MIGRATING THROUGH CURRERE:
A NARRATIVE INQUIRY INTO THE EXPERIENCE OF BEING A CANADIAN
TEACHER

CANDACE P. LEWKO

B.F.A. (Dramatic Arts), University of Lethbridge996
B.Ed., University of Lethbridge, 1996

A Thesis
Submitted to the School of Graduate Studies
of the University of Lethbridge
in Partial Fulfillment of the
Requirements for the Degree

MASTER OF EDUCATION

FACULTY OF EDUCATION
LETHBRIDGE, ALBERTA

May 2009



Dedication
To my family] | thank you all for your patience, guidance, aoel
To my son, Aiden Carlas Filho, thank you for all your encouragement.
To my friend$] for enduring alongside me.

To my teachels both past and present, wherever you may be.



Abstract
The research questions of this thesis, “MigratihgolighCurrere A Narrative Inquiry
Into the Experience of Being a Canadian Teachee,ttaree-fold: What is the experience
of being a Canadian teacher? How do personal and/trational migration histories
influence this experience? How does being a teaah€énglish-as-a-Second/Additional-
Language of adult immigrant and refugee studeréstthis experience? The aim of this
thesis is to better understand how auto/biographiggration stories are connected to a
pedagogical life and how this connection influenad¢saching praxis. The following
guotation sets the teacher in migration: “Whah&s éxperience of being...a stranger in a
land not one’s own” (Pinar, 1975a, p. 399)? Cuftuoureconceptualist theory asks the
teacher to engage in processes of self-refleximigocial, historical, and pedagogical
contexts. The experience of being a Canadian teaheflected in my family’s and
others’ migration stories during the first wavenofyration of immigrants to Alberta.
Four narratives of my own arose out of self-reftation topics of identity, culture,
home, location, and ethnicity. Each narrative igeligped using William F. Pinar’'s
(1975a) method ofurrere The narratives are interspersed throughout thestfresn the
regressive to the synthetical momentswfrere they are juxtaposed against
autobiographies written by first and second gemmrafanadians. A review of the
literature illuminates the works of educationallpbophers such as Maxine Greene and
contemporary curriculum scholars including Ted ©kih Dwayne Huebner, Janet L.
Miller, Leah Fowler, Erika Hasebe-Ludt, and Cynt@ilaambers, in addition to Pinar.
The inquiry reveals how a historical return to siedf can inform the teacher of the

meaning of the teaching experience found in thegedical, lived, and historical



circumstances of the self and other. A new awaseokthe teaching self emerges in the
foreign and familiar of the classroom. Tensionsin dichotomies of language,
culture, and ethnicity become generative spacesfliect on the experience; home
becomes a portal through which the teacher vieesvtrld with empathy. The teacher
lives perceptively in a culturally diverse classroand amongst the complexities of

another’s life circumstances.
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Introduction
We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our exploring
Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time
—T. S. Eliot,Four Quartets

This thesis is a narrative inquiry into the expede of being a Canadian teacher.
It is an intertextual analysis of autobiograph@adl narrative writing. The experience of
being a teacher is examined in different contexth s the historical context of
migration, the pedagogical context of a teachimgasion, and the experiential context of
being an English-as-a-Second/Additional-Languagelter. Researching in this diverse
framework demands engagement with the past, premathfuture. The Canadian teacher
is researched as a temporal being; the teachardimeultaneously in the culture and
history of the self and the other (Pinar, 2004E0okscious return to cultural and
historical sites of the self and the other transf®the teaching situation into a lived
space. In living pedagogy, the teacher surpastassaimptions about the self and seeks
to engage in and reflect upon the world of thellea@and student. This creates a
dialectical relationship, and it expands the awessrof the teacher in a teaching situation
(Aoki, 1986/2005).

The discourse of curriculum reconceptualism (Rihfr5a) invites teachers to
engage in an intense examination of the self, wivileg in a teaching situation. The
teacher resides in a zone of tensionality betwkervo curriculum worlds of

curriculum-as-live(dandcurriculum-as-plan(Aoki, 1986/2005). Living in these worlds



opens portals to an embodied curriculum, which mearbe alive and present in the
pedagogic situation. Multiple modes of being a bea@re explored through one aim of
this thesis, which is to self-reflexively re/live the culture of the self and the world of
the teacher. William Pinar (1975a) writes that 8iofe we learn to teach in such a
way...we must become students of ourselves, beforeawdruthfully say we understand
teaching” (p. 412). To understand the meaning eftdlacher in a teaching praxis
demands a returning to one’s self. Pinar's methHaniorere (1975a)enables the teacher
to revisit the historicality of the self. Pinar aédops four steps afurrerethat provide the
momentum for the teacher to travel temporally iocpssses of self-reflection; the steps
are:the regressivghe progressivehe analytical andthe syntheticalAs in amoment of
reflection, passing through each phasewferehas the potential to uncover the multiple
layers of meaning held within a teaching praxis.

Similar to the processesauarrere, Ted T. Aoki (1986/2005) invites the teacher to
engage in a form of curriculum inquiry. Aoki’s cioular landscapes @urriculum-as-
plan andcurriculum-as-live(d)are the terrains from which the relationship betwe
student and teacher is revisited in this thesisaiRemphasizes the importance of Aoki’s
curricular landscapes when he says that one me$rfdliarize the familiar” (in Pinar &
Irwin, 2005, p. 36) in order to understand the niegwof the “taken-for-grantedness” (p.
37) in a teaching life. From defamiliarizing therfiiarity of the classroom and the
people in it, the daily taken-for-granted situatiora teaching praxis, such as the
relationship between student and teacher, emehngasgh the narratives in this thesis.

The thesis is thus written as a migration of teid through the voice of a fourth-

generation Canadian teacher of multi-ethnic origpgcifically of Italian, Swedish,
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French and Ukrainian descent. The following redegrgestions guide the inquiry: What
is the experience of being a Canadian teacher?ddéopersonal and trans/national
migration histories influence this experience? Himes being a teacher of English-as-a-
Second/Additional-Language of adult immigrant aefligee students affect this

experience?



Methodology

This thesis attempts to explicate being, mearand,experience in two identity
contexts: Canadian and teacher. | look to the evrmigration as a link to the
experience of being in the world as a Canadiarh&yaaf adult immigrants and refugees.
| pay attention to the events in the autobiograplatten by a first generation Swedish-
Canadian and a second generation Canadian, wireh gereveal the experience of
migration. | use autobiographical narrative andspras a method of inquiry to
understand the self through the stories lived mt@i¢éaching. The plots and characters in
the autobiographies and narratives let me intarttieeate and layered experiences of
immigrant life stories. The life of the person ohsithe text is intensely examined using
Pinar’s method ofurrere (1975a) to articulate the connection of the migrat
experience to a teaching praxis. This thesis doeattempt to identify the meaning of
the experience of being a Canadian teacher bytiisgla specific ethnic group and
focusing on the cultural qualities and traditiomshat group. Rather throughout the
inquiry, the auto/biographical texts reveal theexignce of being a Canadian teacher
taken up in the central research question: Whieigxperience of being a Canadian
teacher? This question becomes a portal to thatnaeg ] a back and forth discussion
that does not take one standpoint.

Currerebegins with engaging in self-reflexivity. Engagimgself-reflexive
processes invites the teacher to “study the relatietween academic knowledge and life
history in the interest of self-understanding” @ir2004, p. 35). The educational
experience comes to life through a complicated emsation with the self (Aoki,

1986/2005; Pinar, 2004). The conversation betweesgn and text generates meaning
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from the educational experience. In order to exptbese relations in the educational
experience, | enter into a biographic situatioméPi 2004) of time and place. The
biographic situation contains two contexts: theédmisal and the pedagogical. The
historical context is the first wave of migratiohEuropeans to Alberta in the early
1900s. The pedagogical context is my teaching praxnere | reflect on my experience
of being a teacher in Lethbridge, Alberta, Canddhee students are adult immigrants. |
pay attention to the stories that they bring i@ teaching situation. When | write the
narratives, | focus on the tensions present indghehing situation. The tensions are
comprised of events of teaching and learning thatioin the classroom. The tensions
are also my hopes for students understanding theess& their language learning. My
students live culturally unchanged in the teaclsimgation. Rather, they approach
English as a way to understand themselves in tigsir country of living. The tensions
arise out of living together as student and teath#re classroom. The teaching situation
is “a lived situation pregnantly alive in the prese of people” (Aoki, 1986/2005, p.
157). The tensions that arise out of living in tbaching situation shed light on how my
immigrant students perceive themselves through tven stories, and in a Canadian
classroom. This produces a tensionality in the ged& situation (Aoki, 1986/2005) that
begins the construction of the plots and charadterthe narratives that | write in this
thesis.

The questions that come from contemplating meaainige self in the
educational experience come forth from the questajicurrere (Pinar, 1975a). This
form of questioning seeks to explicate the meahgild in the relationship between the

self and other. The questions are dynamic. Thalmjtestions oturrere begin my first



reflection on the experience of being a Canadiaalter. The questions evolve
throughout the thesis, as | move deeper into reflecThe questions afurrerel seek a
response to are manifold: What does being a Canadéan? What does it mean to be a
fourth-generation Canadian teacher? Why am | e&ne&¥&dHow does understanding my
immigrant students in a teaching situation influenty teaching praxis?

The questions afurrere continue while | reflect on being a teacher intive
teaching worlds of Canada and Japan. Japan waethad country | taught in; Canada
was my first. Teaching in the geographical locabbdapan extended my understanding
of being a foreign teacher in a country that wasnmp own. | travel back and forth
between these two teaching experiences to gaimaerstanding of my self as a
Canadian teacher. While | also reflect on the meaof the self in-between the two
teaching worlds of my home country and Japan, éurtjuestions emerge: What does it
mean to be a teacher in a country that is not my2oWhy did | travel to Japan to teach
English-as-a-Foreign-Language? What has become/ ¢éaching self from being in two
worlds of teaching? The questionscofrere begin my initial encounter with narratives
for the inquiry, while | contemplate being a teacinethe pedagogical experience of the
Canadian classroom and historical experience ofatian. The narratives are in part a
response to the questionsoofrrere

| relive the history that tells of my great-graadgnts’ migration to Alberta. |
contextualize their migration stories within theglar history of migration to gain a better
perspective on the migration experience. Narragvane way that | retell the migration
experience from the perspective of a teacher witonsigration. In the writing of the

narratives, | focus on specific events from myadindod, such as the experience of
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growing up in a culturally diverse family. | wrigasent by event, moment by moment
and, in some cases, by quoting my grandparentsegdald their stories to me. | reflect
on the themes that come out of the narrativesnsider these themes while revisiting the
experiences from my teaching praxis, and | recglimmigrant students’ stories about
their own experiences of coming to Canada. Sonmadkdahat remain consistent
throughout the narratives are that of perseverani@arning a second/additional
language. Immigration experiences enable me togreethe broader transnational
migration stories concealed in grand narrativesation building. These experiences help
me to reconstruct parts of my historicity and toveemy more immediate experiences of
being raised by an immigrant family. The narratieeslge the rupture between my past
and my present teaching situation. To bridge tingure in knowing, | attempt to
articulate the world of my hometown and the immigsavho lived in it. They were my
neighbours and acquaintances of the family, ang dhe integral to my understanding of
being in cultural difference. This first view of wds outside my own expands the
possibilities for understanding the experienceehg a teacher in multicultural contexts.

Pinar (1975a) speaks of realizing the journeguwfere and the reasons one will
use to embark on the journey. One of the questbnarrerefor this thesis asks why |
traveled to Japan: What drew me to become a teatarglish-as-a-Foreign-Language?
Pinar writes that “one’s reasons for traveling @ften not one’s own” (p. 404). The
reasons for my migrating may have been the unfedstories, the fractions of the
stories and the truths left untold or unwrittenthis contemplation of the connections of

fragments to the greater whole of the truths oftaiyng, and to the storied knowledge
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that | acquired while growing up, the notion ofveling or becoming the traveler takes a
sharp turn.

| reflect on the migration journeys that my grgeandparents took in their own
migration story. | am a teacher in migration wheaflect on living and teaching in
Japan. | migrate further into unknown teaching tmaghes. These landscapes are a
contrast from the ones | know in Canada. One otitlle@owns in this context is
language. | reflect on living with/in a foreign gumge; when I live in a new language, |
better understand worlds that are foreign to mea Asacher in an English-as-a-Foreign-
Language classroom, | sympathize with the studehtsare learning English as a second
language, because of my own difficulties in leagniapanese as a second language.

The following questions afurrere are ones that | reflect on in a planned
curriculum (Aoki, 1986/2005): How am | to teach Hsig as a foreign language if my
students speak Japanese? Who am | as a teacher mew teaching experience? | move
back and forth in the questionsafrrere which linger in the space betweehved and
plannedcurriculum (Aoki, 1986/2005). My journey to Japasgims with the foremost
reason why | wanted to expand my teaching expegidneanted to learn how to teach in
a country other than my own. | entered into thermational teaching world with my
heart open for change in the teaching self.

My first moments teaching in a Japanese class@emstrumental to
understanding my first view of a foreign teachingrid. The daily customs and
operations of the Japanese high schools wherghtavere unfamiliar to me. The
classes were about 45 to 50 students each. | tHuglet to four classes per day. | was

accustomed to learning all of my students’ namé&Sanada, so learning a hundred or



more names became cumbersome; | could only recedmies. There were other
difficulties present in a Japanese classroom. Mgestts and | did not speak the same
language. The presence of Japanese and Englisé atassroom complicated
communication between my students and me. | wadfodiof the tension between
English and Japanese, but | felt discouraged imewy position as a foreign teacher. My
presence as a Canadian teacher in a Japaneseatasgas another difficulty that |

faced: Were my students going to be acceptingefiay | taught? | ventured through
these difficulties, and | hoped to build a relasibip with my new students; this depended
on how | positioned myself as a teacher in theirrieng world.

The sight, sound, and feel of a Japanese classrdgtuenced my initial
perceptions of a foreign classroom. | tried to gradat it meant to be a foreign teacher
in a classroom that was a contrast to the onewkneCanada. The room was quiet, and
if someone spoke it reverberated with sound. TAsstbom was humid in the summer
and cold in the winter. The extremes in the feahefclassroom affected the aliveness of
it. Teachers would be seen lecturing while studslegst at their desks. The classroom
seemed motionless; students sat in rows and wieelbethrang all leapt up to begin yet
another class. The classroom did not feel alive¢o At times, | felt like a beacon
standing in front of the classroom, even thoughstoglents’ eyes were cast down. |
wondered if my students understood my teachind.at a

Pinar (1975a) posits that through the methocuofere, we soon come to know
that the sense of exploring one’s life journeyslia one’s experience...of oneself, of
others...of journey and pilgrimage” (p. 404). Wheamrisit the teaching world of Japan,

| enter into the classroom as a Canadian teachelivé the teaching experience in the
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Japanese classroom. This experience reawakenspayiexce of being a Canadian
teacher, as | contemplate how leaving Canada th tealapan is an event of migration.

Pinar’s notion of bracketing “the educational agp®f our taken-for-granted
world” (Pinar, 1975a, p. 406) prompts me to questihhat my taken-for-granted world
was prior to Japan; | also wonder how my takengf@nted world was altered after
teaching in Japan and then returning home to Carffddaresponses to these questions
linger further as | begin to explore them in Pisgd975a) suggestion of bracketing or
loosening of one’s consciousness. Bracketing esablelease of the “cultural
conditioning and...other-directed thinking” (p. 40Byacketing allows the teacher to
free-associate, as Pinar suggests, with differettlogical modes of being. In this free-
associative method of exploring the self, | give se¥f permission to “fall into past
experience...to relive early and present experien@st08). For example, when | wrote
about my international teaching experience in Japeeilected on the meaning of
persevering in lands outside my home country. &dléctively, | reflect on the world of
teaching in order to explore identity landscapes ¢five meaning to the experiences |
have lived.

Similarly in another context, Héléne Cixous’ (Cisofi Calle-Gruber, 1997)
notions of thaunknownanddifferenceare also used to enter into the narratives ofesedf
teacher. Cixous says that the events in a texbtitake place sequentially or as
experienced in the real world. | enter into namapossibilities from the perspectives that
arise from my contemplating being a foreign teaclhbese perspectives give way to the
possibilities of the experience of being a Canatkacher. According to Cixous (1997),

the site of the other written in a text awakensuhknown of self; the self cannot be
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awoken through experiences owned by the self. kamele, | do not describe
immigrants and their experiences as written in dnaarratives of historical accounts of
migration, as this would detract from the possipitif arriving at meaning.

| reflect on growing up in a multicultural familfat brings forth memories of my
first multicultural experience. The event of benagsed in a multi-ethnic family carries
meaning in the context of being a Canadian teach@multicultural classroom. Cixous
(1997) writes that the truth of the self “echoa®tiygh our memory, through our body,
through foreign memories with which we communidateugh subconsciouses” (p. 68).
Memories expand the truth of the self. The teatilaes in the teaching situation, and a
new teaching self unfolds from the historical-preag®inar, 2004).

A complicated conversation (Aoki, 1986/2005) witle past forms a portrait of
being a Canadian teacher. The conversation betpestnpresent, and future provides
insight into my teaching origin. Curriculum recoptgalist theory posits that “man [sic]
is a transcendent being” (Huebner, in Pinar, 19p5841). The imagined self comes into
view through a reflection on the lives of the seifl other. Cixous (Cixous & Calle-
Gruber, 1997) states: “We never see ourselvesyavalevays blind; we see of ourselves
what comes back to us through (the differenceha)dther... There is a point where the
unknown begins” (pp. 16-17). The teacher as viefn@u a universal perspective
coupled with the teacher as viewed from a histbooa invites a world of responses to
the question of who one is in relation to the other

A section in Cixous’ book titletit's the Other Who Makes My Portrait” (Cixous
& Calle-Gruber, 1997) centers on a discussion ydgried meanings of being. In these

layered meanings of beingandthe otherenter together into the question of “Who am
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I?”, but | initially did not consider howhe otherrelates to the meaning of being a
teacher. However, the subtext of the research iguefetr this thesis was reworded to
“Who youme' (p. 14)? This rewording of the question for calesing identity in relation
to the other gives way to a more layered convemsatith not one voice that speaks to
experience but rather multiple voices that speakerholistically to identity.
Conversations reveal a multitude of voices thathoamg forth meaning from in-between
the text. The voices in the text become sites afecsations inlayed into a narrative
portrait of conversation. The teacher’s voice issiogular in this conversation; it is
inclusive of all other voices that speak to theazignce of teaching.

Looking to the difference of the other in “a wodtiface-to-face living” (Aoki,
1993/2005a, p. 211) restructures the questioniofjp@anadian from a “Who am 1?” to
“Who am | with?” | live in the collective experieao®f migration not only in the past and
present but the future as well. The past leadsaments of birth, death, and marriage.
The past is lineage, roots, and origin. It is admswhere people depart from homelands
and arrive in a new country. Tracing stories of raigpn begins the routes and the roots
of the narratives. The experience of settling amehésteading amongst ethnic difference
in classroom and home is also explored.

To make meaning of our own histories is to appnaaa lives with awareness.
When | stand back from meaning-making and reviewoin a greater distance, the
narratives become clearer, more intentional, arettional; | gain a greater sense of
understanding the purpose my historicity servalerformation of my identity as a
teacher. They provide the momentum to travel aaresinigrant and to return to a past

suspended in the world of the Canadian teacher.
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| listen to life stories from my classroom and telthem to my own. Landed
immigrant and refugee students speak of their hamdscountries as landscapes of
solace or aggravation. My students are open targhand speaking about home. The
conversations that revolve around this topic aedformative possibilities for
understanding the experience of being a Canadetiéz. Home and classroom are two
landscapes in which | contemplate the meaning@émadian teacher. How is a
classroom similar to a home? How does being homeetahy teaching praxis? My
refugee and immigrant students return to their egpees of being in foreignness.
Leaving landscapes of familiarity and arriving ither landscapes of unfamiliarity
becomes one site from which the topics of home &edexplored. Displacement such as
by forced evacuation brings to the exploration @fle a new meaning and possible
narrative: What does displacement mean for thesidasn or the student who arrives into
learning as one who has been displaced?

| engage in dialogue between past and presentell eithin storied spaces
looking to the self as the site of inquiry. Aokkas“What insights, what deeper
seeing....does [the] story allow” (Aoki, in Pinar &in, 2005, p. 18)? What does
Canada mean when language and culture illuminatedances of another’s life story?
Language and culture are two topics used to inkethe experiences of living and
teaching in multi-ethnic contexts. The teachingld:can be viewed from an “astral way”
(Cixous & Call-Gruber, 1997, p. 189). Viewing tHassroom from a universal, or world,
perspective expands the meaning of a Canadiantiglddow has another’s history
affected my being a Canadian and a teacher? Pagissecho the experience of being a

teacher. But in a multiplicity of stories, there @&races that the teacher can follow to
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better draw the self out of the histories in oresee the self in the historical
complexities of one’s life. What is the languagattbpeaks to these historical events?

The relationship between the foreign and the famif a “world-wide resonance”
(Cixous & Call-Gruber, 1997, p. 189) in a classraoat contains generations of students
and teachers. The “geography of...genealogical mehipry82) locates people in their
original landscapes and follows generations of feetiptheir new home lands. | trace
genealogical memory migration routes that my faraig my students traveled from.
Tracing diverse histories of arrival and settlenwrgeople to new countries and places
of learning allows me to imagine the classroom aewva country that | am about to settle
in.

The histories | trace are the threads that wdaw¢htesis together into a migration
story. The histories, in their compilation, becommg own migration story of being a
fourth-generation Canadian teacher. The narraiuvedo reveal truths of the self (Pinar,
2004) set in the multiple plots that originate framy hometown and my classroom. |
depart from the locations of home and classroomesuter into a biographic situation.
From inside this biographic situation key narragiagise out of reliving those moments
that speak to me about the experience of beingradian teacher. The narratives are
entitled as followsHomesteading OrigirBeing in EthnicityMaking a Home in the
Cellar of My Heart andCultivating LanguageEach narrative is presented in a different
font to illustrate the distinctiveness of the wrgifrom the rest of the thesis. The change
in font also signals a deeper reflection on thécgyghese reflections are transposed into

narrative.



15

Through each narrative, | explore my lived expsres of growing up and
teaching in multi-ethnic communities. | return b@ ttommunity of my classroom, and
further beyond, to the geographical location ofbetdge, Alberta. Through self-
reflection, | re-enter ancestral homes and exployainconscious knowing of
foreignness that originated in these homes. | gimftugh different moments in time and
experiences, while remembering my life in Lethbedxs a fourth-generation Canadian. |
recall the sights and sounds of being in ethnigitgl, more particularly, the feeling of
living with/in foreign languages. | explore the iagt this memory has on my being a
teacher of English-as-a-Second/Additional-Language.

Through narrative inquiry, | reflect on my resista (Pinar, 1994) to being in
foreignness (Cixous & Calle-Gruber, 1997). Resistaio being in foreignness is not
defined for this thesis as a confrontation or aohfietween my self and other people.
Rather, resistance means hesitation. For examplen Wwlook into the unfamiliar found
in a teaching situation, this generates uncertaifttg unfamiliar may be the languages,
cultures and traditions of my immigrant family astddents. Being in uncertainty brings
to my consciousness different ways of seeing antgheithin foreignness in the
classroom. A new awareness, or a new way of loo&trtge world, begins to come forth.
| stand on the outside of the biographic situatontemplating my entrance into it. As |
reflect on the multiple teaching experiences hattiiw a biographic situation, | bracket
the experience so that | am able to reflect onrttgications resistance holds in an
English-as-a-Second/Additional-Language classroom.

The thesis is divided into four broad topics oplexation. They are: identity,

culture, language, and ethnicity. The topics arthér divided into sections of this thesis
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that explore each topic in more detail. The fiestteon entitledVhere | Come From: The
Autobiographical Framingets the migration, historical and autobiographicaitexts of
the thesis. In this section, | explore the mulkiret origins | come from, the culturally
diverse community | grew up in, and my experienickeing a teacher in Canada and
Japan. | loosen these experiences from my padbramgithem to my present teaching
praxis. | explore the connection between past aegegnt teaching experiences, in the
context of ethnicity and historicity.

The next section of the thesisherited Storiesbridges my prior experience of
living in culturally diverse communities such aadking in Japan. The experience of
living in Japan is a reflection of teaching withtive multicultural community of a
classroom. More specifically, this experience catnéhe experience of growing up in
my hometown Lethbridge, Alberta to the experieniceaching in an English-as-a-
Second/Additional-Language classroom. This moméngfeection moves me out of my
past and into the possible futures for interprethregexperience of being a Canadian
teacher.

Further sections of the thesBridging Identity and EthnicitgndBeing in
Language move me out of reflection and into an analysid synthesis of living and
teaching with people in multicultural experiendesxplore the stories that my immigrant
students bring into the classroom. The writinghiis section begins to guide me into
understanding how living in another’s experiencéafning bridges the dual experience
of being in ethnicity and language.

| travel across the geographical and pedagogcaldcapes of my storied

knowing through the section entitlétherited Landscapes of Storied Knowihgeturn
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to what awareness has emerged from the experiéhioeng as a multi-ethnic teacher in
Canada. | bring home this understandinglomesteading Understanding: Being a
Citizen of the Curriculum World synthesize the meaning of being a Canadian and
teacher in the experience of an English-as-a-Séadadional-Language classroom, and
| revisit key themes that arose out of the narestiv culminate with the implications the
research holds for a teacher of immigrants andyesda to Canada. More patrticularly, |
bring home an articulation of the experience ohgean English-as-a-Second/Additional-
Language teacher in Lethbridge, Alberta, Canada.

The thesis becomes a new country that | arrives ia ®urth-generation Canadian.
| travel amongst the narrative plains of being Caraand look to “the voices in history”
(Miller, 2005, p. 75) that guide knowledge of mygmal and academic life (Pinar,
1994) into a more whole and less fragmented uralelgig. The historical, emigrational
moments which invite and expel people from one tguo another unfold through
narrative writing and interpretation. Each storgders another written through
autobiographical journeys of understanding. Thesthis a journey that uncovers the
early layers of where | live in my teaching sitoat{Pinar, 2004); | re-experience being a

fourth-generation Canadian captured in multiple @&of migration.
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The Theoretical Framing: PinaiGurrereand Biographic Situation

This thesis is centered on Pinar’s notionswtere (1975a) andbiographic
situation(2004).Currereis (in) motion and in its “Latin infinitive formfacurriculum
means taun the course” (p. 35). The methodcoirrere allows one to explore the self
while in the act of running the course. It providies momentum for the runner to return
to the past while remaining in the present anderoptating the futureCurrere gives
momentum to run the course between the “temporhkcanceptual” (Pinar, 1994, p. 19)
connections of a personal and academic lifis. pierpetual.

Currereis an autobiographical method. iegressiveprogressiveanalyticaland
syntheticalsteps (Pinar, 1994) are used in this thesis tooegphe connections of an
academic life to a personal life. Perspectives ftbenhistorical and present moments of
currereare undergirded with intentions to seek a wayi@ving one’s self temporally
from the past, the present, and the future. Theessgrestep ofcurrere enables one to
embark from the historical present to moments efgst that began the historical
shaping of the self; the purpose of the regregsinase is to “capture the [past] as it was”
(Pinar, 1994, p. 21). The regressive step is iately related to the progressive step: it is
a returning to the self to contemplate the futimeghe regressive step, one returns to the
biographic past. The biographic past is not akith&literal past but rather “exists
presently, complexly contributive to the biograppresent” (Pinar, 1994, p. 22). To be in
the past also means to locate the self in thegrakto “get ‘underneath’ the layers where
one lives, to earlier layers where one can...[reaubile truthful versions” (Pinar, 2004,
p. 55). Locating in the past means to “bracketphst in order to look at what is not

ordinarily seen, at what is taken-for-granted” @jriL994, p. 22). When entering the
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past, Pinar suggests to not interpret at therfi@mnent of entering a biographic past but
to reflect on and “uncover [the] self” (p. 55).

In the progressive step ofirrere, one looks “the other way...at what is not yet
the case, what is not yet present” (Pinar, 19924. In this phase, one “imagines who
one is not” (Pinar, 2004, p. 55) and becomes pteseane was for the past. Stepping out
of the past and into the future, the teacher l@ksow the present is formed into the
future, and what images of the future self arisenfreflecting on the past of the
educational experience. The mind travels back arttd between the past and the present
to the thoughts and images of the self hoverinhenmoment of reflection. It is in this
moment that possible futures are imagined. Pin@@4)lsuggests to record these
moments and to describe them. In this stage, thasio “allow buried visions of what is
not yet present to manifest” (p. 25). | dwell imsthmagined future by excavating stories
that reveal “fictive representations of who | migjet’ (Pinar, 2004, p. 55).

In the analytical step, the interpreter “descrithessbiographic present, exclusive
of the past and future, but inclusive of the resgsrito them” (p. 25). In this phase, the
interpreter describes what is taken for grante@ inkerpreter conceptualizes and loosens
what is imagined for a possible future and stuthes‘fundamental biographic theme(s)”
(p. 26). The interpretations of what is imagined #reir juxtapositions in past, present,
and future become a matrix of the “future preserhe past, the past in the future, and
the present in both” (p. 26). It is an examinatdnvhat the past means for the present
and the present for the future.

In the syntheticamoment, one looks to the “biological concretenddseing” (p.

26). The interpreter looks to the voice of the sadit responds to who the person is in this
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moment as it illuminates the present. It is a manoéitooking to “deeper knowledge...to
one’s evolving biography...to point of view...and thentent of one’s stream of
consciousness” (p. 26). The synthesis of all momestisited ircurrere composes a
revelation of the self while inl@iographic situationA biographic situatiorfsuggests a
structure of lived meaning that follows from pastations, but which contains, perhaps
unarticulated, contradictions of the past and preas well as anticipation of possible
futures” (p. 36). Pinar’s process for enterinigi@egraphic situatiorasks one to consider
the question: “How is the future present in thetjpd® past in the future, and the present
in both?” (p. 37). For this thesis, | locate myf sela “historical time and cultural place”
(p- 36). | imagine possible futures and identitleonsider my historicity, while
transmigrating between personal and pedagogictrhgs. Migrating througleurrere
then begins the forming of an embodied curriculunere ethnicity, culture, race,
identity, pedagogy, and place shape an understadithe experience of beirag

Canadian teacher.
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The Origin of the Thesis

The stories of my life begin with members of mgnfly who immigrated to
Canada in the early part of the twentieth centlihey told me stories about their own
migration experiences. To enable my self to retartheir narrative accounts of
migration, | journey across an “immense landscdpbketrans- of the passage” (Cixous
& Calle-Gruber, 1997, p. 52). | also take on thie af a transmigrant. The prefirans-
joined withmigrantillustrates the action of a person traveling asisisried landscapes
of migration. As a transmigrant, | travel back-dodh between first countries and
second countries, and | return to each story tmitats potential significance for myself
as a Canadian teacher. | travel between the faraitid the foreign of the experiential,
temporal, geographical, and pedagogical dimensbttse narratives. The zone between
thelive(d) andplannedcurriculum worlds of my everyday real-world expeges and
pedagogical situations become the place in whamtemplate the significance of being
a Canadian and a teacher. | become a part of thp@anoin and teaching stories that speak
to the experience of being part of the larger d@md historical contexts of migration.

Aoki’s concepts oturriculum-as-live(dandcurriculum-as-plan(1986/2005) are
used to engage in critical reflective processdb®ftelf. Aoki refers to thieve(d) and
plannedcurriculum as discourse to mediate the meanirgeofg beyond immediate
interpretations of the self. The discourse of eaghiculum orientation is also used to
uncover “the hidden ‘true’ interests embedded magiven personal and social
condition” (Aoki, 1978/2005, p. 106). To facilitatieis discourse, | situate my self in an

embodied curriculum or ilive(d) experiences. | position my self with my studestsle
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they live out their migration experiences in mysslaom. Their migration stories
become ones that | contemplate for my own narrstive

I look beyond the presumptions held about thea®df reflect upon the
possibilities of understanding being as a teaal@ronly in personal and historical
situations but also in pedagogical ones. | likentdaching situation to the event of
migration. | explore the self in pedagogical anstdrical landscapes within this event,
and this process opens spaces for possibilitieaderstand the self in a teaching praxis. |
explore the self in the landscapes of LethbriddbeAa, the town | grew up in. More
specifically, | explore the cultural landscaped tih@w me to become a teacher of
immigrants. | return to one foreign country in whictaught. Japan is the location where
| became a teacher in a foreign land. | faceddliffy in learning a new language,
adopting new traditions, and adjusting to a neviucal | entered into a teaching situation
in which at first | was unable to communicate witly students. This teaching situation
challenged me. Like my Japanese students, | wasihgga second language. Learning
Japanese opened my self to understanding my stidkidficulties with learning a
second language. Learning alongside my studentsiilated my own difficulties in
learning how to be a teacher in a foreign land.

Aoki describes a definition of praxis as “a waykabwing in which the subject
within a pedagogic situation (like a classroom)adively engages the objective world”
(Aoki, 1983/2005, p. 116). By looking at the objeetworld fromlive(d) experiences, |
am able to view the human situation in a teachnaxip as one of embodiment and
belonging. | can then look to the meaning thatstioey offers and listen for the meaning

held in the narrative.
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The purpose for this thesis is to understand hawa/biographical migration
stories are connected to a pedagogical life andth@iconnection influences a teaching
praxis. Aoki’'s definition of praxis, which he desws as a “way of knowing...in a
pedagogic situation” (Aoki, 1983/2005), offers pbdggies for understanding what
meaning is held in being a teacher; the teachtogtson represents the histories and the
people who are a part of those histories. Pragigedined by Aoki, is where teaching is
lived out and a mutual understanding between stuatehteacher comes alive. In this
moment of rebirth, an understanding of the consriess of the self as teacher is
heightened. The pedagogic situation which contaist®ries of both student and teacher
provokes the teacher to contemplate the presentte d¢éaching self in a given historical
moment, whether it be in th@annedor lived moment of teaching. My way of knowing
my self as a teacher comes forth in two teachituggons: one in Canada and the other
in Japan. Teaching in Japan was an unknown to e to relearn how to be a teacher
again; | had to learn the Japanese high schoatalum, and a new way of teaching in a
foreign classroom where English was not the fasguage. | opened my self up to my
new teaching praxis and my teaching situation bégaome alive. My students and |
became responsive to each other in our own diffesibf learning a foreign language.

Aoki (1983/2005) further suggests in his discussibpraxis the value of
considering meaning of being a teacher. He propibstdiving in pedagogy is to engage
wholeheartedly in a teaching life. Living heartjuih teaching opens up ways of seeing
the self outside the planned curriculum. Contenmpdatvhat a teacher means to teaching
(Aoki, 1986/2005) requires one to engage in asfléxive process and to consider all

the participants in a teaching praxis, such asthé@ents: What is the significance of the
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other in the pedagogic situation? By standing na¢igietly outside the planned moment of
teaching, the teacher is better able to view th@igations for knowing the self as an
engaged historical and teaching being. Furtherg@Wwn definition of a teaching praxis,
Aoki also quotes Aristotle when he says that tlaeher in his or her praxis engages in
“holistic activity of the total persam head, heart, and lifestyle, all as one” (Aoki,
1983/2005, p. 116). Praxis then is not viewed amstnument to better teaching practice.
Living wholeheartedly in pedagogy connects theheato the human subjects (Pinar,
2004) in the classroom.

There have come moments in my teaching situati@@aimada when students
came to class not ready or capable of learningir Teal world experiences affected their
learning. Some were living in trauma and otheravoidance of it. The student entered
the class for the first time apprehensively. Fowletes that “[n]arrative research can
serve as entry points or gates to understandirgsadifferences, borders, and ruptures”
(Fowler, 2006, p. 31). For some immigrants arrivimganada for the first time, those
first few months, or even years, are spent crosggugraphical borders and adapting to a
new way of life. Food and shelter may be scarcepaments or guardians missing in the
students’ first country. Scarcity, lack of securéynd suffering enter into the classroom
and alter the world of the teacher. The circumstaraf another’s life are brought into the
teaching situation. Differences and borders bemiiotm. These borders can be the
languages spoken other than English and, the npp@rent ones, the borders that
surround the countries my students come from. Raptim understanding can be caused
by misunderstandings, misconceptions, or presumgtibhese ruptures cause a breaking

apart of the relationship between the student eadhter. The possibilities for mending
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these ruptures require a conscious recognitioac&nowledgement of the assumptions
the teacher holds of herself and her students. dpess spaces for healing in the
classroom. The assumptions that cause these raptutiee teaching situation are
initially healed with compassion.

Different perceptions that the student and teabhee of each other begin to
form in the Canadian classroom. Differences becomee apparent when my students
and | speak about where we have come from and lahgtiages we speak. But as we
speak about these differences found in languagdirmhdountry, we become conscious
of each other’s presence. In the relationship wdesit and teacher, we interact in
landscapes of difference. We become percipientciorgext of historical difference. We
move further into our histories and into our litergees. We become aware of our
differences, our “shared lands and languages ofgbéFowler, 2006, p. 31) that exist in
the classroom. Returning to our origins and hissthrough story brings together
disparate lands.

I uncover the language and the voice to “tellékperience...that exists either in
the common world or the private world” (p. 30). Hemindicates that when engaging in
narrative analysis, the self becomes the sitegpfing. From the self as the site it is
possible to uncover those stories of the teachetfgighe self becomes the site from
where the narrative is set in motion. The teackirns to the narrative in processes of
self-reflexivity and explores the plot, the chaesist and themes. | do this when | return
in narrative to the home of my Ukrainian great-giarents. This home is the site where
| was immersed in Ukrainian culture and languagenfthe early years of my life,

although | cannot speak Ukrainian. | return togbenes in a Ukrainian home that
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introduce me to being in difference. This home was of my first worlds where | lived
amongst people who spoke little or no English. €he=ople, who were my great-
grandparents and acquaintances of them, were notio€anada. When | returned to
these scenes while researching this thesis, | biegannder how being raised as a child
in a multi-ethnic home influenced my becoming akea of immigrants. The narrative
return to my childhood home(s) makes it possiblseek out the meaning of the self as
teacher in a context relevant to the larger scenm, the case of this thesis, the larger
historical context of migration. The narratives egeefrom autobiographical writing in
the form of migration stories. The narratives beedansioned by the possibilities the
stories carried in their power “to direct and changdeaching lives” (Fowler, 2006, p.
146).

Fowler (2006) relays a metaphor of the self as se@ narrative. She says that
narrative is like a mirror in which one can cataylimpse of the self in a reflection of the
self: “the teacher-in-me is looking in a textuakmr when | read the stories | write about
teaching” (p. 149). Looking at my self as | wouhda mirror, that mirror being narrative
inquiry, is one way in which | can gaze upon thectesr in me. The narratives that | write
while in reflection reveal a mode of being a Caaadeacher. Perceptions of the self are
uncovered in the narratives. This elevates the nstatleding of what | mean to my
teaching. | look at a reflection of the self in erdo see all perspectives that composed a
portrait of the self. Fowler writes that “[flrom emperspective, an action has one
meaning; from a different perspective it has andt{ge 127). The texts, or narratives,
mirror a living history in my teaching. | relive decational narratives” (p. 151) and

examine the socio-historical and professional @etf look to “an honest match in the
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‘living out’ between our theories and our practicgs 127). While living in my own
historicity through narrative, a portrait of thdfs®mmes forth through the experiences of
being of multi-ethnic origin and growing up in aual diversity. These experiences are
relived in my hometown of Lethbridge, Alberta, wvehdrowing up in the 1970s.
Lethbridge is a culturally diverse community. Thiy ¢s one context where | gather
meaning in a teaching praxis and a sense of tHegzional self set in varied landscapes
of being. This context becomes a site where | laésgpin to challenge the assumptions |
held of people outside my Lethbridge home.

Cixous (Cixous & Calle-Gruber, 1997) posits thigtdry is influential in the
formation of identity. Cixous writes of the selflaaving lived in foreign and textual
worlds; she resists the single view of the seeen by the self. She views her
foreignness as a voice that speaks to her idestigy;explores her identity through her
originness. She writes about the meaning of tHarséhe intertextuality of identity. She
suggests that “[o]ne must open oneself, one mukem@om for the other. Accept an
entirely amazing change in the economy that isyced:lessself” (p. 110). Difference
and sameness are two contexts | use to explogethas influenced by the other. When
immigrants arrive into my classroom to study Erglisoften wonder what their
perceptions are of me as their teacher. Cixougwtitat “[s]trength does not come from
preservation (of the same) but from the interruptbalterity. My life comes to me from
the other” (p.174). My life as a multi-ethnic teacltomes to me from my students. My
students bring their own lives into the classrobve. recognize each other’s lives as
integral to our first understanding of each otlaexd we live together in learning and

teaching.
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| become more aware of my teaching self in myhearworld when life stories
are mutually shared in the classroom. Life stoaiesunfamiliar, at first. This interval of
being in unfamiliarity creates a space, or an ogypaty to reach for the familiar found in
the foreign. My students and | begin to learn alsaah other’s lives in the context of a
classroom. We ask questions of each other. We hskemve come from and who we
are. We ask about family left back in the first ossy and how we came to be where we
are now. We begin to conversationally sketch arprof each other. | begin to compose
a portrait of the historical and pedagogical sglfdoking at being in difference. What
does it mean to be in difference? Asking this qoastquires a persistent re-evaluation
of the self in social, historical, pedagogical aeasonal contexts. Cixous writes about
the personal “interior voyage” (Cixous & Calle-Ganb1997, p. 105) of the self. | look
not only to the outside of the self and my meres@nee in the classroom but to the
interior of the foreign self dwelling within anothstudent’s life circumstances.

Pinar asks: “What is the experience of being...ansfer in a land not one’s own”
(Pinar, 1975a, p. 399)? | seek to articulate thmeagnce not in the histories already told
but through my own experience of being a teach&rnd | am not familiar with (Greene,
1973). The terrain is my classroom. It is a platen® possibilities to be re-awakened lie.
It is a place where | feel up-rooted by the presasfany students who come from
countries that are unfamiliar to me. | cannot gasildge my self with my students and
their countries. There is uneasiness. Outsideistisitation, | interact with my
students’ stories to interpret what significance firgst meeting will have for my
teaching; | attempt to make my self familiar by rsigumy world with them. I tell them

where | come from, who | am, and what | do. Making self present begins a
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pedagogical dialogue. Even though the geograplocation of Lethbridge, Alberta may
be foreign to the immigrants who enter my classroibi@ locality of the classroom
becomes a setting in which the historical circumsta that we have arrived into as
student and teacher are waiting to be taken ulperact of reflecting upon the self and the
world. In this reflection, new histories come foiithe boundless space of teaching.

Engaging with the past harmonizes the unknownis thié knowns of my
understanding the experience of being a Canadaiés. As | contemplate my self in
the movement of the dialectiejnar (1994) speaks to the significance of engaming
dialogue: “In order for a dialectic movement to mcone must abandon the solipsistic
world of abstraction and enter the material wofldancrete individuals” (p. 101). These
traditions are maintained externally. But intempaliere lies a yearning to return to the
actual places that are home for me. These plaegb@home shores from which my
ancestors left. Their autobiographical shores \leeebeginnings of their stories. The
beginnings of the stories are the locations fronctvimy own stories grew. My stories
merge with another’s. | venture to the unfamiliarrative landscapes and seek to join my
story with another’s. This story becomes one coimgmsive land of understanding where
the waves run cyclically, as in the movementwfrere In the wave oturrere the
guestions persist: What will this land look likeh¥l will it have to offer me? What will
the hardships be? What is the language of this2|&¥dl | die in this land? Will | give
birth here? What will happen to me? How will | Ipethis new culture?

The Autobiographical Migration Stories
Pinar's method ofurrere asks one to contemplate the relationship of tHese

the world: “What do | make of what | have been maffe..What is to be the relationship
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of the knower to the known” (Pinar, 1994, p. 204ljiger within the “response-ability”
(Huebner, as cited in Pinar, 1975b, p. 231) ofgghestions. | have become a transmigrant
who seeks to settle within a historicity betwees zbne of being Canadian and teacher. |
join Canadian and teacher and embark into migragiqeriences. My past exists in
multiple horizons of becoming (Gadamer, 1975). &kperience of being in an untold
story lingers in the horizon. The horizons nevesleti. | rise higher above other
approaching horizons to see well and to see tHiyreéothers.

Personal and professional stories become the gofrat which | embark and
return to. | seek further stories relevant to ustderding the self in a relationship of
teacher and student. Leah Fowler (2006) writed@fimportance that stories can serve
for teaching: “[W]e need to engage in stories alteaching lives and to tell, write, and
rewrite our lives as specific individuals who arattaring fields-of-self, worthy of
narrating and being narrated” (p. 106). More imaottly for Fowler in her research,
using life stories supports the matters that arghwstorying. The emigrational
experiences worth storying are the histories fromctv“l” as a teacher emerge.

A shift in my educational world occurred two-foldhen | went to Japan to teach
English and when | returned to Canada after hatanght in Japan for five years. This
shift is defined as how | understand my self asagtier and how | view my teaching self
in the presence of my students. The entrance mt&dacational reality produces a
“response-ability” (Huebner, as cited in Pinar, 38,7p. 231) and a “conversational
possibility” (p. 231). The response to being in téaching worlds of both Canada and
Japan creates a site for a conversation. | convrdleand forth between the teacher |

was and the teacher | have become, in the geogapbcations of Canada and Japan.
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The response to the experience of being a Can&etaher is held within each of these
teaching experiences.
| excavate stories from my experience of beinguath-generation Canadian

teacher. The stories come from the countries asbspboms that | have taught in; they
also come from the towns that | have lived in. Thidgrm me of what being a Canadian
teacher means in the context of the teaching situate stories expand my awareness of
being a teacher in a multicultural classroom. Jan#tiller (2005) writes that through
autobiography one can seek out “multiple identagstructions” (p. 50) of the self. She
states that autobiographical writing is not inteshttebe a “cultural script” (p. 54) but
rather writing that speaks to the narrative po8g#és for understanding identity.
Autobiographical writing is not used for summargiiactual events of a particular
experience that lead to superficial understandaigdentity. The writer remains
“permanently open” (p. 55) to the story and “reaags the constructing and
reconstructing of experiences and identities aspmetive” (p. 56). | return to the first
generation of my family, my great-grandparentsnt@stigate their experience of
migration. Each of their experiences was told toim&tory. Their stories and migration
experiences are the starting points for the naeatihat | write.

| return to my teaching world and to the locatiohfiome and classroom. | write on
topics of culture, history, home, and language.séhepics provide the foundations from
which an articulation of the first experiencesiwinlg and teaching in multicultural
contexts can come forth. How can | represent thiidal codes” (Bhabha, 1994, p. 126)
and articulate the discourse from my everyday egpees? From the sites of home and

classroom, four narratives arose out of exploragiod reflection on being a fourth-



32
generation Canadian teacher. The cross-culturdititvas | experienced in the multi-
ethnic communities that | grew up in are the gentsithe narratives | write.

The multiple perspectives from which being a Caaadeacher can be reviewed
emerge from the action of living in the world. Atepoint in the writing of the
narratives, | was looking to the students as theablof my experience (Aoki,
1986/2005); | was not looking to them as contrilbsito it. The narratives resulted in a
retelling of the teaching experience rather thaanrengagement with and an
interpretation of them. The intent is not to rete# experiences of teaching and being of
multi-ethnic origin. The aim is to engage with theest and keep in view the experiences
that re-emerge by reflecting on my own historicRegflection keeps in view the present
and increases awareness of the experience.

| relive being in cultural difference in the loaatiof my teaching experience. The
subjects that | explore in my teaching experieneglae human and academic ones
(Pinar, 2004). English-as-a-Second/Additional-Laaggiis the subject that | teach, and
the learners in my classroom are newcomers to Gamayl interaction with the spheres
of the learner and the subject enable me to enigagpploring the interiority of the self
as teacher (Pinar, 2004).

Countries outside my own teaching world exist yteaching situation. The
people who come from countries outside Canada lmbagthe classroom their
perceptions of the worlds that they come from. #ertteacher, | share my perceptions of
the country, the province, and the city | come frdshare my perceptions from the
experience of growing up as a child in a multi-etrcommunity. By doing this, | hope to

understand my students’ first homes. My students gack when they share perceptions
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of their home countries through their own stori#sose initial perceptions of home
influence their view of Canadian life and my owewiof my life growing up as a
granddaughter of an immigrant family. My studernid &experience through all senses
the migration experience. | transpose this expedento the narratives | write for this
thesis. The pedagogic situation, my classroom, inesa new country that my
immigrant students and | walk into daily. It isituation characterized by diversity in “a
unitary world” (Bhabha, 1994, p. 127).

The multiple and historical perspectives writterihe narratives persevere while |
critically explore what being a Canadian means utticultural contexts of home and
classroom. | return to my childhood homes and cetbea the experience of being in
language. The conversation circles that | sat ia @sild were held in languages other
than English. The people who held these conversatied not intend to alienate me from
their conversations. From this experience, | réftecmy reaction to being in these
conversations and how this influenced me as a &zadtstudents whose first language is
not English. | self-reflexively gaze upon the ongji landscapes from which | came and
the languages that came with these terrains. Ttub@graphies, the stories-told-to-me,
and the narratives | write serve as the founddtimm which | can explore the varied
identity landscapes of Canadian and teacher.

Ivor Goodson (1998) describes autobiographical ma@de‘cartography of the self”
(p- 4). My teaching world is like a map that guides to the world of my students’
stories. Embedded in these worlds are further lzaqubss that temporally, spatially, and
socially (Goodson, 1998) move me into anotherts difory. | contemplate the meaning of

another’s life history for understanding the exgece of being a Canadian teacher in
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stories not my own. | follow in roots and routeswfration to understand my own
historicity as a part of the larger immigrant higtoTwo autobiographies from my family
provide a textual past that | can return to so kleain explore the migration experience.
The autobiographies were written by a first-generaCanadian, my great-grandfather
Erik Erickson, and a second-generation Canadiangnarydfather John Erickson.

Autobiographical connections disclose implicit keglge of self-knowing
(Smith & Watson, 2001). One way in which autobiqdyigal narratives can be plotted
and read are “by chronology, with the narrator lagkback upon the life course and
organizing the segments of telling according tortftevement of historical time” (p. 71).
My own narratives of displacement, home, and lagguae also written in response to
the reading of other autobiographies. The narratare an attempt to reveal the layers of
meaning and histories that surround me as a Cansghaher, the knowledge that needs
to be excavated from the reading of another’sditey. The narratives | write do not
retell my life story as a series of historical eigeiCentering my attention on first-hand
narratives written and preserved by my own famiyimly migration and settlement
provided me with the more immediate experiencesltbauld draw from to interpret
migration and settlement experiences.

Great-grandfather Erik Erickson’s autobiography weesfirst that | read. He is a
Swedish, first-generation Canadian. | read Erik'st to focus on the actual event of
migration. | wanted to experience through his wgtivhat migrating might have felt
like, looked like, or sounded like, in text. The@hiography is a nine-page
autobiographical fragment written in 1955. The dsdriocus on from his life story were

about his decision to come to Canada as a boybfe®n years of age, the socio-
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economic circumstances in Sweden that prompteddiiind better work in Alberta, the
events that surrounded his arrival to Canada, lamgtocesses he took to homestead in
Wetaskiwin, Alberta. He describes in detail therggesurrounding his decision to
migrate to Canada from Sweden. Aside from the eyém is partial to writing about the
people in his life that he remembered most sudiisaiamily and friends. He also writes
about his work life from childhood and onwardstie thoment where he decides to
emigrate to Canada. The latter part of the autobny speaks to the experience of
homesteading and building a community of friendshipthe district where he settled.
Erik’s writing moves back and forth between thedscapes he first sets foot on to the
people that inhabit the landscapes.

| return to an immigrant’s perspective of migrattonCanada written in an
autobiography. Erik’s emigration provides insightoi the experience of migration. His
autobiography that he began to write in Englishrdui955 speaks to how he attempted
to make connections with his past to his presenoviing Erik’s life story enables me to
contemplate what insights are held within my staslanigration experiences, and my
own to Japan.

Erik’'s autobiography speaks primarily of makingame in another land and to
the differences between his home country SwederCanada. | contemplate how this
might be similar to my students’ entering an Erngks-a-Second/Additional-Language
classroom for the first timé&rik’s autobiography presents a challenge thougg: t
writing does not disclose the details about hisratign; it is a chronological account of
the events of migrating and settling. He does eiothle reader into his story; however,

when | engage with narrative inquiry to respondnd write on topics of lineage,
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language, culture, identity, and ethnicity, thegpoiities for understanding Erik’s
migration come forth more readily. My writing begiwith remembering my great-
grandparents’ and grandparents’ life stories. Altftothey did not reveal all the facts of
their stories, | am able to piece together thedasgory with the fragments from the
smaller, less detailed stories.

My family stories of migration to Canada do naidy reveal the thoughts and
feelings of leaving a home country so much as ttwes about beginning a new life in
Canada. The settlement stories are more of a ogatctideparture. The event of leaving
one country and arriving to another is a meansneito understand an experience of
migration. | explore this space in the narrativesite about my teaching in a foreign
country. But what is not told in the story speaksder than what is told. | lived in
multiple languages; however, | was unable to redpomy great-grandparents’ maternal
tongues, when they spoke of their experiencesiofgjienmigrants in Lethbridge. From
this experience of being in language, | explorepbssibilities the untold stories hold for
understanding being in a country not one’s own.

Each family member’s voice is unique to the narest | write. Some of their
stories were told in different versions, and thees a constant return to a history that the
author(s) felt might be lost or forgotten. This ntsyone reason why Erik felt it
important to record his life story in the manneatthe did. His act of writing was like a
textual rebirth of a new life. He attempted to@rkate in English, his second language,
memories of his childhood. He returned to his hamentry Sweden and to his
experience of migrating to his second home Cartddareserved his life story, written

shortly before his death. | could see his will taintain the many parts of his life he
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remembered most from Sweden and integrate thenhigtGanadian life. The theme of
preservation arose out of his autobiography, andreative about a theme entitled
Making a Home in the Cellar of My HeaFirst language and cultural traditions brought
from a home country are now a part of the storievisit about teaching in a
multicultural classroom. The action of preservitgyigs enables my students to live in

their home countries while living and learning ontexts of cultural difference.

Figure 1. A Portrait of Great-Grandfather Erik kgon

Erik’s son’s autobiographyy First Ninety-five Years in Alber{&rickson,
2005) is another life story written with the purpds preserve and recount the personal
experience of growing up in one’s homeland. Théaytlohn Erickson, is the son of a
Swedish immigrant family. Like his father’s firatitabiographical return to his arrival to
Canada, my grandfather John began his writing ligtparents’ settling and
homesteading in Alberta. John’s writing is in effacontinuation of Erik’s writing. John
reviews in his autobiography different momentsigfltie as a second-generation

Canadian, a father, and a grandfather. | readutabaography to trace the “historical
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person” (Smith & Watson, 2001, p. 59). | remembgrgrandfather well as he was
present in my upbringing but have only come to kitengat-grandfather Erik through his
life stories.

When | read John’s life story, | consider my exgece of being raised in a family
of first-generation Canadian immigrants and simmétausly reflect on my current
teaching situation that includes my students wheehamigrated to Canada. My
teaching situation is the point of origin from whistories of another’s life comes forth.
Like the autobiographies, the stories my studesit®hable me to explore the spoken and
unspoken in the context of my Canadian classrodm.Hnglish-as-a-Second/Additional-
Language teaching context is one place wherednidr the stories living in the spaces
between home and second country. Waiting for mgesits to tell their stories is a
pending invitation into their lives. In anticipati@f entering into their stories, | re-enter
my homes and go back to the scenes of living inleaching about a second, a third, and
sometimes a fourth language. | write autobiogragdhid¢o preserve the experiences |
know from language learning experiences. | retarmy students who are learning
English, and | reposition my self as a teacheh@irtstories to root my own stories in
their lives.

| explore a life story from the multitude of tarra that | have traveled upon as a
multi-ethnic teacher. The cultural landscapes tlgaéw up in become layered upon my
students’. When | become aware of my students'shifeies, their histories are
transformed from the singular view of where one esriom to a collective view of

home which acknowledges a foreign country as aeshlaome. | transpose the notion of



39
home into the classroom where in this context tireatives primarily interplay between
topics of identity, ethnicity, and culture midsetburriculum world of living pedagogy.

I move back and forth from my history to anotheasd in this movement the
theme of displacement arises. It is a theme aatiedlin letters that | reviewed for this
thesis. | chose to read letters because they fattise experiences of immigrants and
their children, living in a post-migration situatioThis form of text is a condensed
history. One patrticular letter tells of a fragmehhistory written from the perspective of
a second generation Swedish-Canadian. Harry, thefsmy great-grandfather Erik,
wrote about his success with becoming a pilottier@anadian army during WWII. The
letter reveals Harry’s dilemma about leaving fargnifihe letter continues with a
discussion about his own father’s expectationotdinue with farming. Harry writes
through retrospection. The series of letters writtehis brother, my grandfather, reveal a
snap-shot of the effects migration had on ideraitgl, more particularly, perceptions they
had of themselves.

One specific letter from the series was writted®42. In this letter, Harry invited
my grandfather, who was a farmer by trade, to exploe opportunity of joining the
Canadian Air Force. Harry's request was specifithat he encouraged my grandfather to
cease farming and leave the life their father heglin when he arrived in Alberta. Harry
was a second-generation Canadian who initially begéis father’s footsteps by
working in farming and lumber yards, yet, he somtavered that joining the Canadian
Air Force would give him the prestige farming waulkd Harry alluded to the prestige of
serving as a Canadian soldier. The dilemma my dasimel faced was whether to

continue with farming, a career which his fathed asrked so hard to maintain or leave
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it to begin a new career that would grant a mararfcially lucrative future. My
grandfather remained in his immigrant father’s &deps and continued farming.

Alberta was changing, as the letter implies, duthé onset of WWII. Harry
suggested to my grandfather that by joining theF&irce, my grandfather would find the
financial security farming in Alberta would nevewopide for him. Harry was articulate in
his letter and outlined a possible new path foroh@ther to follow. Although Harry
believed that leaving farming would bring succéssas not the success that Harry
perceived his parents wanted for my grandfatherryHaas caught between his parents’
expectations to farm and his own expectationske part in a new prosperity Canada
was offering] becoming a Canadian soldier. To carry on in theiticm of farming was a
conflict from which Harry fled. Harry broke fromettradition of farming and became a
pilot; my grandfather remained a farmer. Harrytdeexplores the dilemma of staying
within the tradition (of farming) or venturing intoncharted landscapes. He searches for
his potential, as does my grandfather with hisihgrmown of Harry’s offer to join the
Canadian army. My interpretation of Harry from later is that he desires to belong. He

reshapes his identity by becoming a pilot. Hartgtter follows:

Edmonton

Feb. 11/42.

Dear Johnnie,

And I had a talk last Sunday along the same lines that you & I discussed the

week before. After considering all the pros and cons, I am still of the same
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opinion—that it is in the best interests of both you and Dad to revert from
farming into some more profitable occupation.

Farming is now more of a gamble than ever, considering drought, hail, world
prices, etc. There are many positions open now, which offer steady remunerative,
earning power. You have the best chance in the world to establish yourself now
in something that you like, and in which there is a future. After the war,
opportunities for entering new fields will be very limited, and only those with
extensive training will have a chance.

In the seven years you have been farming, you've been merely marking time,
cutting yourself off from the advancement which you're capable of. In addition
you’ll find, in another few years, that Barbara Jeanne will be under quite a
handicap should she continue her education under the same conditions.

Should you desire to enter the Air Force, you would stand an excellent chance of
advancement. By all means you should demand a commission with your
experience. Besides assuring you and your family a steady income, it eliminates
all worries in regard to your medical and dental care.

Should you and Dad decide to continue farming, to put it bluntly, I'd say that
you both were crazy. I have recommended this same course of action [and] I am
more confident than ever that my deductions are correct. Should you decide not

to quit farming you're going to cut Dad’s throat as well as your own.
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You have the chances now of feeling freer than you’ve felt for a good many
years, and a great many worries will be lifted from Dad’s shoulders. So why not
take advantage of it now?

Harry

AC2 Erickson, H. H.

R143234

#3 Manning Depot

Edmonton, Alberta

Figure 2 Harry Erickson in Canadian Air Force Uniform, 1942
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Identity, as perceived from the context of the laem, is explored from historical and
experiential locations of home. Harry’s letter reeartifact that provides the context from
which experiential accounts of living in pre-WW!IIbrta can be explored. Harry’s life
context also provides the basis from which | capl@e my own career shifts in
teaching. | left teaching in Canada to become ehean Japan. Harry’'s history and
mine are woven together. | read his letter to ustded his opinions about leaving not a
country but one career path to begin anothert higfcareer path in Canada as a teacher
to begin a new path as a teacher in Japan. | wantexblore the thought of being a
teacher from two countries. As Harry had explorsdcareer opportunities in his letter, |
also wondered what other paths this would opemupyi life. Harry wanted to be
elsewhere in his work life but with that came ardi@e; Harry diverged from his father’s
emigrational paths. These emigrational paths wemeesof the first ones set into the
ground when Erik arrived to Canada. To leave thpaths was a risk, and Harry took this
risk. I was told that leaving teaching in Canadaildde a risk. | was told that | would
lose my place and my teaching position. | feltfdsniere losing my home. But ironically
the thought of losing my home drew me closer toilgaCanada. | pursued the idea of
teaching in a foreign country; this path led outrgf hometown Lethbridge and to
another in Sendai, Miyagi, Japan. | was on a jograred | remembered my family’s

migration stories which taught me how to migratéhvaiwareness.
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Where | Come From: The Autobiographical Framing
Identityl] who we are, where we come from, what we_aiedifficult to maintain...
[W]e are the “other,” and opposite, a flaw on te@getry of resettlement, an exodus.
00 Edward SaidAfter the Last Sky: Palestinian Lives
| am Ukrainian, Italian, Swedish, and French. I@anadian. | explore being a

fourth-generation multi-ethnic in the geographioahtion of Lethbridge, Alberta,
Canada. | take a critical look at the meaning eftdacher self in the locations of home,
culture, and ethnicity. The experience of livinghe homes of my Ukrainian family is
more immediate to my understanding the story af thees as immigrants growing up in
Lethbridge. Unlike my Swedish family who recordédries of their migration journeys
from embarkment to settlement in Canada, my Ukaaifamily did not share their
stories in this form. Their life stories do not&xas written texts; therefore, | write the
stories in the way that they were told to me. kevaf enduring alongside them in their
learning of the world around them, and in that @ave persevered together in language,
and in times of intolerance and prejudice. We nepeke English together, and | never
learned to speak any of my ancestral languageg. foilek me stories about their lives, in
their English. Sometimes, they would break intartheaternal tongue when they
couldn’t find the words in English for their stond now | tell about their lives and
mine in my own story. The stories are utterancesvehts concealed in preconceptions
of my identity: “We live in a world of partial kndedge, local narratives, situated truths,
and evolving identities” (Lyotard, as cited in SumeDavis & Laidlaw, 2001, p. 147). |
learned to understand my self in the homes of regtggrandparents and now do so

through my classroom. My first home in Lethbridgenly a part of the world that | live
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in. My world extends out into other worlds and e truths of the self linger. The
classroom is an extension of the world | grew updra child. My first teaching world is
situated in Canada, and the second one in JapaseTivo worlds, outside of the ones
from my childhood, become two contexts in which ialgntity of Canadian and teacher
is realized.

Two experiences that remain important for my undeding the experience of
being a Canadian teacher is the moment of settlidgpan. The other is my first
experience teaching in a program outside the afflerogram of Studies in a Canadian
high school. | consider both teaching experienggsfgcant for reaching “truthful
versions” (Pinar, 2004, p. 55) of the teaching.delkturn to Japan through
autobiographical writing to understand my teactand living within foreignness. The
experience of teaching in Japan reminds me of hiat those first moments setting foot
in my Japanese classroom: nervous and anxiousiveese back and forth between
homesteading truth and the significance of my hisabself for my teaching praxis. The
experience of my Swedish great-grandfather’s drttv&€anada and my experience of
living and teaching in Japan are two historical reats that | return to, in order to re/live
the experience of migration. Our experiences ake;ahey become a “common
language” (Gadamer, 1975, p. 389) that | speakticuéate a shared history.

My First Teaching World

In order to get a career started, | went to usierAfter completing a Fine Arts
degree in Dramatic Performance, | entered the BaotiIEducation at the University of
Lethbridge. Becoming a teacher was not my firsi@héor a career. | was a drama major

intending to travel the country and perform in tine@roductions. | had dreams of



46
opening my own theatre company and often wondereat the name of it would be. The
acting world was not an easy world to live in. €spdays auditioning for theatre
companies only to be turned down. | started to tak@n towards a career that | felt
might be more fulfilling, more gratifying than begimn the constant competition of the
theatre world. | had taught drama and dance anggtitadhat | would try my hand at
being a classroom teacher.

| was drawn to teaching because of the great &zadthad had in my life. These
great teachers encouraged me and gave me confittenu@ve along the paths life had to
offer; but even with such direction, | didn’t fenfident. However well my mentors had
shown me those paths to follow in theatre, | h&ésttawondering how it was possible to
become the same teacher who instilled in me thédsmce to move forward in my life.

My wanting to be a teacher was much more tharaimg the behaviour of the
ones who taught me. To be a teacher was to be swnwvdwo connected to students in
ways that others couldn’t. To be a teacher wasttetstand my students’ lives. These
moments of contemplating the teacher | would beclmtieéne to seek again those paths
other great teachers had left. | uncovered thotes@and with the encouragement that my
mentors had given me. | became a high school teache

| entered the teaching profession to teach in h bapool program called the
Integrated Occupational Program. This program vessgtied for students who could not
succeed academically in core courses. Studentssiptogram needed life skills in order
to be successful in any aspect of their lives. €hstglls began with how to read the
phonebook to how to read labels on bottles of meelid drafted lesson upon lesson that

introduced them to building reading and writingliskihat they would use in the real-
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world situations. Through my eyes, novels suchas of the Fliesor Of Mice and Men
contained real-world and universal themes. Thes&didhowever, were deemed by the
curriculum as unsuitable material for these stusléfgachers who taught this program
before me advised me to not use these novels;, fas better to stay with content more
relevant to students’ real-life situations.

My students brought their lives into my classro@wvery day. They also
challenged what | brought to them as learning asdted any suggestion | brought
forward for a class project. One day, | asked tifdroould take a picture of their
skateboards for a classroom newspaper. They accégies was a turning point in our
relationship; however, some students still glateth@ and others gave me nothing but a
blank stare. Their skateboards were the only megémithings in the classroom. If any
one dared show an interest in learning outsidskihéboards, such students would be
mocked by their peers. It was a tough class toibig Wut | made it through to the end of
the semester. | breathed a sigh of relief and tbeknext step forward in my teaching
year. | taught Art the following semester and thme boys walked in with smiles on
their faces, a contrast to what | had seen fronm finst moments with me.

| continually reflect on my first day of teachingthe Integrated Occupational
Program and meeting my students for the first tinveas apprehensive; | could not
predict what this classroom of new students anduld/become. The school
administration forewarned me about how difficulstblass would be to teach, but
nothing stopped me from making that first day asmmegful as possible.

The class, which was a group of seven boys, canme Warious socio-economic

backgrounds. Some came from homes of violence agkbct yet others from ones of
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non-violence. One boy didn’t have a home; howelverjved in a youth centre. | read
about his circumstances in the school files pwameeting him. His life was recorded on
paper and sealed in a file forever. It seemedfisdife did not evolve from the files that
preserved story after story of misdemeanours hawtsd in the town in which he lived.
All of his troubles were brought to school and hdghtly in files for future teachers to
read. These files reminded me of a “Beware” sigstgab on the lawn of a home about to
be demolished: Keep out! After that moment of beéetgnto his life by meticulous
recordkeeping, | decided to never revisit thegsfdgain. The details of his personal and
school life were depressing. It made me feel ligavas unapproachable. | didn't believe
that this very same life | had read about wouldkmight into my classroom, so |
decided that | would get to know hiftrand in my own way. It was the permanence of
those records that challenged me to explore bewdrad other teachers had conceived
him to be. My students’ stories were already tblat, compassion guided me to begin
understanding their life circumstances outsideteingtory of a file.

One of the mandates of the program was to hel tbeslents become
contributing members of society. The day they waliketo class | smiled. | greeted each
with a “Good Morning,” yet each boy walked by meheiut even a hello. Not one
glanced my way. | felt defeated, but the couragméncontinued. One boy who was new
to the program was not on my roster; | introducgdeif to him, and he sat with eyes
cast down. He leaned forward and put his head ®ddsk. He eventually fell asleep.

| continued to get acquainted with the rest ofdlass. Brent and Matthew, those
names that | remember most, had nothing to saly. &rant wasn't present even though

he was sitting before me. He seemed preoccupigdrelaming, yet looking right at me.
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Matthew warned me that he would probably not eveene back to school after this day.
And the others sat in fear of another student whs already threatening to harm
someone. The first day was proving to be awkwadidmallenging. | was trying to get
through the roster which was starting to take ugtnebour first class together.

Brent and Matthew were the first two students whad most conversations with,
but the rest remained cocooned in stillness, onasy. One boy who had been quiet
during the introductions suddenly raised his volte.revealed the names of several of
the other boys who had not given me their namemslliyian ally! This boy was met with
a loud “Shut-up!” And the banter continued. | conlat stop the exchange of words that
continued in my new classroom. During this mom#rg,sleeping boy’s voice finally
emerged after what seemed a lengthy time. He hadet&to join in. He was the one
who had given me a number instead of a name. hisedfto tell me his real name.
Amidst my trying to draw out his name, the word#iét,” “stupid” and “pig” broke off
into silence.

The student who came with a number broke the awkwaience that had filled
the classroom. | heard “James!” come from his mo@tid again, “It's James!” After the
burdensome task of memorizing his eight-digit numizene, the name James replaced
the number, and we began to have a conversatianibment James revealed his name
to me became an invitation to learn more about ehercame from and who he was.

Once again, | introduced myself to James as MiggkbeJames’ arrival into my
classroom was a reminder to be mindful of othedests who entered into my teaching
life coming from and living in similar circumstarsthat James came from. In my

present teaching life, | set aside James’ circuncgtsand make more room for myself to



50
prepare for the next student. Many students whoedaom a similar world as James
would come and go. | never saw James after thaglear: Where is he? Has he
changed his name? What has he become? Is he Hliss®ory continues in my life.

Being a teacher in this program was heart-openingnted to learn more about
what other teaching worlds had to offer. After geear of teaching, | began the journey
and processes of applying to teach in a foreigmeguMy decision to teach in Japan
was met with hesitation from both family and frisn®n the one hand, my family had
encouraged me to live a new life in teaching, wlolethe other, they could not
understand the relevance of my wanting to live i@adh in another country. Through the
eyes of my family, Canada is a comfortable pladesgoand raise a family and to uproot
the self for the experience is not enough for miistcomfort in being around people
who lived in different circumstances than me stewhinem the days of growing up in
Lethbridge, which was a culturally diverse towmdnted to experience being in
difference, as | grew in my teaching. Being in elifince challenged me, and | was
growing in my own understanding of my teaching.delésigned from my position and
left Canada July®1 | wished the nation Happy Birthday from the &ine and looked
down at the graded prairie. | wondered when | wadld the Rocky Mountains again. My
inroads were taking me to a world foreign from myno | landed in Tokyo, Japan, alone.

Throughcurrere | transmigrate from landscape to landscape, amdve at the
port of my classroom, where | am granted entry anteew country. | become a resident
of this temporary place. | seek community in it &@dome a citizen in a curricular
landscape. This classroom is a place that | nolnngakountry. It is an impermanent

place for my students, similar to the action of raign, a coming-and-going motion, and
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sometimes an action of unsettlement. When | reladhe foreign places | settled into in
my life, | mostly remember Japan. | entered inis threign port that at first was
incomprehensible; but it became a place that aterg perception of teaching. | arrived
at the other side of the world as a foreign teacher

My Second Teaching World

| arrived in Tokyo where the first change occurmey. name was changed from
Candace ti&Kyandasul did not know how to write my first and last nanm Japanese.
The immigration officer could not read or pronoumneg hame. He asked mioko kara
kimashitak& Where do you come fronidko ni ikimasuka Where will you goBhigoto
ga arimasuk& Do you have work? | could not understand whavae saying, at first.

The immigration officer just stared at me as | gtgofront of him, wondering
why | had ever come to Japan. He eventually askedriznglish the questions he had
first asked in Japanese. As the officer attempigdanslate my responses in English to
Japanese, he had already translated me; | wagkakujinJ an outside/country/person.
His English came out in sounds that were to my pses of words put together to
make sentences. He was helping me. It took me foaitie time | struggled with
understanding the languages spoken by my own fairtilied my best to communicate
with this unfamiliar person, and suddenly, | becaware of this portal | would step into
for the next five years of my life.

| stepped into a new geographical landscape. igssof this country
disoriented me. The sounds of it caused me to clgsears. The country, it seemed,
never slept. The smells were not the ones | wasséomed to. Everything around me

seemed so fragile that | could not touch it, fdrd not know how to reach out to this
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country. | could taste the salt in the air comiffigtiee Pacific Ocean, and the humidity
came upon me like a warm embrace from my mothémélsenses stood alert to this
newness. Questions about my soon-to-be country tame through the sudden
introduction of the pace and momentum of this Iagk&ll sat in a car that was taking me
to my new home, | thought once again about whydl ¢@ne to Japan; the questions
became a loud voice that beckoned for a resporse:lehg will | stay here? Will | ever
see my family again? Will | die here? Will | evedy children? Will | ever return home?
Who will become my friends? Who will my student®idd¢ow will | teach them? Where
will I go next? As a Canadian and a teacher, Imddurther into Japan remembering my
life in Canada, and keeping it close to me.

| arrived in Japan as an obvious stranger. | caotdspeak Japanese. Not being
able to speak the language kept me in a silentdiforimany weeks. Every time | opened
my mouth to attempt some phrase from the bookrlezharound with me, my Japanese
could not be understood. | got lost because | coatdead signs and was at one time
found crying in the middle of an alley by an elgefapanese woman, abaachan
These narrow alleys were like the cornfield mazeslin, growing up as a child. These
tracts of land taught me how to be brave and patwen | felt lost. | would call out to
my friends who were just on the other side of thncstalks. Our voices became the
maps that would guide each other out. And we miadieughing that we had thought we
were lost forever.

But now in this urban maze, my fear heightenedhahavrong turn. In Sendai, the
city in which | would live, each alley would leadtdo another street heading in a

different direction. | was taking turns but not kving the map | held in my hands. It was
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in Japan that the expansiveness of the distaneeebatmy Lethbridge and my new city
grew. This expansiveness of my new country becaore moticeable with every attempt
to navigate this strange city, and strange language

| had left the comforts of my home country. | acapguickly though. In this
adaptation process, | learned to filter the cotgrbstween my own country and Japan.
The differences | noticed were rich in meaning.alegse people moved differently, much
more quickly than the pace | was used to in Lettdwi People in Sendai were always
trying to run for the buses, the subway, or thegralhe country was on time. If there
was an earthquake, it would upset the whole scleeafithe country. The city was
crowded. | was jammed into many trains during ragtr by train operators wearing
white gloves. | stood in these trains suffocateghégple. In order to pull myself out of
these moments of suffocation, | imagined myself tiea Oldman River, breathing in the
scent of the willows that grew near the banks efrttaer. | imagined the vivid, jagged
edges of the Rockies to the west. The image okparesive reflection alleviated the
containment and loneliness | felt, and | grew atmugd to being in my new city in
Japan, knowing that on the other side of the haraathe Pacific Ocean was Canada,
waiting for my return.

As the days progressed, | became more homesiatndlered why | had come
here and why | had left my home country. My heaghgtired of trying to communicate
in a language that was only comprised of(O& universal phrase that | used because |
did not speak Japanese. | was living in Sendaialfiywhich is located in the northern
part of the main island of Honshu. It is a coasiiyl as large as Vancouver, and it is

located between the Pacific Ocean and the mountainise summers | could visit the
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beaches and in the winters ski in the mountainsa#t a city formed in between two
different landscapes, one of mountains that rendmde of my home country, and
another one of ocean.

Sendai is a city noted for its countryside app€hé people and the place are
referred to as country folk, anaka Cherries, apples and rice grow around the
countryside. Some of the best sushi is served drthenprefecture and the best sake
brewed in the distilleries in the towns surrounding city. The food changes every
season. Cherries appear for a short time in sunthrear,yams and potatoes close to fall,
and oysters in February. The dress of the peoplddaadso change. | learned to follow
the seasons carefully.

In its history, Sendai was run by a samurai lodtedaDate Masamune. His castle
sat high atop a hill that overlooked Sendai. Heenpatch over his eye. He carried his
katang his sword, in his hand and rode an elegant hditse statue of his horse shows it
rearing high into the sky. It was his companionirigkim to new lands below his castle.
| imagined Date Masamune peering down at nightfaindering how his people were
doing. The castle is a strong presence in Senddithee sun shines around it from dawn
till dusk.

| met many people who were descendents of samwinde living in Sendai. |
met humble people who had come from the countrysidiee prefecture. Their Japanese
was not the Japanese | was beginning to learradtandialect that was spoken with a
very small mouth. The sounds were more of z-s andtswvas calleauzu-benwhich is

the dialect spoken in that region. The dialectseebirom city to town, and | often found
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myself struggling, trying to understand anotheliateon within Japanese that was being
spoken around me.

Centuries before, worldly wise poets traveled #ggan in which | lived. Basho
was one poet that | started to become familiar vinih poems were commonly read to
me in Japanese by a man whom | called my Japaatss.fBasho roamed the seaside of
Matsushima. Matsushima is a coastal area lined swthll, pine-tree islands. Fishermen
would fish this area for oysters, and one coulds&sgulls hovering over the nets at
harvest time. It was through Basho’s haiku thatddn to take notice of the nature
around me in Japan. | became more aware of thegeharseasons and the energies that
each had to offer. This change would ignite in nseidden awe of the beauty of the
country:

I hear the beautiful sounds, his eyes closed apéaks, it is at this moment that |
am noticing sound more than ever, but not the setimat | am hearing at home; no
mantle clock, no robins. And through the staccatms he bows slightly, at this
moment, apologizing for taking my time to listerhion. The smell of the tatami
mat creeps into my nose and the humidity is a daokwarmth. | see the sweat
crocheted onto his forehead. | can catch the wandsimages he is seeing in his
mind. One of the seven most beautiful platks staccato continues, his mouth a
small opening of a straw. This is Matsushima. Hisseare closed as he speaks:
koko ni wa watashi no jitaku desiThis is where my home is,” he says...l can see
the beauty even though | cannot speak his languageagine his home, even
though it is not mine. He shares it with me; iaiplace we return to together. He is

the living artifact of this moment, soon gone wlhiis language. This old manhis
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body the pines that stand tall in Matsushima. Bastoe here. It is beautiful.
(journal excerpt, 2005)

My consciousness of being in seasons built in mense of appreciation for not
only the things around me but also the peoplehithdtcome into my life. | soon began to
make many friends after my arrival and most tookumeéer their wing. | also started to
learn the language, learning greetings and satms®hayo gozaimus'‘Good
Morning!” was an important phrase that | would sagry time | walked into work or a
home. It was a greeting that acknowledged whomgwemet at the start of the day. |
carried this manner with me to Canada and still*&gyod Morning!” to anyone | meet.

| learned conversation and began to constructtiguess | carried a notepad
around with me and wrote down what | had to saydd to go shopping or to the bank. |
would study on the trains and listen to this nemglaage being spoken around me. |
watched people’s faces and began to mimic themtivélr nods and bowing. It was all
becoming comprehensible to me, and people beganderstand me. | could carry on a
conversation and became very courageous at ingiane. Sometimes my accent was
not so good, and the elderly had an especially tiarel understanding gaijin
(foreigner) speaking Japanésao matter how understandable | thought my Japanese
was.

I would sit with friends and they would tell m@ses. One of my best friends
was a sixty-year old woman named Nobuko. She wlilene tales of Japan which were
told to her by her mother. The world Mfthonwas mystical; Japan was born from the sky

and the earth. Sometimes, | could not understandthges told in Japanese, but she kept
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telling them anyway. | never wrote them down bumeenber them like the ones my
grandparents used to tell me.

Similarly, | have listened to my students’ stori@sd they have expanded my
understanding of their lives. These stories ame fidkeign lands themselves; they are
places of misunderstandings, of biases, rituasljtions, and hope. These moments in
the stories are about hiding in churches duringgele. They are of a father’s life being
taken by another hand or of teaching blind childrewar fields. They are of the
beekeepers and the honey makers in far away |ldhey. are of the days walked to reach
freedom. The stories let the light through in tlekeéned corners of the world, and they
continue until a vision of a safe life illuminatid® world of a refugee seeking solace in a
new home. My students’ storied paths cross cultanesborders, and for a very brief
time, | meet my students in the intersections efrthtories and histories on route to
home; the course takes me to the narratives whickegne to better understanding: |
enter each story without apprehension, as living fareign country has taught me see
and listen well.

Reflecting on My First and Second (Teaching) Worlds

| entered Japan cognizant of my purpose to teaghdh. What was most
unsettling for me was that | didn’t have a historylapan. | was beginning again and
learning how to be a teacher once more. | hadaimlbow to take care of myself better.
While learning how to navigate around the counéfgly, a constant memory of
perseverance trailed close behind; | continue@noember my great-grandparents’
migration stories about their coming to Canada.dvy stories about Japan were also in

the making. The moment of stepping into a new te@ckituation in Japan brought me



58
back to the taken-for-granted moments | had lefireein Canada. | took for granted
how my Canadian students, in their own difficultiédearning and living, could help me
to see mine better. | entered my new teaching wairidiful of the people in it.

| wanted to belong to a teaching community, soulgbd out other foreign
teachers who shared the same difficulties in adgt Japan. We practiced our Japanese
together, and we exchanged ideas for teaching &nglVe also shared the problems we
faced in our new classrooms, which were one mahgommunication. The difficulty of
navigating through Japanese was one challengé west confronted with daily. | could
not discern between the levels of formality in llxeguage. Honorific Japanese was
impossible for me to learn, although | had someifpr friends who could speak it. And
because | was a woman, there was a way for mestiksfapanese. | often, by mistake,
slipped into a slang way of speaking JapaneseJ@panese women were quick to
correct me. As | continued to live in the languddsegan to see beyond the immediacy
of my new hometown, Sendai.

Teaching the Japanese high school curriculum wathandifficulty | faced in
my new work environment. Learning the curriculumsvgamilar to learning a foreign
language. The document had to be read to me andrtdneslated. While listening to
hours of being read to, | faced uncertainty in tiesv teaching situation, and | began to
doubt my self. During this moment of hesitatiomduld return to the first of my
teaching days and remember the boys who walkedhetalassroom shrouded in
doubt] and my own doubt as well. However unsure | fefieisevered in my learning of
the Japanese curriculum. And as the days progressepgresence as a Canadian teacher

grew. My voice became more audible as | learnexsptak Japanese better, and teach in a
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Japanese classroom. Living as a foreigner and aibizan of a country caused me to
think about the other countries | had come fromohdered what it meant to be a citizen
of a country that | lived in but did not belong to.

When | was in Japan, | was often asked where | daone | would respond that |
was Canadian but would also speak about where ggt-grandparents came from.
Explaining that | was not Ukrainian or not Swedxh Canadian only was met with
looks of confusion. | became very good at explagr@@anada’s history of migration, and
its multiculturalism. Retelling my story connecte@ to the fragmented stories of my
own life.

| reflect on the situation of being a Canadian beaen Japan, and the moments
when | was denied entrance into a different comtyuhfaced ambiguity and
intolerance in Japan. | could never enter the skigtshad signs on the windows which
said “No Americans,” even though | was Canadiama$ denied entrance into a public
place. Even though | was teaching English, | waalhdwed to attend the school
curriculum meetings because | did not understaad#panese curriculum. These
moments when entrances to places of learning &imdliere closed to me now remind
me to approach closed doors mindful of their poséitd be reopened.

| reflect on my adult immigrant students, who atds, feel that the entrances to
their new learning worlds are closed to them. Lagguis one barrier that prevents
newcomers from entering into places of work andiied. Yet, other barriers are less
discernable. They are the lived experiences fromehthat the students carry with them,
in their migration to Canada. They hold these expees close, like a precious gift.

These experiences are relived in the classroong;afeslived out in the form of stories.
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My students’ stories enable me to see the poteuttile teaching self in foreign worlds,
when | listen anew (Pinar, 1975b) to the worldshef self as a country and the countries
from which | come.

| often think about the five years | spent livingdateaching in Sendai, never
forgetting the first moment I cast my eyes upondjgai, the hydrangeas, which lined
the outer temple walls. | would sit in these ters@bsorbing the purples and pinks and
blues, falling into meditation. Ironically, in tresnoments of nothingnessy, and
quietude, | imagined my self back at home in Caradavas suddenly brought back to
reality by the thought of leaving the security Japad given me. | had grown in
confidence about my teaching practice. But as @atewate returning to my home
country, | felt gratitude because my country wonkelcome me home once again, and |
would begin a new life, never forgetting the lifieacforeigner. | had left my home
country before, but now felt that | was leaving #w@o home. | began my next migration.
| returned to Canada to live and teach again. iidggnb back with m@miyage gifts in the
form of memories.

| returned to Lethbridge and immediately noticedeixpansiveness and the blue
sky running along the horizon. | had never seerevapen spaces in Sendai, for they
were covered with buildings; yet the horizon of Beific Ocean was a sight to see upon
my return. My first sight of the Rocky Mountains sumomentous. This site was
significant because it reminded me of the takengfanted beauty of the prairies which
was my home. All of my senses were heightenedd Infewer really noticed the prairies
before. Now, they were a vibrant yellow color ie tteason that | had arrived back home.

| could hear every detail spoken in conversatidhgsenses were attuned to everything
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around me. | had learned a second language, dhd aame time | had learned to listen
with awareness. Now unexpectedly, the English sp@keund me in Lethbridge was
more pronounced than ever, yet the voices seensedrdiant because | was accustomed
to the Japanese accents spoken around me. Betndfunal difference was where | truly
wanted to be. The now familiar experience of leagra second language provoked me to
begin teaching English-as-a-Second/Additional-Lagguto immigrants to Canada. Once
again | was about to meet people from differentgaf the world. | had finally returned
home, and memories of Japan followed close behind.

The narrative that follows in this section wastten with the goal of piecing
together the many stories that were told to me tlvbere | came from. Before | began
writing Homesteading Originl remembered my first migration to Japan, wittemions
to live and work in a foreign country. | wrote tharrative with the goal to relocate my
self into multiple stories of originness. The néiw@was written as it had been told to
me. It identifies through time, place, and histaryunderstanding of my own identity as
a Canadian. The narrative speaks to the cultudaligrse worlds found in home and
country and to the interrelatedness between thenitiar and the familiar. The
experience of sharing in the customs and traditimnsght into my classroom from other
nations reminds me of the old-country traditiongak brought up with. As my immigrant
family integrated into their new Alberta commungti¢hey were also at the same time
integrating their life stories into the larger ormdégnigration. The narrative is comprised
of several voices, primarily my own, as | retel titories that were pervasive in my up-
bringing. The stories are fragments of larger swrThere are multiple characters and

plots in the narrative that are tied together anitten against time. The narrative in its
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culmination acts as a homestead site. Homesteadihon this narrative acts as a further
point of departure to other narratives | writehrstthesis to understand my being a
teacher of multi-ethnic origin.

Narrative: Homesteading Origin

Sometime at the beginning of May 2006, I found out that my Swedish great-
grandmother had been sold as a child to a wealthier family, a family that could
better care for her than her biological one. My grandfather, her son, never knew
this until sometime in 1997, when he was 90 years old and had traveled back to
Sweden. A distant cousin of my grandfather had discovered this fact and felt
compelled to tell him. My mother, who accompanied my grandfather on this
trip, said that there was a sullen look of shock on his face, a heavy moment of
silence because he never knew. My great-grandmother Hedvig had never told
anyone. Great-grandmother Hedvig seemed regal to me; she was also a good
mother to my grandfather. She was often described as cold yet loving, hard yet
soft, and distant yet caring. My family teasingly calls me ‘Hedvig;’ I am an
impression of her; I am conscious of her presence in me, the sound of her name,
the tone of my voice abrupt as hers. I am a representation of her. I often wonder

what her real name was, the one her mother called her as a child before bedtime.

When great-grandpa Eric (sometimes spelled Erik) arrived into the North-

West Territories (now Alberta), he felt it was time to marry and invited great-
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grandmother Hedvig to come to the Dominion of Canada. He had “proved up”
his land near Wetaskiwin and often spent time looking around the homestead to
see if it was fertile. He was a Lutheran man who was enticed by the lure for free

land in Alberta, Canada:

As for a homesteader...he left Sweden to Trondhjem [sic], Norway and then
to Liverpool, where he boarded a ship bound for Montreal...at just 19 years of
age with very little money, in a strange land, no job and little knowledge of

the English language. (Erickson, 2005, p. 1)

Great-grandfather Erik and his friend Oscar (sometimes spelled Oskar)
filed close to each other; Erik filed on N.E-V4-20-46-17 W.4%" and Oscar became his
neighbour. Oscar later stood up for my great-grandfather at his wedding. My
great-grandfather’s homestead can be located on one of those very old maps, the
cartography so detailed that I am realizing how significant Alberta has been for

my family history.

It seems that my family has never left Alberta since 1904, the time when
their story in Alberta began. Within the larger story is one smaller one. The story
tells about my Swedish great-grandmother never coming to my great-
grandfather’s deathbed. His deathbed perhaps reminded her of the life she lost

in Sweden and the sacrifices she made immigrating to Canada. When he



64

eventually passed away, she took his wedding ring and sold it to buy a new hat.
My grandfather kept those hats long after her death, for just enough time for me
to try them on and play dress-up. The hats eventually ended up in a green
garbage bag tucked away in a cool basement. I would sneak down and dig
through the bag not realizing the history contained within it, the history of
giving something up to get something better. I admired my great-grandmother
for her hats; I loved the colours and the textures of them; she even had faux fur
and feathered ones. Yet she never went to great-grandfather Erik’s deathbed.
That story bothered my grandfather so much that he told me one day over a cup
of coffee, a conversation more with himself than me. Great-grandmother
Hedvig’s character was such that she came across as the wise, kind, and caring
person a mother should be. She grew an orange tree in her apartment in
Edmonton, the city she eventually retired in. You could even pick oranges from
this tree. Little ones, tiny mandarins like the ones eaten at Christmas. My mother
says that when she was a little girl, my great-grandmother had bought her linens.
She used the word linens rather than the word bed sheets; linens indicated the
finer things in life, probably the things my great-grandmother never had being a
new immigrant to Canada. My mother always got white beautiful linen, and so

did I eventually.
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Soon after the story about the linens, my grandfather wrote how great-
grandmother Hedvig endured being alone while great-grandfather Erik was
gone working on the railroads. He wrote about how she raised four children, but
not about how two of the siblings became estranged from my grandfather
because their future husbands and wives insisted they never meet again.
Nevertheless, my great-grandmother was always described as a hard worker
whose dedication to her new life in northern Alberta as a devout Lutheran
became so mythologized that it passed down like a stream of water on a slope to
a river.

I became the first female great-grandchild to be born on the Ukrainian
side of the family in five generations. The Ukrainians are reputed to have worked
hardest of all ethnic groups that came to Alberta, so much so that they became
the ones that were recommended to begin breaking up the land, ploughing it,
and readying it for living. They were often depicted as an ethnic group that was
unclean, stocky, and who arrived in herds. Unlike the Swedish who were equally
as diligent, the Ukrainians would become the ideal immigrants who would settle
in the North-West Territories: “[A] stalwart peasant in a sheepskin coat, born on
the soil, whose forefathers have been farmers for ten generations, with a stout

wife and a half-dozen children, is good quality”(van Herk, 2001, p. 192).



66

There is a photograph that contains five generations of my family. The
photograph is a vantage point from a mixed history, a hyphenated naming of the
heritage that I come from. The photograph is of me, my mother, my
grandmothers, my Ukrainian great-grandmother, and my Ukrainian great-great-
grandmother. My mother said it was rare to have five generations in one
photograph. My great-grandparents said that I was a blessing to their new life in
Lethbridge, where they would reside until the ends of their lives. This
photograph is a fragment of a memory of their existences.

I hold many relics in my hands today and try to imagine my place, my
purpose within N.E-%4-20-46-17 W. 4% Those coordinates give me a place of
origin and a place to begin to trace the lines. The invitations to come to those
coordinates, however, requested that my Swedish great-grandmother come to
the North-West Territories, leave her adopted family to move to an adopted
land, and begin life there. My family endured in many other ways; and I endure
to discover through these relics of my Swedish, Ukrainian, French and Italian
heritages and those relics that speak to the meaning of living in Lethbridge,
Alberta, Canada. I am a woman of multiple family names: Zambon, Erickson,
Lengel, Renville, and Lewko. I am part of the pioneer life of perseverance and
determination. After 97 years of living and having celebrated Alberta’s

centennial, my Swedish-Canadian grandfather wrote:
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We who enjoy the comforts and benefits of today’s modern society owe so
much to the pioneer men and women...Many experienced success and
prosperity...Hardship, privation, heartache and sorrow was endured...we
owe them a debt that is impossible to repay. (Erickson, 2005, p. 9)

I write myself into this history of privation and hardship with gratitude. I
coordinate the coordinates into a comprehensive form of understanding about
my place in Alberta, this foreign land sought out by my ancestors. Today, I am a
Canadian teacher and my classroom a new country I am settling in. I want to
understand the experience of what it means to persevere in sites so difficult to
locate and live in. My ancestors sought out those sites and happened upon a

lifetime of conflicts and indifferences in places they did not expect to end up in.

Figure 3. Five Generations of Maternal and Pateknakstry
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The women in the photograph are the ancestragésdrom which my knowledge
of generational stories came. The women are myibilaragreat-great-grandmother and
great-grandmother, my grandmothers, and my motfan. sitting on my Ukrainian
great-great-grandmother’s lap. My Ukrainian greaagrgrandmother never spoke
English but was able to communicate her experigno&ing up as an immigrant in
central Alberta. | often wonder if her stories ex@ached my ears as an infant. Knowing
of her presence in Canada took me to new locatmesek out her history. | inherited her
stories from my Ukrainian great-grandmother’s ldpr lap was the first home that
stories of that side of my lineage were told frémm a carrier of these stories that | now
pass down.

Migration stories are the foundation from whidedve to consciously follow
other stories so that | am able to pass into neddeapes. Knowing my ancestral stories
brings me closer to my students’ lives. | inhenibther’s story, and it is passed down yet
again. The presence of a story opens up a portahteaningful engagement with the
past.

| listen to Aoki when he asks: “What does the kgape say...to the landscape of
curriculum” (Aoki, 1993/2005b, p. 295)? | envisiotry pedagogical landscape as a
bridge to a historicity. The bridge is a metaphat allows me to transverse and
translocate back and forth between historical amdaular landscapes. Set onto these
landscapes are original homes where conversataanbe heard moving in and out of
identity landscapes of being.

While persevering in the pioneer days of Albeng, Swedish great-grandfather

learned English. He did not attend any formal stbob most likely had picked it up
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while working on the railroad or in the lumber yaréie wrote about how he worked in
different parts of Alberta. At one point he tellsoat going to the University of Alberta to
become a large animal veterinarian. | have inhetibe bag he carried from farm to farm
and used to care for horses and cattle. | also tievbooklet in which he would figure
out the prices for his services. These are butveofehe artifacts that tell me more of his
story. When | read his handwriting on the booklets)agine myself with him, following
in his footsteps, moving about the prairie and tegdo the animals. Knowing these
stories adds to my own.

| inherited a box of letters written during theydaf my family’s settling into
Alberta. At first, they were just letters to me. Astarted to read them, | began to
assemble the pieces of my own life history. Thgrfrtants of Erik’s life preserved in this
form of correspondence were the portions of thgdiastories that allowed me insight
into the deeper parts of the ones that were natemror told. Beyond the borders of the
fragile paper and further in the sentences wersplaees that contained additional
stories. These spaces came with questions likertbe asked when meeting, for the first
time, a stranger or the self in the plot of a stdityese questions come with intention.
And when all the responses are put together, & stor be told. The stories are passed
down from generation to generation. With each ineérstory, a view from the world of
the traveler emerges. Stories allow one to seethwellife in the world of the other.

Stories move beyond the self and into home.
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The Historical Context of the Inquiry
A strange place it was, that place where the woeiglin. A place of incredible
happenings, splendours and revelations.
[J Margaret Laurencd;eart of a Stranger

Canada is often referred to as an identity seekatgn (Sumara, Davis, &
Laidlaw, 2001). Since becoming Canada, the codatiked to a form of governance that
would acknowledge its First Peoples and ethnic canities as contributing to nation
building:

[N]ation-making began with compulsions to pay ditamto relationships between
national identity and attachments to languagejdtwty, to ethnic ritual and
memory, and to the material world (including ge@imng that comprise or
contribute to personal identity. (p. 154)
The historical context for the inquiry is reseatfimm the first wave of migration of
European origin immigrants to Alberta, Canada. fits¢ wave of migration to this
province occurred from the late 1800s to the eB2I§0s. At that time, Canada was a
country referred to as “a nation of immigrants” yR&995, p. 200); however, in early
twentieth-century Canada “xenophobia was commondeasonstrated by antipathy to
‘foreign’0 that is, non-Britishl immigrants” (Roy, 1995, pp. 201-202).

There are many questions as to what constitutesiaen. The questions range
from what makes a nation to what is containedmaton. Ernest Renan (1990) in his
essay “What is a nation?” addresses the histdr@sadrm nations. He describes a nation
as one of many principles. It is one of temporalikysire, memories, legacies,

achievements, glory, sacrifice, and love. Withitigraexists the “race and language” (p.
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19) of people who together have made sacrificélsarpast (1990) and will continue in
some form to build a nation for the future: “A matiis therefore a large-scale solidarity,
constituted by the feeling of the sacrifices tha¢ das made in the past and of those that
one is prepared to make in the future” (p. 19).idaexists as “moral consciousness” (p.
20) and it “demand|s] the abdication of the induatito the advantage of the
community” (p. 20).

In the anticipation of immigrants to its natiorar@ada had taken on a series of
projects preparing for the eventual arrival of dedpom other countries. The provincial
governments began to consider how the labour ahamgrant would contribute to
economic prosperity. The governments on both lewalsted to unify the country and
used their immigration policies to do so. They duug prepare the west of the country
with “the policy of pushing the Indians out of al@tands of the prairie, and replacing
them with white, agricultural settlers” (Miller, I9, p. 70). Geographically, the east of
Canada was bound to the west with a transcontihemb@ad. The goal to unite east and
west was inevitable.

Renan (1990) writes that “the essence of a naitimat all individuals have many
things in common and also that they have forgattany things” (p. 11). As initiatives to
push people out to bring new people in continuled féderal government used the labour
of the settlers to fuel the economy and strengitsemation. Canada took up such
commitments elicited from the British Empire. Thagho-Canadian views for
nationhood had strengthened with pressure fronBthish Empire. This idea resulted in
other nations that existed within the nation bdorgotten, and new ones moving in

would begin the re-formation of English-speakingh@&aa. This was most prevalent with
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indigenous nations. Progress was believed to haga made by pushing existing First
Nations groups and those with lower assimilability the periphery of the dominant
Anglo-Saxon plan for province building. There wafgo ethnic groups who were
perceived to be easier to assimilate (Miller, 19There was opposition to groups such
as Asians settling in Alberta. Japanese and Chwese excluded from the plan of
province building. The provincial and federal goweents would provide the necessary
support to build a prosperous west of Canada.t8gllquestion remained of “how unity
could be maintained amidst diversity” (p. 71).

Cultural diversity or the inclusion of immigrantgo Canada became a problem
for the predominant Anglo-Saxon rural and urban mamities, as well as for the
political leaders who felt it important to inculeatewcomers into British ideals. To
ensure that newcomers were adhering to the ‘Mathdi$’ ideals, a series of policies
were proposed that if rigidly and strictly adhetedvould ensure that new Canadians
would be transformed into the British ideals hejdfoe Dominion; these views were
otherwise known as theories of assimilation (PaJrh@76). These theories of
assimilation included Anglo-conformity, where newears were to renounce their
ancestral culture; the “melting pot” theory “engsa a biological merging of settled
communities with new immigrant groups and a blegdihtheir cultures into a new
Canadian type” (Palmer, 1976, p. 175). Eventualyudticultural view emerged that
“postulate[d] the preservation of some aspect ohignant cultures...within the context
of Canadian citizenship...and political and economiiegration into Canadian society”
(Palmer, 1976, p. 175). Reformists, supremacisisraperialists also toyed with the idea

of having Canada under one language. In this wagligh would serve as the unifying
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factor at the expense of cultural and linguistiesarvation. The English-Canadian
against immigrants joining their work forces raigethcerns amongst the governmental
policy makers who had invested in the vision ohdied Canada. More particularly in
western Canada, the Slavs, Ukrainians and Russiaresseducated into ideologies of
assimilation (Miller, 1975); the country was bemtgveloped into a nation which resisted
the reality of its ethnic diversity. It was a natithat continually shifted in identity as
newcomers arrived to it. In order for it “[tjo sw®d as a nation, Canada needed to
develop a system of governance that embraced tihenrtbat identities...were not pre-
given or discovered but were continually invent@dimara, Davis, & Laidlaw, 2001, p.
154).

The vision of Canada as a nation was one of “unigiversity” (Miller, 1975, p.
75). In the west lay an abundance of land soudét &ir provincehood. This terrain
faced political, social and economic transitioret tivould alter its identity. While the
federal government was attempting to resolve theifstance and economic usefulness
of the different geographical locations for the Dioion, some areas remained a constant
fascination and intrigue. There was a territoryezhthe North-West that contained
mountains, foothills, plateaus, prairies, rivers)] dakes. The federal government, along
with its provincial governments, staunchly kepthant British colonial traditions, values
and ideals in every aspect in the governance oa@afvan Herk, 2001). In the drive for
finding a place to call a province and for the MeWest Territories to be recognized as
one, the Dominion saw this area more as a plaeeafomic potential than one of a mere
settlement location or an original place of natgtal wonder. The Dominion leaders had

invested their personal and political agendasmatming and claiming this land; this part
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of the prairies seemed that it was being pulleklzad forth between two purposes: the
purpose a newly named province would serve the Dmmiand the personal purpose it
would serve its political leaders as a source ofiprThe federal government wanted a
hand in the restructuring of what was the North-iMesritories. In the process of
restructuring, the territory was being imaginedrasy names, and its new location was
also being considered. In their quest to achiewgipcial status, politicians suggested
that a newly located area be situated between Gadgal Swift Current (van Herk,
2001). The future province of Alberta hadn’t foutglplace with a name and location
yet. The location and naming of the desirable a&&bid became a highly political battle
fraught with dissention yet grandeur. At one pdin& territory was being conceptualized
as “one big province” (p. 211) with another areagd to it. A proposal was brought
forth to name the area Buffalo. It was turned do@ther endeavours were to break the
province up into smaller territories, but that ohhpught with it “territorial
independence” (p. 209). According to the multiplgans of nationhood, this new land to
be named would be torn between political innovagiand the histories of original
settlementsAs the land transformed so did its people, and 1saane identities were
altered Block settlements scattered the west (Palmer, 19t#se areas became places
where non-British could pursue the new identityextiged in the rhetoric of the new
wave of migration. Newcomers would be further adsited into dominion ideals by
being educated under Empire education endeavowsy Mad come from peasant
origins. The Canadianization (Palmer, 1976) of igmaunts began; the strategy of
assimilation saw ethnic groups grow into a new @aratype; class and “[o]pprobrious

names such as ‘Wops,’ ‘Bohunks,’” and ‘foreignedicated class as well as ethnic
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origin” (p. 180). Immigrants were seen as valualrid were needed to help the Canadian
economy grow. Because of the Dominion’s politigaifvincial, and agricultural
potential, the country had looked to other coustas far as Europe to help it grow. The
land near the mountains was an economically vimlglation, desirable for its variable
terrain of foothills and prairies. It was the idp&ce where one could homestead, farm,
and make a lucrative living. The West became adieacthe ideology of Anglo-
conformity (Palmer, 1976). This ideology “demandleat immigrants renounce their
ancestral culture and traditions in favor of thbdagour and values of Anglo-Canadians”
(p- 175). Immigrants were seen as valuable and needed to shape the image the
Dominion had of Canada.

The political leaders in their passion for natiailding turned a blind eye
towards the real conditions that the region wawior to the first wave of migration. The
Dominion had fallen into high unemployment and plogulation was dropping. The
national census of the late 1800s showed emigradites higher than immigration rates
(Porter, 1967); those who had arrived prior tofttet wave of migration were leaving
Canada to work in other countries. In its econoragtructuring and to produce better
employment, the federal government continued tsymithe agricultural potential the
west held. While this would undoubtedly produce kvetor the Dominion, the federal
politicians in Ottawa still toiled with the ideaglmow to keep people in Canada, and
people who specifically could add to its economy.

First Nations or aboriginal peoples had experiertheceffects of migration that
displaced them from their native settlements andédands. First Nations and French

speaking Métis populations were relocated intogiiesd and colonial reserve
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settlements. They were involuntarily put into thpkeces; the “[E]Juropean occupation of
what were boundless Indian territories was thé &éics of dispossession” (van Herk,
2001, p. 342). From the first wave of migratioryedise ethnic populations such as
Chinese and Scandinavians had settled acrossdhimpe and had become a part of the
cultural and economical patterning of Alberta, véh&he tug-of-war between
newcomers and indigenous people [had] never besatved” (p. 342). The railroads
such as the early Trunk Line System, and the Candéacific Railway, knit Canada
together on the back-breaking labour of Chineseigramts (van Herk, 2004). The
federal government had ideas to sell farm landegirbthe building of more railway
systems and lines. On these trains came morersefle influx of Ukrainian immigrants
settled onto the prairies. The prairies did not ediately open their arms to Ukrainians,
nor did they welcome the migrant Chinese immigravtie had no intention of staying on
the prairies; they were a class of newcomers tteaDiominion had no use for. The
Dominion began to relocate its newcomers into nemraunity settlements and also into
the values and beliefs held by the Empire. The &filue of newcomers would be the next
best investment in nation building (Palmer, 1976).

Upon arrival, immigrants were placed into settleteoations, according to their
socio-economic class and the trades and skills theyght with them from their home
countries. The federal government saw it fit tacplaewcomers into trades that could
best use foreign abilities to satisfy the goalsggbdwut for economic prosperity.
Newcomers brought with them remnants of their heountries: political, economic and
social problems and “[immigrants] were not as sasfté in coping with consumerism

and the industrial competence of the Anglo-Saxonopfes” (Ryga, 1978, p. 70). One



77
example of such an immigrant class included peopfavic origins that came from
peasant backgrounds in countries that were sufférom political unrest and economic
poverty. Canada provided its newcomers with ineestsuch as free land; the
immigration efforts continued as newcomers leatoddtegrate into a new society.
However, coming from previous lands that saw aiwitest only brought conflict with
adaptation and settlement; ethnic traditions wererdshing and the immigrant
communities became infiltrated with the idealsa@étby the Dominion: “Arriving [in]
[Canada], [immigrants] were subject to even furttdtural erosion and division” (Ryga,
1978, p. 69).

As the new and potential citizens began to sefitmuhe prairie, the landscape
began to change both socially and culturally. Authes noticed that most immigrants
required schooling and began to provide them witglish classes. This plan would
assimilate immigrants into not only Anglo ideald blso into “an imperialistic
curriculum [which] was, in part, directed by a fedthe immigrant” (Palmer, in Sumara,
Davis, & Laidlaw, 2001, p. 157). There were corah, however, about who was worthy
to receive schooling. The potential to be educatasl based on ethnic origin; some were
thought to be challenging to educate because offgkeceived unwillingness to
assimilate into the new culture. The initial ideds unified Canada under one language,
English, were failing. In the attempts to keep witbominion goals for education, the
immigrants’ practice of speaking in their own dak the freedom to worship in their
own religion, and lastly, the right to be educabgda teacher from their own culture were
discouraged (van Herk, 2001). The newcomer woldd be assimilated into a colonial

value system and to Anglo conformity in order “@&cbme good British subjects—the
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citizens of the Empire” (Troper, 1978, p. 17). Tlears of the time were often referred to
as “educational missionarie@d. 19) who roamed the prairies in search of iman¢s
who were required to learn English. The vision oh#ied country under one official
language became the rhetoric of government poltoieslucate its people. Foreigners
arrived daily by steam ship from the mouth of thre& Lakes and boarded immigrant
trains that headed for the prairies.

In the spring of 1904, a young Swedish immigranvead to the North-West
Territories. My great-grandfather entered intorlaonal and historical circumstances
that | would inherit generations later. His histaticircumstances would also invite me to
contemplate the meaning of becoming and beinganézan my own historical situation.
Moments of his migration experiences were presenvéis writing of his life and then,
years later, in his son’s stories that | would mthés the stories of passage from one
country to another unfolded in the new homes ofiyigrant family, somewhere midst
the endeavour to homestead a nation, the geogedpboation of Alberta emerged.

As Alberta’s history was being rewritten, retolddarelived, émigrés began with
their intentions to migrate to Canada. Albertahis $etting from which | translate my self
into the experience of being Canadian. | place atfyisto autobiographical histories and
listen for the stories passing through this hisgdrjuncture. | wait for those stories that
never arrived; | tend to those that remain behimdntemplate the what-ifs and the
might-have-beens: What stories from history ardusbed in this historical conversation?
What stories are told rather than written? | retorthe live(d) historical sites of the

story.
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Inherited Stories
It is the other who makes my portrait.
—Hélene CixousRootprints: Memory and Life Writing

Home is one site to which | return to better sew hving and teaching in cultural
difference illuminates the familiarity of foreigns® The narrative that follows in this
section of the thesis speaks to the experienceydiamg in the unfamiliarity of language
and culture. The experience of being in culturakitens that exist between home country
and new country are articulated from the neighboaods that | was raised in. Lethbridge,
Alberta is one home that | live in; it is a “tensenl space of cultural and geographic
displacement” (Hasebe-Ludt, 2001, p. 149). | retargeographical, ethnical, and
historical locations found in home, which enablestmuncover the meaning of home
(country) midst another’s home. The classroom iex@ansion of a home in which my
immigrant students learn to become community memioethe world of learning.

Through the narrativBeing in Ethnicity | return to my homes in Lethbridge to
uncover the meaning that home holds for the classras a place of living and learning
in a new country. The narrative begins with an iegpion of the dichotomies found in
the land surrounding my home, the people who livehe vicinity of it, and other homes
of Lethbridge that stood far from my neighbourhologkturn to my initial perceptions of
the land that surrounded Lethbridge and exploresatiand historical dichotomies found
in home lands. | review how the multiple terrainarid in and around a home have
influenced my perception of the people who lived.@thbridge. The narrative then shifts
to specific homes of individuals. The individualerh these homes were prominent in my

upbringing and understanding of old and new cour@rye home that | enter into is that
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of a Czechoslovakian immigrant. The other homeyswighbour’s, who was also an
immigrant to Lethbridge. This neighbour was an did@oman who lived one house
down from my childhood home; | understood thatwhs of middle European descent. |
leave the narrative as | rediscover the signifieathat old and new country holds for the
experience of being a multi-ethnic teacher fromhbetige; | relive the meaning of my
multi-ethnic origin (Hasebe-Ludt & Hurren, 2003)tive location of my hometown. What
does the meaning of home suggest for the classroom?

Narrative: Being in Ethnicity
I was born on the wrong side of the tracks. This side of the tracks was the
north side of Lethbridge. The different explanations of a North-sider are a
permanent part of my growing up in Lethbridge. When I mention that I grew up

'II

on the north side, many retort, “Oh, you're a North-sider!” I live with the name
North-Sider, and so does my family. This name gives the impression to people
who are not North-siders that we are someone different. North connotes
divisions. There are perceptions of North-siders that remain, and with which I
have lived since childhood.

Growing up, I heard North-siders described as the following: North-siders
have red necks. They have a sharp tongue and are quick to judge. If you see a
North-sider coming, it is best to turn and go the other way. North-siders are

tough both inside and out; they usually like to brawl because they are short-

tempered. If you get into an argument, the North-sider will win. North-siders
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have no sense of home. North-siders are like gypsies, always wandering around
the city looking for a home. North-siders work in factories and on the railroads
from dawn till dusk. Twelve-hour work days are a part of the North-sider work
ethic. They work in hard-labour jobs such as mechanics or farmers. They are
unclean and their hands are calloused, even the women’s. North-siders save
every bit of their money, and for all of their lives, never ever think of leaving
Lethbridge, not even to go on a trip. North-siders are bums and will never
amount to anything.

Through my eyes as a child, most of the people who lived on this side of
the tracks did not speak English[] at least not without an accent. They were
people relocated far from the heart of the city. Some of these people lived in
homes built onto the farmland that surrounded the city. These homes were
invisible to most and would blend into the prairie. Upon a closer look, they
lacked the colour of the ones painted in the yellows, greens, and blues on the
south side of Lethbridge. The landscaping on the south side was exquisite and
the lawns were kept trim. Flowers grew everywhere and sweet peas crawled up
the fences. The sites of these homes seemed intimidating to me at times. My
home on the north side was brown and it lacked the flowers and the colours that
I had seen on the south side. My father was obsessive about mowing the lawn

and often trimmed the bushes and trees to match the lawn. But I wanted to have
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colour in my home, so I planted sunflowers, like the wild ones I saw growing in
the coulees.

From the north side of Lethbridge, the Oldman River meandered around
the ample farm land that surrounded the outer limits of the city. I could reach the
river bottom by bicycle in minutes and view the expansiveness of the town, from
the banks of the river. The land on the north side seemed ignored and
dishevelled. There were remnants of its historicity: mine shafts, hay shacks,
mounds of coal, ruins of a rural school, remains of farm houses, shanty towns,
tunnels dug into the coulees, barbed wire fences toppled over, lines of train
tracks raised above the prairie, only visible when one looked carefully into the
distance. More deeply rooted in the ground were cement posts that were once
the foundation of a town hall and, even more entrenched into the ground, the
ruins of a temporary WWII internment camp. This is the land that I knew as a
child and traveled along on my bicycle. This was my north side, its geography
compelling me to seek out other traces of the past that existed around the
extremis of the north side.

I continued to be drawn to the tall wheat and native grasses that grew
near the yards of the homes on the north side. The spear grasses that poked into
my ankles when I walked in the coulees never deterred me from venturing into

these hills. I walked the coulees to explore the original foundations of homes that
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once stood near the river bottom. These homes, when you would stand in the
centre of them, welcomed the sun from morning till night. Some of them were
built in a grove of trees that added shade in the summer; elms soared over the
homes and brought coolness to them in the prairie summers.

I would often sit on a coulee hill and cup my hands over my eyes,
blocking out the modern setting around me just to see what Lethbridge looked
like before any other homes were built. In my range of vision, I imagined the
naturalness of the land before any structures were erected, and I wondered what
the land looked like before my great-grandparents arrived to Lethbridge. The
land was expansive.

Of the present-day structures in Lethbridge, there is a railway overpass in
the central part of the town that in my childhood compelled its residents to
imagine the city as divided. The overpass separated the north side from the
south; it fractured Lethbridge into two locations: the North-side was the place
where the immigrants lived and the South-side was where the English speaking,
non-immigrants lived. The overpass was like a portal where I would sit on my
bicycle at its entrance and contemplate my fate should I pass through it to the
south side. I was unfamiliar with the south side and seldom went there except to

visit friends of the family and distant relatives.
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Lethbridge in its entirety stands on the edge of a coulee facing two
horizons, the east and the west. My hometown was the first place connected with
my knowledge of my identity. It was two worlds which existed in my childhood
past as a dichotomy of the “old country” and the “new country.” My great-
grandparents came from the old country. For them, the old country was the
Ukraine or Sweden, the countries from which they came. They had friends who
were also from the old country. Most of my childhood was spent listening to
family friends speak in old country languages. While I listened to them, I
wondered what an old country looked like. I also wondered what the homes
looked like in these countries. I imagined old-country homes similar to the ones
my great-grandparents resided in, in Lethbridge. The old country for me was my
Ukrainian great-grandparent’s Lethbridge home, and their garden. Old country
was the Ukrainian they spoke that was woven with English; old country was the
food they cooked. My great-grandparents seemed happy living in Lethbridge, as
Ukrainians in old-country traditions. But I could tell that they missed the old
country when letters would suddenly arrive from the Ukraine. I looked at the
stamps on the letters imagining who the person was that wrote the letter, and if it
was one of my long-lost cousins from the Ukraine that had sealed the envelope.

I lived mostly in the old-country world which was divided further into

worlds of words that I heard such as “breeds” and “halfies.” The people who
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were “halfies” were ones that came from two ethnic origins. They were
Ukrainian-Canadians, German-Canadians, Japanese-Canadians, or Polish-
Canadians. Many people used this term “halfie” liberally, as if these people were
not really Canadian at all. I was a “halfie,”  had decided. I was Ukrainian, after
all. But I was also Swedish, French, and Italian. This complicated my sense of
who I was.

Deeper into these worlds within worlds in Lethbridge was a language that
people used to describe people they could not identify. These words were used
as quick put-downs, and I often noticed that such words stayed with the person
for all their lives. The “scrappers,” the “rednecks,” the “japs,” the “chinks,” the
“pakis,” the “piyutes,” the “bible thumpers,” the “boat people,” the “bohunks,”
my repertoire of slurs grew within the thought that no one was ever truly
welcome.

Later in my teens, I became more aware that languages other than English
began to divide my neighbourhood into parts. These languages were unfamiliar
to me. They were spoken by the Vietnamese and the East Indians. It became a
game for my neighbourhood friends and me to see if our new neighbours could
understand what we were saying in English. We would spin English as fast as
we could and weave it with a north-side slang. Some of this slang was a chant we

had created in the forts we built in various backyards[] uninvited, of course. Our
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language was like a secret code that only we could understand. And of course,
this was all a part of our game, for we really never meant to harm anyone. At
times I felt ashamed playing this game, for I knew that these people were just
like mel] and the only thing that separated us was language.

Lethbridge did not have the discourse of which new worlds could be
spoken about. There was an old-world silence about those people, including my
Ukrainian great-grandparents. My great-grandparents were foreign to
Lethbridge and for the remainder of their lives learned the new-country ways the
town foisted upon them.

Most working class newcomers to Lethbridge settled in the north and, in
their own way, built beautiful homes and kept luscious gardens. The Dutch, the
Germans, and the Czechoslovakians my family knew kept neat flower and
vegetable gardens. Agnes was one person who kept a yard with a vegetable
garden that flourished in it. She was an elderly Czechoslovakian widow who
lived in a very tiny house. She was a friend of my grandparents, and I spent
much time with her. She lived two blocks away from me. The walls of her house
had pictures of the Madonna on it, and an assortment of plastic flowers sat on
her coffee table. The drapes were always closed as she was scared someone
would peer into her safe haven. To fare off other scoundrels, a “Beware of Dog”

sign sat in her porch window with the figurine of a Chihuahua with a bobbley
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head close to it. She never actually owned a dog. She moved so quietly about her
house that at times I thought she had died in the kitchen. But I would hear the
high-pitched sound of the kettle, and in an instant, Agnes would appear with
coffee for two in hand.

Agnes’s accent reminded me that of my Ukrainian great-grandparents.
They were friends as well and often shared conversations in broken English, and
sometimes in their own languages. They drank coffee together on Sundays, and I
sat with them trying to discern from the topics of conversation their dialogues.

I would watch Agnes move about her house fixing the pillows on the sofa
and rearranging the numerous vases of plastic flowers placed around the living
room. Her eyes were eternally sad and her movements laboured by her weight.
She seemed depressed and her smile forced, at times. Regardless, she was fond
of me and often cooked Czech pastries so that we could have something to eat
when I came over. At tea time she would talk about her son, and I listened to her
speak and sometimes could not understand what she was saying. She spoke in
an English that rolled around in her mouth, and I became very good at
unravelling her words. She told me more about her son who seldom called or
helped her. When he did come over, it was usually for a brief time. I had to leave
when the son was about to arrive, for Agnes was not comfortable with me and

him in her house. I think she wanted time alone with her son to catch up on how
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he was doing. She would pack some pastries for me to take home, wave good-
bye, and remind me to come back again.

I never met the son, but I did know his name. Sometimes Alex would drop
by in the evening to check on her, and she would ask him to stay for supper. She
cried every time he left and would then phone me. I sensed her unease with
being in an empty home alone. I would go back over to her house where she
would begin another conversation about Alex in English to begin with, and then
slipping into her own language. I sat there waiting patiently, my thoughts and
her speech dissipating into the quiet.

When I look back, I don’t think Agnes ever wanted me to leave her house.
I often saw tears in her eyes every time I walked out the door. She was proud of
her home and family, and she told me about how she missed her country. The
map of her homeland framed in gold would often come down off the wall, and
in my hands would be a picture of the country she grew up in. She would point
to the uppermost corners of the picture and then draw her finger to the centre of
it. She was maybe showing me a path, a road, where she walked. My mind
would wander when she would unconsciously slip into her language.

In my eyes, Agnes and the many other homes like hers, flourished in
ethnic traditions. A traditional Ukrainian Christmas or Easter celebration was

held in the heritage halls that lined the major streets on the north side. I shared
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the ethnic traditions of my great-grandparents and their friends. I also attended
celebrations where I would sit and listen to the foreign languages spoken around
me. People would smile at me and I would smile back. There were people who
spoke in sporadic tones and accents; I began to piece together the stories told
from the conversations and would watch the expressions on people’s faces. The
stories became the discourse that elongated my understanding of my ethnic
roots. I entered into the conversations of the old-country people. I joined the
circles and began in English, the only language I could speak. I would remember
Agnes, thinking of her house and my pretending to understand what she was
saying.

There was another neighbour who did not invite me into her home but
later would welcome me into her world with a kind gesture of peace. I never
knew her name but knew that she was a grandmother. I had seen children near
my age come to her house, and I went to school with one of them. My neighbour
would sometimes smile, but I wasn’t sure if it was a smile or a grimace. She kept
her head covered, and it was difficult to see her face. She wore a babushka that
covered her head so that her eyes could barely be seenl] or to keep out the sun,
as my great-grandmother Nana did.

The woman lived next door to my first childhood home and, like Agnes,

was also a widow. Her husband had passed away one summer night. I looked
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out my bedroom window, watching the ambulance drive away. Between my
house and hers was a long caragana hedge. The hedge was a border between her
world and mine. There were openings in this bush that my brother and I would
sneak through to explore her backyard. It was full of trees, bushes, and a garden.
In her yard, we would imagine that we were in a home away from home. We
entered into her world and into her garden. It was expansive. I imagined that the
openings in the hedge would close if she caught us and that we would become
captives of hers, forever. One day we were caught. She suddenly appeared from
behind a row of corn stalks and screamed at us in a voice that sounded like a
chorus of croaking frogs in the ponds near the river. We ran for our lives towards
the hedge. I was unable to get through a smaller opening in the hedge, until my
brother’s hand pulled me back to the safety of my home on the other side of the
hedge.

We never played that game again but would peer over into her yard from
the top of our roof, just to see what was becoming of the garden and of her, of
course. Our neighbour grew more accepting of my brother and me in her years.
One day a hand appeared through the main gateway of the caragana. Crouched
down on the ground, she held out root vegetables to us. She shook them at me,

maybe saying “here.” I accepted her offering. Peace was made that day.
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I entered many worlds in my home town. They were in gardens, ruins,
and yards. I explored each of these worlds with my eyes wide open, all senses
alert. In this new awareness, one day I heard my grandparents’ friends call my
grandfather a bohunk. He joined his friend in laughter. Bohunk was an innocent
name, for my family. They never seemed to mind when they were called that
word by their friends. Bohunk was also a funny-sounding word to me. I would
laugh not knowing the vulgarity associated with it. I accepted my new name but
knew deep down that this name was one that I had heard used for other
Ukrainians, other than my family. I wanted to build a wall made of the strength
of caragana branches. This wall would protect me from these names. As I grew
up, I heard the name bohunk less and less. I started to discern between old-
country and new-country living, and what living as immigrants in Lethbridge
meant for my great-grandparents.

Seasons changed and I followed in them. In early summer, I would
witness train jumpers leaping from boxcars, running down the embankment
through the gates of the railroad yard, and standing on the sides of the roads
hoping to catch a ride to somewhere. I would watch some ambulate to the north
side, over the gravel mounds. Their figures would blend into the steel of the

factories that lined the tracks, and the migrants would disappear into the
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horizon. The smell of fried oils teaming from smoke stacks and the scent of
tfeedlots were uninviting.

In this moment sitting on the north side, I also witnessed the callousness
of people who sneered at the train jumpers who were sometimes looking for
food, work, or a home. In this moment of un-welcoming, the North-side of
Lethbridge becomes a place for me that is as uninviting as the north wind that
swells over the coulee banks of the Oldman River. Such coldness dislocates life
from the facade of warmth that lingers over the city. Yet, as uninviting as the
north winds can be and, as unappealing as the divisions entrenched in the
neighbourhoods in Lethbridge were, I continue to migrate back and forth

between the homes in which I grew up.

Agnes’s home is one site where | relive with héfeaas an immigrant in
Lethbridge. Her home is transposed into the classrdhe classroom is a place where |
live perceptively as a teacher from Lethbridge. king perceptively to the classroom has
brought home an understanding of the connectiondsrt homeland and foreign land.
This connection acknowledges that home is a pldwrevthe teacher can live mindfully.
When the teacher lives mindfully in her home, alnarss in this experience, her students
are able to hold their original home closer totikart, even in the processes of adapting
to a new home country.

In each process of adapting to a new countrysitieeof the old home becomes

more distant. New experiences cover former ones.ekiperience of living in old and
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new countries causes a tension that arises whee bamnot be relocated. Lost homes
are points of tension for my adult immigrant studelVhen my students write about
their hometowns, they sometimes cannot remembaetdtaels of their homes. They
become lost in their own frustration of trying tod the memaories to write about. But
defining home is not a matter of recalling the detbout it. Home continues to be home
in an embodied way, even in new circumstances dretever the traveler resides.

| sense that my students become disorientatdeeinlearning, when they are
reminded that learning is a difficult place to bleir homelands are a reminder of their
first places of learning. These initial placesesrhing are distressing for some, yet
learning in a Canadian classroom becomes a safe fiebe a student. As a teacher of a
student who faces trauma from former learning aepees, how do | acknowledge
stories of strife in new learning contexts? My ingnant students’ disorientation in their
new places of living and learning becomes a tenseiween homeland and foreign land.
However, this tension does not translate into dpmsion. Living with tension brings
about a new way of being mindful of bridging olddarew country dichotomies. The
classroom is a place of tension that evolves conéirmuum of new experiences that each
student and teacher bring to it. When a teachestsetensions in the classroom such as
the tension of first language over English, teaghiacomes an impossible task to
facilitate. Homelands fall away, and because df, thiudents become estranged in their
new classroom once again. With each new experigratehe student brings into the
classroom, the pedagogic situation becomes a miooéevand understandable place of

living.
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Lethbridge is divided not only geographically,arthe north and south, but
culturally as well. Growing up as a child in diféet neighbourhoods on the north side, |
had difficulty adjusting to newcomers who begatake up home in my neighbourhood.
The difficulty was that the amount of space avddabminished with each new person.
The notion of space, and tension that can comespifice, is significant for the English-
as-a-Second/Additional-Language classroom. Cixt887) writes that “[t]he world is
mistaken. It imagines that the other takes somgtfiom us whereas the other only
brings to us, all the time” (p. 13). In my neighblooods, foreign languages seemed to
replace English, and the feeling of less spacerbegaore prominent. The physical
sensation of less space opens new portals to uaddisg how less space can contribute
to living well in the classroom; the sense of loEspace transposes into my classroom. It
allows me to open portals in these spaces tightbyperw experiences and encounters
with people who fill the classroom. | see the salfa teacher living in a spacious
understanding of the foreign and the familiar.

The old-country ways that immigrants brought withm to my neighbourhood
expanded my view of foreign worlds. Agnes’s stomese an articulation of the partial
truths that she knew of Lethbridge. Articulatiorbreught to my understanding of the
experience of living in cultural difference, whereturn to my initial perceptions of
being in foreignness. My other neighbours who vase immigrants to Lethbridge
added to these truths. My experiences of growingugethbridge enabled me to see
foreign lands as spacious. Otherness expanded rogpimns of foreign worlds in which

| found myself not prepared for (Cixous & Calle-Beu, 1997). Similarly, the
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spaciousness of my classroom, allows my immigraudesits to live more openly in this
place. The classroom becomes accepting and inviting

Otherness dislocated me from my own sense of hasey home was becoming
another’'s home. The suddenness of new immigrantsnay into my community
interrupted my sense of self at home. | was us¢kde®ld neighbourhood, and | was
familiar with the original people who lived in itwas, however, “ignorant of [myself]”

(p- 12). New human histories were being introduoéa my hometown; | was “thrown
into strangeness” (p. 10); however, being in steaegs opened up passages to rediscover
the sensation of living with otherness. Cixous @)9®osits that it is the other who
enriches our lives. What came to me from livingwotherness enabled me to see my
self in ways that could not be seen, otherwise. Aib®ry of the other unfolded into my
neighbourhood; this unfolding continues into mysera teaching situation. The position
from which | initially viewed the other as distdndm the self segmented my perception
of the neighbourhood in which [ lived. | readjustagl perceptions of otherness to view
foreignness as essential to understanding theitanaihd foreign of my neighbourhood.
The experience of growing up in cultural differemegised my perceptions to expand,
thus inviting the tensions between the foreign @nedfamiliar to live in the classroom.

New-country and old-country identities are presemhy classroom, and between
these countries are “spaces of estrangement” (Beksas cited in Pinar, 2004, p. 50)
that | seek to inhabit. When | inhabit estrangesceg, | begin to recover those fragments
of understanding which are lost in adapting toa heme. In this process of inhabiting
the foreign, | contemplate how to live, cognizahthe classroom that has reconfigured

into a foreign country. The classroom becomes @darcountry when a newcomer to
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Canada arrives in it. Memories of home fill thesgmawith stories, and the gradual
joining of old and new country begins to build fbandation of a new home. The stories
from the original home close the space betweerfoifeggn and the familiar.

In my early years of teaching English-as-a-Fordignguage in Japan, | wanted
to share with my Japanese students where | camre frattempted to close the space
between the foreign and familiar by sharing stoalesut growing up in a multi-ethnic
community. | hoped that my Japanese students wodérstand my home country
through my stories and, in turn, they would shaeertstories with me. My stories did not
reach them. I later recognized that what home miarane is not what it means for
another. When | returned to Canada, the notioroafdnbecame ever more prominent, as
| reflected on the absence of home while livingapan. | wondered, as | began to teach
English-as-a-Second/Additional-Language, how | g@isig to teach newcomers to
Canada about their new country. Immediately, witlg@od intentions, | told stories
about my experience of living in a foreign countngyvertheless, like in Japan, my stories
of living in a foreign land did not reach my immagnt students. My stories did not arrive
to their storied lands, even though we shared éxpegs of dislocation. | expected my
students to empathize with my story, but theirs maidyet been told. | could not bring
them to understand the meaning of home in Cangut@slmed this would enable them
to see better the meaning of Canada from theirlives. The narrativ8eing in Ethnicity
illuminates that within the dichotomy of old andamneountries, old country or home
country can live independently. Even in the tengibhome country and new country,

home is ever-present in the classroom.



97

The stories from home country are significantoderstanding the experience of
being a Canadian teacher. The voice of the teasleser-present. But in one personal,
teaching experience, | could not find my voice tidg one student to an understanding
of the importance of remembering her home. Oneys$tudents speaks about her
mother who cannot adapt to the new-country ways@aaada is imposing upon her. My
student wishes to marry outside home country tiawt and her mother has not given
her blessing to this marriage. This student seaksny advice; she asks me how she can
teach her mother to be Canadian.

The response to my student’s question lives im#dreativeBeing in Ethnicity
When Agnes explained the difficulties she facebenlife as an immigrant to
Lethbridge, she did not overtly speak about heds$taps through story but alluded to
them in her constant use of native language amdeetes to her homeland. Home
country lived in her Lethbridge home. The new cghie which she lived did not take
away from her sense of home. Agnes’s home courdiy/present when she taught me
about Czechoslovakia through the only photograghhsta of it. It was a map of the
country framed in gold. Her country was permanebtynd through her stories; the
photograph itself was a dynamic representatiorhapes a memory, of the exact moment
and time when she left the country. She had diffydeaving her home, but | understood
where she came from, even when she spoke in héremimingue. | became more
perceptive of what home meant to her. Home was eveeer the story lived.

When | return to my current teaching situatiomdve towards empathy when |
hear Agnes’s voice in my student’s plea for advies; immigrant mother wishes for her

daughter to abandon Canadian ways. | experiencgtmagnt’s tension through her
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guestion about what being Canadian means. Shdtaskguestion to help her mother
understand Canadian ways. She also wishes thatdteer would be “more like a
Canadian.” A tension begins to emerge from the spadetween first and second
country. | do not assimilate Mother’s wishes intaughter’s desires. My response resides
in the layers of my experience of being a fourthagation Canadian.

| reflect on my experience with living in similguestions, and | know that the
response to the questions that concern identitpeha@ulture, and traditions come forth
from multiple ways of seeing what being Canadian é&xplain to my student to let her
mother find her own way through the difficultiesliving as a parent in a foreign
country. | also suggest that even though her maghiera new country, old-country ways
are her map to the foreign territory; home guidhesheart through difficulty, and old
country ways will allow her mother to better see gwossibilities for living well in
Canada. Mother will remain confident when she kntveé her home has not left her or
been taken from her daughter. Home opens more $pabtother to take in not only
Canadian culture and traditions but also to remadh her home country ones as well.
Mother becomes more attuned to Daughter’'s way afgpéing her new home while her
daughter understands her mother’s apprehension mdnerraditions begin to take away
home-country traditions. Mother fears her daugitérose her tribal language, a
language that was only spoken to the daughterchgdh This student sees a reflection of
herself in her mother. My student is an immigraviht and sharing in the tension of old-
and new-country ways, and her mother also livakertension, despite her absence from

the classroom.
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The story of Lethbridge has been constituted blyooluntry worlds rooted in
home. I look to the whole of one location, Lethigagdand then to the details, the people
in the story. My journey back to Lethbridge givesywo other stories such as the one of
Agnes, and my other neighbour who initiated anpaeice with my brother and me. This
passing of vegetables was a gift. It was an abtitay peace between people. Even now
in my teaching, my neighbour’s extended hand resimd to extend my own, beyond
the boundaries and borders that surround the olassrHowever foreign a student’s past
life is, however removed it is from the teacheifg,lanother’s life is not a border to
understanding the immigrant and refugee studentddde indicate nations or countries.
Borders are perceived to keep in rather than todetin the classroom, the teacher acts
to remove these borders so that she is able tercentthe presence of humankind in the
teaching situation. Borders are permeated in thescbom when the teacher sees and
hears the presence of the other. These bordels@en down when the teacher
acknowledges and allows difference. The teach&rsgptions of her students expand
when other-world experiences are given permissdive in the classroom. The teacher
becomes more aware of her teaching presence ciabsroom.

The experience of being a Canadian teacher cargtias the teacher enters the
world of the foreign. Seeing the world of the cltassn not only through different eyes
but also through different languages invites neemapgs to perceiving the other, the
student, in the space of the classroom. These eeweptions are an entrance into a
learning space where the teacher and student éistogether that borders in culture and
language do not encumber understandibgrders act to encourage dialogue. A foreign

language is an obvious border to the ears; howewesn the teacher enters the world of
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her students through her own foreignness to tegdbnglish-as-an-Additional-
Language, a more perceptible understanding ofdla¢éionship between student and
teacher opens up. A dialogue begins this relatipnSubsequent dialogues move back
and forth between present and past lives. The ézadmes to know her students not
only from the familiar but also from the foreignmhd teacher lives momentarily in the
foreign and becomes a temporary resident in teeohither immigrant student. The
language spoken in the dialogues enables the fratgohdife stories to be cultivated
whole-heartedly through shared experiences of beidgference.

The space in which the teacher stands is betweefamiliarity of the classroom
and the foreign worlds of her students. The teagdies the familiar and the foreign
when the past has informed her (Pinar, 2004). Hs¢ r@turns to the teacher through the
familiar voices that speak about homeland and wrasbnate in the present moment of
teaching. The classroom becomes home to “fragnuérfmast) others” (p. 54) that are
captured in story. These stories sometimes sountida. In this familiarity, the plots
and the characters are universal; the studentemathér share in the universality of the
story.

I lived with Agnes through her experience as amignant in Lethbridge. Her
experience moved me into new ways of understanuingtudents’ experiences as
immigrants living in Lethbridge. As a teacher, It generalize the experience of one
student to make sense of the experience of andtherexperience of being a Canadian
teacher is not that of one who teaches the subidyf the teacher mediates learning
experiences beyond the classroom. These learnperiexces are ones of how to live

well in Canada. The Canadian teacher lives beybadhkssroom. While cognizant of
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her students’ past experiences with learning, @éaelier expands outward and opens
herself to the experiences of being in learnindwiger students. These experiences come
forth as a discourse for better understanding xiperence of living and learning in a
new home country. These experiences are transfoimed new telling and travel
beyond home. They are woven into new stories efiifthe second country. The stories,
when written, connect old and new worlds.
The experience of living as a multi-ethnic in Latkdge imparts the dichotomy of
outsider and insider. The teacher is an outsiddrégedagogical situation. But from the
perspective of an insider in the teaching situatiba teacher can better see her self and
her presence midst her students’. The teacheraggst (Greene, 1973) is a topic that |
explore in the experience of teaching English tmigrants and refugees. | returned to
the city in which | grew up conscious of the higgerthat grew out of the north and south
sides. The breadth of understanding the Canadsahiteg experience expands when the
teacher stands inside the teaching experiencecakd butl instead of standing on the
outside looking in. Gadamer (1975) explains furtiertransposition of the self into the
historical consciousness:
When our historical consciousness transposes itdelhistorical horizons, this
does not entail passing into alien worlds uncoreteot any way with our own;
instead, they together constitute the one greatdrthat moves from within and
that, beyond frontiers of the present, embracesiigal depths of our self-
consciousness. (p. 303)

| recovered lost conversations from old and newntres in order to “recognize one’s

own in the alien, to become home in it” (Gadam®r3, p. 13). The conversations are
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the ones | engaged in with Agnes. These were spai@versations where we exchanged
our views of our neighbourhoods and the peoplé insaw Agnes’s neighbourhood in
these conversations. | saw the people she onawith as she took the picture of her
home country down from the wall. Another conversativas the one between my
neighbour whose garden my brother and | explorezthddren. The conversation with
our neighbour was a potentially lost one. This @sation, however, was not spoken. |
imagined conversations with this elderly woman. &néld not speak English, but | lived
with her in her world.

As a Canadian teacher, | imagine my teachingase#f possibility for being with,
not without. | persevere in conversations heldoeign languages. | attempt to recover
those topics potentially lost in conversation. hesnversations are not just ones of
language but ones of an exchange between teaamihigarning realities. These realities
are cultivated in the old home and grown in thesiaom.

The following section of the thesis responds weRkperience of being in the
foreign worlds of language and in the events cotateto them. | connect my past
experience of growing up in foreign languages withpresent teaching situation. In the
framework ofcurrere, the past is significant for the present (Pin@0Q4). French,
Swedish, Ukrainian, and Italian are the language&en in my homes, and a multitude
of other languages are spoken in my classroom. wages are the threads that connect
the familiar to the unfamiliar. Language beginsaatculation of my teaching world. My
return to being in paternal and maternal langudgegis a more whole articulation of the
experience of being a Canadian teacher in an Hnghsa-Second/Additional-Language

classroom. | gaze intently upon the town and ctassrin which | live as a fourth-
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generation Canadian; | enter into the homes whasesral languages live, and | listen
absorbedly to the past from the present momergat the languages in the stories which
are “like a second language: as one reads landuatiee roots” (Cixous & Calle-Gruber,

1996, p. 84).
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Bridging Identity and Ethnicity
When | name myself or when | am named by othexs) treated (constructed or
written) with identities, and these identities areltiple because | always occupy
many subject positionsincluding teacher...believer. | have written myseifla
been written in multiple identities. Sometimes th&kentities are conflictual,
possibly even contradictory, constantly in a preagschange, malleable and
tentative.
—Carl Leggo Living Poetry: Five Ruminations

Curriculum reconceptualist theory emphasizes tignificance of subjectivity to
teaching” (Pinar, 2004, p. 4). The teacher engaggsand reflects on modes of self-
understanding, which awakens the teacher in thaguegical situation and illuminates
the complexities of the self in the historical-ges(Pinar, 2004). From a post-modern
perspective, the world in which the teacher livied teaches is a “constantly emerging
reality; in which metaphor...is the main means oflidgawith collisions between history
and memory, language, and geography” (Sumara, Pa\isidlaw, 2001, p. 147).

In this thesis, the experience of the Canadiarhidgeas thus far been relived in
evolving realities of migration and teaching expeades. The fusion of history and
memory creates a new horizon of understanding (@@adal975), or a perspective from
which | can view the self in “the other situationdrder to understand it” (p. 302). The
other situationis the pedagogical one, or the learning world gfimmigrant students.
The meaning of the experience of being a Canad@rher comes forth when |

experience being in situations of otherness (Gadal8&5).
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History, memory, and language converge in theddin English-as-a-
Second/Additional-Language classroom. History deli with memory in the teaching
experience, where | interpret this collision to méasion. Collision in the denotative
meaning can be defined as meeting with force. peggntial contexts of teaching, when
two polar opposites approach each other, this @genterpreted as fusion. This event in
a teaching situation is the meeting of contrastmguages, cultures, or life events. The
life events experienced in my students’ home caoestire remote from the events that
are found in my own (teaching) life. The storieattiny students tell are sometimes
indiscernible, or discordant to mine. They areistothat if not listened to carefully can
be interpreted as irrelevant to the teaching saoabr to the moment of teaching. The
intensity that results from the fusion of contragtiife events determines how the teacher
consciously comes to a new awareness of the sk#riteaching praxis; how the teacher
reconciles the meeting of contrasting worlds gwey to a better view of the teaching
self in the world of a second- or additional- laage classroom.

Lived experiences of otherness are a means by Witigh “engage in ‘a
complicated conversation’ with... [the] [self]” (Pin&004, p. 9). In this section of the
thesis, | seek to understand the “complex andisgifelations” (p. 24) held in the
teaching situation. The relational aspects fountthénclassroom bring out the experience
of living in-between the foreign and familiar. Tharrative in this sectioiMaking a
Home in the Cellar of My Hearexplores the experience of teaching and living in
imperceptible events and situations. This narraiweals aspects of my teaching self
(Pinar, 2004) that are difficult to locate in tleality or in the moment of the teaching

situation. Through this narrative, | am “intereste¢thow humans continuously adapt to
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new conditions of experiences and, at the same tiengerpret the past” (Sumara,
Davis, & Laidlaw, 2001, p. 147). The narrative mebwack and forth between the
geographical and pedagogical locations of homed@mds, and my classroom. It begins
in the location of a family home in central Alberfde narrative continues through time
and moves into the setting of the classroom in whicurrently teach; it then returns to
the home of my Ukrainian great-grandparents. Thieatiae explores the experience of
being in imperceptible situations encountered inawy teaching life. In this situation,
my students and | share experiences of settlenmehadaptation in foreign lands of
teaching and learning.

The student in an English-as-a-Second/Additionalgumge classroom is
immersed in events of cultural adaptation and lagguearning. The teacher in her
attunement (Aoki, 1986/2005) to a pedagogical sitneof English language learners
recognizes that for some students, learning Engdigieir first experience. Often these
learners are unfamiliar with the daily routinesridun a (Canadian) classroom. This
experience of learning English in this new enviremtis one of relearning how to live in
a new home. As a teacher, | attempt through myhtegcsituation to connect memories
to future stories, stories waiting to be takenngheprogressivgphase oturrere (Pinar,
2004), where | look to the “response to unanti@ddiiographic and historical events”
(Pinar, 1994, p. 59).

My teaching experiences focus on notions of arr@ral settlement in the
pedagogical situation. Self-reflexively viewing tt@aching self in moments of arrival
and settlement to a classroom illuminates the cligi@ notions of foreignness. The

narrativeHomesteading Origimevealed an emergence of the self in my own heter|
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uncovered the layers of history that surrounde@ma@ian identity. It was in this
narrative that | began to piece together the melgnd historical horizons present in my
teaching life. | brought these histories home tgfothe narrativ8eing in Ethnicity|
returned to Lethbridge to understand how my int&vaavith otherness extended my
knowledge of the people who lived close to me laume from far away countries. The
different environments from which the experiencéeaiching English-as-a-
Second/Additional-Language can be realized conra ftee experience of being in
foreign languages and living within foreignness.aftth was a child, living among
foreign languages did not limit my perceptionshef foreign worlds that | was
introduced to. Now as a teacher, these foreigndgpdnd the maternal languages spoken
in them, hold meaning for understanding othern€ssolus & Calle-Gruber, 1997) in
educative contexts. Aoki (1987/2005) summarizeda@set on mother language in
familiar and other worlds:

It is impossible, [Gadamer] argues, to understahdtwhe language of the other
world has to say if it does not speak into a faamiwvorld that provides the point of
contact with the text...the other world...is always ersiood...from the familiar
world of the mother language. (p. 242)

Stories of difference in the classroom restongnainent to otherness.
Understanding otherness “evolves in the contexnohdividual’s life history” (Pinar,
1994, p. 41); understanding comes through “anwdatiion of the past” (p. 60) that is told
in my students’ stories of escaping the presengamilitary to living in the semi-
permanent home of a refugee camp. There are stdregge student who in her second

country is turned away from school because of dlggious affiliation. She desires to
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make her home in learning but relives her feamdéeng classrooms that, at one time,
disturbed her sense of personal security. Entramioeny immigrant students’ stories
release me from my own lived experiences and ingsdhat are “unexpected and
unprecedented” (p. 60). They are stories that ehsewver known before. The stories
illuminate “fictive representations” (Pinar, 20(#,55) of my teaching self.

The classroom is a location where the value ef fanguage is intensified when
the thought of losing parts of home, or the safmes forth. Losing a maternal language,
culture, or tradition sends my students into angistates of being. As a teacher of
immigrants, | open ways for my students to reliveirt difficulties of loss. The story of a
lost life, home, or language can be preservedJiageh intently and share with my
students my own stories of loss. The narralilaking a Home in the Cellar of My Heart
is one such story of events in which | relive mpraparedness in unpredictable
situations. The cellar of a family home is one tamain my memory where | came to
see, hear, and feel the imperceptible. Throughuauréo the imperceptible, the sudden
loss of the sense of self in new lands of living &arning are revived.

Cixous (Cixous & Calle-Gruber, 1997) speaks of‘ttedlars of the heart” (p. 70).
There are unanticipated events from life that cdrope who experiences the intangible
to reach for the tangible. The tangible is somethimat can be grasped, and reached with
understanding. The plots from my students’ stdngge had an everlasting effect on my
perceptions of their lives. The plots live in megdd remember their stories, as if they are
my own. Some of the events from these stories arewfrom the relationships from
families far awalyl families | will never meet, except in story. When students speak

about their losses, | feel as if | am at home whm. | am a participant in their stories.



109
Cixous (1997) writes about fear: “[SJometimes reiihg it is life that we lose” (p. 25).
The fears and losses which approach my life aachte are a part of understanding
otherness in teaching. | am initially fearful ofdemstanding the unknown; | am unable to
recognize my teaching self in loss but permit niyeéxperience a “situated place into
which [I] [am] rarely thrown” (p. 26).

My students’ stories of loss remind me of one aatthat throughout my
childhood became very difficult for me to compretienhis story is about my
grandparents’ child who passed away. Their daughteath came unexpectedly. The
story of her death lives in my family. Similar g&w of loss live with me in my
classroom. | stand in my students’ shoes (Gadah®&5) to understand their
circumstance but know that | will never fully undiamd their experiences as they have
experienced them. But because we share similaestfmund in contrasting life events,
the stories together bring out compassion in thestbom.

Barbara Jeanne, my grandparent’s daughter, passgdin the cellar of their
farm home located in Miquelon Lake, Alberta. | du return to this narrative to mourn
her death but rather to honour and celebrate thhenmeaning found in the experience of
loss. | return to the Miquelon home every summet gihin its ruins, now overgrown
with bushes and trees. | contemplate the warmtheoflwelling which came from the
presence of long-ago people who inhabited this homm@nnot locate the cellar but feel
its presence close to the hearth of the chimneighwil still intact. The cellar and the
chimney are located deep in the earth, so muchtidter can be removed. The chimney

reminds me of stories: ones that are rooted irrtheational and human-to-human



110
experiences. The cellar is an imperceptible plaa@njures up images of obscurity and
lifelessness. Yet on the contrary, it is used &serve life.

What cannot be seen in reality is what is perakivem the cellars of the heart.
From the depths of the heart comes compassion. &ssign is a difficult depth to reach.
These depths are sometimes obscured by fear. Ceimpaand then empathy, is one
such depth that resurfaces in my teaching rediie. cellars become new locations in the
heart where | become alive as a teacher.

Narrative: Making a Home in the Cellar of My Heart

I recall my grandmother’s voice speaking about the event of her first
daughter’s death. My grandmother had asked Barbara Jeanne to go to the cellar
and get some vegetablesl she never came back up. My grandmother found her
at the bottom of the stairs. The story ends with Barbara Jeanne having passed
away in the car from pneumonia, on the way to the city hospital located far from
the home they lived in near Miquelon Lake, Alberta.

My grandmother and grandfather used to sit in front of the mantle clock
on the anniversary of their daughter’s death and stare at the time ticking by,
remembering the moment of her passing. One day, my grandmother told me:
“The day of Barbara Jeanne’s death your grandfather just got very silent and
then he disappeared. He never spoke for daysl for months in fact. He would go

into the hen house, and then feed her kittens and her dog. The animals were
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calling for her, you know. They knew. He was silent. And the day after her
death, well, that’s when your grandfather changed forever.”

My grandmother sensed a change in my grandfather that I could not see.
My grandfather never spoke about his daughter’s death to me but kept a picture
of her near his bedside, until the time of his own death. Lingering in the words of
my grandmother, and the silence of my grandfather, are the effects fear can have
on the heart. Suffering takes a voice; it is replaced with memories that disturb
and, sometimes, prevent new ones from being born.

I am reminded of my immigrant students who come into the classroom,
hesitating to enter through the door. The classroom is an unknown; I meet my
students at the intersection of my classroom and their home country. The stories
of their lives are welling inside them, waiting to be released. I imagine the
classroom as a refuge for these impending stories. The classroom is for my
students a place where adversity meets diversity. With our shared experiences,
my students, and I have met grief and have faced the matters that life and death
present, with suffering and compassion. I have learned to live with grief and
courage, through my own experiences of being in sorrow. But how can I learn to
reopen my heart when fear from my own past returns? How can I acknowledge
the devastating stories of displacement and loss that come into my classroom?

How can I dwell without trepidation?
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Suffering takes on many forms; pain exists in memories of death, sickness,
poverty, vigilantism, or war. Apprehension takes its place in the heart. However,
when the unspeakable becomes the speak-able, stories are released. The
following letter was written by Great-grandfather Erik to console the grieving
parents of Barbara Jeanne. Sometimes the matters are so incomprehensible that
words are needed to guide and to loosen the hold fear has on the heart:

Feby [sic] 28-43
Dear Ada and Johnnie,
Reid [sic] your wire and you have are [sic] heartfelt sympathy. But remember
that is God’s wish for a dear little soul as her to be taken from us. And she is
going to be in a place at peace and rest. Life is just a matter of destiny and this is
one of those few things we have no control off [sic]. So lets [sic] not grieve too
much and live with the thoughts that some day we will meet our little angel in
heaven.
As ever,
Dad

Barbara Jeanne’s story lives in the cellar of her home. Despite its
connotation of loss, the cellar is also a place of preservationl] and of ambiguity.
The image of the cellar door opens to the possibilities of understanding the

sights, smells and sounds of foreignness. Foreignness is at first
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incomprehensible. It is the look, sound, and feel of a life other than my own. I
relive my student’s fear of losing her tribal language, because English is ‘taking
over.” She cannot remember some the words and phrases her grandmother
taught her. She has forgotten the home country recipes her mother taught her.
And now my student wants to teach her daughter about the traditions and
cultures from their home country. There is loss when one becomes foreign.
Countries are lost, as well as families, and in some cases identities are cast away
and new appellations take form. These are “imperceptible situations” (Cixous &
Calle-Gruber, 1997, p. 70) for the teacher to unravel within her teaching world.
But however foreign to teaching and living these events are, they remain close to
the heart. Great-grandfather writes in his letter to “live with the thoughts.” My
student lives with the thought of losing her home country in her new country of
Canada. The phrase “live with” reminds me to live acceptingly of the matters

that come into my classroom.

Figure 4. Grandfather and Grandmother Erickson WWitair daughter, Barbara Jeanne
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I return to another scene in my childhood which was the arrangement of a
circle of chairs in a living room home in which neighbours and family would
gather to socialize and converse on the matters the day had presented. The circle
of languages, Ukrainian, Italian, and Swedish, enclosed a setting of a table where
members of the family put order to discussion: the most prominent persons were
my great-grandfathers, sitting at the head of it, eliciting the topic for the evening.
I tried to bring my own voice forth amongst the assertiveness of the dialogues,
but doing this only buried my voice deeper into the foreign languages spoken
around me. [ used my English but noticed that streaming from their mouths was
another English not like my own. Those age-old conversations never seemed to
settle. They were topics usually taken up underneath the portraits of my great-
grandfathersl] portraits placed on the wall as a reminder of their determination
for their new lives in Lethbridge. There weren’t any smiles in these sepia-
coloured portraits.

One story I attempted to translate from these conversations was the one of
my name. I overheard my name pronounced in a multitude of ways: Candachi,
Candace, something in Ukrainian that I cannot remember and sometimes nothing
but a gesture, a sound, or a quick nod of the head. When I heard my name, I
listened intently. I was taught not to interrupt; I learned to wait patiently. But

there were times that I became desperate to be heard, for I feared not being
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heard. My English blended into the accents of the languages being spoken
around the table, proclaiming the blue-collar work ethic that brought a living to
the table I sat at every supper. I was reminded of the gratitude I should have for
my family who worked hard to maintain a good life in Lethbridge. And I was
reminded how hard my great-grandparents worked when they first arrived to
Alberta. Their hard work as people who never went to school in Canada but who
could speak English was a story that lived in my home. Hard work was the job of
a railroader and coal miner. But I soon came to understand that the stories of
hard work were not about personal success but of wanting to be understood.

In the process of learning what gratitude meant in the Ukrainian home I
learned to share my voice in, I often went to my great-grandmother’s house and
sat with other women who would ask me questions in Ukrainian. I smiled and
stared and looked back to my Ukrainian great-grandmother, waiting for her to
translate. This scene from my great-grandmother’s home became one in my
teaching life, where I would help my students to translate the new world in
which they lived.

I learned to remember because things can not always be written down. I
learned to preserve memory like the vegetables that became the sauerkraut, the
beets, and the mustard pickles in the jars my Ukrainian great-grandmother

prepared when fall would change to winter. I watched my great-grandmother as
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she would pull the vegetables from the garden and lay them on the cement to
dry. I wanted to water the vegetables and bring them back to life but knew that
soon they would be placed on the counter and left for pickling. The vegetables
were put into jars and my great-grandmother’s hands were so strong that when
she closed the lids they were difficult to open. It was as if she never wanted the
jars to be opened again. These jars of preservation belonged in the cellar, a room
in the basement of Nana’s home where we would go together and begin
arranging them: last year’s would move to the front and this year’s to the back of
the shelf. The jars were very cold, smooth, and some grimy. I felt lost in the
cellar, for there wasn’t any light, just the light from the entrance of its door. Nana
could see in the dark and knew the shelves as if they were a map of her own
routines in life. The shelves spoke in seasons and the freshest of the jars would
not be opened most likely until the early winter. Nana never took my hand to
help me, but I could feel her presence. I could hear her dusting the shelves and
teeling the walls, the calluses on her hands sounding like sandpaper.

The cellar was a dark place. I could hear the conversations in the jars[ the
ones contained and the ones not allowed to be heard. One conversation was
about my grandfather’s brother who probably wasn’t his real brother. I
overheard one day that my great-uncle didn’t belong to our family and that

Nana had given birth before my grandfather was born. I would stare at my great-
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uncle’s face from that moment on, searching for the difference between the
brothers. I could not see difference.

One time I was sent into the cellar alone. I noticed the piercing redness of
the beets in the jars. The room was alive; there was breath in the jars sealed
tightly so life could not escape. It seemed that there was no end to this room. Its
vast darkness conjured up uninviting places. These places were the ones that
never shone like the meticulous home of my Swedish great-grandmother or her
silk-covered chairs that I sat on with my back straight, hoping I wouldn’t break
the hand-carved, wooden flowers that framed the backrest.

The cellar was a place of perseverance. Traveling down to the cellar took
many years and, I shed private tears that my great-grandmothers never saw.
Even the brightest of light can not take away the meaning the cellar holds for me,
for it remains as it was, an everlasting symbol and test of emotional and spiritual
endurance. I wanted to see beyond what couldn’t be seen. I wanted to hear
beyond what couldn’t be heard. I wanted to believe that even in the most

imperceptible places, life lived.

Fear is what cannot be understood: How does whaitiunderstood affect my
teaching? The cellar is apprehension that hasdeaded into my teaching. The cellars,
as they existed in the two family homes from theatave, are the contexts of the

unexpected moments and events that enter into asgrdom. The cellars are also stories
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of attempted assassination, the loss of a child,aother or a father; they are the loss of
hearing when suddenly a bomb ignites; they aréogeof a birth name. My students
carry these losses. They are stories that defmertbsent difficulties in becoming
residents of a new country or of past difficulttdsabandoning home. The past and the
present together form a more complete understarafihgw living perceptively in loss
will revive the will to tell the story in placesrffom apprehension.

Stories from past and present live within me. Taeystories of the unknown or
the unexpected. Some of these stories are onesahabt be easily revealed. My
students forewarn that they cannot tell their sgriThese stories are matters that have
not been resolved, and they are difficult to redeiaso the reality of the classroom, and to
other listeners who might be carrying a similangt&®eturning to the cellars of the heart
enables me to speak to the matters that are intertbe heart. They are the matters that
are more perceptible to the heart than to the ear.

The cellar door that | attempted to reopen throogative acts to release a
buried understanding of my identity as a teachesrayst the unknown ones from my
past. Cixous (1997) speaks to the “secrets hiddémman relations” (p. 70) and “the
circumstantial events [that] plunge the reader aaitars...of the heart” (p. 70). As |
grow in my teaching, the events that take placgayrclassroom are at times
imperceptible or, at the least, unpredictable. Ftbendepths of my past are stories that
shape the meaning of being a stranger to pedaddanziscapes. | return confident in my
ability to navigate as a teacher.

The cellar signifies the ironic feeling of comferhile being in discomfort. The

narrative speaks to unease in foreign landscapesylteaching, unease is a landscape of
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displacement. The cellar speaks in a voice of digloy; it opens a space to bring lands
together from diverse experiences of living andrewy. The cellar is an inviting place to
join in the recognition of foreignness. The invidatto dwell within fear together unites
my students and me in experiences of learning @aching. Our shared stories are from
the common reality in which we live. In the recagm of the self in foreign places and
spaces, | share in narrative a historical and aogofphical moment of the self immersed
in-between the two curricular worlds afirriculum-as-live(d)andplanned(Aoki,
1986/2005). The entrance to the cellar remainshbrigppen my eyes to see the corners
of the cellar that complicate the stories | knowlweravel with intention. This journey
illuminates the fear of being in the unknown.

I look with my eyes wide open to the horizon of being a Canadian teacher. |
approach the cellar as a place of reassurancénbat recognize as one with a
multiplicity of voices calling me to return to therizon from which | emerge. Constance
Blomgren (2003) states that “[flear begins and grawaen we forget, ignore, or cut
ourselves off from the root of our shared humamtitie and in this denial we feed the
pseudo darkness and remain intimidated by its po(eeB6). | blend into the roots of
my own historicity; | live with the stories that@ampany the matters life brings into my

teaching praxis.
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Being in Language
Language: forest with all the roots/audible
0 Hélene CixousRootprints: Memory and Life Writing

My students’ stories become more pronounced wiféaudties from their first
countries are spoken about. My taken-for-granteaggons in Canada become places |
learn to grow in. Through my immigrant students’mogxperiences of living and learning
in Canada, they have shown me how to face thosmifk-granted situations of safety
and peace. Their stories illuminate the places/eliged from in my home, classroom,
and country. | face these places more aware of e in imperceptible locations of
teaching, and | see them as a home now, a plateahamore familiar with and
comfortable in. In this new awareness, | returthese homes to rediscover what | had
taken for granted. | took for granted the basicessities in my life, such as the freedoms
| have in Canada to be able to eat, drink cleamrvand walk without persecution. From
hiding from the paramilitary to sitting in a homerohg drought unable to eat, the stories
are told in different ways. | reflect on my stud@mxperiences, when they remember
home: My student writes about her mother’s deathraow she now struggles in Canada
without a parent. Another student frequently speddaut wanting to someday find her
father who disappeared, while her family was innatign. My students invite me to
walk in their shoes (Gadamer, 1975) when they @it to listen to their stories. |
become more aware and more conscious than evansipgose (Gadamer, 1975) my self
into another’s experience.

| once met a Ukrainian woman on a train while ttengeto the south of Thailand.

She asked what my last name was, and | told herttivas Lewko. She told me that my
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last name meant “white” and “truth.” The experientéearning the meaning of my
Ukrainian last name reminded me of Great-grandfatfiiam Lewko’s arrival to Ellis
Island, New York. The story was that his first namvhich was spelled in Ukrainian as
Wasyl, was changed to William. | contemplate Gigratrdfather’s entrance into a new
land with a new name, and | think about the losthefname Wasyl, as | enter into the
familiar yet foreign land of the classroom. | aedvin the port of the twenty-first century
as a teacher with a Ukrainian last name. My acisethiat of a teacher. | experience,
daily, a migration of students coming in and outhef doors of the classroom. Walter
Mignolo (1999) speaks to “the encounters betwe@pleewith different approaches to
language” (p. 303): What is the significance ofsthencounters between my students and
me? What is spoken? What can be heard? Cixous ) s88ilarly writes that “we hear
what language says (to us) inside our own wordlseavery moment of enunciation” (p.
85). Eva Hoffman (1989) says that “nothing fullyiseg until it is articulated” (p. 29). |
am an utterance of ethnicity. My exigency for presey language is one where | am able
to return again, to the places in the heart, whema time | felt exiled in the space
between language and non-language. Within the dpeteesen language and non-
language are storied phrases of another’s lifes@lséories are fragmented. The
fragments dislocate me from the layered landscapbsing a Canadian teacher. The
return to these landscapes begins one narratiwiich | cultivate in the experience of
being in foreignness of language.

My Ukrainian great-grandmother was one of my fastounters with
foreignness. What was my way of being in her woHi@? world was comprised of the

Ukrainian she spoke and the home she kept. Her lvomained traces of her first home,
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the Ukraine, which was a part of my home. | livadhe subtleties of the foreign worlds
present in the homes | grew up in. Sometimes thelséeties spoke louder than the
obvious; the obvious were the traditions we celiatand the food my family ate. My
nana opened her world to me through the counttii@fJkraine. This experience in
being in her language has now become central iwayyof seeing the self in another’s
world, where | juxtapose the site of Nana’s gardgainst my first and second teaching
worlds. I look around me to otherness; othernegamsediate to my understanding about
the relationship between the foreign and famiiiathe context of home. The
relationship between the self and the other isnaptex portrait to envisage when foreign
languages and ways of living with them are intraatumto the familiar worlds of home.
Otherness contributes to an understanding of teuse the other, in locations that
resemble home. | return to one home within a hotnere/l approximate traces of the
self, living in foreignness.

Narrative: Cultivating Language

He sat in a chair against the wall, knees high on the foot stool below him.
He resembled a baby, one eating the dough, his toothless grin, lips folding
around it passing sustenance to his soul. I sensed contentment in my great-
grandfather’s silence. He stared at the wall, as sounds emerged from his throat.
He gave a small utterance of thanks, and my great-grandmother bowed,
fervently kneading her dough.

I usually stood at the centre of this scene listening to the reverberating

stillness[] an unexpected offer. Great-grandmother Nana spoke to herself and
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seldom shared her morning conversations that set out afternoon plans to meet
acquaintances and attend to the must-visits for the day. Except for hers, my
conversations were absent, the topics dwindling down into the abyss of non-
voices that in their silence spoke over each other. Nana was lonely shutting, the
doors to every part of her house. The home contained her. She wore her paths
amongst it, ambulating in shuffles across the floor, peering down as if
remembering in the moment that some task must be done. In that home, those
shut doors kept me out of her rooms, except for the shrine-like one that
contained the portrait of her Ukrainian wedding. I could barely make out who
the young bride was and who the handsome man with dark hair was. Time
changed the appearance of the people who now lived in this home.

There were occasions when the sounds of the shutting doors were louder
than Nana’'s silence, although the clamour of her English was equally
commanding and abrupt. I would see her step out of her shrine shaking her
head. The portrait that most likely reminded her of the past and the union to the
man who brought her here remained intact] a firm statement about her first life.
I would turn to every sound she made, hoping that it would continue into a
conversation and back and forth. Most of the time I would think about what I
should say or how I could start the conversation. The questions persisted in my

mind, waiting to be pioneered, and Nana remained distant. When I tried to
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interrupt her busyness, the possibility of a conversation became even more
remote. Her routine was a pattern I could not break; it was entrenched in her
daily manner and goings about. I often had sudden urges to cry out in a strident
voice that mimicked hers, to command her attention like she did mine, for this
was the way she wanted to be understood. Her tone was abrasive yet filled with
care and love. There was something peculiar about the way she ignored me.

Great-grandfather, Papa, was the translator of the household. Many times
when I entered this home, he would smile, acknowledging my presence. Papa
knew everything. He was a craftsman. At high afternoon, he would disappear
into the garage where I would follow, listening for him to guide me through the
dark of it. I remember his soft voice, for he barely spoke; I had to listen carefully.
The shuffles and scuffs of his feet are rooted in my memory. He moved with
intention, and his willingness to teach me wood crafting and gardening was a
testament to his patience.

Papa’s skilled hands tended the garden my great-grandmother and he
mutually kept. Food was plentiful and abundant. Life was nurtured in their
home, the silent brick house secluded in the surroundings of greenery. The
garden he tended was one of raspberries and strawberries and the odd perennial
that grew in between the berries. I witnessed the coming back of the perennials

and waited for the exact moment for them to bloom.
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My great-grandmother spoke to her garden in Ukrainian. The words were
somewhat of a song and half-chant. She was at times disgusted that some plants
had not grown and cursed at the weather that beat down on the fragile leafs as
they peered through the earth. She often turned flowers’ heads to the sun
redirecting them to the light, as if the engulfing rays were not enough in her
corner of the garden. She would scream at the slugs that lived under the
vegetable leaves and take my hand to show me where the potato bugs were. Her
garden was infested and this meant war! At times, I would watch her in her
tirades. They were moments of incoherence, which were incomprehensible to
me. And in a moment, as quickly as spring showers would end, she was back
tending her garden with gentleness, her movements light and fair-footed. The
garden grew above me, a tower of her corn, peas, potatoes, carrots, beets,
radishes, lettuce, and cucumbers all in a row. Her language cajoled the
vegetables into a growing frenzy, green and luscious. She was ever-present in
my childhood, tending the language I borrowed to begin understanding my own
caring and nurturing of the things and people I loved. However harsh and
abrupt, her touch was delicate and her life as a Ukrainian embodied in her
garden.

Our eyes would meet as she methodically plodded about the garden. I

could interpret her every emotion by the strength she used to pull the carrots and
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the frustration she felt when they were pulled prematurely. At that very moment
I would open my mouth to speak; at the first utterance, her back would turn
towards me, and her stocky figure would disappear into the blinding sunlight
that shone into my eyes.

In my conversations with Nana, we never spoke. When she called on the
phone, I would pick it up and hear the silence crackling and clickingd her
tongue searching for the words. I imagined her bringing the words up from the
depths of the garden, a place where she saved them in the roots of the plants. She
stored her English in the ground.

“Nana?” I would ask. “Is that you?”

“Candace.” My name was not easy for her to say. It had a variation of a
pronunciation, like a multi-syllabic name or another name she once knew.

I became frustrated with her attempts to speak English to me. I hid when she
called me in for supper. I pretended not to know that she was calling me, for the
way she said my name embarrassed me. I would speak over her English and
correct her. Her English did not sound harmonious like the sound of her
Ukrainian. Her English was broken and cracked, much like the left-over
vegetables from her garden preserved in the jars in the cellar for winter. Her

English remained dormant.
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In her later age, she reverted to speaking more to herself; and I still
listened, waiting for my name. I was told a story about the night my great-
grandmother passed away: She awoke in the middle of the night talking to
herself. I imagined, though, this conversation as one of the many she intended to
have. She spoke in Ukrainian in her last utterances of her life. The doctor called it
“dementia.” In the midst of her rants, names suddenly returned to her. She had
remembered and her voice rang out far across the rooms where other sickly
people lay sleepingl] dreams and nightmares.

Nana’slanguage wasn’t always complete sentences. In her imperfect
English, she tried to close the silence between her language and this new foreign
language. She was a Ukrainian that spoke in ways that showed the meaning of
“care” and “nurture.” I observed her tending her garden, and now I tend my
own versions of gardens, the at times incoherent languages of my students that
circulate around the class. Being in a foreign language reminds me of my second
world of teaching in Japan and how in my daily living, I struggled to ask for the
things I wanted. I listen while in the cracks that I was brought to by my great-
grandmother’s English. I have learned that to be in these cracks is to know that I
am with my students in their own struggles to learn Englishl and my own to
understand their stories. I allow my self to fall in these fractures of

understanding where I am brought into translation; the meaning of the language
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my students use, “the English,” is much like the broken one spoken in the
Ukrainian homes I grew up in. I sit in silence, listening and seizing meaning the
moment a language blossoms. This moment brings me to the memory of
drowning Nana’s English with my own. It reminds me of the guilt I feel for what
might have been my impatience with her learning English. I search for this

reconciliation and look for a place in the language I speak. I look for my home.

At present, the garden is dug up in Nana’s home the conversations we once
had are giving way to other stories. My story beigaiapan when | remember waiting
for someone to initiate a word, a greeting, a saiom. | return to the time when Nana
searched for her own words; | was impatient witm&la journey in learning English.

Her new home in Lethbridge was transposed int@heten. Her garden was her
language. | could understand this language anchdmer in which she tended to it. This
enabled me to begin articulating the words “cared &oft,” qualities that signified my
teaching, growth and patience.

My students do not abandon their first home inrthew learning experience. |
bracket the moment when | tried to protect my &elih the Ukrainian that | thought
would take my English away; | depart from my inif@rception of foreignness that |
thought of as confining. Now, | welcome foreignnasmy classroom, and the languages
and the people who arrive into it. | open more sgaany teaching praxis. Itis a
limitless and boundless site of learning.

The accents and tones explored in the narr&ivévating Languageincovered

discourse in the experience of being in a foreegrgliage. The discourse begins with two
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voices speaking in two separate languages: EnglighJkrainian. The following
guestions came out of the narrative: What are ¢heras that | speak with? What are the
ones which speak to my identity as a Canadian? \Afiedihe local inflections that speak
to my identity as a teacher? Are they the accentsyagreat-grandmothers? How can |
translate this discourse into my own teaching @axid to speak of it so as to be
inclusive of the other, the stranger that comes my classroom?

The English that | grew up with resembled old-coyfanguages spoken in
coherent conversations. These compositions spealy identitywith my ancestors and
my immigrant students, not apart from them. Histoag languaged our identities as
multi-ethnics: as student and teacher we are sgtttamigrants, emigrants, newcomers.
History then begins a further translation of baiegoved from origin: we are Ukrainian-
Canadian, Swedish-Canadian. The hyphens sepanaiedmtds from new home
countries. The dichotomy of the self in old courand new country exists as unified in
the collective histories and voices of long-agoemstars. Italian blended with Swedish
blended with French blended with Ukrainian, | am $ite blended into the foreign voices
that speak to my identity. | am the location intoiet the voices settle. | hear a legacy of
voices breaking through the hyphens and joining multiplicity of tones of otherness.
Otherness is transposed into the familiar.

Curriculum reconceptualist theorists such as Huefasecited in Pinar, 1975b)
consider the following while in the act of praatigia lived curriculum: “Curricular
practice is not simply concern for the constructibthe educative environment; it is also
concern for human events that occur within thairenwment” (p. 265). In order to find

the discourse to “describe and explain human ever@ducative situations” (p. 265) for
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the human and historical event of migration, | IdoKthe linkage of biography to
history” (p. 265). More particularly, the discoutisehe narrativeCultivating Language
articulates the stories of otherness that live ynclassroom. The story is one that
encompasses an event and a wave of migration. &gi@om becomes home.

| am reminded of the uniqueness of my studentsiefavhen they speak about
where they come from. Their stories bring togethssninto the classroom. At first, the
stories seem commonplace. The students tell almyutliey migrated from country to
country trying to find a new and safe home. For e@tudents, home is freedom; it is a
life without war and persecution, one in which peagan live with a distinct voice and
with choice. Stories heighten the experience afidpaiteacher. Stories can heal and are
transposed from the past into teaching (Pinar, 004

Being a teacher of English-as-a-Second/Additioreatduage is a place of being
and living within tensioned worlds (Aoki, 1986/200%he teaching world is
dichotomous; it is split by the multiple experieadeom teacher to student. In this place
of being and living in dichotomies, my previous ieamate concern for understanding
why | am a teacher has suddenly become how | damoadedge my students’ lived
stories and my owlived experiencewithin acurriculum-as-plan(Aoki,1986/2005)
How can I, outside the rigidity of the teachingrpfar the day, display my consciousness
of another’s experience and my concern and cararfother in my teachindf this
tensionality between these two worlds, | am remihaeone story which a student told
of her parents being murdered in genocide. | rethgs moment of her telling the story
when she writes it in a paragraph. When | readoheagraph, | try to bring together my

world with her§l | wonder how this is even possible. | resituatepugition from teacher



131
listener of her story. | listen without assessieg English or the story. In the tensioned
world of student and teacher through the experiehter narrative, the story introduces
fear into the safety of my Canadian world. | regptmher story in my own process of
self-reflexivity. | cannot find a story from my widrto share with her. What is common
about her story and my historical situation? Howwdtl | comfort her? Would it be better
to remain as an observer of her history? | immetiidiecome displaced in my role as
teacher and in my response to her narrative. Mydnaord her world remain tensioned
through her writing. Although my reality in my Cateais one of perceived safety and
protection, in this moment, my reality becomes itaglent’'s experience with the murder
of her parents. Her experience strikes my own obexistence as a Canadian teacher. |
am alive as a teacher. She is alive. Aoki providsght into living with tension in a
teaching praxis:

[To] be alive is to live in tension; that, in fadtjs the tensionality that allows

good thoughts and actions to arise when propenlsio@ed chords are struck, and

that tensionless strings are not only unable te gnice to songs, but also unable

to allow a song to be sung...that this tensionahtjmy] pedagogical situation is

a mode of being a teacher...marked by despair anelésgness, and at other

times, challenging and stimulating, evoking hopedsks for venturing forth.

(Aoki, 1986/2005, p. 162)

In my compassion for this student, caught in a dvoflcivil war, the chords of
tensionality ring with an altered tone. They becdheesong that continues into other
teaching situations. The cadence of stories revbkalssignificance for my

understanding the journey of all people’s storiester into a world away from my
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world. | enter with my heart open to the dichotometorlds of good and bad, foreign
and familiar. | fuse these worlds with hope ane$oght. | return to explore my senses of
currereto see, feel, touch the world that | come from drelcultures that | encounter in
my teaching: “I ....try to uncover layer by layemiin the outside in, from the top to the
ground, from the abstract to the concrete placeaevteaching truly dwells” (Aoki, as
cited in Pinar & Irwin, 2005, p. 17).

In the layers of my tensioned teaching experieaogisthe stories that are
contained within these experiences, | return toiAgkedagogicalvatchfulnesand
thoughtfulnesgAoki, 1992/2005), which guides me to understandpmgsence as a
teacher in the historical-present. Being watchhud thoughtfupoints to how to be
present in the dual identity of Canadian teachattedmpt to “unfold layers of
understandings” (p. 197) about my teaching praxisugh reviewing my historical-
present teaching context. My students often expgtame the relationships of teacher and
student in their home countries. | often wondehdy carry these same expectations with
them to Canada and if so, | contemplate how | @arobr the relationship they had with
their first teachers. | reawake to moments of gareeness.

| am homesteading. | arrive into the interiorityno§ own foreignness where the
past always retells in different ways. My percepsiof this foreign interiority are put on
course once again by being in difference. Beindjfierence opens my eyes and my
heart; | wait for the next knock on the classroamrd When the door opens, | welcome
the assemblage of generations of people and oraie, agy classroom becomes a place

where migration takes its course.
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Inherited Landscapes of Storied Knowing
[O]ccupying the lived and educational spaces beatweane defamliarizes the familiar
while making a home out of a strange new land.
—William Pinar, fromCurriculum in a New Key
Maxine Greene’s writing iTeacher as StrangeEducational Philosophy for the
Modern Agg1973) is persuasive. Greene explores what meawindpe held in a
teaching praxis in the chapter “Teacher as Strdn&ée conceives the analogy of a
teacher as a stranger to illustrate the foreignatti®e self in a teaching situation. In the
wake of divergent social, pedagogical, and hisabgontexts, the implications for “what
is experienced” (p. 272) between student and teadfext the consciousness of the
teacher. Greene writes about the teacher’s inwasdide teacher looks inward to
understand her self in relation to her teachingasion, especially to the people in it.
Greene (1973) elucidates that the teacher uncamdgisubmerges her self midst the
changing exteriority of her teaching praxis. Cosedy, how the teacher views her self in
teaching affects the perceptions the studentshwitl of themselves.
Greene (1973) speaks to “how the teacher concéiredsuman being” (p. 99).
My conceptions of my students who are learning Bhghs an additional language are
based on my experiences of growing up with foréégnguages outside my maternal
tongue. How | see my students as learners of Bnghisiinds me of my unsettlement
with living in foreign languages, cultures, andretitraditions. Ukrainian and Swedish
were familiar languages spoken to me as a childratite homes in which | grew up.
When | hear maternal languages being spoken inlasgmom, | return to my homes that

nurtured the experience of my being in foreignnesss unable to understand the words
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being spoken around me. | strived to connect tdahguages and make them my own. |
remember listening carefully to each sound andatheoice in the conversation. | relive
those moments not being able to communicate ini&nglith those who didn’t speak
English. This experience of being in foreign langemaffects the way | live as a teacher,
in my teaching praxis. Not understanding the laggsany students speak does not
separate me from them; rather, the multiple langaapoken in my classroom bring me
closer to understanding their new lives as an imamigin Lethbridge.

| empathize with my students who are themselvewigg in a new language. |
share with them my experiences of growing up ir fanguages, all of which were
spoken in my home; however, | never learned tolspead or write any of them. But |
live with/in them. Ukrainian and Swedish were nrgtficonsciousness of foreign
languages. | recollect living in the sounds offibweign through the despair in my
Ukrainian great-grandmother’s voice, and throughahbruptness of Great-grandmother
Hedvig’'s Swedish. Living in the tones of an addiablanguage opened my eyes in a
more detailed way to the world in which | live ateacher. | ponder my teaching self as
one who was influenced to become a teacher otneohistorical and emigrational
circumstances | was born into. | emerged from sohysof migration and now pass this
experience on to my classroom. | am an inherit@moimmigrant past. It is a past that
acknowledges the difficulties of learning how tantoue in new dialogues of learning,
when a homeland becomes the unfamiliar. My studemdisl endure together in
conversations of settlement and adaptation. Wise® Imy own difficulties with living in
a foreign language, | am less inclined to surrenadne impulse to leave the situation.

Shared experiences of being in foreignness are toapsknown territories in language
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and culture. The terrain of the classroom expavd®en foreignness reaches the world of
the Canadian classroom, the classroom and the @eojltransform to live in these new
territories.

My students continually return to their originalrhes through their stories.
Narratives of departure from their home countriespermanent in the hearts of my
students; narratives of arrival to Canada ofteresgthe first impressions Canada has
left on them. These first impressions reveal thatstadents are able to move freely.
They are able to breathe and live, and sleep spuvitin tired. The constant change in
moving from homelands to new lands brings abowwaareness of home and becomes,
in the location of Lethbridge, Alberta, yet anotstary. The experience of leaving a
homeland involves a conscious return to homes witbimes; traces of the self (Cixous
& Calle-Gruber, 1997) are left behind in homelaraeating new routes to
understanding the self in new dwellings. My immigratudents want to seek out these
traces of the self, when they return to their owmbland stories. They are completing a
journey into their own understandings of their ferrhives in the first country, in the
context of their new countries. My students rewisiime, as if for the first time. The first
home is a permanent place in the heart and an iegdetory in my classroom.

When | contemplate the meaning of language, dislmtaand identity in living
pedagogy, | also contemplate my own departure frdoreign interiority to an
exteriority of familiarity, in the experience ofaehing. Greene asserts that “experience is
continuous” (Greene, 1973, p. 158). My studentssteties that live in their past; they

are unimaginable stories of human conflict, evaonaand expulsion. | am foreign to
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my self when my students’ stories are far removethfmy present circumstances. Their
stories uproot me from my homes and from the wiayolwv my self in my home country.

Miller (2005) refers to the self @asversion our stories of our selves. Multiple
versions of the self become evident when | recardite meaning of the self in
pedagogical contexts. The narratitemesteading Originevealed for menultiple
versions of self told in stories by my family. Idoually return to my own ancestral
stories of migration to understand my students’ Wawee spent most of their lives in
resettlement. My students bring stories from theime countries into the classroom. |
often hear the question “Do you think you will eVesive again?” and then the response,
“No. Canada is my home, now.” They recount theivéls and years spent in first,
second, and third migrations; Canada, for some fasirth migration. Most cannot
remember their lives in their first country becatlsgy left it early in their childhood.
Whichever country my students have come fromtétigo the stories, aware of their
efforts to immigrate to Canada.

Some students recount moments in childhood walkangours to get water from
a community well. They speak about walking for ways to get to school and others
about playing in the villages and never attendrigpsl at all. There are tender moments
about learning how to speak a tribal language faognandmother and how learning
English is now taking away the memories of thattfiearning of ancestral languages. My
students reminisce about the years spent livimgfugee camps before coming to
Canada, and they speak of the anxiety that contbstis waiting. Stories of language

and perseverance open more space in my heart. Yipatudents’ stories begin to
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approach the homes | grew up in, | begin to empathith them; their stories are
transposed into my own settling in the homes | gugvin and the countries | came from.

The meaning of home is diverse. Home can be shalteicountry in which one is
born. A classroom takes on the life of a homes # comfortable place where new
friendships are formed and family is welcome. laiglace of conversation, where new
dialogues open, and new horizons of understandimgeaiewed. Whatever meaning
home holds for my students, finding that meaningpbees a journey in itself. The
classroom becomes a settlement site where thedimreéal move and breathe comes forth.
Yet, as the immensity of living within a foreigifidiemerges, the reality of where and
what home has become returns unexpectedly. My stsidell stories to make sense of
their new realities.

The narratives in this thesis are written fronmethcultural, curricular, and
pedagogical locations. | move from the universahparticular to focus on who | am
and what | do within each of these locations. vetalongside my students’ lives and
return with them to their home countries, by thaiss they tell me. | listen to the foreign
languages spoken around me in the classroom. Ligitiys new perceptiveness is a
conscious living out of traces of ancestral rolgésin my memory. Gadamer (1975)
says that an awareness of our historical conscieperas when we travel into the “alien
worlds” (p. 303) of our historicity. These worldst@ connect us to others in order that
we can “embrace the historical depths of our seffsciousness” (p. 303).

| also listen for my students’ English and throulgis additional language for
their understanding of themselves as new Canadiéisen to a story of one woman in

my class who wishes for her mother to leave thecolahtry ways back home and to live
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in the new-country ways Canada has to offer. Ilegar Ukrainian returning when this
student looks for an entrance into new country whgan hear Swedish when her mother
yearns to return home to her country. The languagesw up hearing in my home live
in my classroom; they are spoken in diverse voicesiiple tongues, and shared stories.

| share stories to create common ground. Thisrgtdaecomes one landscape in
which my students and | reside collectively. Instashared lands, the notions of home,
departure, and dislocation become another languiggien to in order to understand my
foreignness in the classroom. Time and againurnetio stories about growing up as a
fourth-generation Canadian of Ukrainian origin iethbridge. David G. Smith, in his
essay “Halfbreed: A Canadian Existential ViewQafrriculum” (1973) provides insights
into understanding what being at home means whercan articulate the place from
which one comes. Smith asks a succession of questignificant for an initial
understanding of the meaning of one’s culture: “Widaes it mean to speak of one’s
culture? Is it simply an outward display of costuamel ceremony, or are these only
illuminations of a deeper inward reality? Is a @twoif the latter an invalidation of the
former?” (Smith, 1973, p. 57).What is the deeperard reality of being a fourth-
generation Canadian teacher? What effect doesitjghao sense of personal place” (p.
56) mean for the experience of being Canadian? Veiring at understanding the
significance home has for the meaning of being @ma@en teacher, the teacher has
essentially come home. Smith concludes that “oneesr at a sense of place the moment
there is that certain feeling of deep acceptanamefs fundamental humanity. It
involves a sense of being understood and givemnldmeo ‘be’ without judgement and

ridicule” (Smith, 1973, p. 61).
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The homes | return to in my narratives are distgettremain close to my
understanding of being a Canadian teacher. | dee®k to change these homes, as they
will remain a part of the homelands that my fanaiéyme from. | continue to live in my
teaching. Homes are rooted in land. Grandfathen deturned to his original homes
when he was ninety years old. He revisited the tothiat he was raised in as a child and
the ones he raised his own family in. He continteetlavel to the homes that he
remembered well from his childhood: they were aalkas a bridge and as vast as the
lake into which his 1929 Ford Whippet plunged tlgloan icy surface; others were as
solemn as the country church yard’s cemetery winargt of his family is buried, and as
everlasting as the hand-built, stone fireplace pinavided the warmth and comfort the
winter weather on the prairies couldn’t. He wowdgisit these places many times over
but commented in his autobiography that the memaoatained within these homes
“disturbed” him.

My interpretation of Grandfather John’s use oktdrb” is to disrupt or displace.
This word moves me into contemplation. He mostiyikecognized the obvious changes
in the landscapes he grew up in. The house he ti#idMas probably torn down and the
land he had farmed grown over with trees. These significant sites for him. He had
invested the total of his energies making a homilen &voided writing in his
autobiography about the memories that disturbed Hiemnever examined what disturbed
him. The memories from his childhood homes provdkied to abandon his past and
present homes; yet, because he abandoned his homesned to them to uncover the
stories buried in apprehension. When | am disturbach able to move into new

landscapes of understanding. This reminds me oftbdive in my teaching praxis: the
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teaching lands transform, and they are alteredes mew student arrives into them. My
students bring with them stories that are diffiéaltme to face in the comfort of my
classroom. The stories disturb my sense of placgkde a conscious shift to understand
my students’ plight in understanding themselvethair new home.

The homes that | lived in disturb the present ustd@ding | have of my self as a
teacher of with multi-ethnic background. | reflettn my past homes and on my
immigrant family who lived in them. The differenstories that | entered into through
the doors of the home that | was raised in now afi consciousness of being a teacher.
Like in my classroom, | meet with the human asjpéttome; this is not the structure of
the homél it is the people who come from homes. The narratiwerite of home unite
the diverse histories | come from and teach in.&dsicinding my home in teaching also
means understanding the classroom as an extengedeance of migration. Who am 1 in
relation to the other? Identity begins with beindp@me or in a location or place of
comfort. Cynthia Chambers in her article “Lookirng Home: Work in Progress” (1994)
writes of her dwelling through varied identitiesake from Chambers that “I am
a...multiplicity of subjectivities that cannot be tafed by one single identity...each of
which was shaped by a different landscape” (pEdkh time | enter into new landscapes,
the language to describe the teaching experierenegels; | am able to discern the
meaning of dislocation and home when | cultivatesaly in my students’ stories. A
generation of migrating voices lives in my teachamgxis, and | move towards the

stories that are looking for a home.
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Figure 5. The Erickson Family Home: Miquelon Lakéyerta
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Homesteading Understanding: Being a Citizen ofGbeiculum World
What would curriculum look like if we centered thehool subjects in the
autobiographical histories and reflections of theb® undergo them?
—William Pinar,Curriculum Theorizing

The experience of being a Canadian teacher invalgiamic interaction with
one’s historicity and a conscious return to the ésitiat exist in the home country and
the classroom. The teacher strives to belong teadhbetry of her classroom to which she
is foreign (Greene, 1973). As new people, languagas cultures arrive into the
classroom, the presence of foreignness becomesymoad. Once pronounced, the
teacher is compelled to seek out the intersubjedpaces that allow the pedagogue to
live as engaged with/in pedagogy.

The experience of being a Canadian teacher isegkliva history of migration
that brought citizens from homelands to new coastaf living. The action of
transmigration between the foreign and the famiiads of teaching and living is
significant for this thesis. The merging of theamiliar with the familiar orients the
teacher through recognizable terrains of living teathing. The teaching situation is the
primary context into which the experience of migmt homesteading, and settlement is
reviewed. As teachers in Canada, we encounter eeyl@ in our teaching praxis, daily.
It is a world where we come to know our intercoritedness in a teaching praxis. The
world of the classroom does not exist beyond arerstdnding of the other; we come to
know what teaching is through our interaction widw learners. Teachers and students
share a familiar world of living and teaching. Hsathe world of the other to be

understood in teaching?
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Newcomers to Canada arrive into Canadian classra@omscious of their new
surroundings or places of learning. This conscieasns heightened by the unfamiliarity
of it. These new places of learning are potentahés. The teacher returns to homelands
through self-reflection and in order to keep homespnt in the classroom. The teacher
explores the self in the foreign and the familardscapes of teaching and travels back
and forth from the settings found in home/landsHesetting is comprised of homes and
lands of others. These settings are familiar visgtsn stories of migration, settlement
and homesteading. Through migration experiencésngfago, people bring a home into
a home. This event gives way to another world bdybe planned state of the
classroom. The excavation of the teaching expeegiémen foreign lands is one way that
the experience of being a Canadian teacher coudkplered. What does the teacher
become after self-excavation (Pinar, 2004) from &élamds and foreign lands?

The act of stepping out of the familiar and refleg on the meaning of the
Canadian teacher held in foreign conversationb®&tlf and other, revealed the
potential to understand the teacher self in forsiggices. Narratives evolved from the
space between the foreign and the familiar. Oneidarspace that was explored was the
site of conversations held in foreign language® d¢nversation about the experience of
being a Canadian teacher revolved around the seeen the self and the other.
Experiences of being in the foreign compelled ma ssacher to reflect on reactions to
first encounters with the imperceptible, or the nedictable. For example, an unprovoked
conversation shed light on a fraction of the exgeee of living in a multicultural
community. It was a conversation that began witju@stion:So do you know how to

speak ChineseAnd then the responddo, | am going to Japan, actuallfnd finally the
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response to respong&h! Chinese, Japanese—same thifige teacher in me engaged
not only with the spoken response but also withrésponse to the unforeseeable that
dwelled inside me. When as a teacher | am conscaibog/ own foreignness to the
situation, | am able to live in the teaching exgede more perceptively and with more
“response-ability” (Huebner, in Pinar, 1975b, p1R3.iving in unfamiliar experiences
joins the unknown and the known and expands myguegleal perceptions of the world,
and my own awareness of the teaching situation.

The joining of the foreign and familiar worlds fadiin the world of teaching
guides the teacher to understand her studentsidemnés of a classroom. The classroom
is an expanse of learning and in it are distantasltecome difficult for a teacher of
English-as-a-Second/Additional-Language to treadufh, with awareness. Being in
cultural distance is to live in dissimilarity. Paftthe experience of being a Canadian
teacher is to allow the self to live in a new awass of teaching, when divergent ways
of being in and interacting with the world entetoithe classroom. The unfamiliar sounds
of a non-maternal language are a tension in a séadditional-language classroom. The
teacher lives in the tension not as she wouldihvepprehension; she lives in the
assurance that with tension come new understandirtye relationship between the self
and other. The tension of learning a foreign laggua a pervasive one in an English-as-
a-Second/Additional-Language classroom. The teaahthis subject focuses on English
as a means to introducing immigrants to their nemmunities. But is language, either
first or additional, the only means by which one tae well?

Being in language brings the experience of hommryg to a space where stories

can be told. A newcomer’s migration story, thath& human-to-human circumstances of
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one’s life, does not exist on the periphery of g in a Canadian classroom. It exists in
the interior of it and allows for valuable insiglms$o the unfamiliarity of another’s life.
The experiences of living in a home country arereatote to the classroom. Life events
such as civil war or genocide that are brought theoclassroom as stories are not alien to
the Canadian classroom. These events, howeveraugally or historically, removed
live in the historical consciousness of the teackeen though the teacher may not have
experienced living in war. Are these events unkrde/a What is perceived from these
events is brought into the classroom, and the sramigages with the human aspect of
these events. The experiences from the studentsélomuntries cannot be removed by
guise of language learning. The experiences ofhenstlife are integral to the teacher
working through the unexpected in the classroonm@a Canadian teacher is to live in
the experience of the unfamiliar.

Being in a situation for which one has no langudges not close the possibility
for conversation. Remote voices calling from th&tathce trail into Lethbridge and into
the home of a great-grandmother who calls me iraldian to come home from a day’s
play. It is the scent of a home upon first entraf@eniliarity brings home comfort and
sometimes allows for a different way of seeing. Hemers arrive into the classroom
with questions about how to live and learn in Canadfe in a first country merges with
life in a second country. Foreign and maternal leggs connect immigrant communities
to their new country. The fusion of first and seddtomes, and additional languages,
expands into understanding of new homes. Theléinguage allows for being in new
worlds. The teacher is conscious of the foreigul, thie classroom is understood as one

that is universal in its meaning. When the teacimelerstands the past, the past becomes
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inextricably related to the present in the expergeaf being Canadian and teacher.
Migration experiences speak to displacement andttiesient where the teacher, in her
own migration between past and present, lives eutite with her students.

The teacher arrives into the educational envirorimgh preconceptions of who
the students are. These preconceptions come fresittrational aspects in which the
teacher lives and teaches. They are shaped froexfferiences that live in a past. Living
in the pedagogical situation with awareness sugsalssrders of understanding and
expands awareness. The matters that are encoumdezaning and living in a new
country guide the teacher in her teaching situafltve classroom terrain becomes more
recognizable, the sounds of voices more familiad, the histories of others more
pronounced. Being a Canadian teacher begins witkglin unknown circumstances and
with a new way of seeing the unfamiliar, unlike dref

Immigrant students, who are studying English atimng; inscribe their lives on
paper, as writing about their first homes. Theiwgtin its permanence, provides insight
into the home before migration. Before my studéeigin to write their stories, they
sometimes share it through discussion and in an space of trust. Their stories tell
about the hardships they face as émigrés. But thesiships are not only of physical
endurance. They speak about how they strive to W is important to them: their
languages, traditions, and cultures. The heirlobrogght with them from first countries:
a wrist watch to a few photographs of a father amabther left behind in a home
country, speak to the moments when my studentsthegiefirst steps in telling their
stories. Some had barely begun to walk on the ilatodwhich they were born when they

had to leave their first country. Others had teetkltger steps: saying good-bye to a
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home and being cognizant of leaving. Within thigri@aance, they stepped out of their
first country and into Canada. For some, Canadarbea continuation of learning about
existence and survival, and such stories resondtesiclassroom. Stories open ways to
possibilities of understanding the connection offf®me countries and homelands. The
stories told reorient the traveler and homesteatdikgs its course. The teacher lives in
the possibility of a renewed awareness.

Students speak freely about moments from theislithiat sometimes disturb an
understanding of life that revolves in and aroumgldlassroom. Some students share their
stories of how civil war has changed their liveswiver, there are subtleties in the
stories, which are not spoken. When the teachenbscarefully, and heartfully, the
unspoken guides the teacher further into her owdergtanding of being a teacher, in
unfamiliar landscapes of teachir@ne student cannot speak or write of the diffieslti
she faced in her own migration. The geographicdl@sychological terrains are difficult
to traverse. She keeps them at bay and stares litet memories of the events that
brought her to Canada. She remembers these stwhid) are difficult to retell. The
stories come close to home, however remote thelr@reher. The stories come into the
home of the classroom.

Ancestral stories of migration share a similawith the ones my students write
about. My students’ initial stories begin with thigist moments in Canada. They share
those first experiences as if they had taken astsipewhere they had never gone to.
They write about the excitement of knowing they goang to Canada, but seldom do
they write about the families and homes they leftibd. Some never look back to see

where they have come from, but when the story @srimy students are compelled to
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review where home began. Many students have trdvlkteugh many countries before
arriving to Canada. Each migration brings more slaiggd A mother tells of her migration
from the south of her country to the north and timo a completely new country. She
tells about how the “the enemies” had driven hieetout. And at the moment she returns
to her story, she cannot face the pain it has hroher. She becomes silent. Her story is
not home for her. It is in these moments that empadmes forth in the loss of a home.
Devastation reroutes the heart. The teacher itidtening is not a bystander to the story.
Through her listening, the teacher becomes a jgaatitin the events and, from that, a
deeper appreciation begins to radiate from theth€ae complexities that the stories
present do not silence the voices, rather the@enesound.

Being a Canadian teacher evolves with each newuateoof the other in the
teaching situation. The teacher returns to hemtd&egranted world to live in teaching
and asks: Who amwith this student? Past experiences influence whatdrepin the
present moment of teaching and allow the experiehtiee self and other in the
educational experience to unfold. These experieacesultivated in a shared historicity.
This interaction reveals what being a Canadianhi@ameans in the junctures between
language, ethnicity, home, and culture.

As teachers living in varied contexts of teachieglities, the stories presented
through migration experiences allow teachers tipaloiity to see beyond the immediate
circumstances presented in a culturally diversesctaom. Foresight creates a new plain
of understanding; better seeing creates presemieg Present in the story makes it
possible to live in circumstances that are incomensible. These circumstances may be

ones of alienation or impermanence. When posséslib move forth from such
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situations are born, the event opens a portalatoothe is able to see the world with
empathy. Stories converge when the story is redilites teacher is able to live in the
possibility of being in the world of another. A nemderstanding of the teaching self
comes forth.

The experience of being a Canadian teacher takesuttiple meanings and is
influenced by each new experience brought intacthesroom. One experience comes
forth as to extend into another’s difficulties. Emtipy opens paths to the complexities of
another’s life circumstances. The classroom isaagivhere difficulties in first language,
home or country can be spoken about. It is indlcation of a home where a positive
tension emerges in taken-for-granted situatiorteathing. Stories of tensionality such as
immigrants’ first experiences become spaces tecetin when tension arises between
two polar opposites. For example, English doegewlace a first language. Rather world
languages join English. This joining of languagesdimes a comfort of being in home,
and in the classroom, and a positive tension igktfAoki, 1986/2005).

The Canadian classroom is home. Students andeesalghve inherited from each
other how to live cognizant of places far from horfilee homes that | have come from in
Lethbridge still stand. | frequently return to tNerth-side and visit them. The homes
have new owners now, and | notice immediately tihatyards have changed: trees have
been cut down and fences have been removed. Thecape has been altered but with
each person a new, historical landscape emerges.

| see a reflection of a Canadian teacher sittmghe backyard stairs, watching
Nana pick the weeds between the peas and the cecsnilmotice the sweat on Nana’'s

brow and her glasses falling into the dirt. | seefavourite black and green flowered
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dress become covered in soil. | see her look tsklyeo check the weather and the
patterns of the cloudsperhaps hoping for rain. This is the story of whidree. This is
the story | bring to my classroom. The expansdefiiackyard, a terrain in which | grew
up, becomes a space in my classroom where | hgédirto original stories.

The classroom has become my plot now, and | teedtories that grow in it. |
listen to them, and | cultivate the sentencesdghat within mine and my students’
narratives. | welcome my students into a mutuatsmd understanding and in their
moment of arrival, | hear their stories trailinghbel them, wanting to join in a new

history that is about to commence.
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Epilogue
Located in the earth,
knowing the heart,
| will learn by heart
the earth’s rhythms
rooted in humility
for forgetting and forgiving,
rooted in courage
for remembering and giving.
[ Carl Leggo,Writing Lives is More Than Writing Lines

It is precisely the same time each fall that | tbargeesa the vibrant flutter of
wings. Speckled bodies undulate across the skyir Thks to one another are
overwhelming, | cannot ignore their leaving. Theitle along the Oldman River,
thousands of them, and take flight at the slighdesind of the wind or the movement of
the river.

Each season when | return to the riverbank to vmécback the geese, | take a
moment to watch them; | am careful to not distimd $cene presented before me. The
geese in their patterns of migration remind me gfamcestors on a steam ship bound for
Canada, their bodies too wavering amidst the watdrtheir reflections left near
homeland shores. | imagine my relatives’ faces,rmgctudents’, turned to the sky,
counting the stars and the sunrises, waiting tdtse@orizon of the new land they are
traveling to; yet trailing behind them are the tbts of a home spilling down, spiralling

into the water, floating and leaving a path thdt emable the arrival of many more
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people to foreign places. Living in a new counggantemplated, bringing home the
voices that tell the stories and return in momeihidarity.

The rose bush in front of Nana’s house is stéf#h and it looks well taken care
of. It is a testament to her nurturing of the nemnle they arrived into as Ukrainians in
early Lethbridge. This rose bush blossoms yearpyinis. It calls me in the spring when
| walk by this home to see what has changed. |aggacross Lethbridge and revisit the
many homes in my memories of growing up as a chil multi-ethnic family. Nana’s
house is owned by someone different now; this chamgot easy for me. But | know
now that this event moves me into new places irteaghing. With each new landscape a
new way of being a teacher comes forth. This wayenfig expands the depth of my
being a Canadian teacher. Borders do not dividéemghing landscapes. Another world
is found by leaving one to discover what meaningltiwvithin home, and to say: “This
is where my world began. A world which includes #meestord both my own and other

people’s ancestors who became mine” (Laurence,,J87819).

Figure 6: My Ukrainian Great-Great-Grandmother Milyshinyuk and Me
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