Jules 

A Sense of Place
An Air of Respectability
She didn’t drive of course, a mother in the 1950’s.  I remember playing ‘spot the woman behind the wheel’ on the walk to school, and that was in the sixties! So, don’t ask how we got to all those ‘places of interest’ she dragged me round, but we did.	Comment by Jeni Williams: Good opening 
And these monuments to man’s folly were the worst. A vaulted roof though high seemed to me a rib cage, ready to swallow up us small fry to sustain itself. We’d leave behind the day for the dim interior, adjusting eyes drawn to a benevolent slipstream of daylight that dared creep around the immortalised. Those welded into a better, higher, rainbow coloured place.  Stale air held tiny particles that would swirl slowly like a slinky down to us, in a passage of recirculating air, and time. I felt pulled down with them. Drawn into a tunnel, where the light at the end was behind the alter, cordoned off. This place sucked us in but spat us out the same way.	Comment by Jeni Williams [2]: This feels like an adult voice	Comment by Jeni Williams [2]: This reference feels like that of a child	Comment by Jeni Williams [2]: This feels too visceral for a cathedral/abbey whatever 
I felt my rebelliousness worrying at the time, it was not the reaction those who entered these ‘sacred’ spaces should have I was sure.  	Comment by Jeni Williams [2]: I’m unsure here which voice is that of the child experiencing and which the adult thinking back it creates a sense of distance from 
I would notice those who sat in the pews. Wondered if they’d lost a loved one or on the other hand had done something wrong. If it gave them comfort, why not. I’d rather a hill, the top, where I’d lie with the whole world around me. Let it envelop me, there I’d feel part of the bigger picture, though a tiny vulnerable cog, entitled to turn the other way sometimes. These manmade places stupefied the senses. I couldn’t taste the earthy air in the back of my throat, or feel the warmth caught on the hairs in my nostrils, I couldn’t slip my shoes off and scrunch moss beneath curled toes, I couldn’t listen to myself hum like a bumble bee with yellow boots. I couldn’t think for myself. Of course, there would be the occasional respectful cough, otherwise, restrained quiet. Though the shallow clatter of a few coins slipped into the wooden box placed near the doors was accepted of course, and the one sound that some liked to make as loud as possible.	Comment by Jeni Williams: Do children have hairs in their nostrils? So that you would notice? 
The afternoons of incarceration did lead to a bit of an obsession with small dogs. Dogs that lay under the heavy feet of men, lazily recumbent over their own dead selves. The dogs would be alive, eyes wide open, they would look at me, as if OK about it all. But they were terrier size, surely unable to bear the weight of those armour-clad feet. I thought that unfair, and these knights often had their legs crossed which to me seemed odd. You just don’t lie dead like that. I looked it up in my history book. It told me that those knights with crossed legs would have fought in the Crusades. There were a lot of them, every one of these places seemed to provide a resting place for a brave knight. And, there were many dogs to feel sorry for.	Comment by Jeni Williams [2]: This is clearly reflecting a child 
I’d need to keep up with my mother, who would occasionally point to something she felt I should notice, but more often would just scold that I shouldn’t lag behind. These places seemed to please her. I felt she thought it a proper thing to do, a very respectable way to spend an afternoon. And, if I dare say, I think it made her feel better about herself. So, maybe it all worked, for her.
To this day I love ‘ruins’, the Abbey that has rewilded, opened itself up to the prospect of more. Let in life, not death, its hard surfaces colonised in circles of subtle muted colours over time. The oak doors long gone, these places speak to me, ‘come, come and find what you will’. Their soul is laid bare to us, ‘if you really look here you will see even more.  Taste the Pennywort that grows on the old font, bathe in the glory of this humble space, play hide and seek in the crypt, squint in the sun lit nave, and oh, by the way, it’s ok to hum....’.	Comment by Jeni Williams:  this feels a bit too neat 

[bookmark: _GoBack]THERE SEEM TO BE TWO VOICES HERE  GO THOUGH THE WHOLE PIECE AND WORK OUT WHICH BITS BELONG TO WHICH VOICE – THIS WOULD MAKE THE EFFECT STRONGER AND MORE VIBRANT.  

