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A reflection on Llanerchaeron House
I recently visited Llanerchaeron House. I learnt some interesting history there and felt many different things. I also enjoyed an excellent apple! What follows is an account of the trip, written in the first person to imitate an anecdotal style of writing, or a diary entry. I have chosen to write like this to express the feelings the house made me feel more effectively.

Two p.m, “where are they?” I thought to myself, oblivious I had clearly arrived too early. As I stared at the pretty, yellow home in front of me, I found myself surprised by the size of the place. “It feels a bit small for a duke, prince, lord, or… what was it again?” I commented to myself. Clearly, my expectations were not grounded in much at all. Accompanied by another early bird, I directed my thoughts, and travel, towards the cluster of trees, shrubs and bushes. Now this, this I hadn’t expected. To find the level of natural life integrated within this estate was a pleasent surprise. Clearly, like the owners of many of the stately homes I have visited, the owners of this property had a shared love for the planets’ diverse plant biology. This struck me as far more interesting than the dule, underwhelming yellow building now at my back. 
As we strolled through the makeshift woodland into the rest of the homestead, my attention was drawn towards the simple yet elegant design of the farm buildings, which reminded me of the countryside. Immediately I found myself wandering about what these were used for, and what they could still be used for. Then I found myself in a phantasy of the past, only it was not grounded in history. It did not reflect how the people who lived on this estate would have lived, and unfortunately, I found nothing else on the site to enlighten me.
I suppose the welcome site of horses bought me out of this phase, and briefly suggested what would have surrounded the inhabitants at the time, but there was still no depth at all with regards to the emotional and physical experiences of the servants, workers and homeowners. Moving on to the walled gardens, I became interested with nature again. In fact, it was a welcome glimpse into the cares and interests of those who lived on the state in the past. They clearly enjoyed the ability to grow their own food, and perhaps medicine. I was delighted to see these gardens still in use, though that thought wasn’t given much notice until I returned to them.
By now, everyone else had arrived, and I was glad to be welcomed into the pale house with friendly faces. This did brighten my mood, and inside it did feel bigger. There was lovely architecture and art to be seen on the walls, floors and ceilings. “Credit to John Nash where credit is due”, commented I. Also, a good visualisation of the people who owned the estate was shown through delicate portraits. Finally, an interesting story about the past was given. A rather humorous tale of entitled and confused nephews, with a bad habit for gambling! 
It was all drunk up gayly, but it wasn’t refreshing. In fact, even though my mood had changed to a more vibrant colour, the home still felt dark. Walking around the top floors lowered my feelings. Every room was yet, they felt empty. Every window was grand and pretty yet, only let in dullness. Every wall was covered in excitement yet, felt bland. Every connection to history was insightful yet, lacked meaning. In honesty, I felt like I was walking through an empty husk, with nothing but superficial souvenirs to bring life. The house felt forgotten, unused, and lacking purpose. 
The cause of this feeling seemed to come from the lack of people, well more precisely inhabitants. Whoever lived in that home was gone, and all that was left was the dead remains of their footing within the house. “Only in the forms of old paintings”, I grumbled. I felt no presence, and even us tourists couldn’t make up for that. 
Interestingly though, this changed as I went into the lower section of the house. The areas where the servants would have kept busy all day, bustling around in haste to complete a never-ending checklist. Baking, cleaning, preparing… Though that is a very broad outlook on the scale of work they had!
It was amazing to me when I stumbled into the courtyard, I found the means to make a fully self-sufficient household. Beer production, Cheese making, Meat preserving, Butter churning and Baking. Not to mention washing, I imagine there was lots of washing. It was easy to become bitter and jealous. It’s commonly told these facilities were only available to the people who had the means to support it, the rich. But I found it inspiring. These techniques are centuries old, and what would have been the difference in need for butter (as an example) from the peasant to the king? There is no difference today other than quantity. I began to think about the methods bringing these facilities into our own lives. It would take a potentially unnecessary amount of effort, but the reward might be great! 
With a renewed sense of interest, I ventured back into the “wilderness” that was the makeshift woodlands. I fancied seeing Llanerchaeron’s lake, but walking there I seemed set on the idea that all this nature was the influence of pitiful manmade influence, therefore the lake might be pretty but wouldn’t compare to the size of something natural. I was, for the second time, pleasantly surprised. The influence of man still cannot compare to Nature in all its awesomeness, but the interests of the dukes, princes… colonials (I think that’s the one…) of old seem to fair well. I returned the garden, found myself inspired again by self-sufficiency, and enjoyed a “free” Apple.
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