HPEN7017 
Session 1 Autobiographical Writing

Exercise: Turning unmediated autobiographical writing into ….

I was unexpected, though by the time I popped my head into a snowy world the Wood household was ready for me. Well, Mom and Pop were, from the photos that date before my first recollection, my sisters had made up their minds pretty early on, that I was not a welcome addition.  Their scowls said it all. Mom and Pop doted on me from day one and there was a price to pay. 
The sand pie scandal was a prime example of the twins treatment of the interloper. I remember throwing up over the new couch, the kitchen table, my bed. Mom going round the block quizzing the kids I’d played with as to why I’d consumed half a beach. But then she found the builders sand in the garage, left over from when Pop did the verandah. They told me it was custard, and they’d bury me in it if I didn’t eat it, I cried. 
Still, I remember holding Moms’ hand along the sidewalk, she wouldn’t let go ‘til we reached the park, then we’d sit on the bench and she’d tell me stories and I’d always be in them. I’d be the princess that got her prince, I suppose I was a typical product of the ‘50s.  A little girl who thought only of getting hitched, of happy families. Though for me, there was one proviso, I wasn’t going to have more than one child. And I was happy to have a boy, boys love their Moms and don’t scrap like girls. Girls can be evil. 

I didn’t seem to have much luck with my own gender at college either, just couldn’t relate that well. I dropped out early on. I think now a wariness had developed and walls put up. They’re still there. Guess that’s why I was so dependent on Jack. I’ve only thought about that lately… Didn’t have a group of girlfriends like other young wives. So, it was a shock when things got bad between us. They say things happen for a reason though and looking back it gave me the kick up the arse I needed! I got a good job, found my voice I think. It was great for a while, and I left to get married again. Never thought I’d do that but this one, well he’s my soulmate, we both have our own interests, I took up creative writing and am working on my first novel, and have my work, he’s big into his committee stuff.
I’m almost there, it’s a murder mystery, all the suspects are female.  I’m really into it. Oh, and my son is doing well, got into his choice of college. Can’t see him dropping out like me, he’s read the first draft of the novel, says he’s glad he didn’t have sisters, I said, he didn’t know the half of it.
