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In her youth, tall with her steeples,
Chuffing and puffing out black char smoke,
Expelled from twin nostrils,
[bookmark: _Int_Gs1VKEq1]In her hearth, a flame being stoked.

One mournful day, her beauty withered and undone,
She awoke with the dawn,
Windows boarded and curtains drawn,
The life within her, gone.

Spindling legs crept along the side of her face,
Every crack and crevice dripped with dusted web,
A chill crept beneath her resting place,
All life within her, dead.

———

There she lies,
Within a copse of trees.
Don’t stare into her eyes.
Can you hear their screams?
The cackles of shrill glee?

Fallen to her foundations,
Between the chapel and the wood,
A raven’s cry of irritation,
Boarded and stitched up.

Squirming weeds festering through
Her broken skin and bone.
In time grew tough.
Through brick and stone.

[bookmark: _Int_0U61Xwdo]Bloody initials carved in time.
Scars in cursive,
Cut through dust and grime.
A claim staked, painful and furtive.

Once a thing so beautiful,
Once loved and left behind.
Something waits behind the trees, so dutiful.
[bookmark: _Int_gsgb45wi]Do you hear the vibration? That’s the flies.

———

They’re coming for it.
With their claws and their hammers
These animals eat where they shit,
No manners.

They’re circling now,
Hear the wind, and its howls.
Come through the broken window.
Come in, come now.

It is to be a feast,
Welcome all to watch her wither.
Call this history, call it man, call it beast -
Call them hither.

Flies lay their eggs in the cracks,
To fester in the bloody puss,
Burst forth with sickening smacks
Eating away at her until they bust.

The wolves are gathering,
Smacking their chops,
Bloodied maws and salivating,
Waiting for the pin to drop.

Windows to the soul,
Left hanging agape
A welcome to all that’s foul,
A prize, a claim to stake.

The ravages of Time
Worn upon her soul
Eyes before bright and homely,
Now sunken pits, sallow and foul.

Rotted to its roots,
Overgrown by vines,
Paths trodden by shining boots
Swallowed in the seeds of time.

———

Positioned in a corner,
A bird’s eye speck.
Kept between the trees, further
Away from the rest.

[bookmark: _Int_8BAlzRAJ]While all was built around her,
She crumbled,
Grew foul smelling and sour.
Within that copse of trees, she wallowed in her rubble.

A small fragment of history,
Rebuilt and barely remembered,
Here she sits today,
Poked, prodded, and dismembered.

While the school children amble
Across the playgrounds and the galleries,
She sits lost within the brambles,
A simple piece of history.

———

But way up high, in the clouds.
Kept hidden within the mist of legend,
A protective arm curled around,
[bookmark: _Int_0z5kU2nm]So beautiful, practically a godsend!

Bathed in beauty,
Tended to and loved.
A call to duty,
Not a home, but a cousin twice removed.

She stands,
[bookmark: _Int_boSXnRnn]With the grace of a ballerina,
Isn’t she grand?
Did you see her?

She is magnificent,
Not like that old gal,
Sitting stagnant.
Between the woods and the old chapel.

Nothing like this,
So pretty, so proud,
A gift of the English,
Placed upon Welsh ground.

She’s kept so far apart,
Elevated above us all,
Announcing her glorious part
Watch as the rest fall.

Blossoming narcissus line the cobbled stone,
Roses in full bloom,
Doors framed in the symmetry of venison bone.
Birds chirping their ever-present tune.

Beautiful women frozen amid undress,
Dancing and singing,
A prayer to Bacchus,
Careless and swooning.

Oh, she is ever so pretty,
Ever so grand!
On her pedestal, sitting,
Praised and raised on a high stand.

But just you watch,
As her roof’s caving in,
Starting with a squeaking window latch,
Until she’s handed off to next of kin.
...


On the trip to St Fagans, I found an abandoned farmhouse that once belonged to a wealthy farmer in the 16th century, and as a creative writing student, I found inspiration within something others may dismiss. I chose my course because I hope to write poetry and horror stories, and I combined those two for this reflection.
[bookmark: _Int_DvaqdWgQ][bookmark: _Int_Lt0pteHL]The poem begins by imagining the house from the perspective of the 16th century sort of standards. Chimneys used to be considered a symbol of wealth in Welsh housing, and this house appeared to have two, so it would have been considered high class and luxury, but as time wore on, it became abandoned or grew uninhabitable.
[bookmark: _Int_mbXSW35a][bookmark: _Int_dZsjQvfW]The poem then develops into a gorier sort of scene, where I compare it to a corpse, rotting away within the woods. I found it quite beautiful that this house had been tucked away there, a small piece of Welsh history, but it had been abandoned and boarded up, forgotten all over again. This inspired me, because this house would have once been a lovely home, a symbol of wealth and success.
[bookmark: _Int_NXr4d338][bookmark: _Int_sU7Vle37]Then I move on, to enhance the horrific aspect, by using more gory imagery, and creating a sense of being caged in, and surrounded. The animals are used in comparison to people, demolishing and destroying. And as the house becomes unwanted or forgotten, people gather, finding new opportunities to use the land for a better, newer thing, and a chance to use the house for entertainment.
The last segment of the poem moves away from the decrepit house, and moves on, with a change in tone to a more light and elegant kind of image. We move on to the new castle, all grand and beautiful, standing high above everybody else. The castle at first appearance creates a grand image of importance and elevation. You have to climb an absurd amount of steps to even reach it, cross across the beautiful gardens and the bridges and ponds, it is kept separate from the rest of the Welsh history, placed on higher ground, so people looking have to look up to it, and are forced to look at all of its extravagance and beauty to actually get to the castle.
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