HPEN7017 Autobiography – Unmediated focusing on first memory 
**trigger warning***

I have a clear memory that I often recall. I am shouting through our front window in the early evening (there are no net curtains) asking my Mum “How old am I?”  She answers Six. That’s it’s. 
I know that happened in Tipner, a Navy Estate in Portsmouth. It was one of those halcyon days of Summer. Dozens of kids all ages played out on the green. My older Brother circled the green on his chopper bike. My other Brother pushed a pram around with odd dolls and a cowboy gun. 
The light was low, that’s because we all played out until the sun went down. I have other memories of the Mums sitting on the low walls outside the houses, Chatting, laughing and smoking. Rounders were often played. There were rarely any Men, they just aren’t there in those memories. I know now, that is because they were all away at Sea. My Father was away half of my childhood. Mum used to say that when the men were home, you wouldn’t see the mums or kids outside.
An extension of those halcyon days (were they?) was endless hot summers down Hilsea Lido. Eating warm sandwiches and cut feet. The lido floor was not in the best state. But it was a happy time. Strangely, I visited the Lido – derelict in the later years - and the floor looked ok. 
Those Summer holidays spent in the lido always ended with a long (moaning) walk home. This was half my childhood because the other half was very different. When my father returned home for three-four months (after 18months away – a lifetime for us) . It was tense, anger, strict, muffled cries, hiding and quiet. I know it was abusive for my Mum and Brother’s – not for me or my younger Sister. However, I heard, I saw, and I hid. 
As I grew older, I blanked all that out. Believing I had a wonderful problem free family as we got older, marriages, babies and because after Dad left the Navy, he softened and calmed. I remember that time and he was a wonderful Grandfather. 
Leaping forward in 2011 after our father suddenly passed, and after that everything came out – mainly because Mum in her acute grief recalled many memories without a care for the listener. So too, one of my brothers sought counselling for the abuse he suffered. It was such a transition my father’s death, like the family before and the family after. His death acted as a catalyst for so much exposed feelings, release & transformation. 


 
