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Flo Downing – St Fagans Reflection
My trip to St Fagans started very early in the morning and I don’t remember much of it. For me it really started after we arrived at the café, and I ordered a latte. A yellow banana flavoured latte. This was the highlight of all the trips and potentially my whole life. Until now my drink of choice was a mint latte, but the banana latte has changed that. I have a taste for disgusting sounding beverages and St Fagans fed it. The banana latte had everything. It smelled like bananas, the foam was truly banana yellow, and it tasted, insanely, like a banana was put inside a latte.
With my dear latte and my companions, we stepped out into the exciting outside world of St Fagans to find the Kennixton Farmhouse for Fergal. Which we did immediately because it was the first building on the trail. It was a bright red house with a thatched roof and a garden and a very narrow door. This meant Adrian who was in a wheelchair couldn’t go inside and unfortunately, neither could my latte. All for the sake of protecting the historicalness of the building. The house was the start of an exciting trend with the fireplace being properly lit and all the furniture being old-timey. 
Then it was on to the corn mill, which you couldn’t actually go inside, so then it was on to the village. This was a wonderful place. At the bakehouse we all got cheesy bread which we ate as we walked around and sat inside the cock fighting pit. The cock fighting pit was very interesting as you could still imagine a crowd gathering and betting on chickens, Nick pretended to do this which helped with the immersion. Aside from the Tailors, which was closed we went into all the shops, including Adrian (with the wheelchair left outside). The shops were styled to be very historical, and they were very pretty, but on the inside, they did sell regular modern things. With a special focus on lots of Welsh themed products. I got a Mr Bubble ice lolly for the nostalgia.
After everyone got a sweet treat, we kept going along until we reached the row of terrace houses that went chronologically through time which I thought was super neat. The oldest ones were scarcely decorated with stone and wood and the most recent ones had TVs and photographs. I thought that a really interesting way they showed the passage of time was by having a photo of Queen Victoria hung up in one building and a calendar of Princess Diana in another. I also really liked the gardens they had as they showed how even though the houses changed, people kept growing food or plants for themselves. One also contained a very interesting pair of bins that I thought were interesting as they looked very similar to the ones Grover has in Sesame Street, an American tv show that was made around the same period as the house was decorated to resemble. 
The way St Fagans is designed means you have to go on a lot of winding pathways with trees on either side of you to get to places, and that’s exactly what we did next. We had to walk through a patch of trees to get to an old farmhouse which I thought was nice since the weather was lovely, the ground was flat enough no one had to push Adrian, and all the trees were gorgeous. I think this is a nice way to get from place to place as you explore St Fagans since it’s relaxing and it keeps your blood flowing, so you don’t get stiff looking at the buildings. However, I can definitely see why this would be a negative feature if you had mobility issues or if it was raining or cold.
The next building was the Garreg Fawr Farmhouse which you couldn’t go inside but we went all the way around it anyway. The farmhouse was cool looking with it being a looming stone building with a proper chimney and stone walls and even before reading the plaque you could guess it belonged to somebody very rich in the past.  This was one of the more isolated buildings since it was surrounded by trees with just a path to get to it and a path to leave it, which made it seem bigger since there was nothing to visually compare it to.
We followed the path out and towards the next building, St Teilo’s Church, which our lecturer Quentin Drew actually recommended for us to check out. The church was a funny place. The walls were painted with biblical figures and lots of checker pattern and it was very intricate and obviously a very important place in the past. Some of my favourite illustrations was a little house with legs, Jesus coming out of a box on a battlefield and the most elaborate one which had a model of crucified Jesus surrounded with unusual paintings. 
Then we got hungry.
We set off in search of somewhere to eat and headed to the fish and chip shop first. There were lots of exciting things to see along the way like a proper wooden bridge, some old farming buildings and even a kiln which you could look inside. This little collection of structures is where the fish and chip shop was- but it was closed. Around the corner was the Vulcan Hotel and Workmen’s Institute which we passed through very quickly because Adrian couldn’t go inside and everyone was itching to eat.
The map said there was a café at the castle so that’s where we decided to go next. Unfortunately, it proved to be a very treacherous journey. We had to go along a beautiful path surrounded by very tall trees of all different autumnal colours and beautiful natural scenery like ponds and bushes. However, it was very hilly, and we had to all work together to help Adrian get up and down and then up the steep path to the castle. We went through the gardens and admired them until we got to the castle, realised that café was closed, and had to go back through them again. It was very beautiful but very tedious and I know not everyone in the group enjoyed it.
In the end we had to go back to the entrance café and have lunch their with some people buying food and others eating their packed lunch. I packed a sandwich and absolutely gobbled it down. By the time everyone had relaxed and eaten enough it was nearly time to go so we quickly went to the gallery and did some stuff.
Then it was time to go home.
In conclusion, I had a great time at St Fagans. I thought it interesting to see the historical buildings and it felt more educational to see inside decorated houses rather than see a collection of furniture in a display case. 
From an Ancient History point of view, it was weird to see the grave of a Roman woman tucked away in a corner of the gallery when I see Roman Wales as something very significant. But I don’t think that subtracts from the rest of the experience.
Overall, I thought it was very fun to go around St Fagans, and I do think I learnt stuff about Welsh life which is what it offers.


