Perspectives on the 2nd Narrative Conference.

In writing about the CECo conference, I have felt unable to support my account using the areas given for consideration. It isn’t that they are unimportant but trying to think of highlights and the “most interesting” presentations has proved difficult; it sets up ideas and even people in opposition to each other.  Instead I offer this account of some of my experiencing over the two days

Attending conferences, even those that look interesting and welcoming is for me a difficult experience. As a PhD student, trying to express my ideas and work through my presentation is a painful experience. Before the conference I worried excessively about what to say and how to say it, who would be there and whether I would find support or criticism. Such egotistic wanderings are I think partly my character and partly the shaping of the fulltime PhD process. Perspectives get lost! 

I had high hopes for this conference.  I felt I wouldn’t need to defend the narrative method, as I find myself doing to other audiences, and I was expectant of good things from Arthur Frank and Tom Wengraf, people whose work I have read and relate to. Both speakers were excellent and I am still absorbing their talks, unsure of what aspects will come out for me - what I have learnt is still being digested and distilled. 

However, I already know I have gained something of the perspective I seemed to have lost before going. Paradoxically the “loss” of Arthur Frank for most of the first morning created a space to listen and attend to the other people on the conference. Interesting debates about emplotment, perspectives and narrative lenses were set against a shared experiencing of waiting with expectancy, and some bewilderment and humour, for our speaker to turn up.  For me it illuminated the importance of moving outside my own preoccupations to create a space to listen and connect with others. One of Arthur Frank’s many challenges to us has stayed with me: what is the bigger story of which we are part?  For me the CECo conference connected me with something bigger than my individual preoccupations and the process of THE PhD. I felt fed, not just by the fantastic food, and company but the diversity of thought, presentation, and story telling. It reminded me of the communities of story of which I am part.  Thank-you for providing this experience.    

