GLOBAL PERSPECTIVES

What will we be learning?

The collapse of the Roman Empire led to a constant struggle for
power between great civilizations of the world. In this unif we will
seek to uncover how civilizations maintained peace and order
despite seemingly perpetual threats to their livelihood. Siudents
will study the great civilizations that endured between 400 C.E
and 1070 C.E.: the Franks, the Anglo-Saxons, and the Vikings.

Students will continue to seek out factual evidence through in-
class readings, discussions, group work, and assignments. They will
conduct library research focused on one important leader from
this fime period. Their expert findings will be presented in the form
of a Facebook page that details historical information about the
leader they researched.
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Currenf Focus

turope's Early
Middle Ages

* The Franks, Anglo-
Saxons, and Vikings

* Interpreting primary
and secondary
sources, including
maps

*Communicating
historical knowledge

Did YOU Know?

Viking raiders did not
wear helmets with
profruding horns. The few
homed helmets that
have been discovered
by historians were likely
used for ceremonial
purposes.
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I T 2P BRUDREVTUY

Becki's bones defined her place in the world. Perching on her tailbone
at fner desk, sie was all angles with a smile puiled tight over her cheek-
bones. Becki wouldn't allow anything as soft as flesh to comfert her.

Anorexia is nat a foreign concept to me. 1 remember high school and the
gressures to conform to a specific ideal of beauty, to certain behaviours
of peer groups, to the expectations of others, Now, as a teacher, anorexia
stares at me from many pairs of mascara-fringed eyes every day. My job
s to stare back, and so | do: through writing.

Teaching English alfows me glimpses into the hearts and heads of nor-
mally resistant-to-reflective-discussion teenagers. Becki, however, held
back. AMthough her writing hinted at an efectric mind, she saripted only
safe subjects onto her pages. She wrote stories about her dogs, and |
respondad with encouraging feedback.

But by spring, Becki got brave.

After months in the dassroom, reinforcing my students’ creative expres-
sion with the correct way to respond to literature, the precise way to
write a sentence, the acceptable way to reference a text, [ hungered to
escape structure, both bureaucratic and literary. t wanted to simply
enjoy words again, and | guessed that many of my students did too.

So in May, 15 eager students, another teacher, and | spent a weekend
on an island off the Strait of Georgia, writing and reading our work
aloud. We used a format I'd learned from Pat Schneider's book, Writing
Alonie and with Others: in responding to someone’s reading we would
bagin with“| remember This structure taught us that it is possible to
be appreciated without fitting anyone else’s definition of ‘goad,

Free from eriticism and academia, many students discovered a passion
for writing and sharing their work, But not Becki, who quietly refused
to read aloud. On the last day, | pulled her aside and asked how she was
enjoying herself, She described how ecstatically wonderfu everything
was. Then | asked her how she felt about her writing.

“It's okay,” she said, She looked uncomfortable.”It’s just that, everyone
on this retreat is so good, And, well, I'm not really ... it just they're so
good.” This was going nowhere."All right, Becki. Let’s write for a bit and
then we'll share what we've got.”

1read my poem first, After she'd told me what she remembered, | locked
at her expectantly,“Kay, Ms. Moore, but you have to remember that this
is, like, totally first draft. It's, like, really bad...” When she finished | told
her what | remembered, and she smiled her sweet, stretched out smile.

“Can you share some gther writing with me?” [ prodded,

“Urn, well, there is this ane piece...” and, after more warnings about how
bad it was going to sound, she read a poem that made my breath stop.

See

My body laced,

Scars crisscrossing the surface
Below the flesh

White marks, still

Painful

Life experiences,

Memories, incidents, accidents
Resting gn their special spots
Unique stortes

Hidden hatred for my body
Captured

Snapshots in time.

“Becki — the others need to hear your poem.” Then, before fear could freeze her face, | told her
what | remembered, "l remember the plea at the beginning for sumeane to ‘See. | remember how
the gitl’s body is Jaced with scars; | remember the alfiteration of hidden hatred’; | remember the
power and strength.”

She was silent. She had expased herself. Writing can be dangerous.

“What about this?" | asked her. "l can copy your poem into my journal so it will fook like mine. |
can read it for the group and then, when they respond with what they remember, their words will

be for you.”

Still silent, So | tried once more:“If you want to share with the group, leave it on this shelf. If your
poem Is there, Il copy it inta my book. Your words are valuable, and | appreciate your courage.”

Before she left the room Becki smiled. It wasn’t the pained smile she normally wore hut one that
rested peacefully on her face, Later | found the puem on the shelf,

As the group gathered for the last reading of the weekend, | glanced at Becki and wondered how
she was feeling. When it was my turn, | stood. But as soon as | gave voice to her first word, | broke
inte tears. Actual tears. In front of a group of 15-year olds. So | stopped, took a deep breath,
furious with myself that [ was crying in the effort of reading what appeared ta be my awn poem,
then | tried again.

Again, | cried. The group looked worried; some looked as if they might leap up to hug me.1 laughed
my tears off. Knowing | was leng past reading aloud, | handed the poem to my aunt, a poet who
had joined us the previous evening. As she read, | looked at the girls in the room, wendering how
they would respond. Backi was studying the floor. There was a brief pause and then,

"I remember the streng words.”
“I remember 'scars crisscrossing the surface.”
“ remember the rhythm of ‘incidents, accidents.™ And 50 on.

Later that afternoon, my aunt came to see us off. Students busied themselves with taking pictures
and commiserating gver having to leave the island, but in the midst of the chaos | noticed Becki
hugging my aunt and whispering in her ear.] asked my aunt, later,"What did she say?"

“She said, "1 wrote that poem.” l

BROOKE MCORE teaches English and Writing at Rockridge Secondary Schoot in West Yancauver, B.C,



