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Session 1
On autobiographical writing. 
Very first thoughts.
A fascinating area. Though possibly ‘triggering’ to use a ‘woke’ word, for some. Including myself. 
I seem to write about my own life in bite sizes. I can cope with that. I take just a little piece, but by the time I’ve finished I’ll have chewed each bite 200 times. I’ll have somehow ruminated to the point I’ve got it, understood, or at least accepted it for the first time, then I’m satisfied. It will, however, usually be quite brief in regurgitation. I don’t want to rant, to bore, to make the reader feel down, I just aim to invoke a little hunger for more, for them to sense something different going on in the kitchen. 
My writing tends to lend itself to poetry most of the time, bar the occasional monologue or personal blog post. I guess I try to write in way that says a lot between the lines, that aims to let space speak - that saves me from doing the talking… 
I often use humour, or - humour uses me. Of course, it’s the laugh or cry reaction, the link between tragedy and comedy. A get out mechanism. And a way of conveying emotion that I feel the recipients can cope with - that I can cope with. Who wants to write a misery memoir, who wants to read one? 
Photographs often confuse. Is a memory real or invoked by a tiny 2”x 2” fading ‘snap’ in the bottom drawer - an image embroidered in our minds over the years.
I have a picture of myself, maybe four years old, standing under a peach tree with my pram and Mary Ann my doll tucked up in it. I seem happy. I think I can remember standing there, sometimes, posing for the camera, but do I? What was I feeling, were my shoes too tight, was the sun in my eyes, was I happy, or was the smile just saying ‘sausages’. Would voices be raised that night, would I hide under the candlewick bedspread, pick bits of it out through anxiety then try to cover up the bare patches in the morning - when daylight brought a fragile calm.
Do I remember tucking Mary Ann in? Or am I confused, is it a memory from playing with my own daughters’ dolls, brushing their hair, re-arranging them in their doll’s cots and cardboard box beds… of course under the guise of tidying their bedrooms whilst they were at school.
Most of my memories are in black and white you see. And things are never black and white are they. 

