[image: An aerial view of a field

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]I was feeling part of the scenery	Comment by Paul Goodfield (2514260): Image courtesy of Archaeology National Trust SW
https://archaeologynationaltrustsw.wordpress.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/06/solsbury-hill.jpg
I walked right out of the machinery
My heart going “Boom-boom-boom”
“Hey” he said “Grab your things I’ve come to take you home” 

Solsbury Hill, Peter Gabriel, 1977.

Solsbury Hill is not only one of my favourite songs, but also the location a small iron age fort near Batheaston, Somerset, and is a great location to reflect on our ancestors and their communities. The significance of the lyrics, which are about transformation, became salient after I had experienced my first of three strokes in 2021. I was working in a factory in Ammanford, a tedious job but one that that afforded me the opportunity to listen to many podcasts on History, Science, Politics and Music. I soon realised that whilst it fed my curiosity it only superficially broadened my knowledge. After a period of self-reflection and deciding how to spend the rest of my life with family members, I decided to explore starting University, a considerable change from my early history. 
I grew up in a single parent, working class family on a council estate in the prosperous town of Portishead, Somerset. Whilst I enjoyed school and was reasonably bright, gaining 7 O levels or CSE equivalent, I found the work too task driven and it did not really allow an in-depth study of any subject. Family pressure to go out and earn a wage were so high that they had arranged a job working with relatives on building sites, starting 2 days after my final exam. Due to the gulfs created by the class system, ever widening as Thatcherism was taking hold throughout the UK, going into further education seemed an alien concept, reserved for aspiring middle and upper-class members of society. 
Whilst travelling to work along the motorways of South Wales during the Miners’ strike of 1984, I often came across large convoys of coal lorries, covered in protective steel mesh escorted by the Police. This piqued my interest in the politics of this devastating situation, and I started to read many different articles to understand the nuances of this dispute. It was from here that I can trace the beginnings of my ‘second age’ of learning.  
A change of work led to work as a route compiler for the Automobile Association. This role required regular use of Ordnance Surveys maps, which held a great fascination for me, and I was skilled at visualising unvisited areas using the maps topography. After technology made this role redundant, I worked for Virgin where after many work-based courses and continual learning, achieved promotions to middle management. Redundancy however reared its head, this time through a corporate takeover.  Next whilst working as a Guard, I enjoyed many years meeting a large spectrum of society until my wife, and I were blessed with a child. It was then I moved to a local factory, ensuring I could play a large role in parental duties, as well as looking after my wife who has a long-term illness. 
This brings us to my ‘third age’ of learning, as an undergraduate at UWTSD, where I aim to challenge my preconceptions by learning how to question information through research, identifying how to see through those more interested in self-aggrandising or spinning a certain political or religious narratives, to contribute to knowledge in the archaeological and wider communities. 
Upon completion of my degree, not only will I know how to read the landscape of Solsbury Hill on a current OS map but be able to interrogate its history too.

image1.png




