As part of the introduction to humanities course, I made a visit to St peters church. It was supposed to be a  group field trip, however, unfortunately I missed the original visit due to illness, so I found myself making a solitary visit at a later date. St Peters is a church of Wales protestant church, and sits overlooking the town of Lampeter in mid-west Wales. It is surrounded by a large graveyard. On the ninth of October, the day of the visit, it was cold and overcast. I imagined the purpose of the visit was for students to get out of the classroom, and consider how ones chosen discipline can be perceived within the real world. 

I am embarking on a degree for creative writing, however, I am right at the beginning of my studies. My journey into the academic world has been a unique one, starting my studies last year following home education. I am excited to expand my understanding of  creative writing and the academic world. When I initially looked at this assignment I had a very limited understanding of what was required. Throughout, I am hoping to improve my understanding of my chosen discipline in relation to the real world. 

On my visit to the graveyard, my first thoughts where with the weather, and how gloomy almost dark days, feel somehow fitting for the setting. When I think of graveyards, I am met with the imagery of a cold foggy setting, as it is portrayed in many novels, poems, and films. The movie; ‘The Nightmare Before Christmas’ often enters my mind. [footnoteRef:1] The storyline is based around the souls of those passed on, much like the paupers that rest in St peters grave yard having their stories lay with them, an untold pain waiting for an author. The tales of those who lived through times we will never have a full understanding of, the small unmarked graves caught my attention. Sitting sombre alone away from those whose tales have been told. I found my mind wandering questioning the tales of those who rest there, how their days were spent in the work houses, and the community they had together. I imagined them walking through the town which has changed and grown over time, as we as a society have evolved. Did they feel there was more for them than the workhouses? When they returned home how did they live? Did they have homes to return to? My mind wondering upon their stories, I walked up the graveyard, the styles of the headstones changing as they become ever more recent, showing in such a simple way how society is ever changing.  [1:  The Nightmare Before Christmas, dir. by Henry Selick (Bena Vista Pictures, 1993).] 

Such a sombre place, yet for some, a place of union; the place two families became one. My first thought when I enter a graveyard, is the heaviness that seems to weigh upon the setting. However, there is a certain beauty and celebration, as new life meets where the old souls of ancestors rest. We honour new beginnings here, such as weddings and christenings, with those who have passed symbolic of the cycle of life. A simple beauty is shown through the respect held for the deceased, honouring them, as  we continue to celebrate the joys of life. It has a poetic significance, the untold memories held within the walls of the old graveyard, nestled in the quiet Welsh valley town of Lampeter. 
I found myself sitting on the church steps looking down at the graveyard, I noticed how the grass had grown long around many of the graves, the names no longer visible under the wear and weathering of time. I wonder who used to visit these graves, if they are now resting next to those they once brought flowers to honour and remember. How many of the souls resting here, have later generations of their families currently residing in this very town? I realised as I sat observing the smaller less noticeable areas of the graveyard, how an experience such as a quiet walk through such a place, could be so beneficial to a writer. How the questions we can never answer, provide an insight into stories, which otherwise, one may have never had the inspiration to write. I became aware of how my chosen discipline was all around me. The graves which stood around me, just stone honouring those passed, now holding stories and questions, now running through my mind. Did those graves tell the tales of young love? Now laying together for eternity. Did that grave sat sombrely alone tell the tales of a quiet man? The graveyard became alive to my mind. As I walked around the church I wondered what happened  before it was rebuilt in the 1837, and the tales the old brick work could tell. The weddings held here over the decades and centuries, and the lives that were intertwined on new beginnings. Tales of love and sorrow flooded my mind. The works of Edgar Allan Poe come to mind.[footnoteRef:2]  His poems relating to the sombre feeing the graveyard gives me. I found myself thinking of his poem, ‘Annabel Lee’,[footnoteRef:3] how he writes of a love, that can withstand ‘the angels of heaven and the demons of the sea’,[footnoteRef:4] no matter where they may be, alive or passed, their souls interlinked. The dark beauty the poem holds, much like the potentially dark tales of the graves here at St peters. [2:  Robert Giordano, ‘Poetry by Edgar Allan Poe, The Raven, Annabel Lee, More’, PoeStories.Com <https://poestories.com/poetry.php> [accessed 16 October 2024].]  [3:  Giordano.]  [4:  Giordano.] 

As I made my way back down the graveyard, I felt I now better understood the significance of this assignment; to perceive my chosen discipline in a sense of relation to the world, and to look at the graveyard through the eyes of a writer; to find inspiration in a place of sorrow, and an understanding that sometimes the most simplistic things, such as a walk, can be  more inspirational than I had previously understood. The graveyard, which had previously been just that, became something alive in my mind, a place of inspiration and creativity.



