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Three o’clock Saturday morning and I’ve been trying to sleep since eleven. My brain is on a warp factor twelve setting, no point in lying there writing an “I Remember” piece in my head, so here I am sat at the kitchen table with whiskey, toast and the cat for company. George, since you asked us to emulate Joe Brainard’s “I Remember” exercise, my memory banks have been spewing out long forgotten happenings. They are all welcome; the beautiful, horrendous and funny, but one, number nine, this one will not go back into the relevant filing tray. It is now roaming free and if not tied down in words, I may never sleep again. My intentions were honourable George, finish the ten ‘Rememberings’ in about seven hundred words and forget about them again.
But it just isn’t happening, fortunately I have copious supplies of whiskey and toast so I’m good for the rest of the night. Number nine is why I decided to finally attend university, my friends without exception told me I was crazy (possibly), stubborn (definitely), and was wasting my time because who knows how long you have left (it’s the job they can’t help themselves).  
I digress as usual, ridiculous as it sounds, in 1966 Guillaume Apollinaire’s work changed my life, I knew what I wanted to do from that day on, it did take longer than I anticipated though. Fifty-one years to achieve my adolescent dream, I’m here now so you can sit there until this ‘I remember’ is read out, what’s five minutes of your time compared to a lifetime?
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