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The Royal Wedding

By Joanne West – 2006264 – HPEN7017

MA Creative Writing

Word count 2070

Dr Paul Wright

The recollection of my first memory remains blurred between reality and the flickering images of home video. It was 1981 and the Prince of Wales was getting married to Princess Diana. The buzz of excitement rippled through every household, and people all over the UK were preparing to throw a street party.  Mums were handmaking decorations to hang in their windows. Grandmas were busy baking and cooking, and the men were in the streets putting everything together for one of the most exciting and spectacular celebrations of that time. Whole communities pulled together, all donating something. Chairs and decorated tables lined the blocked-off streets, and it was this tapestry of red, white, and blue that provided the backdrop for my very first memory. 

The day had arrived. I was three years old, and the day was bright. We walked the short distance from our house to the bus stop and waited for the next bus. The sun bounced off my ringlets and made my hair look like it was made from spun gold. My mother had selected a burgundy velvet dress, fit for a tiny royal princess. My blond ringlets looked like spun gold under the sun's powerful rays, and upon my tiny feet were black patent shoes and frilly white socks. My father, who loved his gadgets filmed me from behind while I skipped holding my mother's hand with one hand and waived my royal flag in the other. The bus arrived and we climbed on board. The bus driver was very big and he had a very deep voice, but his face was kind so I smiled at him while I waited for my father to buy a ticket. He looked at me smiling back and said, ‘Good morning Your Royal Highness, how are you this morning?’ in my excitement, I blurted out ‘I am going to the Royal wedding’ and waved my flag at him with a big grin on my face. The driver and all the passengers cooed, and all said how beautiful I looked as I proudly walked up to the back of the bus, which was my favourite seat. Still filming, my father captured the look on my face as I gazed out of the window, eyes wide with excitement, looking at all the houses and the royal decorations in their windows. We started playing a game of counting the royal flags. Some houses were decorated in flag bunting, some had balloons and others had posters from The Sun newspaper sellotaped to their windows. One house, which had a front garden had red, white and blue ribbons tied on their railings and a bright red telephone box in their front garden which had flowers growing inside it. By the time the game started getting boring, it was time to get off and walk from the bus stop to the street. 

As we approached the street, I remember hearing the buzz of excitement from people who were already there. People were laughing, and music was playing. We turned the corner and my face lit up with joy. Rows of royal bunting were tied between lampposts and balloons were tied to fences, door handles and chairs. Every house had a decoration, flag, or poster in the windows, and they all had cool boxes at the ends of their garden. The tables were all lined together with red, white, and blue tablecloths sat neatly on top.  A variety of mismatched chairs lined up and a few of the men from the street were already seated drinking a bottle of beer. Wires ran from one house and a large television was outside on their front lawn. All the houses had their front doors open and cars were only parked in drives, there were no cars parked on the street itself. We passed the first house, and I looked inside to see a lady in her kitchen bending down with the oven door open and she shouted to someone that the pasties were cooked. As we walked past each house, there was a hive of different activities in each one. 

When we had reached the house in the middle of the street my little feet started skipping. This was my cousin Christophers' house, he was the same age as me, and we loved playing together. Christopher was on the doorstep holding his rabbit toy, which he took everywhere with him. My aunty Eileen leaned forward and gave us both a box of chalk, and said we were allowed to colour the kerbs in red, white, and blue. We jumped up and down with delight, we were allowed to colour in the street. We both shouted ‘yay’ and took the chalks. My mother took both of our hands and led us up the garden path sat us down by one of the kerbs, and explained we had to colour one whole kerb in red, the next one in white, and the next one in blue. Christopher and I sat there for ages colouring in the kerbs and chatting away about whatever it is three-year-olds talk about. After we had completed a whole kerb, more children came along and asked us if they could play with us, so we shared the chalks and gave the instructions just as my mother had told us. 

Christopher and I were both three. We were very good at listening and weren’t naughty children, but we were as mischievous as any other child that age. As we were so small, we always had either one of my parents or one of Christophers’ parents around us. After growing bored of colouring in the kerbs, we both decided we wanted to go for a walk. My father was behind us filming. I don’t know what was going through my head at the time, but I spotted a baby pram with a bottle of milk in it. I walked over to investigate it. My dad, who anticipated exactly what I was going to do, yelled ‘Joanne, no’ behind the camera. This only fuelled me to pick up the bottle faster and run off with it in my mouth with my dad running after me still filming. 

Once my dad had caught me and handed back the milk, there was a big bellowing voice from one of the gardens. A tall man, wearing smart trousers and a striped shirt had his hands cupped around his mouth and shouted, ‘Dinner is served everyone.’ As I looked over to the noise, I noticed that while I had been busy, the party food had all been laid out on the table. Rows of food lined the tables from one end of the street to the other. I gasped and said ‘wow’. My dad took my hand and said I could sit at the table with the other children after I had selected what I wanted to eat. My dad scooped me up so I could have a clear view of all the tantalizing treats on offer. Standing beside him, my mother held out a paper plate. My eyes widened with amazement, and I remember thinking that I had never seen so much food in my life. I pointed at the plate of sandwiches and said ‘cheese sammich please.’ Then I pointed at the bowl of crisps, and so on until my plate was full of so many different foods, I didn’t know which one to eat first. I sat at the table with the other children. Christopher was already seated, and he held up his hand to me, proudly showing off his food. The table for the children was decorated with a royal plastic tablecloth and was littered with colouring books and pens. My mother told me that I wasn’t allowed to colour until I had eaten all my food. A woman whom I had never seen before came over with a big jug of squash and red plastic cups and asked us who wanted squash. We all put our hands up and said in unison ‘Meeee.’

Whilst I had been playing, I was aware the background music had switched from music to the sound of trumpets playing and for the first time, I glanced over at the television set that had been set up on the lawn. I looked on in awe. Thousands and thousands of people lined the streets. Elegant white horses trotted out to the sounds of the trumpets, pulling a huge red and gold carriage. Inside the carriage, two men with white hats sat and waved at the crowds on the streets. The buzz on the street had heightened. A group of women had laid picnic blankets on the ground by the television and excited murmurs of ‘oohs’ and ‘ahs’ emanated from them. Suddenly, my mother's voice cut through the buzz, urgently calling for me to come over and see the princess. I did as I was told, still clutching my half-eaten sandwich in my hand. She lifted me, sat me on her lap and pointed towards the television. My father brought over my plate of food, and I watched as the beautiful princess climbed out of her glass carriage. The whole street gasped when Diana’s dress came into full view. Diana made her way to the top of the steps outside the church and the end of her dress was still at the bottom. I looked at my mother and asked why the princess had such a long dress and my mother said it was because she was marrying into the royal family, and they had lots of money to make their wedding dresses extra special. I then said, ‘when I am older, I am going to marry a royal family so I can have a dress like that,’ and all the women fondly laughed at what I had said. 

After the ceremony, the elders turned the TV down and put the music on. Uncle David, Christopher’s father, said he had arranged a surprise for all the children later and we should all be good boys and girls until then. I climbed off my mother's lap and ran over to the other children. Excitement bubbled up among us and we began to wonder what it could be. One of the other children had brought a ball and was holding it when I walked over to him. He asked me if I wanted to play, and I said yes. Christopher had seen us playing, and he too wanted to join us. He came over and kicked the ball all the way down the street. My father ran after the ball, caught it, brought it back and told us to stand in a circle. We did as we were told, and he showed us how to gently throw it at each other. We had to say the name of the person we wanted to throw it to, and then throw it at them for them to catch. My dad said to make sure we all included each other, and we played that game until it became boring.  

After a couple of hours of staying busy and having the adults find us random things to do to keep us occupied, I started to become tired. I tripped over, I cried, someone spilt my squash, I cried. It was during my third meltdown that my father picked me up and comforted me on his lap. I resisted a little because I still wanted to play, but his strong grip got the better of me and I closed my eyes. Not a single sound disturbed me, and when I opened them again, I was at home, lying on my bed surrounded by all my teddy bears. It was early evening and I had missed out on the rest of the celebrations. I went down the stairs to ask my parents what time Uncle David’s surprise was, I hadn’t forgotten about it. It was the first thing I thought when I opened my eyes. My father called me over to his lap and explained I had fallen asleep. I remember the sadness I felt inside, but I was soon over that when my father pressed play on his TV remote and showed me the clown that Uncle David had organised, and my father had recorded it all for me. We sat there and watched the whole show together and in that shared moment, I couldn’t help thinking that this was the best day ever. 

Savannah and the Bee
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With her third coffee of the morning in hand, Savannah trudged up the stairs towards her bedroom. The short story deadline loomed heavily on her, and she had writer’s block. Stepping into her room she wearily sat back down at her desk and started reading aloud. 

‘You see, dear Henry, I cannot forgive thee for such a heinous act.’ She shook her head. ‘Ugh, this just won’t do. What is the matter with me?’ Irritated with herself, she started a fresh tab and stared out of the window, searching in her head for the right word. On one side, rows of green fields stared back at her, while on the other, rows of lavender tenderly waved at her. She opened her window to feel the breeze on her face and sat back resting her elbows on the table and fingers clasped. ‘OK, Henry, Talk to me honey, taaalk to mee.’  As she gazed out willing the words to come to life, a bumble bee unexpectedly popped its head over the top of her laptop, and Savannah froze. ‘Oh my god, ohh my god’ she whimpered. After a brief moment of contemplation, she carefully pulled the blinds back a little further and attempted to shoo the bee away. Undeterred by Savannah’s command, the bee sat in stone-cold silence gazing back at her. 

Despite having lived in the Countryside all her life, Savannah had an unexplained disquietude toward buzzy creatures. She sat there for a few moments, frozen and unsure of what to do, when she had a compulsion to lean forward slightly and look into its face. As she got closer, she started to see her reflection in his big black bulb-like eyes. The little bee stayed perfectly still allowing Savannah to get as close as possible, and then… It blinked. Savannah recoiled so fast that her chair fell backwards, her knees hit the underneath of her desk, her coffee and writing materials flew up in the air and she landed flat on her back, still on her chair, knocked out cold. 

Savannah was skipping through meadows. The birds were tweeting, the beautiful blossoms were dancing alongside her when her grandmother's voice called out.

‘Savannah! Savannah, supper is ready’ Savannah turned on her heels and skipped towards her grandmother's house, and as she did a great big bumble bee came into her face. She started screaming and waving her hands about just as the bee stung her right on her nose. She saw her grandmother running towards her and her grandmother started getting sucked into the ground, as her grandmother got pulled under Savannah’s nose started getting bigger and bigger until she couldn’t see anymore. As her screams intensified, her nose popped, and she suddenly awoke from her slumber and stared up at the ceiling. ‘Ow, ow. Just a dream, it’s just a dream’ She mumbled while feeling around her nose. Struggling to her feet Savannah blearily surveyed her room. ‘Blasted bee,’ she said.

As she began tidying up the mess she made, a sound by the window caught her attention. There, on the windowsill was the bee from earlier and he seemed to be squeaking at her. Anxiously, she leaned towards it, and it turned its back to her. She cautiously leaned in further and noticed one of its wings had been torn. She jumped back with her hand over her mouth and gasped. ‘Oh no, you poor thing, have you got a broken wing?’ and the bee squeaked back at her. Savannah stood there in stunned silence for a few seconds, and then said, screwing up her face ‘Does it hurt?’ To which the bee said  ‘squeak squeak’ and shook its head back and forth. Savannah giggled nervously ‘Can you… can you understand me?’ she said ‘Squeak,’ said the Bee. Savannah gasped again. Never in her life had she been in a situation like this and couldn’t believe what was happening. ‘W… w… would you like some water?’ ‘Squeak,’ said the bee. So, Savannah walked backwards towards her door still looking at the bee in amazement, stepped out and went downstairs to get the Bee a spoon, some sugar, a bottle of water and a vase of her mother’s flowers. 

Re-entering the room, Savannah half wondered if the bee would have flown off but there it was, sitting in the same place, cleaning its front legs. Still feeling anxious, she placed the flowers next to the bee, loaded the spoon with water and a little sugar and laid it down.  The bee gratefully climbed onto the spoon and started drinking. She watched him intently with her chin in her hand when he lifted his head and squeaked at her. Savannah pulled back sharply. ‘What?’ she said. ‘What do you want little bee?’  The bee looked at her and then looked up at the flowers. ‘Do you want a hand up?’  she asked, ‘Squeak’ went the bee. So, Savannah took a deep breath, gently proffered her finger to it and it climbed on board. She raised her hand to the flowers, and the bee walked off and started investigating the flowers. Savannah’s heart swelled. She had never seen anything so adorable in her entire life. As the bee contentedly explored the flowers Savannah consulted Dr Google and discovered she could use glue to fix the Bee’s wing. She looked at the bee and asked 'Do you want me to fix your wing with a bit of glue? ‘Squeak,’ said the bee ‘Will you promise not to sting me?’ ‘Squeak squeak,’ said the bee and then made a short burst of Squeaks which Savannah could only interpret as laughter. ‘Beee,’ she said questioningly.  ‘Squeak,’ said the bee. So, Savannah set about creating a little bee hospital. 

She told the bee to stay put and hurried out to get some things. Savannah burst back through the room telling the bee she had everything she needed to fix its wing and the little bee squeaked with delight. She laid some of her mother’s sterile bandages on the table, got her selfie light and managed to find a tiny astronaut’s helmet for her sister’s Lego box. ‘OK Bee,’ she said whilst stretching her finger out to it. ‘You sit here, and I will see what I can do.’

 She gently told the bee that she was going to place the helmet over its face so the glue wouldn’t irritate his eyes.  ‘Before we begin bee, I need to know a few details. Are you a Mr Bee? She said mimicking a doctor with her clipboard in her hand. ‘Squeak,’ said the Bee. 'Do you have a name?’ ‘Squeak squeak’ said the bee ‘OK, no name’ she said ‘Let’s give you one. How about Mr Bee?’ ‘Squeak squeak,’ said the bee shaking his head back and forth.  ‘No? Don’t like that one? Okaaaay, how about Mr Bumble?’ she giggled. ‘Squeak squeak,’ said the bee and then a flurry of little squeaks came after it, which made Savannah giggle even more. Then she thought, if her mother and sister could see her now, they would take her to the doctors to get her checked out and that thought sent her into an uncontrollable fit of giggles.  When Savannah had finally stopped giggling, and caught her breath, she said to the little bee, who had all the while been watching with fascination, ‘Ok, Ok, seriously bee, What about Shelby? You know, as in Shell-Bee?’ ‘squeak’ said the bee and Savannah did a big tick on her clipboard. 

Once everything had been put into place, it was time to get started. Savannah turned the light on, closed the blinds and laid the little helmet gently over Shelby’s face. She put on her glasses and squeezed a bit of the glue onto the sterile pad. She used tweezers to separate the tear, and with a cotton bud tip, with the cotton removed, gently lined the break, moved the two broken bits together, and held them in place for around 10 seconds.  ‘OK Shelby, here is the moment of truth’ and she let go. They both waited a few seconds, both eyeing each other hopefully. Shelby carefully did a little flutter and stretched his wing out. Savannah did a little yip. ‘Shelby, I think it has worked’ she said, ‘I think Dr Savannah has put you back together!’  She took the little helmet off his face and used a piece of paper to gently expel the fumes. Shelby gave his body a little shake and gently started stretching his wings. ‘Careful boy,’ Savannah said. Shelby made a little buzzing noise, stopped, and looked at Savannah. Savannah held her breath, and then wide-eyed nodded to Shelby slowly as if to permit Shelby to go again. Shelby did another little buzz, and then another, and then another until he had lift-off!  ‘Oh my gosh’ Savannah yelled ‘Oh my gosh, look at you! We did it, we did it!’ she started clapping and jumping around with joy.

After a couple of minutes of sheer elation, Shelby flew down and started drinking a little more water. ‘OK, Mr Shelby. What is next for us?’ she asked. Shelby squeaked and looked at the screen on her laptop ‘Oh’ said Savanna, the joy disappearing from her face. ‘Yes, my masterpiece. You know, I just don’t think this is working out for me. Maybe I should give up writing altogether and get what my mother calls a “proper job”’ She rolled her eyes, but then sadly looked at Shelby. ‘Squeak squeak’ Shelby said as he gently hovered himself upwards like a helicopter taking off in a field, landed on the top of her laptop and did a little dance. Savannah laughed at her new friend and said ‘What?’  Shelby danced and hopped along the lid of her laptop, turned around and did a little wiggle. ‘Shelby, what are you doing?’ she said starting to laugh harder. Shelby wiggled his bum again and lifted his now-fixed wing. Savannah gasps wide-eyed. ‘Ohhhh, you? You mean write about you? And me, and us and this?’ ‘Squeak’ said Shelby and hopped up and down squeaking with glee. ‘Yes,’ said Savannah ‘Yes, why not?’ and set about putting their story into words. 

A few weeks later, Savannah lay in bed. The morning song of the birds tweeting outside had started to awaken her and she opened her eyes. The sun sliced through the gaps in her bedroom curtains, and she had a big stretch before getting out of bed. ‘Another beautiful Summers morning,’ she said to herself. ‘I wonder what today will bring’ and walked over to the window to open the curtains. She ripped the curtains open with force and sucked in the sun's rays as they hit her face and burst through her room. She squinted a little and opened her window, leaned outwards and looked at the beautiful bee home she had installed on the side of her window for Shelby to live in. ‘Morning Shelby’ she waved with a big grin., and Shelby just managed a squeak as he flew from his home to the garden below. Shelby had been busy finding friends to live in his home with him and he had a good little swarm going on in there. She had warned Shelby to never let his friends in her room and he had agreed in his usual little way. 

After getting dressed, Savannah padded down the stairs happily humming to herself. Her mother was already in the kitchen preparing breakfast and she said that a letter had arrived from Globe Soup, and it was on the counter for her. Savannah's eyes widened when she realised it was the result of the writing competition. She raced up to her room and opened it with shaky hands. It read… 

‘Dear Savannah, thank you for entering the Globe Soup writing competition. We are pleased to inform you that you came 1st place, and your cheque is included in this letter along with your certificate…’ Savannah didn’t read anymore, she ran over to the window and started calling for Shelby. ‘Shelby, Shelby, we won, we won. ‘Shelby, who was knee-deep in some bluebells, lifted his little body out and flew over to the window and started squeaking with joy, he flew to his little house and started squeaking, he flew up and down and round and round and even did a little 360 spin. ‘Oh Shelby, I couldn’t have done this without you, you will never go without anything, and I promise to keep this home going for all your friends and family as long as I shall live.’ 

As Savannah sat on her bed, she thought about the first time she met Shelby, she couldn’t help but wonder what would have happened if she had let her fears take control when he first appeared. Trusting her instincts and listening to her intuition had served her well.  She pushed past her fears and finally, her dreams had come true. Now there was no stopping her. 

Joanne West – 2006264

HPEN7017

Dr Paul Wright

MA Creative Writing

‘Writing is often a struggle for adolescent students because of unsuccessful or discouraging past experiences.’ (Garfield and Brockman) However, when examining the intricacies of this struggle through the lens of a 44-year-old woman, recently diagnosed with PMDD and ADHD, whose professional career was in the logistics sector for a quarter of a century, while single-handedly raising two children, the patterns seem more ingrained, and harder to overcome. The late enrolment into university in 2020, at the height of a global pandemic, marks a turning point in this journey, and one, upon reflection, has taught me so much. 

Upon initial encounter with the topics of this module, apprehensions quickly surfaced. The subject matter appeared technical and wasn’t fully comprehended. To fully grasp the fundamental elements that were required, a quest for accessible learning materials became imperative. Turning to Twinkl, an online educational platform created by teachers, catering to teachers’ needs, proved vital in the complexity of the challenge at hand. (Seaton and Seaton) 

This reflective exposition endeavours to elucidate the processes undertaken, the techniques learnt, and how they have not only contributed to the present project but have also helped to understand in approaching forthcoming projects. 

To take in information, I need to read it several times. Then, when I fully comprehend what it is that is required of me, I will search for literature which will assist me in taking the project forward. As previously mentioned, the Twinkl website served as an invaluable source of information. Aimed primarily at children, I was dubious of the benefit it would have for me, but it proved an unexpectedly valuable resource. Although educational resources were aimed at school children, the simplistic way it was presented made it easier to understand and helped when dealing with the aforementioned disability and attention disorder. All essential information pertaining to form and structure was laid out in a straightforward manner.  (Seaton and Seaton) Upon digesting the module requirements, a decision was made that the complexity of poems was too much for me as a first module in my master's degree, and maybe I would revisit that at a later date. I decided I would go ahead with a short story, an accompanying storyboard to this story, and a first memory. 

The memory, which was distorted with blurred recollections of my father's home videos, and my memory was a joy to write. Due to the conflicting memories retained, I was in a quandary about which memory was mine, and which one was from the home video.

“The well-known Ebbinghaus forgetting curve illustrates the way in which information is forgotten over time.” (Hu et al.) When I started my research into writing creatively, recalling from memory, I discovered the Ebbinghaus forgetting curve. It is an explanation of how memories fade over time. As I was digesting the information, I closed my eyes and envisioned in my mind's eye what scenes were unfolding before me from the memory I had decided to use. The realisation hit me; I was recalling mostly from my father's home videos. Each memory played like a scene with me positioned behind myself as if retracing the steps of my past. 

After identifying, the source of my recollections, the creative process became less blurry and allowed me to use my imagination, as well as a direct recall from memory. I sought input from friends and family, collecting their experiences and memories from the day. Once I had realised where I was recalling the information from, it became quite easy to creatively fill in the rest. I incorporated both the memories of my friends and family, and mine and wove them into a short story/memoir about the day Prince Charles and Lady Diana Spencer married and communities came together in the streets in the form of street parties. 

An additional method I employed in the crafting of this story involved watching the televised footage of the event. I engaged with video content to enhance the descriptive elements of my story. This approach afforded me a firsthand visual experience, which I would not have remembered having only been three on the day of the wedding. Now that I have completed the story, and have researched form, voice, and structure, I am confident the methodology I used in the approach to this story will significantly help in the creative approach to future modules.  

For the second part of the module, I decided to partake in a short story exercise with an accompanying storyboard. The story was written with young adults in mind. I decided to use this piece because I wanted some help with my structure and the use of my characters.  

“My temptation is always to write too much. I keep it under control so as not to have to cut out crap and re-write.” Said Jack Hart, managing editor, training editor, and writing coach at the Oregonian. (hart) Upon commencing the story of Savannah and the Bee, I initially drafted an extensive version which surpassed the 2000 word limit I had set myself.  I made a deliberate decision to scrap the story and start again, this time revising it and ensuring I only included the pivotal elements of the story. I took the original lengthier version, and I created a storyboard with the important elements. 

As children, we were encouraged to draw as a form of expression. ‘The rationale for looking at the use of drawing beyond the early school years is based on the premise that the use of drawing to plan and assemble ideas for writing offers several advantages to the novice writer.” (Caldwell and Moore) The idea that we must sit down and linearly create a story isn’t a set rule of writing. If you want to write a story, you can use a variety of methodologies. Generating ideas through a storyboard is an option that illustrators or filmmakers may take as an approach. 

Using a storyboard can help provide a critical voice, a better understanding of an event, or story they are writing about and to work things out in your head. They can even help with writing music, as the journal article in urban storytelling explains. (Love)

Upon critical reflection, there are still many elements that demand revision, reworking, or outright deletion. The feedback provided by my lecturer has been instrumental in encouraging me to research things like the ages of my characters, and the description of the scene unfolding around. Can I go into more detail here, or there, is it too much detail? Upon researching this detail in a story, selecting the wrong age, colour or gender for your human character can result in your human character being less realistic than having a bee who can communicate with humans. 

Is Savannah’s age important? In the story, she is around the age of 18 and still living at home. Even though most of the narrative is focused on the bee and Savannah's relationship, the central storyline is Savannah's writer's block, and how she and Shelby form an unusual friendship despite her fear of buzzy creatures. The underlying message embedded within this story is particularly important for a younger audience. The idea is that confronting one's fears can lead to positive outcomes. It also articulates the idea that confronting your fears can be a catalyst for creative growth. If she hadn’t confronted her fears with the bee, she wouldn’t have fixed his wing, therefore, she wouldn’t have had a winning story to write about. 

“Models play an important part in advertising” (Chang) After reflecting on the advice of my lecturer I decided to investigate this more. “Intrinsic features of models, such as race, and gender have been shown to trigger a self-categorization process” (Forehand and Deshpandé) Although this journal describes advertising and marketing techniques, the same process, can be applied to creative writing when inventing characters. 

Savannah and the Bee is aimed at young graduates who are just starting their writing journey. This is why I chose Savanah to be the age she was. If I wanted my target audience to be from an ethnic minority, then research would be required to ensure I was depicting my character correctly Consequently, this is another example of where my reflective studies accelerated my creative flow after receiving constructive academic feedback. 

Upon examination of the feedback provided by my lecturer and applying it in my research and stories, I have successfully applied some of the advice offered. I have demonstrated what methodologies I used for my royal wedding memory to refine and elevate the quality of my creative story. Delving into research on memory recall techniques for creative writing, and studying Ebbinghaus’ forgetting curve, has helped me to approach the challenge of the story from a different angle. 

The examination of Ebbinghaus’ forgetting curve, coupled with the act of simply closing my eyes and recalling the memory through visualisation, proved to be instrumental in helping me gain clarity on where my memory was coming from. This dual approach not only broadened my understanding of memory recall, but it led me to the realisation that most of that memory must have come from watching the home movies, and not from the actual memory of the day.  Having closed my eyes and followed myself, as if retracing the steps of my past, highlighted the fact that I only ever saw that day from behind, and not through the eyes of my two-year-old self. After that realisation, it became easier to describe and creativity flowed more naturally. 

Furthermore, I have elucidated the creative processes I undertook throughout the second part of the project. The short story of Savannah and the Bee, and the accompanying storyboard. I have provided details on my approach to research and how I utilised the storyboard by using it as a visual aid to reduce the word count in my short story because it was initially over the word count, I had set myself. I provided examples where storyboards can play an invaluable role in the education of students, by using a tool that breathes life into creative ideas. I explained how film students, filmmakers, and music writers can use them to write a story. 

I have presented information on the methodology techniques employed to implement the feedback received by my lecturer and how I incorporated that into the narrative of my story. By detailing the process of researching the specifics of my story, particularly those pertaining to characterization and demographics, I have demonstrated that I can take the feedback on board and implement it into my stories both now, and in the future of my studies. 

This introspective approach, the implementation of feedback, and research have helped me discover that I wasn’t putting much thought into character authenticity. Likewise, it has helped me discover that the attendance of a bee that can talk is more welcomed in the pitch of a story than an unbelievable human character. 

The journey of introspection and dedication to refinement undertaken for this module shows my commitment to continuous improvement and a promising start to my creative writing master's journey. As I move forward onto my next module, I am ready to apply the techniques I have learned to further develop my writing. 


