
Creative writing

It was spring 2008. I was on maternity leave with
my six-month-old son and three-year-old daughter
and even though I love my children more than life
itself, my brain had started to feel like something
left forgotten at the back of the fridge. I decided
that action was needed and searched for a writing
course. I’d always worked with books and loved to
write. My biggest ambition was to write a novel,
not with any hope of publication or million-pound
film deal (although I wouldn’t reject Steven
Spielberg’s call). I just wanted to see if I could do
it. 
I found a little piece of heaven at the Adult
Education Centre in Penge. Every Thursday
between 7 and 9 pm, I would escape into new
worlds thanks to the magic of the teacher’s
inspiration and my imagination. I officially caught
the writing bug but there was one defining moment
set me off on my new career path. 

Fast forward ten years with seven published
novels to my name and that defining moment
still in my brain, I decided I wanted to help
others catch the writing bug. I designed a
course covering the basics of storytelling;
teaching how to craft ideas, new worlds and
characters. 
I now teach courses throughout the year at
Beckenham Place Mansion and to see writers
find their voice and grow in confidence as I did
all those years ago, is pure magic. 
All you need is that little spark from a dimly-lit
classroom in a corner of south-east London and
a man called Bob.

After twelve years working in bookselling
and publishing, Annie’s debut novel, Not
Quite Perfect, became a number one
bestseller. Her most recent book, Eudora
Honeysett is Quite Well, Thank You was a
USA Today bestseller. She teaches creative
writing classes at Beckenham Place
Mansion throughout the year. For more
information visit
https://annielyons.com/courses-2/ or e-mail
annielyons.writingcourses@gmail.com

Our teacher asked us to write a story for the group
to critique. Writing the story wasn’t a problem. The
problem was offering it out for others to read. I
was pretty sure it was terrible but we were all in
the same terrified boat so I pressed ‘send’ and
went along to the session. Our group was an
eclectic mix as all the best groups are. One of our
number, let’s call him Bob, brought a certain
downbeat energy to the group. It was the moment
when Bob turned to me, gave a long drawn-out
sigh and said, ‘I wish I could write something like
this,’ that I knew. I knew I could convey stories to
other people, transport them to different worlds
and above all, I knew I wanted to be a writer. 


