Session 1  - Notes, feelings, thoughts
(Draft 1 Notes)
By fussing and fretting, I found it difficult to start the final writing for this exercise. It isn’t as if I hadn’t written about my childhood before, non-academically, nor as if I haven’t imagined writing an autobiography or my memoirs. 
The exercise, on paper, appeared quite simple. On reflection however, the less than 600 words that I settled on took far more work than I initially considered. I wasn’t expecting a walk in the park (to be fair it wasn’t excruciating – on the contrary the writing itself was pleasurable) but the thinking (planning, pondering) took a lot more than the doing.
To separate memoir from autobiography, I had to keep pushing aside the strongest (more often traumatic) memories from my younger days, memories I feel have been most pertinent in my personal development, and keep remembering that to be truly autobiographical, it should be my first memory, not a later one more salient.
Fortunately (for me rather selfishly), my first is a pleasant memory. When I eventually put ‘pen to paper’ it spilled out as if I was writing about a moment in time not so long ago (not 34 years ago). I wound up having to take parts out rather than find more words. Then I drafted, and I re-drafted, remembering to balance my use of adjectives (Christine’s long, cream, satin-y skirt became her long satin skirt). I do like an adjective or two, but I must remember that using too many may end up (in such an exercise as this) taking away from the moment, in that, if overused they can take away from the memory itself. 
To try to take the likely adult reader along with me in remembering a blissful moment of childhood, I used childlike language occasionally but very sparingly. For instance, when Christine’s skirt ‘wriggled’ that is exactly was I thought it was doing, that’s how I saw it then. 
I wrote ‘when it was Mr Wolf’s dinner time’ as opposed to ‘when Christine chased us’ because again in that moment, it was ‘Mr. Wolf’ who was chasing us, and despite not knowing exactly what a wolf was yet, I knew that Christine was taking on a role which was exciting and thrilling and that the role should be respected because getting caught is the last thing any of us wanted.
I really enjoyed the writing when I eventually got going.
I had some obstacles to overcome. In reading the class’s work, their blog posts and some of their triggering content, I dreaded addressing and revealing some of my own triggers as what I had read of their work was so close to home that it rattled me. Perhaps dread is too strong a word – rather I was limbering up, getting prepared to battle. I was ready for it none the less, but relieved that my first memory, one of untarnished joy, eventually outshone later memories, those which tried their best to ambush this my pleasant first. 
Also I used ‘scream-laughing’  a non-sensical word (which at the same time makes complete sense – to me at least) and deliberated its use (probably for too long)  but that’s what kids do when they in that fun/scared like quandary .... I’m a little bit scared.... I know they won’t really hurt me.... but I am also having fun.... oh gosh this is exciting.... should I be excited? I suppose it must be a release of the adrenaline that is so unfamiliar at such a young age. But yeah.... scream-laugh is what I did, so that’s how I wrote it. 
NOTE TO SELF - I need to familiarise myself with creative writing terminology. I was reading someone’s piece and had to jump straight to google to search for meta narrative. 
SECRET THOUGHT TO SELF
I hope admitting this won’t show me up as a phony in the creative writing discipline!!
