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PART  OF  THE  B4302  IN  TALLEY 

 
These Newsletters have been produced to provide information about the Talley 
and Cwmdu area and to report on recent happenings. They also aim to provide 
articles of general interest as well as historical items relevant to our community.  
 

 

Y Llychau is produced by the Newsletter Team of 
St Michael & All Angels, Talley, for distribution locally. 
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THE “EDITOR” WRITES 

Welcome to this issue of the Talley Newsletter. I am pleased to say that I have 
received sufficient contributions this time to enable us to reach our target of 40 
pages per issue. However, if future issues are to be as large, it is necessary for 
readers to continue to supply articles. 

Although Y Llychau is sponsored by St Michael & All Angels, Talley, it is 
intended that it should be a newsletter for every local resident so I would 
welcome suggestions from readers on how it could be improved. If there is any 
topic that you feel should be included, please let me know (contact details are 
on the back page). If your organisation is about to hold a function and you 
would like to advertise it in the Newsletter, again just let me know and I will be 
delighted to include the details. After all, it is YOUR publication and you should 
have a say as to what goes in it. 

The next couple of months are going to be busy for the Talley area with a wide 
range of activities arranged for you to enjoy. The Coffee Mornings held in the 
Church Hall from 10.30 until 12.00 on the first Tuesday of each month provide 
an excellent opportunity for a friendly chat while drinking a cup of tea or coffee. 
If you have not attended one of these yet, do come along – they’re much more 
interesting than they sound. 

As mentioned in the last Newsletter, there will be a bilingual Act of Worship to 
celebrate Christian Aid Week at 7.00 pm on Tuesday, 15

th
 May, in Providence 

Baptist Chapel, Cwmdu, when Rev Canon Jo Penberthy will be the preacher. 
The service is supported by the local churches and chapels and will include a 
contribution by the children of Talley School. 

In June there are two events that have now become annual favourites. On 
Saturday, 9

th
 June, several local private gardens will be open from 10.00 am 

until 4.30 pm as part of the Talley Open Gardens Day. For just £5 you can visit 
as many of them as you wish and you don’t have to be an enthusiastic 
gardener to enjoy the opportunity to visiting gardens that you usually only see 
from the road. 

On the following Saturday, 16
th
 June, there will be the Strawberry Tea in the 

Church Hall with a range of stalls in the Abbey Grounds. The action starts at 
2.00 pm. Admission is free, but a dish of strawberries with cream and a scone 
will cost you just £4 – unless you are a child, when it’s half price! 

Why not attend as many of these events as you can and then write a short 
piece about them for inclusion in a future issue of Y Llychau? 

Roger Pike 
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To celebrate 

CHRISTIAN  AID  WEEK 
there will be a bi-lingual 

COMBINED  ACT  OF  WORSHIP 
in 

PROVIDENCE  CHAPEL,  CWMDU 

at  7.00 pm  on 

TUESDAY,  15th  MAY,  2012 
followed by 

Light  Refreshments. 

 

This is an event for all the family and is supported by 

Providence Chapel, Cwmdu, Esgairnant Chapel, Talley,  
Ebenezer Church, Halfway,  St Michael’s Church, Talley  

Talley C.P. School 

 

A  WARM  WELCOME  IS  EXTENDED  TO ALL 
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NEW WINE 

Some time ago, St Michael’s Parochial Church Council decided that, as far as 
is reasonably practical, the parish should only purchase Fairtrade products. In 
keeping with this policy, when new supplies of Communion Wine were procured 
recently Poterion Fair Trade Communion Wine was selected. This choice was 
made after extensive research into the available products and resulted in the 
following findings. 

In the Lower Olifants River Valley in the Western Cape of South Africa, local 
farmers grow and harvest a range of grapes in an area famous for its spring 
flowers. It is also the only semi-arid Biosphere hotspot in the world. These 
organically-grown grapes are processed locally at the Stellar Winery, which is 
privately owned, with the workers having a 26% shareholding in the 
organisation.  

Well-known for its innovative approach, Stellar has achieved a number of 
“firsts” in the wine industry. It was the first organic winemaking operation in the 
world to gain FLO Fairtrade certification and the first cellar in Africa to produce 
commercially viable no-sulphur-added wines. Stellar has subsequently become 
the largest producer of these wines in the world and is the number one organic 
wine brand in the UK.  

In keeping with Stellar’s organic status, Indian Runner Ducks are used in the 
vineyards as a natural way to keep snails and other pests that destroy the 
grapes at bay. The proud Duckmaster, who is responsible for the Runner 
Ducks’ well-being from egg to adult, sees them as a vital part of the organic 
programme. Indian Runner ducks are ideally suited to the semi-arid climate, as 
their water needs are less than other breeds. Eggs are collected from the 
vineyards and hatched in an incubator. The ducklings are then hand-reared 
until they are released into the vineyards to do what ducks do best – eat snails. 

Stellar Winery has now become registered as a Fair Trade winery under the 
‘Fair for Life’ accreditation – certified by IMO – the Swiss Bio-FairTrade 
Association. The great advantage of this is that the Social Premium paid on 
every case of wine bought now doubles, so the workers in Africa who grow the 
grapes will see a real benefit. 

Stellar’s Fairtrade certification has delivered positive, measurable changes in 
working and living conditions to its workforce through the global sales of fairly-
traded wine. The surrounding community has also benefited from Fairtrade 
through the company’s support of local institutions such as schools and clubs. 
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In 1984, Francis Peel, an Oxford theology graduate, founded Whitebridge 
Wines Ltd, a UK-based independent family-owned wine shipping company. In 
consultation with the Stellar Winery, Whitebridge Wines created the world’s first 
Fairtrade Communion Wine – Poterion Fair Trade Communion Wine – which is 
both organic and vegetarian. The wine is a deep Red colour made from the 
noble Cabernet Sauvignon grape, lightly fortified to 15% alcohol to give the 
wine longevity and enhanced natural grape sugars to give them a balancing 
sweetness. 

As well as Communion Wine, Whitebridge Wines also import other Fairtrade 
wines from the Stellar Winery, including red, white and rosé Table Wines. 

Roger Pike 

 

 

 
A MESSAGE FROM EBENEZER APOSTOLIC CHURCH 

Summer blooms are in abundance now and isn’t it a joy to gather and embrace 
a floral and colourful bunch? It is especially thrilling to inhale the aroma of roses 
in their bright pinks, yellows and reds.  

Each garden has its own blossom and I am sure that many readers enjoy 
growing and tending their variety of flower. Each is an individual in its own 
sunny patch. In recognizing that these blooms are from God’s created hand, we 
have even more reason to celebrate their beauty. 

“The Lord has done this and it is marvellous in our eyes.” 
                  Mark 12 verse 11. 

We invite you to come and have fellowship with us at Ebenezer. We have a 
Praise & Communion Service at 10.30 a.m. and a Gospel Service at 5.00 p.m. 
every Sunday.  

Find us at Halfway, on the Talley Road between Llandeilo and Talley. Post 
code – SA19 7YA. 

For further information, telephone Pastor Eric Horley on 01269 593214.  

Angie Davies 
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TALLEY SCHOOL 

The Foundation Phase children 
enjoyed a trip to Dolau Cothi Gold 
Mines to build bug houses. The 
event was organised by the National 
Trust. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Talley School pupils and staff went 
on a pilgrimage to Skanda Vale near 
Llanpumsaint. They attended a Puja 
where the children had an insight 
into a Hindu ceremony. The children 
met Valley the elephant, it was a 
very unique experience. We 
appreciate greatly the welcome we 
were given by Brother Andy and the 
members of Skanda Vale. 
 

 

 

YSGOL TALYLLYCHAU 

Fuodd plant y Cyfnod Sylfaen ar drip 
i fwynglawdd aur Dolau Cothi i 
adeiladu cartrefi anifeiliaid. Trefwnyd 
y diwrnod gan Yr Ymddiriedolaeth 
Cenhedlaethol. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aeth disgyblion a staff Ysgol 
Talyllychau ar daith i Skanda Vale 
cymuned aml ffydd ger 
Llanpumsaint. Mynychodd y plant 
Puja. sef gwasanaeth Hindwaidd. 
Cwrddodd y plant efo Valley sef 
eliffant y gymuned. profiad unigryw 
iawn. Cafwyd croeso cynnes iawn 
gan Brother Andy ac aelodau 
gymunded Skanda Vale. 
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Talley School pupils celebrating  
St David’s Day in their traditional 
Welsh Costumes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dyma disgyblion Ysgol Talyllychau 
yn dathlu Dydd Gwyl Dewi yn gwisg 
traddodiadol Cymraeg. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

DID YOU KNOW? 

Do you know why men’s clothes have buttons on the right while women’s 
clothes have buttons on the left?  

When buttons were invented, they were very expensive and worn primarily 
by the rich. Since most people are right-handed. it is easier to push buttons 
on the right through holes on the left. Because wealthy women were 
dressed by their maids, dressmakers put the buttons on the maid’s right – 
and that’s where women’s buttons have remained ever since. 

 

Do you know why an X at the end of a letter signifies a kiss? 

In the Middle Ages, when many people were unable to read or write, 
documents had to be read to them and they were often signed simply by 
using an X at the end. Kissing the X represented an oath to fulfill the 
obligations specified in the document. The X and the kiss eventually became 
synonymous. 
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SAMSON THE GYPSY 

 
I was very interested to read the 
article ‘Our Prickly Friends’ in the 
last Newsletter. I can remember 
my mother, who was born in 1903 
in the Llanfynydd area, relating 
much about Samson. Many years 
ago she sent an account of 
Samson to Y LLOFFWR. In fact I 
wrote the article under my 
mother’s name, Sarah Davies. 

Enclosed is the article and I have 
translated much of it into English. 

Rachel Williams 
 

 
One welcome visitor to our area 
was ‘Samson bach’. He came 
every April and October. He was a 
tramp / gypsy. He was small in 
stature and his skin was as dark 
yellow as a sovereign. He had 
dark eyes and always wore a 
smile. I do not know where he 
spent the summer and winter, but 
it was on Llanfynydd Mountain that 
he spent April, May and October. 
Even though he was obviously a 
‘gentleman of the road’, he would 
never admit to his ancestry, saying 
“I am a thorough Welshman”. The 
local people were always pleased 
to see him coming and he was 
accepted as ‘one of us’. There 
was always a welcome for him – 
such a warm welcome that one  
 

SAMSON Y SIPSI 

Ond i ni blant, roedd un ymwelydd 
cyson a ddeuai i’r ardal bob Ebrill a 
phob Hydre’ yn dod â hwyl a stori 
arbennig iawn. Yr ymweliad hwn oedd 
‘Samson bach’. Sipsi oedd Samson 
bach. Un bach byr o gorff, a’i groen 
mar felyn â sofren. Roedd ganddo 
ddau lIygad tywyll yn serennu o’i 
wyneb, ac yr oedd bob amser yn 
gwenu o glust i glust. Wn i ddim ble 
roedd e’n hala’r haf a’r gaeaf, ond ar 
dop Llanfynydd fydde fe ddiwedd 
Ebrill a Mai, a thrwy fis Hyfred. Sipsi 
wrth reddf, a sipsi wrth ’i olwg, ond 
fydde Samsan byth yn cydnabod 
hynny. “Cymro glân gloew odw i” 
medde fe, ac yn siwr i chi, er ei fod yn 
wahanol ei olwg a’i ffordd o fyw i 
frodorion yr ardal ’roedd pawb yn falch 
i weld e’n dod ar ’i dro, ac yn ’i 
dderbyn fel “un o ni” ac nid fel 
dieithryn. Cai groeso cynnes bob 
amser – bron na feddyliech bod 
Samson yn feistr tir, a barnu wrth y 
croeso a gâi. 

Roedd Samson a’i ddonci a dau hen 
geffyl yn cyrraedd fel rhyw fasiandîwr 
o’r dwyrain pell. Ar gefn y tri anifail 
roedd pob math o bethe. Defnydd 
gwneud pabell, blanced, dillad i newid, 
sosbanau, bwcedi, padell ffrio, jac 
cario te, offer cywiro pedyll, gwiail, 
cyntelli a lIawer o bethe eraill. Pan 
own i’n clywed am y doethion o’r 
dwyrain yn dod i Fethlehem, rown i’n 
’u tebvgu nhw i Samson bach – ond 
od dim coron am ben Samson! Roedd 
Samson bob amser yn dewis yr un 
lIecyn i godi ’i babell – mewn cornel 
cysgodol gerllaw rhewyn bach o ddŵr. 
Wedi cyrraedd, fydde Samson ddim 
clatsh yn dadlwytho’i babell. Roedd i’r  
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would think he was the landowner 
come to visit. 

Samson had a donkey and two 
ancient horses. Each animal was 
laden with an assortment of things 
i.e. things to make a tent, a few 
blankets, change of clothing, 
saucepans, buckets, a frying pan, 
a ‘jack’ to carry his tea, everything 
to mend pans, osiers, woven 
baskets etc. When, as children, we 
were taught about the three kings 
coming to Bethlehem we thought 
they would look like Samson – 
except that he did not wear a 
crown! 

Samson would always choose the 
same place to pitch his tent – 
always in a sheltered spot near a 
small stream. On arriving he would 
dismantle his cargo and soon set 
about building his tent, which had 
an iron frame. Around this frame, 
he would place blankets to form 
the tent. Then he would light a fire. 
This was an easy task, as there 
was always plenty of dried gorse 
to start the fire, before piling on 
twigs of ash or hazel. Samson 
knew very well that ash twigs will 
burn when ‘green’. He would 
never use alder or elder. Once the 
fire had got going, he would pile 
on logs of oak to make sure that it 
would burn steadily for a long time. 

Samson would never beg for 
anything. He was always busy 
mending things, such as milk  
 

babell ffrâm haearn gadarn. Am y 
ffrâm byddai’n gosod sachau i wneud 
y babell. Yna fe fydde’n cynnu tân 
coed – gwaith hawdd oedd hyn gan 
bod digon o wrisg eithin svchion ar 
hyd ochr y mynydd i ddechre’r tân. Ar 
ben y gwrisg eithin fe fydde’n gosod 
brige onnen neu gollen. (Gwydde 
Samson gvstal â neb fod brige onnen 
yn cynnu hyd yn oed pan, yn ‘Ias’). 
Welech chi byth ’mo Samson yn treio 
llosgi gwernen, a ’dodd dag e fawr o 
olwg ar frige ysgaw chwaith. Wedi 
cael tân go lew fe fydde’n towlu 
stoncvn neu ddau o goed deri ar y top 
er mwyn sicrhau bo’r tân yn cadw’n 
fyw ac nid yn marw ffrwt fel tan siafins. 

Welech chi byth ’mo Samson yn 
begian am ddim. Roedd e’n ddiwyd 
drwy’r amser – yn cywiro pethau e.e. 
bwcedi lIaem. l fod yn fanwl gywir, 
rwyn credu mai ‘tincer’ oedd e’ wrth ’i 
alwedigaeth. Enillai ychydig o arian 
drwy gywiro pethau a gwneud cyntelli, 
a byddai bob amser yn falch o 
dderbyn coeled o ‘wair ffein’ neu 
ysgub i roi i’w anifeiliaid. Roedd rhyw 
urddas yn perthyn i Samson, a byddai 
bob amser yn ymddwyn yn fonheddig. 
Teg yw dweud ’i fod yn dipyn o 
gristion. Bob nos cyn ‘clwyda’ 
byddai’n gweddio a chanu emynau. Ei 
hoff emyn oedd “Happy days, happy 
days, when Jesus washed my sins 
away”. Roedd prynu a gwerthu yn ’i 
waed. Roedd e wrth i fodd yn. ‘hocan’ 
wrth werthu hen gaseg goes gam, neu 
hen asyn blinedig. Un tynn am fargen 
oedd e, ond fe gollodd e strôc un haf. 
Fe werthodd gaseg gloff i nhad am 
ddwybunt, ac wedi diwedd y cynhaea’ 
gwair, fe werthodd nhad ’rhen gaseg 
am ddwy bunt a choron! Credai ’nhad  
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buckets. I believe that he was 
really a ‘tinker’. He would always 
repair things for the farmers or 
make them woven baskets and 
would be paid in cash, or in some 
hay or corn for his animals. He 
seamed to have a natural dignity. 
Every night, before going to sleep, 
he would say his prayers and sing 
a hymn. His favourite hymn was 
“Happy days, happy days, when 
Jesus washed my sins away”. 

He loved to buy and sell. He drove 
a hard bargain, but he did slip up 
once – he sold a lame horse to my 
father for £2, and at the end of 
harvest time my father sold the 
nag for £2-5-0. Samson’s favourite 
meal was baked hedgehog. He 
would place the hedgehog in the 
fire with a few potatoes. After 
some twenty minutes the bristles 
would all have burnt away, he 
would let it cool and then enjoy a 
hedgehog and potato feast. As 
children we were offered a taste, 
but we never took advantage of 
his offer. 

One day Samson had gone down 
to Cwmdu area to look for osiers 
to make his baskets. On his return, 
he found that his tent and all his 
belongings had caught fire. (He 
used always to keep the fire going 
day and night, but this time the fire 
must have spread to his tent). The 
only thing remaining was the iron 
frame of his tent. News spread  
 

i fod wedi cyflawni gwyrth i faeddu 
Samson mewn bargeinia! 

Un o hoff brydau bwyd Samson oedd 
draenog wedi’i bobi. Roedd tân da 
Samson yn barhaus, a phan fydde ’da 
ge ddraenog, fe fydde’n dodi’r 
draenog yn gyfan mewn cols coch 
gyda dwy neu dair taten. Ar ôl rhyw 
ugain munud, a’r pige i gyd wedi 
lIosgi, bydde Samson yn tynnu’r 
draenog a’r tato yn gyfen o’r cols. 
Wedi aros ychydig i’r draenog i oeri 
byddai’n ei fwyta i gyd gyda tato pobi. 
A barnu wrth ei olwg wrth fwyta’r 
draenog roedd yn bryd blasus iawn. 
Droeon, fe gynigiodd Samson ‘dast’ i 
ni blant, ond fuodd ’da fi ariod ddim 
digon o fenter i brofi’r draenog na’r 
tato! 

Un dwarnod bythgofiadwy, fe aeth 
Samson lawr i ardal Cwmdu i chwilio 
am wiail i wneud cyntelli. Mae’n rhaid 
’i fo wedi gadael gormod o dân ar 
bwys ’i babell. Pan ddaeth ’nôl o 
Gwmdu, ’roedd ’i babell wedi lIosgi’n 
ulw. Hynny yw, dim ond ftramyn 
haearn oedd yn aros. Roedd popeth 
arall o eiddo ’rhen Samson wedi 
lIosgi. Fe aeth y newyddion drwy’r 
ardal ar wib, dyma’r cymdogion yn 
dod o un i un, a dim un yn lIaw-wag 
Rwy’n cofio i mam roi carthen i 
Samson. Eraill yn dod â sachaui 
wneud pabell newydd. Un yn dod â 
digonedd o wellt gwenith i wneud 
gwely newydd iddo, sawl un yn dod â 
dillad iddo. Cyn cysgu, roedd gan 
’rhen Samson fwy o eiddo nag a oedd 
ganddo cyn y tân. Dyna sut barch 
oedd gan y brodorion iddo; dyna 
hefyd ddangos mor hael oedd y 
tyddynwyr tlawd wrth weld gwir angen 
ar gyd-dyn! 
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through the farming community 
very quickly. The neighbours 
came, none empty-handed. My 
mother gave him a blanket, others 
brought more blankets for his 
bedding, also straw and some 
brought clothing. By the end of the 
day, Samson had more worldly 
goods than he did before the fire! 
He was so well respected that  
his ‘neighbours’, though poor 
themselves, wanted to help. 

Samson’s animals would never 
wander far from his tent. I can 
remember one day how three of 
the children decided to mount the 
nag. They managed to mount, 
bare back, and after some 
encouragement, the nag ran, 
tossing its three riders willy-nilly 
onto the ground.  

One night my mother and I were 
walking home across the mountain 
after attending a prayer meeting. It 
was a dark night and even though 
we knew the pathway across the 
mountain side we were terrified 
when we fell over Samson’s 
donkey which had gone to sleep 
right across the pathway. The 
donkey did not stir, but we ran all 
the way home. 

Such was the age of innocence! 

Sarah Davies 
(translated by Rachel Williams) 

 
 

 

Fel y dwedes, roed gan Samson ryw 
dri anifail fel arfer, ac fe fydde rheini 
yn pori’n hamddenol yn agos i’r 
babell. Fydde nhw byth yn crwydro 
’mhellach na rhyw dri ergyd carreg. 
Un dwar nod, fe es i, Mari ’ngnither, a 
Dai fy nghefnder, ynghyd â dal hen 
gaseg gloff Samson. Fe ddenon yr 
hen gaseg at ochr y clawdd. Fe 
ddringon y clawdd, a brasgamu dros y 
gwrych, a neidio ar gefen y gaseg. 
Doedd dim cyfrwy ar y gaseg, a’r farn 
gyffredi oedd na fydde hi ddim yn 
barod i symud rhyw lawer ac, felly ni 
chelen ni’n tri lawer o ‘reid’. Er mwyn 
annog tipyn o symudiad yn yr hen 
gaseg, roedd Dai wedi torrr gwrisgen 
o’r berth, a wedi i’r tri ohonom eistedd 
ar gefen y gaseg, dyma Dai yn rhoi 
whamad ar’i phenol. Bois bach – fe 
ddododd ’i traed yn tir, ac fe 
garlamodd ar hyd y mynydd, gan ein 
taflu un ar ôl y lIall ar ein cefne ar y 
lIawr. Cheson ni ddim dolur, ond fe 
geson ni lond ol o ofan. Fe ddysgon 
wers hefyd. Fe ddysgon bo hyd yn 
oed cef fyl ‘gips’ yn gallu symud yn go 
gyflym pan oedd e am wneud hynny! 

Un noson, pan oedd mam a finne yn 
cerdded adre o gwrdd gweddi, fe 
geson ofan rhyfedda. Roedd hi’n 
noson dywyll, ninne’n gweld fawr ddim 
o’n blaenau. Wrth reswm, ro’n ni’n 
hen gyfarwydd â’r IIwybr ar hyd ochr y 
mynydd. Yn sydyn dyma ni’n cwmpo 
glwriwns dros ryw Iwmpyn lIonydd 
blewog. Dyna lIe’r o’n ni’n dwy yn 
gorwedd ar ddonci Samson a oedd 
wedi mynd i gysgu ar y IIwybr! 
Chynhyrfodd rhen ddonci fawr ddim, 
ond fe sgathron ni’n dwy yn go gloi ac 
fe fydd y profiad yn sefyll yn fy nghôf 
tra fydda i byw. 

Sarah Davies 
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A PLACE IN FRANCE 

The department of Puy-de-Dôme in central France is named after the famous 
dormant volcano of the same name. It is one of the original 83 departments 
established following the French Revolution. It was created from the former 
province of Auvergne. Originally the department was to be called Mont-d’Or 
(“Golden Mountain”), but this was changed to Puy-de-Dôme because of a 
concern that the name originally chosen risked attracting excessive unwelcome 
attention from the national taxation authorities. Inhabitants were called 
Puydedomois until 2005, but in 2006 the name used for the citizens was 
changed by the departmental General Council to Puydômois, and this is the 
name that has since then been used in all official documents and publications. 

Within the department is a small commune known as Trézioux. A commune is 
the lowest level of administrative division in the French Republic. French 
communes have no exact equivalent in the United Kingdom, but are closest to 
parishes; they can be a city of two million inhabitants, such as Paris; a town of 
ten thousand people, such as Calais; or just a ten-person hamlet. Part of the 
commune of Trézioux is a small hamlet called Talley. 

If you enter “Talley, Trezioux, France” into the search box of Google Earth, you 
will not only see its location, but by double-clicking Talley on the map you will 
be able to see what it looks like. I think our own Talley has much more to offer. 

 

Information provided by Dennis Boyes 
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St Michael and All Angels, Talley 
 

will be holding the annual 
 

STRAWBERRY  TEA 
 

on 
 

Saturday 16th June 
from 2.00 pm 

 

In the Abbey grounds 
and Church Hall 

 

with  stalls,  raffle  etc. 
 

Strawberries, cream, scone and cup of tea     £ 4·00 

(children    £ 2·00) 
 
 

An entertainment for the whole family 
 

ADMISSION  FREE 
 
 

Please come along, you won’t regret it 
(even if it’s wet). 
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TULIP MANIA REACHES TALLEY 

At an evening fuelled by barons of beef, flocks of turkeys, gallons of beer and 
casks of wine (otherwise known as the Talley Dinner) world record prices were 
reached at the auction for a plastic trough containing three cyclamen. As the 
bids flooded in, the large crowd of Talley’s best and most respected citizens 
held their breath to see whether records would indeed be smashed. Tulips, the 
South Sea Bubble, the IT bubble of more recent years; all were left trailing in 
the wake of a night of madness.  

Said wide eyed auctioneer Geraint, still reeling from the success of his efforts, 
“I haven’t seen anything like this since the great Tregaron Black Welsh 
mountain tup sale of 1979!” Next morning the cyclamen, in all their unassuming 
glory, were happily in place on a Talley kitchen window sill, and indeed continue 
to thrive. Rumours that the shelves of garden centres for miles around had 
been emptied as Talley entrepreneurs sought to cash in before the cyclamen 
bubble burst, have yet to be confirmed or indeed disproved. But plainly where 
Talley goes others will follow. Other high auction bids were made for a wide 
variety of kindly donated items, and the writer is most pleased, during a current 
attack of arthritis, with the walking stick he successfully bid for. 

The main thing is that over 120 people had a great evening and £1340 was 
raised, to be shared equally between Tenovus and Macmillan Nurses.  

The Talley Dinner is a remarkable event, one which many enjoy but few would 
wish to organise. As ever, therefore, we thank Geraint and Jean, their band of 
helpers, and the White Hart for providing an opportunity for records to be 
broken and leaving us in a state of eager anticipation about next year’s 
speculative auction items. 

 
John Rees 
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ONE FLEW OVER . . . . . . . 

They say one should always write about what one knows. These days, what I 
mostly know exists within the confines of the comparatively new and highly 
praiseworthy dialysis unit where my aged parent spends the greater part of 
three days a week hooked up to a flashing, gurgling, pulsating box having his 
bodily fluids cleansed of noxious substances. He is the oldest patient on their 
books and, as far as I am aware, the only one to have an escort – me. What 
might be regarded as an irksome chore has in fact become an oasis of 
opportunity to observe and record a strange enclosed world co-existing in a 
parallel universe.  

Until recently we were on the early shift which obliged us to rise from our beds 
at four in the morning for collection at six. The joy of this undertaking lay in the 
transport carrying us to the hospital. Dialysis transports have, shall we say, 
robust suspensions and a capacity for spine-chilling levels of noise. Wide-eyed 
with fatigue and clutching our seats for dear life we would hurtle at break-neck 
speed down the pitch-dark tunnels of our once familiar lanes. Anyone 
acquainted with Harry Potter’s night-bus and that peculiarly tense suspended 
animation that descends on a plane as it comes in to land will know the feeling. 

We have since been moved to the afternoon session. We now proceed in the 
dignified fashion dictated by daylight traffic and arrive at noon. We are freed in 
time to savour the setting sun gilding the watery expanse of the Towy valley 
with pink and gold. In between times we are tucked up in a side room (en suite 
with TV) for what I fondly imagined would be four unbroken hours in which to 
read and scribble undisturbed. Small chance! If my father, undemanding and 
perfectly content to sleep the hours away, should cough, shift or reach for 
something not immediately under his hand, the box throws a tantrum and 
shrieks and howls and wails until a member of staff comes running to pacify it. 
They hear it, they tell me, in their sleep.  

Likewise, if the patient’s blood-pressure drops below the recommended levels a 
lesser but no less nerve-tingling cacophony breaks out. Since this patient’s 
pressure is habitually low, this occurs every fifteen to thirty minutes depending 
on the fancy of the nurse who programmed the treatment. Sadly, this alarm 
does not occasion the same urgency and often cannot be heard from afar so 
one must either endure or silence it oneself having once determined that the 
readings are not dangerously low. This course of action is officially frowned 
upon although some of the nurses are more forgiving than others. 

Courtesy of the NHS, we are provided with lashings of hot-buttered toast (this is 
real Welsh butter, rich and salty, and the mere rumour that an officious dietician 
is attempting to substitute low-fat spread has been sufficient to arouse talk of  
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barricades and placards among the octogenarians who abound), tea, coffee, 
books, a magazine and sweet trolley, a charming lady who massages hands 
and feet with oil and even the occasional consultant. Within the last week I have 
had a questionnaire to fill in and a gentleman came to check out all the 
electrical gadgets. There is never an idle moment or a moment’s peace.  

Saturday is by far the jolliest day of the week as the doctors are absent, senior 
staff few and everyone is eager to be away. The transport drivers venture in 
where they are forbidden entry on weekdays and come to urge the nursing staff 
on if one is delayed. The drivers are highly individual and fall into two distinct 
categories – those who hunch silently in a corner with their mobiles and those 
who engage in conversation, regaling one with entertaining reminiscences or 
wanting to know all about you. Thus I have learned about everything from 
planning a garden to the Rebecca riots. One of the latter drivers evinced 
interest in the newsletter articles and, when I bemoaned the fact that I couldn’t 
think of anything to write about, said, “Write about us”. So I have. 

S Shawe 

 

 

FROM THE CARMARTHEN JOURNAL 

One of our readers has been kind enough to draw our attention to the following 
piece which appeared in a recent copy of the Carmarthen Journal under its 
“Past Snips” section. It is the reprint of an article first published in the Journal 
on 21 February 1902. 

 

The following letter was received by the vicar of Talley, Rev Lloyd, on Monday 
from Trooper Alfred Williams, grandson of Mrs Williams, Melinwaun. He is in 
the 13th Hussars. Last year he was invalided home but on recovery was sent 
out a second time last December: 

Dear Mr Lloyd,  

I now take the pleasure of writing these few lines to let you know 
how I am getting on. 

We had a very fair voyage out, and arrived at Durban on the 20th 
December. We got into Pretoria on Christmas Day and waited 
there for a week for horses. I went down to see Kruger’s house. It 
is now used as an office for Baden Powell’s Police.  
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It is a rather common place for a President’s house. A Sapper 
Church is opposite it. 

We joined our regiment at Vaal Kop a few days ago. We are under 
Colonel Alanley – our Regiment, the 6th Dragoon Guards, and the 
Burgher Corps. 

We are capturing Boers every day, also a large number of cattle. 
We come into contact with them every day. We captured 
Commandant Brackenbach and a part of his commando 
yesterday. 

It is more dangerous for the cavalry now than ever, the Boors lie in 
ambush until the Scouts come up to them and then fire. When they 
capture any of our men, they take away everything from them, and 
send them back to our camp stripped.  

We very nearly took Jack Hinton, the famous train-wrecker 
yesterday. We galloped through them and caught a few of them. 
He got away himself by the skin of his teeth. There was a reward 
of £2000 for his body dead or alive. He has murdered some of our 
men who were taken prisoners. 

I think the war will be over soon now. All the columns are on the 
move. Our horses are looking very poor. They are getting worn 
out. 

Tom Rees is getting on all right. We are both in the same tent. He 
wishes to be remembered to all inquiring friends in Talley. 
Sergeant Evans is down at Standerton. I have not seen him yet.  

We had three of our men severely wounded this morning. One of 
them slept next to me last night. 

Remember me to all the people round Talley. Hoping the war will 
soon be over, and that I shall soon be among them again. 

Alfred Williams 
13th Hussars. 

 

Are any of Alfred’s family still around or does anyone remember them? 
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TALLEY OPEN GARDENS DAY 
 

 

TALLEY  COMMUNITY  OPEN  GARDENS  DAY 

On 

Saturday  9th  June 

from 10.00 am until 4.30 pm 

several local residents in the Talley area will be opening their 
private gardens to visitors. 

Full details will be published on posters throughout the village 

PLEASE  SUPPORT  THEM  WITH  A VISIT 

A single £5 ticket (including a map showing the location 
of the open gardens) will allow access to all of them. 

 

 

In the last issue of this Newsletter there was an introductory article about the 
Open Gardens Day. Several people have already indicated their willingness to 
open their own gardens this year, however we still need some more. It is not 
too late to give permission for your garden to be included in the event, but you 
must act soon.  

Please contact Roger Pike (details on the back page), before 19
th
 May, if you 

would be prepared to participate in what is a very enjoyable social occasion. It 
doesn’t matter how big or small your garden is, whether it is formal or not, if it’s 
mature or still developing; all we ask is that you would be willing to allow visitors 
to share its delights. 

If you live in Talley or Cwmdu, please consider opening your garden on  
9

th
 June. You’ll be surprised how satisfying it is just watching visitors getting as 

much enjoyment from your garden as you do yourself. You may even be able to 
get some of them to suggest what could be done with that “problem corner”. 

Please contact me so that your garden can be added to the list for visitors to 
look at. 

Roger Pike 
 

 



Y Llychau 

- 19 - 

SOME BUTTERFLIES SEEN IN WALES   (Part 1) 

SMALL SKIPPER Thymelicus sylvestris 

The male is distinguished from the female by the 
dark, slightly curved brand line on its forewings and 
is the more active of the two sexes.  

Family Hesperiidae 

Male Wingspan 27 – 33 mm 

Female Wingspan 27 – 33 mm 

 
Butterflies seen June, July & August 

Habitat Tall grass on rough land 

Butterfly food Brambles, Dandelions, Clover 

Caterpillar food Blades of grass 

Population trend Stable 

Similar species Large Skipper 
 

 

LARGE SKIPPER Thymelicus sylvestris 

Similar to the Small Skipper, but larger. The male 
alternates between perching, patrolling, basking 
and feeding, but will defend its territory vigorously. 

Family Hesperiidae 

Male Wingspan 29 – 34 mm 

Female Wingspan 31 – 36 mm 
 

Butterflies seen June, July & August 

Habitat Meadows & hedgerows 

Butterfly food Bird’s-foot Trefoil & Brambles 

Caterpillar food Blades of grass 

Population trend Increasing 

Similar species Small Skipper 
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PEACOCK Inachis io 

A common butterfly with spectacular “eyes” on its 
upper wings to scare predators and a black 
underwing to hide it while resting on tree trunks. 

Family Nymphalidae 

Male Wingspan 63 – 68 mm 

Female Wingspan 67 – 75 mm  

Butterflies seen April to August 

Habitat Any sunny area with flowers 

Butterfly food Buddleia, sedum, marjoram 

Caterpillar food Nettles, hops 

Population trend Increasing rapidly 

Similar species None in UK 

 

 
RED ADMIRAL Vanessa atalanta 

Unmistakable, with velvety black wings intersected 
by striking red bands. The small UK population is 
boosted each year by migrants from Europe. 

Family Nymphalidae 

Male Wingspan 64 – 72 mm 

Female Wingspan 70 – 78 mm  

Butterflies seen May to October 

Habitat Any sheltered location in UK 

Butterfly food Bramble, buddleia, daisies 

Caterpillar food Nettles, hops 

Population trend Increasing rapidly 

Similar species None 
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CLOUDED YELLOW Colias croceus 

An immigrant from north Africa, easily killed by 
damp and frost. The female is much lighter in 
colour, being more creamy-white than yellow. 

Family Pieridae 

Male Wingspan 52 – 58 mm 

Female Wingspan 54 – 62 mm 
 

Butterflies seen June to October 

Habitat Open countryside 

Butterfly food Dandelion, Ragwort, Thistles 

Caterpillar food Grass stems 

Population trend Increasing rapidly 

Similar species None in Wales  

 
BRIMSTONE Gonepteryx rhamni 

Their unusual wing shape makes it difficult to see 
them when resting on foliage. The female is much 
lighter in colour, being a pale whitish-green. 

Family Pieridae 

Male Wingspan 60 – 74 mm 

Female Wingspan 60 – 74 mm  

Butterflies seen April to September 

Habitat Woodlands and gardens 

Butterfly food Dandelion, nettles, knapweed 

Caterpillar food Leaves of wild flowers 

Population trend Increasing 

Similar species None in Wales  
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BROWN HAIRSTREAK Thecla betulae 

These butterflies have brown wings with golden-
yellow underneath. The female has large orange 
patches on the fore-wings. They are becoming rare 

Family Lycaenidae 

Male Wingspan 36 – 41 mm 

Female Wingspan 39 – 45 mm  

Butterflies seen August 

Habitat Hedgerows 

Butterfly food Honeydew, brambles, thistles 

Caterpillar food Blackthorn leaves 

Population trend Decreasing 

Similar species Purple Hairstreak 

 

 

PURPLE HAIRSTREAK Neozephyrus quercus 

This butterfly has brown and purple wings with a 
greyish-white underside. It prefers to fly at high 
altitude in oak woods. 

Family Lycaenidae 

Male Wingspan 33 – 40 mm 

Female Wingspan 31 – 38 mm  

Butterflies seen August 

Habitat Oak woodlands 

Butterfly food Honeydew, bramble, hogweed 

Caterpillar food Oak leaves 

Population trend Stable 

Similar species Brown Hairstreak 

 

Wildlife Willie (with help from Butterfly Conservation) 
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TALLEY ROAD STATION 

I read with interest the article concerning the “might have been” railway 
through Talley in the last Newsletter, particularly as Talley Road Station was 
referred to. Mention of Talley Road Station brought to mind an incident that 
happened almost 60 years ago. 

At that time a family named Nuttall lived in Coedhirion, a neighbouring farm to 
Cwm. Mr and Mrs Nuttall were Aunt and Uncle to one of my oldest school 
friends.  

My old home was in Middleton, Manchester, and in those days if a family I knew 
had a holiday at all it was usually in Blackpool, Morecombe or, as in my case, to 
my Grandmother’s in Lancaster. So it was really something when my school 
friend told me that her family was going to South Wales to somewhere called 
Talley. 

No doubt they had been told to get off the train in Llandeilo, but obviously they 
had seen Talley Road Station and thought it would be more helpful and nearer 
to their hosts. So, of course, mother, father, children and luggage were left high 
and dry there. 

Those were the days when the only telephone I knew of in the village was in the 
kiosk outside the Post Office and motor cars were few and far between. So how 
Denzil James of Cwm was contacted and by what means he rescued them I 
don’t know, but rescue them he did. 

Out of this incident came a meeting with a new friend which led to a pen-
friendship with me which in turn led me to live very happily in that unknown 
place called Talley, as I married my penpal – the rescuer. 

Margaret James 
 

 

TALLEY TRAINS 

The article in the last issue of Y Llychau about the proposed railway through 
Talley has prompted much interest – some readers have told me that they were 
aware of the plans, but not the detailed route, while others said that they knew 
nothing about it. 

If you have any details relating to it, I would be pleased to hear from you. My 
contact details are on the back page. 

Roger Pike 
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A DAY OUT 

It was certainly a day I’ll not easily forget. It was 2
nd

 March; it could well have 
been May. I would have lunch ready for us both when we returned, I’d told him. 
I should have prepared a picnic lunch instead we both decided, enjoying the 
warm sunshine by Talley Lakes. 

It wasn’t to Talley we went first of all though. Many, many years ago I’d been 
asked what evidence of mistletoe there was in Carmarthenshire. I’d enquired as 
best I could and learned of several sites – though not of the one I saw when we 
enjoyed the Open Gardens Day in Talley the year before last. My friend had 
told me a little while back he’d discovered a whole lot growing – far more than 
you would expect in West Wales – but I couldn’t quite understand where. I soon 
realised when we neared it that morning that I had indeed had it on my list to 
visit and could remember well who’d reported it. I certainly didn’t appreciate its 
extent though. 

This little, old orchard wouldn’t have surprised me if it had been in 
Herefordshire, perhaps. It certainly did in Manordeilo though. Eight or ten trees 
– I never thought to count them – all apple, I presumed, and each one well 
clothed with that magic parasite. It was flowering again – though most flowers 
were little more than buds – but plenty of berries were still holding on, though 
most were sticky to the touch. I collected some to share among neighbours to 
try to get some going on our own apple trees and hoping, if they do take, they 
won’t turn out to be male plants which won’t have berries. So then to Talley. 

Our first stop was to my dear wife’s grave. I’d wondered whether the 
snowdrops and wild daffodils I’d planted were showing; fearing that mice may 
have eaten the bulbs. Sadly, they must have done – not the tiniest trace could I 
see. Then on to Dafydd ap Gwilym’s gravestone. 

I’d been told long ago roughly where it was and I’d looked for it several times 
without success. This time though we went straight to it – hardly surprising as 
my friend was the one who’d raised the appeal to purchase a stone inscribed 
both in English and Welsh. He was buried beneath a yew tree, it’s said, and 
there, right beside the stone was the remnant of a yew cut down many years 
since. I’m sure all readers will know of the rumour that he was buried in Strata 
Florida and my friend had been anxious to remind everyone how erroneous that 
was. 

So then just a few steps to the lakeside and the main business of the day – the 
birds on the lake. 

There was a pair of Canada Geese, of course, looking as if they owned the  
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place and a group of a dozen or so Tufted Ducks in a bunch – one of our most 
numerous ducks to be seen throughout the year. But what we were looking for 
particularly, though, were Smews. 

Nesting in the far north, they will migrate as far south as the Mediterranean in 
the winter. For some years they’ve also been wintering in Essex and on the 
London reservoirs and, more recently, the Somerset Levels. It’s only much 
more recently still they ventured this far west. The cold winters of 2010 and 
2011 brought them here – quite a few of them – but it surprised many 
birdwatchers, I’m told, that they were here again – only a couple though. 

And, yes, we spotted them when they surfaced after diving for food and yes, 
just two, the white of the drake showing up quite prominently. But then we 
drove up behind the lakes to a spot which overlooks both lakes – a most 
glorious view – there on the northern lake was another Smew. Was it one of the 
pair that had just gone next door for a change in the last ten minutes? I really 
didn’t care. I was overcome with the view. 

Anyway, I hope they have some happy memories to take back to the Arctic  
with them and spread the news of the delights that Talley offers as a winter 
residence. 

 

 

Denys Smith 
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A BRIEF HISTORY OF WALES 

(Part 2) 

Part 1 described Wales in pre-historic times and under Roman occupation. 
After their departure, Britain was invaded by Angels and Saxons, resulting in 
the Celtic tribes being forced into the west where they formed kingdoms, each 
being ruled by its own king. 

 

In early Medieval times, for a single man to rule the whole of Wales was rare. 
This is often ascribed to the inheritance system practiced by the Welsh. All sons 
received an equal share of their father’s property, resulting in the division of 
territories. However, while Welsh laws allowed the division of land in general, it 
did not sanction the division of kingdoms. The laws permitted a single heir to 
the kingdom to be chosen, usually by the king. Any son, legitimate or 
illegitimate, could be chosen as heir and there were frequently disappointed 
candidates prepared to challenge the chosen one.  

The first man to rule a considerable part of Wales was Rhodri The Great, 
originally king of Gwynedd during the 9

th
 century, but who extended his rule to 

include Powys. On his death his realms were divided between his sons and 
later, Rhodri’s grandson, Hywel the Good, formed the kingdom of Deheubarth 
by joining together smaller kingdoms in the south-west. By 942 he had 
extended his rule to most of Wales and he is traditionally associated with the 
establishment of the first country-wide Welsh Laws in about 945 at the Council 
of Whitland – usually now called the “Laws of Hywel”.  

Hywel followed a policy of peace with the English and on his death in 949 his 
sons were able to keep control of Deheubarth but lost Gwynedd to descendants 
of the traditional dynasty of that northern kingdom. 

Between 950 and 1000 Wales came under increasing attack by Viking raiders, 
who were said to have carried off two thousand captives from Anglesey in 987. 
The then king of Gwynedd is reported to have redeemed many of his subjects 
from slavery by paying the Danes a large ransom. 

Gruffydd ap Llywelyn was the next ruler to be able to unite most of the Welsh 
kingdoms under his rule. He too was originally king of Gwynedd and by 1055 he 
was ruler of almost all of Wales. He also annexed parts of England around the 
border. However, he was defeated by Harold Godwinson in 1063 and later 
killed by his own men. His territories were split and again divided into the 
traditional kingdoms. 
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In 1066, when the Normans conquered England, the dominant ruler in Wales 
was Bleddyn ap Cynfyn, yet another king of Gwynedd and Powys. The Norman 
invasion of Wales began in 1070 when Gwent was overrun and by 1074 
Morgannwg and Deheubarth were under attack. A year later, the death of 
Bleddyn ap Cynfyn led to a civil war. This gave the Normans the chance to 
seize lands in North Wales. At the same time, in the south, William the  
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Conqueror’s troops advanced into Dyfed, where they built castles and 
established mints at St Davids and Cardiff. By 1093, the whole of Deheubarth 
had been overcome and the land divided between various Norman lordships. 

In 1094, however, there was a general Welsh revolt against Norman rule and 
gradually territories were won back. The old kingdoms of Gwynedd and 
Deheubarth united and together inflicted a crushing defeat on the Normans in 
1136. Owain Gwynedd ruled this enlarged kingdom until his death in 1170. He 
was able to profit from disunity in England at the time when Stephen of Blois 
and the Empress Matilda were contesting the English throne. 

Powys also had a strong ruler at this time, but when he died in 1160, quickly 
followed by the death of his heir, Powys was split into two parts (one for each of 
his sons) and never subsequently reunited. In the southern part, Gruffydd ap 
Rhys was killed in 1137, but his four sons, who all ruled Deheubarth in turn, 
were eventually able to win back most of their grandfather’s kingdom from the 
Normans. The youngest of the four, Rhys ap Gruffydd (The Lord Rhys) ruled 
from 1155 to 1197. In 1171 Rhys met King Henry II and came to an agreement 
with him whereby Rhys had to pay a tribute but was confirmed in all his 
conquests and was later named Justiciar of South Wales. A Justiciar was the 
monarch’s local representative in a particular area and its chief judge. To 
celebrate, Rhys held a festival of poetry and song at his court at Cardigan over 
Christmas 1176, which is generally regarded as the first recorded Eisteddfod. 
Locally, The Lord Rhys is best remembered for his founding of Talley Abby in 
1185. 

While Owain Gwynedd’s death led to the splitting of Gwynedd between his 
sons, Rhys made Deheubarth dominant in Wales at that time, but out of the 
power struggle in Gwynedd there eventually arose one of the greatest of all 
Welsh leaders, Llywelyn ap Iorwerth (known as Llywelyn the Great). Llywelyn 
was sole ruler of Gwynedd by 1200 and by his death in 1240 was effectively 
ruler of much of the rest of Wales as well. His son Dafydd ap Llywelyn followed 
him as ruler of Gwynedd, but king Henry III would not allow him to inherit his 
father’s position elsewhere in Wales. As a result war broke out in 1241 and 
again in 1245. The issue was still in the balance when Dafydd died suddenly in 
1246 without leaving an heir. Llywelyn the Great’s other son, Gruffudd, had 
been killed in 1244 but had left four sons. A period of internal conflict between 
three of these ended in the rise to power of Llywelyn ap Gruffydd (also known 
as Llywelyn the Last Leader).  

To be continued.                                                        Researched by Roger Pike 
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CWMDU 

Hazel and Carys 
from Culturnet 
Cymru’s Digital 
Heritage in the 
Community 
Project, which is 
supported by 
Communities 2.0 
through the Welsh 
Government and 
the European 
ERDF Fund, 
visited Cwmdu  
on Wednesday 
28

th
 March to work 

with Hywel Jones 
to help scan old 
images of his 
family and of 
Cwmdu history in 
general. These 
images will be 
uploaded onto  
the People’s 
Collection Wales 
Website where an 
account will be set 
up for Hywel 
Jones’s collection.  

Anyone wishing to 
know more about 
the project, which 
also offers free 
digital training, 
should contact 
Hazel and Carys 
at Culturenet 
Cymru on 01970 632500 

Hywel Jones 

 

CWMDU 

 

Fe fu Hazel a 
Carys, sy’n gweithio 
ar brosiect 
Treftadaeth Ddigidol 
yn y Gymuned - 
Culturenet Cymry 
sy’n cael ei gefnogi 
gan Gymunedau 
2.0 trwy Lywodraeth 
Cymru a chynllun 
Ewropeaidd ERDF, 
yn ymweld â Hywel 
Jones o Gwmdu  
ar ddydd Mercher 
28ain o Fawrth i 
helpu sganio hen 
ddelweddau o’i 
deulu a hanes 
Cwmdu yn 
gyffredinol. Bydd y 
rhain yn cael eu 
llwytho ar wefan 
Casgliad y Werin 
Cymru yng nghyfrif 
Hwyel Jones.  

Dylai unrhyw un 
sydd am wybod 
mwy am y prosiect, 
sy’n cynnig 
hyfforddiant digidol 
yn rhad ac am 
ddim, gysylltu â 
Hazel a Carys yn 
Culturenet Cymru ar 
01970 632500  

Hywel Jones 
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TWO SHORT STORIES 

Alan Ward once lived in Talley at Trewern Fawr with his wife Cathy and was for 
many years a respected member of the local community. When he retired to 
live in Honiton, Devon, he joined a local Writers’ Group where he wrote a 
number of short stories. Regrettably, Alan passed away a few years ago, but 
two of his stories are reproduced here with permission. 

 

THE STORY OF SAINT MELANGELL – Patron Saint of Hares 

While motoring in North Wales we were running short of petrol. After refuelling, 
we were intrigued to read in the village inn, an explanation of the place-name. 
Also, we discovered that locally hares are known as “Melangell’s Lambs”. 

The small village in the region of the Berwyn Mountains is known as Pennant 
Melangell. It is named after the Irish Princess Melangell – who probably, over 
500 years ago, fled from her country to avoid the imposition of an “arranged 
marriage”. 

She journeyed to Wales with a number of her faithful female retinue and they 
took refuge in a secluded wooded valley within the Berwyn’s by the banks of a 
stream. There she established a convent and with her devoted followers loved 
and hallowed the wild life of the valley. The hares in particular became tame 
and turned to her for protection. 

A Prince was hunting one day in the locality and his dogs gave chase to the 
hares who, of course, rushed to Melangell for safety. Melangell confronted the 
hunter and forbad him from disturbing them – she “sent him on his way”! 

Offended by her impertinence, but nevertheless impressed by her spirit and 
noble appearance, the Prince sent his Aide that night to kidnap her. The Aide, 
however, didn’t report back it is said. Possibly, of course, he did (favourably) 
.because the Prince regretted his action and sent word that upon his decree 
Melangell and her followers should be left in peace. Furthermore, she and her 
followers should be given land in the valley in which to continue their devotions 
and build a sanctuary. 

A Church is still on this site and Melangell’s Tomb can be seen there. She 
became a figurehead for Animal Lovers – with the same respect as that shown 
towards St Francis of Assisi – but possibly with more appeal locally not being 
essentially connected with the Church of Rome. 

Every year, animal lovers make a Pilgrimage to her tomb, but unfortunately 
over the years many of the pilgrims have expressed the wish to be buried in the  
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Churchyard – with the result that this remote and peaceful setting is somewhat 
dominated by their expensive memorials! 

In view of the interest which this story has long attracted, a team of 
archaeologists, probably funded by a newspaper, carried out an excavation in 
the area of her sanctuary and were reasonably convinced, in their newspaper 
report, that the tomb is her resting place. Her devotees, however, were deeply 
offended by this unseemly disturbance. 

Written in 2007 by Alan Ward after visiting Pennant Melangell 

 

 

THE PARSON WHO ROSE FROM THE TOMB 

In a Thames-side village whose history went back to the 14th century a few of 
the original buildings remained, but the church was by far the oldest and was 
built of flint and stone on the highest point of the village. The walls had been 
extensively buttressed to strengthen them but the square tower remained safe 
in spite of having been struck by lightning on many occasions. 

The central aisle of the interior leading from the west entrance door to the 
chancel steps was paved with memorial stones beneath which people important 
or wealthy enough were laid to rest, but the inscriptions on the paving were 
scarcely legible. There were a number of crosses carved into the corner of a 
wall near the chancel, said to have been left by Crusaders en-route to the holy 
land. Occupying almost half of one wall there was an 18th century finely 
sculptured monument that must have cost a packet. 

For many years the church had enjoyed the service of a good choir and all the 
time it served its purpose the vicar was happy enough to leave its affairs to the 
choir master. However as the average age of the choirboys increased there had 
been several minor disputes twixt the two top boys and choir master and he 
had decided to find another appointment. Fortunately, a famous organist/choir 
master had retired from a well known cathedral in South Africa and was looking 
to serve in a small parish on his return to England. The vicar was delighted to 
engage him and arranged his introduction at his first practice so as to give the 
boys a quiet telling off concerning their insubordination towards the former 
choirmaster which may have lead to his resignation. 

After the formal introduction and the new choirmaster’s résumé of his life in 
South Africa, the vicar continued with a thinly disguised lecture on the subject of 
discipline, emphasising that the new choir master had been also well known for  
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his handling of “stroppy” choirboys. In an attempt to promote a less formal 
conclusion to the meeting, he invited the boys to ask any questions about the 
church or the choir. To his amusement most of the boys’ questions concerned 
promotion and its relation to choir pay! 

When the meeting was drawing to a close the vicar realised that he still hadn’t 
yet opened up a more friendly relationship with the boys and said “Come on 
boys, you surely have something else to ask me – possibly about the history of 
the church?” One of the top boys raised his hand and asked “Was the tower 
struck by lightning last year?” The boys suddenly regained interest and the 
vicar rose to the occasion. “Yes it certainly was and I had a strange experience 
on that dreadful night last September. If someone would turn off all the lights we 
can get into the atmosphere of the occasion”. 

There was a crinkling rustle as the boys passed round the sweets and when all 
was quiet the vicar began the account of his strange and frightening 
experience. 

“Just remember boys, I’m an old soldier who served as a chaplain in the 
trenches, so I don’t scare easily! Late in the evening towards the end of 
September the atmosphere was humid and there were distant rumbles of 
thunder, but it didn’t seem much to worry about so the family went upstairs to 
bed. At about 3 a.m. the storm returned and developed around us and the 
frightened children pulled the bedclothes over their heads. We were now the 
centre of the storm with torrential rain. I dashed round the vicarage making sure 
that all windows were closed. Looking out of the bedroom window I was nearly 
blinded by a terrific flash near the church, accompanied by ground shaking 
deafening thunder.  

“I was convinced that the church had been struck, particularly as I heard a 
cascade of slates crashing to the ground somewhere. Fearful of the danger of 
fire in the church I was determined to investigate the situation immediately. I 
slipped on a thick jumper over my nightclothes and donned my long black 
cassock. I ran to the church and, buffeted by the wind and torrential rain, 
reached the church door which at that time was never closed. As I entered 
there was a mind blowing flash instantly followed by a deafening crash of 
thunder. 

“As I staggered along the isle towards the chancel I was suddenly pitched 
forward as one of the paving slabs slipped downward towards the vault 
beneath. I managed to grasp the edge of the paving and prevented my sliding 
into the vault. I pulled myself out on my knees just as there was another terrific 
lightening flash and caught sight of a terrified tramp crawling from a bed of  
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hassocks in the pew opposite. As I stood up he clapped his hands over his 
eyes and pleaded for mercy!  

“He was very confused and disoriented and didn’t seem to know which way to 
escape to the door .As I told you, I don’t scare easily and could see the funny 
side of the situation. The tramp, as I thought he was, staggered towards me 
and whimpered with a beer reeking breath ‘Oh please don’t take me yet!’ I 
stood over his crouching figure, shone my torch on my face and raised my other 
hand as if giving benediction. In a stem sepulchral voice I intoned, ‘Depart in 
peace my son and sin no more!’ 

“He nearly slipped into the gap between the paving slab and the vault as he 
streaked out of the church door straight into the spiked low railings. He uttered 
a dreadful swear word as he disappeared into the churchyard! Later that 
morning I noticed part of a torn trouser leg caught on a railing spike but it didn’t 
look as though it had been worn by a tramp.” 

“Well boys, that’s the end of my story but I’ve often wondered who the ‘tramp’ 
was and how he finished his dreadful night!”  

The boys applauded the vicar who hoped they would now have a friendlier 
relationship towards him. After the practice and the choir was leaving the 
church the two top boys were chatting about the vicar’s experience.  

One said, “I bet that tramp had had a skin full and thought his end had come! I 
wonder where he came from.”  

The other boy was quiet for a moment then said “I’ve been thinking: it was 
sometime last year on a stormy night that dad came home from the pub and 
mum was shouting something about teaching him a lesson and then locked him 
out although it was blowing a gale. She opened the door for him first thing in the 
morning. We didn’t hear where he’d spent the night but I noticed that as he was 
leaving for work he tossed some trousers into the dustbin on his way out and 
was walking with a pronounced limp”. 

Written by Alan Ward in 2006, based on a true story 
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LINES FROM LIMOUSIN 

Life in rural Limousin is very much like life in Talley – slow, peaceful and really 
good. After a mild end to 2011 we have come through the coldest winter seen 
here for over 25 years, with night time temperatures plunging to -18 or -20 
degrees and rising to a warm -6 to -8 degrees during the day. We had up to 6 
inches of snow and the deep freeze went on for about three weeks. Many 
people had burst pipes, frozen septic tanks and no water. Our neighbouring 
farmer found the water pipes in the farmyard were frozen and the automatic 
slurry remover was frozen solid. He keeps the cattle in when the weather is 
bad, so all the water had to be carried by hand and the mucking out done 
manually too, for 70 – 100 cows!  

A small nearby town had so many domestic bursts, that, when the thaw came, 
there was so much water lost that it emptied the town water tower and the 
supply had to be cut off while the tower refilled. Tankers were going to take 
water round to everyone but the roads were still frozen and it was feared that 
the lorries would beak up the surface. Small vans were sent around instead and 
the commune workers worked night and day to mend the bursts. It took about 
two days, during which time the water tower filled up and supply was restored 
amazingly quickly.  

They have a sophisticated system of water leak detection which enables them 
to pinpoint where the water loss is. This is important here as each commune 
has its own lake which supplies the water tower, which due to its height 
produces the pressure necessary to send water around the system. Water 
towers come in all shapes and sizes and are a feature in every community. 
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We were very lucky as, although we had some frozen pipes, when the thaw 
finally came we did not have any bursts. 

Our feathered friends were grateful for the full bird table outside the kitchen 
window. We saw the usual visitors but also, for the first time, the Greater 
Spotted Woodpecker started a daily visit. We found some small birds which had 
just died of the extreme cold and fallen to the ground. Very sad but at least our 
garden offers a plentiful supply of food for those that find us. 

The temperature rose significantly after the thaw and the snowdrops (Pierce 
Neige in French, meaning ‘piercing the snow’) were flowering within a week. 
The potager really suffered with a complete loss of all brassicas and leeks but 
the clumps of parsley have thrived along with perpetual spinach, although the 
latter did have a protective cover 
over it. 

We have heard the cranes flying 
north for the last two weeks, a 
signal that the warm weather is 
to return. We now have 21 
degrees and blue skies. The 
Peach is in blossom and the 
cherries and other fruit are 
bursting with buds. Our 
magnolia is really splendid – 
photo taken on 21st March. 

We travelled three hours further 
south, to the other side of 
Toulouse, yesterday and the fruit 
blossom is fully out there already. We passed a different type of landscape in 
the National Park of the region of Tarn and Garonne. Here there are vast areas 
of shallow soil over rocks with hundreds of stunted oaks and other trees 
amazingly managing to grow in this inhospitable ground. South of Toulouse it 
was 26 degrees and it only reached -10 degrees for a few nights this winter – 
hence the gardens with exotic palms were still looking lovely. The houses were 
rendered in warm colours – oranges and yellows with orange pantiled roofs – 
and sunny verandas with banks of mimosa in flower. 

Not green enough for us though – we love the Limousin with its lush green 
fields, forests, lakes and mountains – just like Wales! 

Jacqueline and Dennis Boyes 
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YES – PUT THEM IN 
 
� Newspaper 

� Magazines  

� Catalogues  

� Telephone directories  

� Junk mail  

� Writing paper  

� Shredded paper  

� Envelopes  

� Food and drink cartons  

� Cereal boxes  

� Ready meal sleeves  

� Cardboard boxes  

� Toilet roll tubes 

� Kitchen roll tubes  

� Egg boxes  

� Food and drink cans  

� Aerosols  

� Plastic bottles  

� Yoghurt pots  

� Margarine tubs  

� Plastic punnets 

� Ready meal trays  

� Plastic coat hangers  

� Jam jar lids  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NO – LEAVE THEM OUT 
 

Χ Foil 

Χ Tissues  

Χ Kitchen roll  

Χ Food soaked card  

Χ Saucepans  

Χ Scrap metal  

Χ Plastic bags  

Χ Cling film  

Χ Biscuit wrappers  

Χ Crisp packets  

Χ Polystyrene  

Χ Wallpaper  

Χ Paint tins  

Χ Clothes / shoes  

Χ Glass  

Χ Toys  

Χ Wooden coat hangers  

Χ Electrical items  

Χ Video cassettes  

Χ CDs / DVDs  

Χ Garden waste  

Χ Nappies / sanitary products  

Χ Pet food pouches / trays  
 
 

 

WHAT GOES IN THE BLUE RECYCLING BAG? 

The new Carmarthenshire website (www.recycleforcarmarthenshire.com) 
gives details of which items can and cannot be included in the blue recycling 
bag for the fortnightly kerb-side collection. A summary of the list is included 
below. 
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POETRY PAGE 

One of our regular readers remembered copying these verses from a wall in a 
local hospital waiting room over 20 years ago. It’s still relevant today! 

Smiling is infectious 
You catch it like the flu. 
When someone smiled at me today 
I started smiling too. 
 
I went around the corner  
And someone saw me grin. 
And when he smiled, I realised 
I’d passed it on to him. 
 
I thought about my smile and then 
I realised its worth. 
A single smile like mine could go 
Right around the earth. 
 
So if you feel a smile begin 
Don’t leave it undetected. 
Let’s start an epidemic quick 
And get the world infected. 

 

 

 

A BARGAIN 

Another reader, this time from outside Wales, sent me an e-mail. He had 
forgotten about the 5p charge in Wales for plastic carrier bags until he read 
“The Driver” in the last newsletter. It reminded him that on a recent visit to 
Talley he went into Llandeilo to buy something and as it was being placed into a 
(very small) plastic bag, the shopkeeper remarked that “This week, I’m offering 
all my customers a 5p discount on all goods”. Now he knows what he meant. 
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FROM THE PAST 

The following snippets have been taken from the Talley section of The Llandeilo 
Rural Deanery Magazine of 1901. 

January 1901 

By the time you read this the 20th Century will have dawned upon us. The 19th 
Century, with all its virtues and vices, will have passed beyond recall. It closes 
with the embers of a great war. It closes with the history of a famine, the most 
terrible on record in the annals of India. It closes with scenes of treachery, 
revolution, carnage and barbarism in China, hardly equalled in the history of the 
world. Taking a retrospective view we have much to be thankful for, much to 
regret, and much which we would undo. We live in extraordinary times. No one 
can doubt that one of the chief characteristics of the present age in a religious 
sense is “Indifference.” This spirit touches all Ministers of Religion. Open sin, 
possibly, is on the decrease. Indifference certainly is on the increase. This 
accounts for the meagre attendance at many churches, the falling off in the 
attendances at Sunday Schools and the inattention to religious duties in 
general. The Lord’s Day is not so well observed as it used to be. The cycling 
craze has turned the day of rest into one of toil. Our forefathers set an example 
in this respect, which we would do well to follow. Over the scroll of the age in 
which we live the word “Indifference” might be written in large letters. 

February 1901 

The recent successful Concert in aid of the Reading Room and Lending Library 
resulted in net proceeds amounting to £2 12s. Our best thanks are due to the 
Lord Lieutenant, who so kindly presided, to the Artistes, to Miss Griffiths for the 
piano and to the indefatigable Secretary, Mr. D. W. Griffiths. 

On the first Thursday of the New Year, the Talley Glee Party, at the kind 
invitation of Lady Drummond, gave at Edwinsford renderings of an excellent 
selection of Glees, Part Songs and Duets, under the leadership of Mr. W. 
Thomas, Schoolmaster. Supper followed the music, and music of a more varied 
character again followed the supper. The Party, by the Vicar’s mouth, thanked 
her Ladyship for the honour of the invitation and for the enjoyable evening 
spent at the beginning of the New Century. 

Through Lady Drummond’s kindness, free Cooking Classes will be held at 
Edwinsford for members of the Edwinsford Branch of the G.F.S. on the 12th, 
13th, 14th and 15th inst. 
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March 1901 

On February 7th the Rev J. H. Lloyd, Vicar of Talley, visited Bettws and 
delivered an instructive and interesting lecture on Missionary Work in China. 
The Lantern Views were greatly appreciated. The S.P.C.K. boxes were opened 
by Miss Fowler and the sum of £1 16s 11d realised. A Collection was made for 
the C.M.S. amounting to 13s 2½d. There was a large attendance. 

April 1901 

The Vicar, at the kind invitation of Sir James and Lady Drummond, gave two 
lectures in the Servants’ Hall, Edwinsford, the one on Japan, the other on 
China, and the Missionary work carried on in these countries. Mr. D. W. 
Griffiths, in manipulating the slides on both occasions was as usual 
indispensable. There was an excellent attendance and the collections 
satisfactory. 

A most hearty welcome home was given our friend Trooper Alfred Williams, 
13th Hussars, on Saturday, March 9th, when his friends arranged a supper to 
celebrate the event. The proceedings began with the Talley Drum and Fife 
Band meeting the hero and escorting him home; then to Edwinsford, Sir James 
Drummond and Sir James Hills-Johnes, giving him a most kind reception. The 
Supper took place at Edwinsford Arms, when host Griffiths entertained 
excellently 35 patriotic guests, presided over by the Vicar. This lesson in 
patriotism was, needless to say, much appreciated by all concerned. 

May 1901 

A vestry meeting was held on Thursday, the 11th inst., at the Church 
Schoolroom, with the Rev. T. H. Lloyd, M.A., Vicar, presiding. The accounts for 
the past year were examined and passed, and it was resolved that in future 
collections be made at Sunday evening services, as well as mornings. Sir 
James H. W. Drummond, Bart., was re-elected Vicar’s warden and Mr. R. Peel 
Price, people’s. Votes of thanks were passed to Mrs. Long Price for acting as 
voluntary organist and to Mr. D. W. Drummond for his presence at this meeting. 

The funeral of Mrs. Elizabeth Davies, of Dablenaur, took place on Monday, the 
22nd inst. Deceased had been ailing for some years, and on Saturday morning 
she passed peacefully away in the presence of her family. The Vicar officiated 
at the house from whence her mortal remains were borne to her fast resting-
place in Talley Churchyard. She leaves a husband, two sons and two daughters 
to mourn her loss. 

There will be more snippets in the next Newsletter. 
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THE NEWSLETTER 

Y Llychau is published by the Newsletter Team on behalf of the congregation of 
St Michael & All Angels, Talley, for the benefit of all local residents. Although 
sponsored by the church, the newsletter is intended to address the needs of the 
whole community and not just those of the church congregation.  

It is YOUR Newsletter, so please consider writing an article (or better still, a 
series of articles) to include in it. Without sufficient contributions from our 
readers Y Llychau will not have a future. Your article could be on any subject 
that you think would be of interest to other readers. Pieces relating to Talley or 
Cwmdu will be particularly welcome. 

Roger Pike 
Newsletter Team Chairman 

Bryn Heulog, Talley, Llandeilo, SA19 7YH 

Tel:  01558 685741 

e-mail:   rbpike@btinternet.com 
 
 

 

 

THE NEXT ISSUE 

Intended Publication Date – Sunday 1st July 2012 

Copy Dates  –  Please submit all items for inclusion in the next issue 

                         as soon as possible & BEFORE the dates below 
 

For contributions written in one language (either English or Welsh)  

  Saturday  26th May  2012 (to allow time for translation) 

 

For contributions written in both languages (English and Welsh) 

  Wednesday  30th  May  2012. 

 

 
 


