05/10/2026
All photos used were taken by the author, yours truly, Me.
This recount, I suppose, is the reflection:
[bookmark: _Int_KN3SkCWP]"It's the somethingth of the month. It's October. I was woken from a light slumber to the sound that warns us of fire. It was 7:30am." (Stiff, L – 2026)
[bookmark: _Int_HOQEyWn8]I walked through that day with thousands of hours of sleep under my belt, though only 3 or 4 the ‘night’ before this day. I made a curry, and ate it quickly, once I realised it was 8:45am, before I speedwalked, heart still racing, to the bus which would take me 50 miles across the country. I sat alone. I made some small talk on the bus, I wrote in a book, and made music my friend for the rest of the bus ride.
When me and my bus-companions arrived, after a small introduction and a letting-know of the things to keep in mind, the next 4 hours were mine to do as I pleased in. So of course I took some pictures, so that I could use them now, writing this. I also brought some food with me, so I could eat again, during these hours.
The first thing I saw when I walked up the stairs after the introduction was this:[image: ]Figure 1: An insidious expanse
To me, there was something a little sad about the lighting in and outside the gallery. “Why isn’t that wonderful lighting everywhere?”. (Stiff, L – 2026)
It appeared to me that the institution sanctioned only the old as something worth looking at, or being in the presence of, and the 'insidious expanse' was merely a liminal space.
Writing this now, I believe I was already looking to explain that, and I didn’t need this picture to do it. Also, it's probably the easiest and cheapest way to light such a big space.
I thought I might keep better company with some people at the start of the trip, but I quickly found out that everyone had their own agenda and ideas about that day, and so I decided to remove myself from them – to live my own, I suppose...
It was in solitude which it feels I spent the bulk of the trip. Time spent alone I believe is invaluable, for the development of one's integrity, and the betterment of the relationship of the individual with the individual.
It’s during this time I found some trinkets. (See figures 2, 3, 4 and 5.)
[image: ] Figure 2: A little plastic butterfly
This little treat told me along my journey of the perimeter of St. Fagans, that even when you think you’re alone, it’s often that you’re not, whether it’s time that tells you otherwise, yourself or another. Which that day and days gone have confirmed for me. Vincent Van Gogh “died a poor, mentally ill man. His brother had to finance most of his career, and he experienced little commercial success during his life” (Goins, 2022) believing he was inconsequential to the world; after his death, he’s now known to millions.
I was where “nobody seems to have set foot in years” (Stiff, L – 2026) and yet there was a little toy from the giftshop, or something you stick in some grass.
[image: ] Figure 3: A peculiarly cut can
This (presumably) old can of Budweiser, too, I found during my perimeter of the grounds. It was cut and placed there, I can only imagine how and why. Perhaps I took this photo to avoid “injustice to the archaeological (historical) passions of my professor” (Stiff, L – 2026) which was indubitably a consideration.
Figure 4: A close-up of the cutting  [image: ]




Overall, looking at this selfie with me and my stick-for-the-day, I know it was a good day. Throughout the trip I found myself leaning on it for support, and I felt the grounding powers with each thud of what made me tripodal. I kept the stick for a time-being, and left it next to a bench, for another.
[image: ]Figure 5: Stick



I emerged from off the beaten path and saw the Garreg Fawr Farmhouse.[image: ] Figure 6: Garreg Fawr Farmhouse
It’s here that I decided to try to make my second 'normal' or 'expected' contribution to this assessment.
“I tried to enter through the back with my stick. I felt connected to ancestors walking to the door. I try to step inside, and the door does not budge.” (Stiff, L - 2026)
The inaccessibility frustrated me so much I went back into the forest, where the inaccessible or deterring I made accessible and homely.

[bookmark: _Int_ZPsCp9TU]I took some pictures of some flowers, though they won’t appear here because while there’s always time to stop and smell the roses, I have done that, and I am writing now. There’s no flowers in my flat.








I got back on the path and found myself by a church. Because it was a church, I walked right past it. I thought nothing of it but admired its size.[image: ] Figure 7: A church, the name of which is unknown to me
It is intentional that I know not the name of the church, and it is intentional that the image here is smaller than the picture of the farmhouse; because the experience of the farmhouse is 'bigger' more to me than one of religion. Of blind devotion.
(Later, I revisited the church with a companion, of course acknowledging Jesus, and found out about St. Catherine of Alexandria, whose name became familiar to me because not only was she the only person depicted with a book in the church, but because it’s this detail that allowed me to find out the story of how she became the patron saint of students, scholars, philosophers and libraries; it's reminiscent of how I was once converted.
[image: ]Figure 9: An uncovered painting of St. Catherine)


I do not know if I went back into the forest after this encounter, though the next picture I took:
[image: ]Figure 8: The roof of an iron-age roundhouse.
tells me I at least came back out. The structure was originally built around 2,300 years ago (see figure 13) and it was excellent to see the age of the roof, and the extra waterproofing that some lichen and mosses gave it. I suppose I appreciate the security that comes with establishment over time.
[image: ]Figure 13: Information about the roundhouse.

There are a few more pictures I took that I’m sure would allow me to write some more, but I’ve now gone past the wordcount.
I found some companionship (time told me I wasn’t alone), I learnt what lichen is, found a spotted branch in the middle of the forest (it wasn’t sick, but painted), and a log with a huge mycelium colony inside it and many mushrooms sprouting. This reflection is yet to end, nor did it begin here.
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[image: ]Figure 10: The first page I wrote on this day
[image: ]Figure 11: Another page I wrote that day
[image: ] Figure 12: The last page I wrote on that day
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