My very first memory...                                                                                                       First Draft
 
I was around two; my mother says that I can’t possibly remember - but I do. Not the morning, not how we got there, not how we got home nor what we had for tea, but I often recollect those few moments (minutes or hours I don’t know) in my Uncle’s back garden. I was sat in a buggy, mine of course, grey with red pinstripes ... very ‘of the time’. A sturdy buggy for a ‘sturdy’ girl! I was all chub and curls. Thinking of it now, to have been sat in a buggy, I was probably younger than two.
Uncle Paul’s partner Christine played garden games with us. There was me of course, my brother, my other uncle who’s one year younger than my brother and two years older than me, and I know my cousin James must have been there (he is Paul and Christine’s son) but I cannot place him in my mind. 
Christine’s long satin skirt skimmed her ankles, and it wriggled in the whispering breeze. It must have been satin – didn’t have the distinct sheen of silk. Her hair was dark and short. Her ‘do’ sat no lower than the nape of her neck, a poufy mass of dark fluff which I thought looked beautiful! She looked fabulous for a day out the back with us kids.
It was the first time I had heard of ‘What’s the time Mr. Wolf?’. 
Christine explained how to play, that we should run away from Mr (Mrs) Wolf when he (she) said it was dinner time! I listened to the ‘rules’ intently. Didn’t quite know what a wolf was, so wasn’t too bothered about one trying to get us. I understood just enough though, to know how important it was that we get away fast, so that she couldn’t gobble us all up!  
I didn’t run when it was Mr. Wolf’s dinner time. Instead, I was pushed faster than I had ever been before! Not sure by which of the boys. The raised grass beds whizzed by on either side of me as I sped toward the huge tan fence at the end of my runway - the garden path. Screaming all the way hysterically (in a piercingly high pitch that children are so good at) I was mimicking the boys. They would have been scream-laughing at the possibility of Mr. Wolf catching them, from the thrill of the chase of course. Anyone hearing me on the other hand might have been unsure if I was petrified or having fun. I can hear my own screeching now. It was a thrill that I couldn’t have felt before. Such excitement, and undoubtedly, most definitely, fun. What a rush ... literally! 
Being so young, it’s not likely that I would have consciously known the difference between being rich or poor, but I must have had some sense.  
My Uncle’s Mrs in her long and pretty skirt, a garden path and two kempt grass beds, huge conifers that you’d only ever see down Brynmill (in those days at least) - it all really impressed on me. I thought I was in a very posh place, that my Uncle was rich, and that I would feel so happy forever!
Looking back, it wasn’t that posh. 
Life soon afforded me the knowledge that joy was not everlasting. 
Oh....and my Uncle isn’t rich!
