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I’m not sure which one of my seven early memories is the first. 
Or which one to choose, which one says the most about me, and do I want everyone to know that straight away? Should I or could I even, create an air of mystery and then reveal some kind of profound truth. I like truth the truth because I feel as though I’ve had to hide it all my life that’s why my early memories are so much a part of me of the real me and not the face you see in the queue at Tesco.
I think that truthfuly my earliest memory is being in a hot steaming nappy, being pushed from one drunk man to another not being allowed to sit on their lap and snuggle as I usualyy did, none of whom wated to deal with ammonia drenched heavy weight of terry towling. this I can say with surety was my first memory of rejection. My first tase of distaste the first inkling that world around me was not as safe as my tiny mind assumed. Something I don’t want to dwel on or dissect.	Comment by USER: Add some description of the house, set the scene the smeel the land lady (spell her name right) the carpet walls and how many drunks there were and their relationship to the land landy and you.
My fondest memories of being small come later im sure. They are of freedom and compassion in a place I almost always felt safe. These are the ones I want to tell the worl, the ones I want to celebrate they formed ;me; as an adult as much as being at mrs o’mahriais ill get their with spelling its not my strong piont!
I could describe my first real hallucination or the bath I had with john but today I want to delve into the day I held a baby and what a bitch my nan was for getting me a stiff plastic pink hideous doll I hated, that I later buried in the garden because she was dead! 

Set up the place
Why are you there
A description of Annette
And then the moment of truth – say it as clearly as it is remembered describe it all…
Then you could bring it into perspective either with nan or Richmond! Are you barve enough to talk about that. why shouldn’t I? after all it’s true, or can I convince myself that it dosent fit the brief.


I always write in the first person as im talking to my self. It helps me tell the truth. Some times I change the tense or make each side of myself different characters some times I twist characteristics of people I know into a new one to serve my perpus … 
 What do you want the rader to understand from this?
The absolut inosence and joy of the moment …
How do you end it? I have 2 memories of how it ended – the pulling at my fingers to let go and the calm encouragement of Annette to give the baby back…. Maybe they are both true…
Describe the longing to hold it again to be with Annette at every feed avery nappy change and the need to be there while the baby slept….

This is my first draft my first attempt and im leaving it as it is unchecked and unchanged. This is my truth I am dyslexic I cant see my mistakes, the spell checker can! This is a product of what Annette did for me when I was young, she gave me faith in myself to trust my instinct to love and dance and freedom to be me. im glad most of my early memories are of her and the places she took me and the way she loved. Being at home was a stark contrast I don’t wwant ot start my first pice in pain.


622
The Baby at the Baby Sitters

I rember it was warm summer
That the little baby came a few hours after I had arrived. I felt cheated that my one to one time was up. Annette made me fall in love. Her encouragement to greet the new comer to this house of play and children. Her house was on the edge of town on  long raod that suddenly went under a bridge and stopped because I don’t know what was there in my mind the road just ended in the darkness of a railway tunnel. The walk from the bus stop was Her door was blue a kind of afded royal blue. Opposite her house was a yard filled with gravel and machines I didn’t understn I didn’t care I always wanted to be there. perhaps one of the only places I hurried to. There was a cast iron gate and the path was flat befor three steps a few flat foot falls later then another three steps and then a slight slope to her door. when it opened I always smelt something of interest not like my own home that smelt of ciggettes and coal smoke. Annettes house was a place of clam a sanctuary and a school. Today the house smelt of toast a smell I still find calmig. She helped me put my coat on the rack that was just a little bit taller than me. everything here had a perpose and was easily accessable. We went to the kitchen hand in hand where we talked while she boiled eggs and buttered my toast. This is where I became a lover of marmite and not a hater everything here was to be loved. She always had crusts drying in the top part of the gas cooker for babies to cut their first teeth on. I have a faint memory of sucking on one my self everything feels right and familier. She told me she had a new person coming today she made it sound like a god thing and I joined in with her joy. We sat in the garden and ate and I drank cool orange juice till all was gone. Then I played in the sand and trew balls along the narrow path that led to the swing. After some time we went inside and I was washed and had my hair band sorted out. I want you to look smart and be nice to the new boy she said. A boy I thought I don’t like boys they play rough. Soon after watching humpty and big ted on the tv there was a knock at the door. in came a lady carrying a small budle of blankets and a bag full of things. I didn’t quite see her she must have been in a rush or perhaps they went to the kitchen and I was to small to be aware of time when I was happy. The woman left I hadn’t needed to met her after all. Annette came back in with the bundl of white blankets such a white id never seen my own blankets were yelloed by smoke and stained . I didn’t have fresh clean sheets till I was 6. I cant remember his name but I can remember the smile on annettes face when she introduced us. This is … she said hes not staying long his mummys comeing back soon. She just wants to see if hes happy here. I rember thinking that this was the happiest place on earth why wouldn’t he be happy here. She showed me the little baby he smiled at me and blew a bubble from tiny little lips. I was smitten. Im not sure I have ever loved anything so much in the way I did that day. I wanted him, I wanted to keep him for ever, I asked to hold him and here in this place I was alloed to try anything as long as I understood the rules. I sat back in an arm chair and told how to hold this babys head and then he was passed to me. the moment I felt the heat from his tiny little body I yearned even more to keep him. He smiled at me and stuck a red pink tounge covered in bubbles. His bright white eyes gere as white as his sheets and made the dark brown irises stand out. He had beautifully round cheeks and his chin was round to. He frowned at me like the old men I had to live with deep wrinles acroos his brow then he cooed and smiled again. I pulled him in to me wanting to squeeze him till he popped but I was warned not to hurt him. I took a hand and pulled down the white blanket to see him more and he grasped me with his little hand. his dark skin was so sofrt so shinny so everything it should be. He smell devine fresh and new and unadultered by his future I wanted to eat him hold his touch every part of him but most of all I wanted to keep him forever. He never took his eyes from mine he wriggles a bit but always looked straight at me in a way no adult ever had. he was perfect this was a perfect moment I can never forget!
From that day on all I wanted was a back boy dolly to recreate that insense moment it not what I got. I nere really got what I wanted. That was the times we were poor bu that little baby I thnk was rich.
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