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“A Shock of Recognition.” That’s how I recently described my arrival in Lampeter, at the University of Wales, 

Trinity St David—although back in 1983 it was still St David’s University College—in a talk for the alumni group, 

The Lampeter Society. 

 

I had never been to Wales before, and my arrival to do an Master’s Program wasn’t auspicious: the College had lost 

all record of me, and had no postgrad housing available. “The last room on campus,” explained a kind woman 

who’d given me a mug of tea, “is in an undergraduate, all-male hall of residence.” She hesitated before adding, “It’s 

occupied entirely by the rugby team.” 

 

Yes, I wept. But I couldn’t have known then that I’d come to enjoy living with the rugby players, or that Lampeter 

would become what I love to call my “Welsh hometown.” I was a young American woman who’d grown up in 

suburban New Jersey, but the Welsh landscape around Lampeter looked familiar to me. Here’s how I described it in 

my new memoir, The Long Field --  A Memoir, Wales, and the Presence of Absence, which will be published by Little Toller 

Books in September:  

 
The first time in Lampeter that I walked past the edge of town, where the double yellow “no parking” lines 
ended and sheep pastures began, I found myself nodding, as if I were in agreement with the landscape. Its 
lucidity cut like a scalpel through mental images of all the other places I’d lived. New Jersey, Rhode Island, 
Washington DC, Cape Cod, France. It sliced through their forests and highways and towns and cities and 
clutter, peeling them away, down to the mental bedrock beneath—a primary place of understanding where 
memory and concept conjoin. And that place looked like Wales.  

 
I learned much later from the former Welsh National Poet, Gillian Clark, that I’d experienced cynefin – “that sudden 

sense you have that you belong to this particular place though may never have set foot in it before.” It was a name 

for that liminal space between the external world and the interior imagination, and for me that spaced lived—and 

still lives—in Wales.  

 

If I’d never felt cynefin in Wales, I’d never have had the confidence to become a travel writer, a professor, a creative 

writer, and a photographer who loves to write and think about place. Often, through the years, I’ve been the only 

woman in a man’s game: most of my buddies who write about place and travel are men. But I’ve never felt “out of 

place,” knowing I always have a homeplace in Lampeter.  

 


