

OK, let’s start with the easy stuff…

My name is Hannah Webster, although should probably note I was born Hannah (Jessica) Oliver, as pretty sure I wasn’t married on my birth-day, the 29/05/79!

So I’m 44, started life in Newport, South Wales, where we lived (in Magor) until I was about 3 (I think). I’m wary about asking my mother anything as she has a very selective memory, so will try off my own back! .

I can’t really remember anything about that time, was thinking and I perhaps only have minor flashbacks because of the cine videos dad made and insisted we watched far too often and before the video camera was invented - there was a particularly embarrassing one of me on the potty - but I don’t remember that in real time so let’s skip over that one..

My dad is Robin, a Welsh rugby, boat, and Italian fanatic. So much so he lives in Italy now and spends most of his days watching anything to do with rugby and drinking a lot of the local delights. The amount of very small minor rugby matches as well as the big ones I was dragged to as a child is another story!

We then moved to Cheltenham where my dad was sent for his job as an accountant for Deloittes. My memories of that time are a lot of moving about trying to find ‘the perfect house’ which, I can safely say, they never found.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

The first actual memory I have from about 5 was my grandmother’s house in Newport. Her name was Florence and we loved visiting her and her crazy little dirty white westie called Teddy. Teddy would always escape, and he would later go on to kill my sisters’ rabbit on a visit to see us in Cheltenham, but that’s another story too! 

Florence was the typical grandmother I guess, she had so much time for us and spoilt us a lot more than mum or dad did. Her house was called Fairmeed, and had a big, impressive drive, which in my wide young eyes, led to a large scary house. 

In this mansion she had a rocking horse named ‘snowy’ that my sister and I spent many hours galloping on. Snowy would protect us from the devils and demons that hid in Fairmeed. 

As we grew older the huge scary house would turn into a four bed detached, but in our collective age of eight minds it was certainly…..most definitely….. yes I’m sure….. it was, haunted…

Kate, my sister is two years my junior and we were very close despite massive sisterly rivalry. 

Snowy was a grey horse with white polka dots on, he was a source of much pleasure for us. The excitement on the motorway from Cheltenham to Wales, knowing we would be off in our own real exciting world running away from the baddies that were lurking, and riding Snowy, easily filled the hour-long journey.

“It’s my turn” “no it’s my turn”, “no you went first last time” “mummmmmmmmmm” 

Kate cries.

Fighting with my sister for ‘my go’, resulted in a lot of telling’s off, ending usually with me losing the race being the older sibling. The amount of times I got told to be nice to my little sister was on a par with Teddy’s racked up runaway mileage!

I remember I was a dreamer (probably still am), I could envisage us on Snowy travelling around the world in our fantasy lands. One moment we were in Wales the next we were transported as cowgirls cantering through the desert. 

We had a fancy-dress box and created many different characters to go riding on snowy. 

Our favourite TV show was He-Man and She-Ra, so armed with our swords we would shout ‘By the Powers of Grayskall’, and like Prince Adam and his Twin Sister Adora, Princess Han and Kate would turn into our very own superheroes to save the world. 

Notes - find it hard to think as a little girl, despite wanting to delve further into autobiographical writing during this course. I think if we were to do the same thing but able to choose an adult memory, I would be more comfortable! Wary my language is a bit simple in this and perhaps don’t do enough of the writing language style suggestions? I was trying to think back to my English Language GCSE - many years ago!  I will try again over the weekend! My style of writing, always comes across slightly ‘taking the piss’ I have a longing to be funny!!! Appreciate any comments and honest feedback. Thanks all, Han 
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By the power of Grayskull!

After walking inside of the castle, Prince Adam was given the Power Sword and he was told to strike the sword against stone and to speak the phrase "By the power of Grayskull!" When he did this, he was transformed into He-Man, the most powerful man in the universe.






image1.png




