                   My Reflection of Carmarthen Museum   
Due to the personal nature of this writing, I’ve tried to be informal as to really allow for personalisation and such when compared to my writings thus far. 
I had come mentally but not physically prepared for the second trip. I quickly made breakfast around 9:40ish and by 9:45 I had left the door, sandwich in hand.
Truth be told, I hadn't really, thought about the trip. I knew it was happening and was trepidant to ensure I was there in time, but overall, my expectations, when thought about, were surprisingly low.
St Fagans was fun and interesting, but it did not scream my discipline at me. I did find excitement in walking through almost historical buildings, such as prince Llewelyn’s court or the Iron age huts which were both quite enjoyable but made their fabrication upfront and apparent. 
Similarly, my interest in buildings such as St Telio’s church was hampered by the knowledge that they had demolished it, uprooted it and then set it up for display for the greater public miles from home. The signs around the museum did little but almost constantly remind me of just that. I found interest in a Roman plaque stating the emperor’s name and dedication, but nothing much else stood out to me. I enjoy human remains as much as the next person, but they specifically never really stayed my area of interest, though I could appreciate how useful and important they would be. In writing this I believe that for now, until disproven in the field, my archaeological interests lay in the materials and structures alongside bodies.
That being said although, my archaeological interests were not peaked in the trip to the Carmarthen museum either. However, I did discover an affinity for historical art. I had heard of art history, in my college I knew of students that had taken it as one of their A levels, yet I never really saw much interest in it. But my experience there, was almost surreal, without any kind of hyperbole. I passed the Celtic head into the room with 2 fireplaces and on the wall to my left the reflection of the oil in the light caught my eye before the portrait's eyes followed.

I like art, but for some reason I really liked this piece. The portrait of Frances Vaughn by Mary Beale. 
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(Countess Frances Vaughn Image: wikipedia)


Ive found the digital image does not capture the kind of awe she had inspired into me, I do believe I spent far longer than the average museum goer looking at this piece, for some reason it just maintained my attention. The background, why a forest woods by what looks like the edge of a river? The outfit, why something so unpretentious for a countess? And finally, the details Her finger, pointing down past her leg, which made me want to remove the frame to see if there was any hidden message beneath it. Looking back, I have watched too many films I believe. After I spent a while art gazing I made my way around the museum, moving next to the room decorated with Miscellany to do with General Picton and his period of history. 
I took minor interest in the arms on display, i enjoy the evolution of objects and the guns on displayed showcased just that. Starting with a policeman's flintlock before moving to a 6 shot revolver from the 19th century I believe, I would spend a while looking for more information on perhaps their use, potential importance or how they came to the collection, but unfortunately most objects in an observatory hoard were only about labelled with little to no further information.
Later, I would venture on upstairs and be spooked by a painting of a stern man sat by a river. I know he was of importance to the building, I believe he was the school's headmaster, but unfortunately I never took down his name..
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                                                  (Image of the portrait: Authors own photo)
I would then continue down the hallway, looking down at the cases of various memorabilia, before seeing a sign stating the museum had an Archaeologist’s Egyptian display. I didn't find it. But in its stead, I wondered into buildings chapel. 
For some reason when i entered the chapel on my own, it had an almost overwhelming feeling to it. I returned with others later and this leads me to believe that i was the only one to feel this feeling, but the pews on either side, overlooked by the bishop's royal portrait or Holy cross. It all made me feel like i needed to grant the area some sort of respect and silence.
On that note, i had to go out of way to research this whilst i was there, but the bishop painted is William Harvard, i was amazed he did not have his own exhibition. He became a clergyman, then served in the first world war, and to top both of those played for the Welsh rugby team throughout. Sadly, he only played one match in which Llanelli RFC, and Rev. Harvard, was beaten by the New Zealand Army 6-3[footnoteRef:8897]. This would be the only time he played internationally. [8897: News.Bbc - author unstated, Wales v New Zealand Army: Full record, 11:22 GMT, Wednesday, 16 December 2009
 http://news.bbc.co.uk/sport1/hi/rugby_union/8415949.stm ] 

Continuing from that note, during my lunch break i had found myself desiring more local history. Not just in terms of Carmarthen, but of the building itself and it grounds. Although Sarah would state in class that was offered, i had no such luck and was disappointed during my trip about such. I would walk around in group pf friends around the grounds, i enjoyed details such as the Ah-Ha which is so called due to its sudden drop victims suddenly discover. 
I was unfortunately disappointed again, the nature was fun, but mostly uninteresting and overgrown in areas of interest. I began to think back to a walk I took at St Fagans, which for some reason deeply reminded me of home. I'm not much of a homesick person but the trees and foliage look different in normally Wales to that of Swindon, yet in St Fagans it all looked familiar. As if, whilst I wasn't looking, they had ventured down to Swindon and nicked it whilst I wasn't looking.
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