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Gorse Hill


When I was young I always looked forward to visiting my Grandparents at their farm in Dorset, England. It was always delightful to see my elderly relatives, but I also really enjoyed wandering their 30 acre property: there was something enchanting about it. From the top of the hill, I could look down over the old Melplash village. The medieval church spire rose ominously into the gray sky; the trees on other hills formed strange shapes. I could hear the distant sound of tractor engines, the pattering of rain on my waterproofs, and the shuffling livestock of cows, sheep, and horses. There was always damp smell of grass that would mix with the tractor fumes to create a kind of sickly-bitter-sweet scent – the  burning of wood with the opaque smoke rising from their brick chimney. In the summer, the cow dung would ripen so much in the sun that I could taste its pungence. I loved the touch of old brick, the prickly thorn bushes, and soft-squelching mud under-foot. I will never forget these senses; top me they are biblical.


