the point of my connection with the world - the nature of my participation, the relationships which accept or reject me, the incidental encounters which feed my reflection. 

The voice of my dialectic is never content, each question pushing the inquiry into unanticipated spaces. I must continue to ask questions, each turn of inquiry defining yet more unknowns, exhausting in their caverns of ignorance yet exhilarating in their promised discoveries. I have sacrificed the certainty of my identity, my place, my direction as I have peeled back the fabricated layers of superficial persona. I have reformed relationships, altered my words as I have presented a new face to the world, and begun to carefully remove the layered masks one by one as I have re-presented myself to an audience of preconceived images and expectations. I am tired as I sit amongst my reflections, bombarded by their shrieking voices of inquiry, petrified by the feelings of uncertainty and instability they have spawned. Yet at the same time I have such a feeling of new energy that I am inevitably propelled into the next phase of my inquiry.  

It is in essence an inquiry into the possibilities of integration and connection, a journey toward whole “self”. My identity is constantly re-forming, tentative and vulnerable in its dialectic sense but surprisingly robust in the richness of its spiritual and aesthetic intent. I live each day caught in the tensions of the dialogue, clinging to the familiarity and high commercial value of my senior role in industry yet trying so hard to let go of its deforming habits. Throughout the majority of my research I have maintained this role, recognised for my strength and purpose, seemingly invulnerable in the face of change and challenge. Yet underneath I am and continue to be a fragile woman, coping with painful realisations of repression and collusion, and only gradually making tentative steps towards a new wholeness. 
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