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Jayne Cooksey (0801686)  Old Farm/Homestead Ruins

Approaching the apex of the ascent, the air felt thinner and most certainly fresher. Just on the horizon stood a solitary stone wall, now about 3 feet high in parts and less towards the gable end. A single overbent tree with a poor helping of foliage claimed part of that horizon. Skirting around the crumbling wall were piles of rubble, which from a distance resembled miniature Egyptian pyramids. Although an isolated, eerie spot it was impossible to ignore. The dry, dusty, over warn pathway to the ruins had tiny, sporadically placed brightly coloured pieces of shiny coated clay, possible from an old tea set. Two footsteps later, a primitive gate latch, way too rusty to function, lay at a forty-five-degree angle, as if someone had tried to prize it from the land. Rooted against a broken fence post, rested an abandoned tin pig trough, which over the years of decaying, now sported a broderie anglaise pattern.
Arriving at the heart of this forgotten plot, which in its day would have no solid foundations, the land resembled a wadi, deeply cracked and crying out for hydration. Amongst the rubble, tufts of whispering grass had commandeered the crevasses which offered nothing to thrive on. But, these grasses happily swayed in unison to the screeching of the four winds. There was no evidence of redundant roofing, perhaps the slate had mysteriously disappeared or if made of straw, had been recycled by grateful wildlife.
Something had successfully nested amongst the broken bricks. Sadly, empty plastic bags gripped on to other parts of the brickwork, surely, testament to the lack of respect for nature and the hard-working family that once inhabited it. Judging by the floor space it could only have been a small cottage with common grazing rights. 
The surrounding grazing looked very neglected, with scraggy sheep venturing past on their continual pilgrimage to better grazing, picking their way over uneven ground, snatching at clumps of rough grass as they passed. 
Anyone who continued to head south, walking through the centre of the unknown history of this remote setting, was in for a complete contrast. Gone was the bleak and dismal approach to this retreat and ‘hello Shangri-La’ ! A ramblers heaven !  A panoramic view to die for. 
Following the lay-lines and residue ruins of an outbuilding, a carpet of healthy bluebells stood united to the side of a small lake fed by a narrow, twisting, babbling stream, busily passing by. Far yonder, Rabbits were out in force like a scene from Watership Down. Wild flowers tormented insects with their array of brightly coloured petals. Finches hopped from stone to stone and then had a pampering session, lakeside. It was a fill-your-lungs moment, casting your eye on nature at its best. As dusk fell, Mr. Fox, in his position as ‘bread-winner’ was out on his daily chores. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Heading back to civilization and casting a last look over the shoulder, it is now clear why the decision to build here was made. Imagine in its heyday, a young family living off the land, sharing gotten gains, fishing down stream from Herons in pursuit of breakfast. A pair of Kites gliding across the homestead; an industrious Woodpecker creating havoc with that solitary tree ! Then on a warm summers’ night, windows partially open and oil lamps alight, there recruiting a nation of Gnats. 
All too sadly these farm ruins have, in recent years, merely facilitated untidy picnickers, fishermen, ramblers letting their canine companions cock their leg randomly and people who accidently stumble across them, all without a thought to want it once represented. Now it’s just a disappearing and forgotten memory ! 
 
