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A reflective essay on Lampeter.

My intention is to lay out a general overview of my initial objective observations and then subsequent emotional and intellectual responses to various locations. Throughout the process I am invited to revisit ideas formed from these observations and attempt to challenge and tackle some of the presumptions I made.
At the old railway station site, the scene was one of drab familiarity and would not have been out of place in any provincial town. Parked cars, concrete buildings, storage depots surrounded by security fencing and a partial glimpse through the trees to the distant rolling hills. It was relatively peaceful a spot to be honest but hardly inspiring.
 Once we were given an awareness of the locations historical importance it immediately set off a stream of internal imagery for me. With that knowledge it was as if new vistas would open up before me. I began to manifest mental pictures of faces, a uniformed station guard, a glinting silver whistle perched on his lips ready to signal the final opportunity to board the great cylindrical heaving iron beast, shooting forth screaming jets of steam and black billowing clouds of sulphurous smoke. Mothers and nannies in great ballooning satin dresses shepherding their ever-bothersome minions. This place was alive again for a moment!
So, returning to the current scene I was forced to perhaps challenge those assumptions I had made. I was made aware that though not initially obvious there are physical and visual clues available at hand should we know how and where to look regarding historical context. This made me reflect on the value of education in respect of its ability to enhance our understanding of everything around us and about how it can add a deeper layer of richness to our lives. 
[image: ]A short walk past the tired row of houses down Station Terrace led us to the war memorial. The position of this impressive bronze statue was incongruous to its surroundings and verged on a affront to the memory of those it was built to honour. Set back from the busy road the statue appeared to have been relegated to some vague afterthought of recognition. I felt a sad inkling of regret. Though I shared no obvious connection to those honoured itfelt as though the monument had slipped out of context with its immediate environment and that once familiar connections had been disengaged. Its social and contextual point of order had been misplaced by time itself. This gave me an impression of the inevitability regarding devaluation of monuments like this, not perhaps always deliberate but victims to future geographical development. I wondered too perhaps how some of those local residents who had witnessed all those changes felt about its significance now. Does it maintain its cultural value irrespective of its location or was there some inherent inevitability to its demise due to its changing environment? How important is propriety of place? It makes me consider the shifting interconnectivity between people and places; how interwoven they are. Buildings like people decay and fall into obscurity.
Stood before the impressive edifice that is ‘The Saint Davids building’ on the grounds of the university a wonderful sense of order and classic proportion prevails. There is an almost plain easy elegance to its lines. The central gatehouse type entrance with its castellated roofline suggests some form of defensive motive. Is it to protect those within from those without or vice versa? A common sense of institutional protectionism seems at play here. A little way around the corner we find remains of the 11th century Lampeter castle, which looks as though in decrepit weakness it is leaning upon its younger companion, ‘the old building’. The close proximity is striking. Without knowing what it was it would appear a strange natural anomaly, at odds with its current architectural companion.
We headed a short distance up College Street towards the centre of town. Here we stood before the fountain amidst a deafening cacophony of traffic. Though the centre of town, this was now an area in which it would be unwise to engage in anything other than a brief sojourn when it comes to conversation. The area has a rushed transitional aspect. The indulgent luxury of idle town gossip would soon prove impossible. The motor vehicle has taken precedence and it seems everything else to be of a secondary consideration. It almost felt as though as a pedestrian, I had become mute and powerless, like one of the nearby shop window mannequins, silent behind glass. 
 The fountain once provided drinking water to the town but was now abandoned and ceased to offer anything practical and had now adopted an unwelcome role as a makeshift repository for discarded fag butts and confectionary wrappers. I imagined what Mr Harford would make of the current situation and how he would interpret the modern relevance of his donation in an era of plastic bottled water.
With a little time to spare I made my way to the outskirts of town and St Peters church. I was disappointed though not surprised to find the building locked. I turned my back on the rusty metal bars on the porch…
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I went in search of old ghosts,
Stood patiently in the shadows of the old yew;
Old bent bodies twisted in time.
To the squat grey stones of the pauper’s graves
I crouched to give an ear;
Their deepest darkness was laid bare,
Under rocks and mud, pain, sorrow and regret,
No flesh and blood,
Someone whispered, “Do not look for me there”.

Time and transformation of our environment on buildings, roads and nature itself are physical adaptions. It seems that though we too must rise and fall, there is only one constant. Man as observer, the fixed centre of some feverish carrousel of changing scenery.
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