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Personal development journal
Session Thirty four lesson 10 Term 3
“Every time I think I've had enough and start heading for the door

There's a very strange vibration piercing me right to the core. 
It says, "Turn around, you fool, you know you love him more and more." 
Tell me why is it so? Don't wanna let you go.”

From “I never can say goodbye”
Written and Composed by Clifton Davis, sung by Gloria Gaynor
This was our last formal session. It reminded me of my last ever French lesson at school where I counted down the minutes and when the bell finally came I felt a sense of freedom. As much as I like the people on the course, our tutor and the classes we’ve had I feel ready to let it go. Of course there’s a sense of loss but that’s more to do with the camaraderie than the course itself. If anything this course has put me off formal study for a while, and possibly even teaching. When I started the course I enjoyed teaching immensely but as it’s progressed my love for it has waned. Even today as I finished teaching a group who have been particularly difficult at times I was going through my usual spiel warning them that there maybe a sense of mourning whilst they adjust to their life without the lessons. All the while I was imagining my self jumping up and down in joy and celebration on my bed the same time next week. Maybe they were thinking the same thoughts. So as the joke goes: “why the long face?”
Well it’s many fold, firstly I believe teaching is partly about spreading the love of something to others, not killing it. I had the same experience at art college where by the end of my degree I didn’t want to paint anymore. Surely this says something about our education, or is it just me?  Secondly it’s the end of a particularly strenuous academic year, so maybe my view is skewed right now, then there’s an observation I had last week where on a grading system of: poor, unsatisfactory, satisfactory, good, very good, and excellent my observer had marked me as satisfactory. I asked them why and they said my record keeping regarding individual assessment and individual progress was poor. The fact that the students were happy, learning was taking place, and I have made available copious web resources seemed not to be so important. My point is this, the teaching world is split between the bureaucrats and those who feel the relationship between teacher and student is far more important. I am in the latter camp.
I have now applied for 3 jobs, and if I get one of them I shall only continue teaching a handful of courses just to keep my ore in. I have met many other ex-teachers who have said the same thing, the constant need for “evidence” has put them off teaching. Teaching is a career for people who like paper work. It’s the same with this course the need for providing evidence of learning has far outweighed learning to be a teacher, and let’s face it the evidence is barely evidence in reality.
So as you can see the end of the course is more filled with relief than grief for me. I have grief for the severing of the connections, the relationships between my fellow class mates, my tutor, and the real learning that’s taken place but for the effort needed to “do the course”, my energies will be better spent in the future.

What I take from this experience is that learning is a double edged sword and for my students there will be complex emotions regarding endings too. I have a poem that says “In every goodbye is an echo of every goodbye”, but what this session has made me realise is that there can also be a sense of relief too.
Maybe for you, the person reading this the experience is similar? You’re relieved to be able to stop reading this, you’re pleased to get to the end and yet you’re a bit sad about the disconnection.
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