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The Sinful Gorse of Spring 

By Alan Goodchild 

April 1989. 

One needs to walk in times of crisis. I can hear my father’s words 

now, his head bowed and turned slightly toward me. Dry earth 

scattered gently across oak, good oak, what a waste. The coffin was 

the lightest he’d known, his daughter, my sister Andrea, succumbed 

to a self-inflicted illness of denial that no-one understood.  

I followed him out of the graveyard at a pace, it was two miles 

before he stopped, to weep, on the heath, amongst the heather and 

the gorse, head bowed once again, hands clasped together in prayer, 

or in pain as he shook and crushed the bright yellow blooms and 

their crippling shards. Blood dripped freely from his fingers. A bird 

landed nearby, father looked to me, focused and determined, wiping 

his hands he cleared his throat and told me that: 

 ‘Robins are very territorial, when you have one in your garden 

it’s your own avian security.’  

His voice disguised yet still suffering the tremor and dry stunted 

tone of grief. The lovely song however was clearly from a Blackbird, 

not a Robin, as ever, I held it back. Things of beauty seldom have 

everything, he used to say, especially my sister. Normality was all he 
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craved for us. He turned away again, and my own eyes moistened at 

the stubborn blindness and prejudice of it all. 

These thoughts quickened my steps across the sandy paths of 

Frensham one year later to the day, up and onto the ridge where the 

great pond can be seen, and people enjoy their sport in brightly 

coloured boats with numbered sails. Life goes on.  

I was panting at the top, sweating too under the ill-fitting jacket, 

I threw it off and gulped as much air as I could. The gorse is abundant 

in spring on the ridge just as it was then, bright yellow, resplendent 

in the sun, but you can’t go near it, a bit like her. It bites, a lot like 

her. I did love her I guess, but she was six years my senior and things 

were different for us.  

At primary school she covered my eyes with a card for the 

compulsory annual eye test. She whispered the last two letters to me 

for the left eye, so I didn’t look daft. How kind is she? I thought at the 

time. That’s my only school memory of her as she left for a girls’ 

secondary soon after. I would like to have missed her then. 

Andrea never had a boyfriend growing up. Father thought she 

would turn to the cloth, though she did have a friend. In secret we 

shared thoughts, plans, but we didn’t speak openly of it, wasn’t 

natural father said, a nasty trick of nature on those affected. He 

always stressed the word ‘affected’ as if it were a disease as 

welcome and socially isolating as leprosy. His eyes threatened any 

honesty away from me too, we both lived the proverbial lie.  

She dieted, clearly and looked good for a while, fit, healthy like 

an athlete. She told me that Sue, her friend, liked it. But as she 

withered, she grew harsh, insular, always ate with us at dinner but 

left the table early to read, she said, never stayed to play cards like 



3 
 

we used to. Then insecurity seemed to kick in, she wouldn’t go out 

and she stopped confiding in me. 

 

I felt the weight of my clothes as the breeze contoured them to my 

diminishing frame. These jeans are too long and too loose, must buy 

a smaller size. I’m thin. My Body Mass Index is now well in the green, 

too well the doctor says, just ten percent fat.  

‘Ten percent is still ugly and unnecessary,’ Andrea once told me. 

I didn’t heed the danger in her words, neither did I act upon them, 

for her, until it was all too late. 

A friendly voice carried over the ridge, then Jason appeared 

looking rather frantic. He ran towards me plucking my jacket from 

the gorse on route and hung it carefully on the bones of my 

shoulders. We embraced and I could tell he was trying not to bruise 

me. I have enough black marks.  

‘You should have called me’ he said, ‘I was worried.’ 

‘Worrying’s for mugs,’ I lied. ‘Anyway, you’re clear, that’s good?’ 

The NHS letter in his hand, uncrumpled, was the clue. He nodded 

and smiled. 

‘Yes, I’m all clear, I’m negative,’ and he gently kissed me.  

Something landed nearby.  

 ‘Birds have hollow bones you know’ I said. ‘Makes them lighter 

so they can fly. And robins are very territorial, it’s Avian security for 

the garden.’ My voice mirrored my Father’s, broken and dry and my 

eyes filled with tears for a life in denial, Andrea’s life, not mine. 

‘Will you tell him?’ he beseeched more than asked. 
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‘Yes, I will, I’ll tell him everything, but for now let’s walk, one 

must always walk in times of crisis.’ I leant on Jason for support as 

we descended the mild slope to the Little Pond, slowly, carefully and 

I thought of Andrea and the unfairness of natural selection, if that’s 

what it is. 

The evening sunlight through the trees dappled as lace on the 

heather, and the gorse dimmed to ochre in the shadows as a single 

Blackbird sang a farewell to another life. This time for me. 
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