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THE FRONT PAGE 

Easter, like Christmas, has had some of its Christian significance 
overshadowed by commercial interests. While the secular side of Christmas is 
all about trees, presents and feasting, Easter celebrations are more modest. 
Today many people associate coloured eggs and bunny rabbits with Easter. 
The reasons for this come from the traditions of early civilisations that have 
evolved over time. The ancient Egyptians, Persians, Phoenicians, and Hindus 
all believed the world began with an enormous egg, thus the egg was seen as a 
symbol of new life; Christians see the resurrection of Christ as a symbol of new 
life and rebirth. The Roman’s had an old Latin proverb: “Omne vivum ex ovo” 
which means “all life comes from an egg”. The concept of all living beings born 
from an egg is also a foundational concept of modern biology. 

In Medieval Europe, the eating of eggs was forbidden during Lent as well as on 
other traditional fast days. In Eastern Christianity, both meat and dairy are still 
prohibited during the strict Lenten fast of the forty days before Easter, and eggs 
are seen as “dairy” (a foodstuff that could be taken from an animal without 
shedding its blood). That is the reason why eggs laid during Lent were often 
hard boiled, pickled or otherwise preserved. It was traditional to use up all the 
household’s eggs before Lent began, which established the tradition of 
Pancake Day. When Easter finally arrived, it was the first chance to enjoy eggs 
and meat after the long abstinence. Traditionally, leg of lamb (another symbol 
of young life and a long-established religious sacrifice) was eaten at Easter – a 
luxury after the Lent fast. 

It is not surprising, therefore, that eggs are the post popular item used to 
commemorate Eater. Early Christians saw them as representing the stone that 
was rolled away from the tomb and the practice of children ‘egg rolling’ them 
down grassy hillsides is a symbolic re-enactment of it. Originally, eggs were 
coloured red (signifying Christ’s blood) before being given as Easter presents. 
Later eggs were more colourfully decorated with dyes or tinted paper. Today 
they have been replaced by chocolate eggs or plastic ones containing sweets. 

Cute little bunnies, baby chicks and lilies are also symbols of rebirth and so 
have become associated with Easter. The Easter Bunny arose as a symbol of 
fertility, due to the rapid reproduction habits of the rabbit, although originally it 
was the hare rather than the rabbit that was the emblem of Easter. Christ’s 
resurrection opened heaven to all believers and the ancient Egyptian word for 
hare, ‘un’, also means ‘open’. The fact that rabbits are born blind but hares are 
born with their eyes open also made them a more suitable representation of 
Easter.  

Roger Pike 
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AN APOLOGY 

In the last issue of Y Llychau, the date of the Talley Open Gardens Day was 
incorrectly given. The actual date will be SATURDAY, 14th JUNE. My 
apologies for the error last time; I put it down to over-work but others say it was 
gross incompetence! 

Roger Pike 

 

 

CONTRIBUTORS’ TEA PARTY 

The first edition of the Talley Newsletter was published in November 2006 and 
since then, each year bar one, the “editor” has hosted a small party for all 
those who have contributed or translated articles for it. The event is offered as a 
small mark of gratitude for the support shown to the Newsletter. The informal 
social gathering is my small “Thank You” to those people who have written 
articles, translated articles, made a donation towards the cost of Y Llychau or 
have assisted in the production and distribution of the Newsletter. Anyone who 
has helped the Newsletter in this way is invited to attend this year’s gathering to 
show my appreciation of their support. Please take this as your personal 
invitation. 

The event will take place in St Michael’s Church Hall, Talley, during the 
afternoon (to give time for those who may have travelled some distance time to 
return home in daylight). Light refreshments in the form of sweet and savoury 
nibbles are provided, as are glasses of wine, to help with the party atmosphere.  

This year the Party will be on Saturday, 26th April, starting at 2.00 pm. 

If you have not yet contributed a piece for publication in these pages but intend 
to do so and would like to join those who will be at the party, you will be most 
welcome (especially if you write something for the next issue). You may write 
on any subject that interests you, especially if it has a connection (no matter 
how tentatively) with the Talley or Cwmdu area. Even if you cannot think of 
anything connected with this area, don’t let that stop you from writing 
something. Once you start you’ll be surprised how easy it is to carry on writing. 

Please feel free to bring a friend or family member with you if you think it would 
make you more comfortable. 

Roger Pike 
“Editor” 
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PAST HAPPENINGS ON DAYS IN MARCH  

As part of the series of historical events that happened on specific days, below 
is a list of incidents that occurred on each day of March in the last century or so. 
A similar list for different months will appear in future issues of Y Llychau. 

March 1st The new Senedd building in Cardiff was officially opened by the 
Queen on St David’s Day in 2006. 

March 2nd The Bank of England was nationalised in 1946 and given the 
monopoly on the issue of banknotes in England and Wales. 

March 3rd Arthur Scargill called off the Mineworkers’ strike in 1985, thus 
ending the longest-running industrial dispute in Great Britain. 

March 4th The Queen bestowed a knighthood on silent film legend Charlie 
Chaplin at a ceremony in Buckingham Palace in 1975. 

March 5th Winston Churchill first used the phrase “Iron Curtain” in his 
speech at Westminster College, Missouri, in 1946. 

March 6th The Townsend Thoresen ferry Herald of Free Enterprise 
capsized moments after leaving Zeebrugge, killing 193 people 
in 1987. 

March 7th Golda Meir was elected as the first female prime minister of 
Israel in 1969. 

March 8th The first radio episode of The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, 
was transmitted on BBC Radio 4 in 1978. 

March 9th In a referendum in 1973 the people of Northern Ireland voted 
overwhelmingly to remain part of the United Kingdom. 

March 10th In 1945 sixty-seven German prisoners of war tunnelled out of 
Island Farm Camp, Bridgend – the biggest escape attempt in 
the UK during World War II. 

March 11th Sir Alexander Fleming – the man who first discovered the life-
saving drug penicillin – died of a heart attack in 1955. 

March 12th The first female priests were ordained by the Church of 
England in 1994. 

March 13th In 1970 the Bridgwater by-election was the first UK election at 
which 18 year olds could vote and in which the ballot papers 
were marked with the name of the political party as well as the 
candidate’s name. 

March 14th The radio telescope at Jodrell Bank set a new space record by 
making contact with a satellite 407,000 miles away in 1960. 
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March 15th Rolls-Royce Limited was founded by Charles Stewart Rolls and 
Sir Frederick Henry Royce in 1906 as the result of a 
partnership formed two years earlier. 

March 16th Marshal Josef Tito of Yugoslavia made an official visit to Britain 
in 1953 – the first Communist head of state to visit the country. 

March 17th The 130th Boat Race was postponed for a day after Cambridge 
collided with an umpires’ barge and sank in 1984. 

March 18th A mandatory 30 mph speed limit was imposed in built-up areas 
in Britain in 1935. 

March 19th The super-tanker Torrey Canyon ran aground off Land’s End, 
leaking 100,000 tons of crude oil into the sea in 1967. 

March 20th Princess Anne and her husband Captain Mark Phillips escaped 
a kidnap attempt in which four people were wounded in 1974. 

March 21st In the Sharpeville Massacre, South African Police opened fire 
on black demonstrators, killing 69 and wounding 180, in 1960. 

March 22nd The Liverpool rock band, The Beatles, released their first 
album, Please Please Me, in 1963. 

March 23rd Goal nets were used for the first time in English football 
matches in 1891. 

March 24th Punch, Britain’s oldest satirical magazine, ceased publication in 
1992 after suffering crippling losses of £1.5m a year. 

March 25th King Faisal of Saudi Arabia was shot and killed by his mentally 
ill nephew in 1975. 

March 26th After months of surveillance, Operation Julie officers broke-up a 
drugs ring centred on Llanddewi Brefi in 1977. 

March 27th In the worst ever aviation accident, two jumbo jets collided on 
the runway in Tenerife in 1977, killing 583 people  

March 28th Prime Minister James Callaghan called a General Election after 
he lost a parliamentary vote of confidence by one vote in 1979. 

March 29th After 192 years the road toll at Porthmadog Cob was abolished 
in 2003 when the Welsh Assembly Government bought it. 

March 30th The first London Marathon was held in 1981. 

March 31st In 1920 the Welsh Church Act 1914 came into force, resulting 
in the creation of the Church in Wales after disestablishment. 

Researched by Roger Pike 
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WALES’ PRETTIEST SHEEP 
 

It’s got to be the Balwen, 
She’d look a real beauty on the box; 
Black with white stripe from nose to forehead, 
Half a white tail and four white socks. 
 

She’s the prettiest, she’s a beauty, 
She’s a topper, she’s the best. 
There’s something about the Balwen 
She’s got that something extra from the rest. 

 
I take my Balen to the show field 
And the people, they simply crowd around. 
There’s more spectators around the Balwens 
Then any sheep pens on the ground. 
 

She’s the prettiest, she’s a beauty, 
She’s a topper, she’s the best. 
There’s something about the Balwen 
She’s got that something extra from the rest. 

 
I stand and listen to the comments, 
Such as “Doesn’t she look a real treat? 
With the white stripe on the forehead, 
That half white tail and those lovely four white feet”. 
 

She’s the prettiest, she’s a beauty, 
She’s a topper, she’s the best. 
There’s something about the Balwen 
She’s got that something extra from the rest. 

 
I take my Balwen to the show ring 
And the judge says “Walk her a few yards or so”. 
She leads along so ladylike beside me 
And her half white tail swings to and fro. 
 

She’s the prettiest, she’s a beauty, 
She’s a topper, she’s the best. 
There’s something about the Balwen 
She’s got that something extra from the rest. 
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I go up the top Fronhaul to feed my Balwen, 
Amongst the gorse and ferns and rocks, 
But all I really need to take her is 
A few lumps in my waistcoat pocket in a little cardboard box. 
 

She’s the prettiest, she’s a beauty, 
She’s a topper, she’s the best. 
There’s something about the Balwen 
She’s got that something extra from the rest. 

 
I find her useful in my pocket, too. 
Should you need a few extra quid or four 
Take a nice one to the N.S.A. 
She’ll make two, three hundred pounds or more. 
 

She’s the prettiest, she’s a beauty, 
She’s a topper, she’s the best. 
There’s something about the Balwen 
She’s got that something extra from the rest. 

Albert Williams 

 
DEFAID  BALWEN 
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LINES FROM LIMOUSIN 

Hailstones, sausages and Eau de Vie 

Hello everyone. At last I have put pen to paper – amidst grovelling apologies to 
our worthy editor for my lack of writer’s enthusiasm. 

2013 was a very busy and interesting year for us in our new French life. At long 
last we were able to make serious progress with the barn renovation/extension 
to the house – after many delays caused by businesses in liquidation and the 
incredible amount of time these bureaucratic processes seem to take. The most 
important thing we have learnt through all this, as well as a vastly improved 
mastery of the French language, is that the French do not give you any 
information unless you ask for it. It is assumed that you know unless you ask, 
which causes many problems for the British here, as unless you know what 
information/material/process is needed, you cannot possibly ask for or about it! 
This is not deliberately unfriendly behaviour, it is simply a different approach but 
for those not brought up here it can be very frustrating! However, most of the 
work needed to be done by professionals, is now complete so we should be 
able to finish off all the internal work ourselves and then we can unpack all 
those boxes that are still stored in the barn …. and then sit back and enjoy the 
fruits of our labour. 

On one particular day in July 2013, the Limousin region was under a severe 
weather alert for violent hail storms. It was mid-afternoon and we were working 
on fixing the insulation in the roof of the extension, when the storm rolled in. We 
decided to move the car, as far as we could, under our large spruce tree for 
protection, it then went very dark and the heavens opened – it began to sound 
as if someone up there was using our roof as a drum kit. We watched in 
amazement as the hail fell – with hailstones from golf ball to tennis ball size – 
bouncing off the car, turning the fish pond into a Jacuzzi and covering 
everything with a carpet of ice balls, twigs, branches and leaves. It continued 
for about half an hour, quite an experience, hopefully a once in a lifetime one, 
as unsurprisingly the damage was quite severe. I understand that the 
hailstones were falling from a height of 5-6 miles with a speed of around 
100mph!  

The car was dented over the whole of one side, the rest being protected by the 
tree. The garden was flattened with debris everywhere; leaves shredded; 
rhubarb smashed to pulp; raspberry canes broken; poly tunnel shredded; tree 
fruit damaged or knocked off and the brassicas were almost leafless. The barn 
roof was left with a large number of holes in it; the house roof had most of the  
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slates badly dented; the TV aerial 
was snapped and the PVC guttering 
on the barn had huge jagged holes all 
along it! 

We were lucky to get off so lightly – 
our nearest neighbours, who are a 
field away, had a barn roof that was 
like a colander and when you stood 
inside it was, in the words of the 
insurance agent “very pretty, like the 
sky at night”! The clean-up process 

took quite a while but the insurers were very helpful and efficient, all repairs 
were paid for, so we are now watertight and the car is like new. Amazingly, the 
insurance claims, although substantial, will not affect our premiums or excess 
on the policies as we were not culpable. Also, to my delight, most of the 
damaged plants recovered very quickly, putting on an enormous amount of 
growth as if they knew they had to catch up on what they had lost. So we had a 
bumper crop of late rhubarb, we have sprouts and curly kale to pick and the 
spinach and purple sprouting will be ready for the spring. The only losses were 
the French beans, runner beans and coriander. 

Since living here we have found many small specialist shops surviving, only 
selling one type of goods, such as: slippers; nightwear; paper craft; gloves; 
cheeses; tea/coffee; glacé fruits; chocolate; sausages and dried meats – 
‘charcuterie ‘in French. It still surprises us that these specialist shops survive in 
such numbers, but, with all the 
different aromas, the food 
shops in particular are a delight 
to wander around. There are 
many market stalls, as well as 
shops, which sell ‘charcuterie’. 

Here you will find many 
different types of ‘saucisson 
sec’ or dried sausages similar 
to salami, chorizo and of 
course French garlic sausage – 
most very nice indeed. The 
dried and fresh hams are 
lovely. There are also many types of smoked sausage like: frankfurters; ‘boudin  
 



Y Llychau 

- 10 - 

 

noir’ – like black pudding; ‘boudin blanc’ – a large white sausage made from 
bloodless pork/veal, cream, eggs and milk (we can’t bring ourselves to try these 
as they look unpleasant); ‘saucisse ‘ – sausages similar to British sausages but 
much coarser and drier, with less flavour; ‘anduilette’ – a very large sausage 
made from diced pigs’ intestines, tripe, onion and seasoning. The latter have a 
distinctive odour before and after cooking which is repellent to most British but 
loved by its French devotees!  

You would think that with all this choice the British here would be happy but 
they all miss the traditional British banger. We both missed our Welsh butcher’s 
home-made sausages – so we decided to have a go at making them ourselves, 
with the help of our English plasterer, John, who had been a family butcher in a 
former life. Traditionally, British sausages are made from leftover meat mixed 
with rusk and seasonings, but, in this case we bought a whole large leg of pork 
as it is the cheapest meat here at 2.40€ per kilo when on offer. Bearing in mind 
that one kg is 2.2lbs, it makes the pork leg 1.09€ per kilo or £1.25 per lb. Good 
old Amazon.uk had sent me the natural sausage skins, a bag of rusk and our 
favourite ‘Welsh pork and leek’ sausage seasoning. So we went to the home of 
our erstwhile butcher and, under his watchful eye, we began our sausage 
making adventure.  

He showed us, so skilfully, how to cut up and bone the leg – which gave us 2 
small roasting joints, and two chops – and the rest, including the fat, went for 
the sausagemeat. We minced the meat, added the seasoning and water, mixed 
well by hand and then minced it all again. The sausage casings (lambs’ 
intestines) were then slid onto the sausage making nozzle of the mincer and the 
mixture was forced into the tube to make the sausages. Quite an art, not to over 
or under stuff and to twist each sausage as the filled tube rattled off the 
machine nozzle. Amid much hilarity, we made about 8lbs of sausages. Then 
John took out a frying pan and instructed his wife to lay the table. He cooked a 
pan of sausages and we all had a well-earned tasting session with crusty bread 
and wine. They were delicious Welsh sausages, what a treat! I notice that 
whole pork legs are on special offer again in Limoges, so guess where I will be 
going but this time we will be making sausages on our own which will be the 
real test! 

Late autumn in Limousin is the time to make ‘Eau de Vie’ or water of life, a 
distilled fruit brandy. There is always an abundance of spare orchard fruits, 
such as apples, pears and plums (not grapes), and these are gathered for use 
in making this exceedingly potent brew. You can imagine our surprise, the first 
year we were here, when we found an ancient still had been set up in the  
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centre of our small village! 

 

 

 

 

 

You simply take your excess fruit and a bundle of logs to the man with the still. 
He weighs the fruit and notes it down. When he has enough fruit and logs, he 
fires up the boiler of the still with the logs and you go back a week later with 
bottles to collect your portion of the Eau de Vie that he has made. It is a double 
distillation process which can also be used with grains and roots. The still then 
goes on to the next village. However, it is so strong that a single sip is more 
than enough for me! Our French tutor’s husband (Peter, now 80 years old) 
takes his fruit every year and then collects his Eau de Vie which he keeps in the 
‘cave’ (cellar). He swears it is that which keeps him going and judging by the 
strength of the little tipple he gives all us students at Christmas, he is probably 
right! 

On that note we both wish you all the best for 2014. We hope to be back in 
Talley in the Spring so will see you then. 

Jacqueline and Dennis Boyes 
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THE OBSESSIVE GARDENER 

This is an occasional entry due to pressure from Ed to help “fill this space”. I 
am writing this at the turn of the year and I have to report that my attempts, 
during the past twelve months, to reduce the work in the garden to a more 
manageable and enjoyable level have had mixed results. 

I have discovered, as frequently dictated by more knowledgeable gardeners 
before me, that where borders meet lawns the answer is a crisp finish to the 
lawn edge, rather than overhanging plants. The latter results not in the 
envisaged attractive edging, but in grass poking through said plant and looking 
a mess. The edging could, of course, be neatened by the unattainably 
expensive edging of wood or metal or equally expensive bricks. These I am not 
prepared to pay for and so I recently got out the edging shears. My lawns are 
now crisply (if a little wavy) edged and Ed has cleaned up my shears ready to 
spend the winter tucked up in my shed along with my dahlia tubers.  

I had tried to reduce the number of dahlias, donating several to my daughter 
(and they did well for her). I did however succumb to an advert for some lovely 
dark leaved tubers which have been glorious this last summer. They would 
have continued until the frost but it came so late that I lifted them in the 
knowledge that I was less likely to mix up the different types while they still had 
a modicum of flower colour visible. This is the first time that I have done this so 
I hope they will not mind the change in procedure. I plan to grow these beauties 
in a separate box-edged bed in 2014 rather than in a mixed herbaceous border 
as in previous years. Hopefully this will enable easier staking, feeding and dead 
heading with a closer view of the flowers. 

Another change this year is 
that, following a birthday gift 
of a book on Hedychiums 
(ginger lilies) I have 
changed my growing 
method. I usually haul the 
pots into the greenhouse 
over winter. I have now 
planted most of them in the 
borders where they have 
flowered and scented 
wonderfully in oranges and 
yellow. I have now mulched 
these with a deep covering 
of bark chippings and am  
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told that they should survive thus. I need to trim the stems to just above the 
bark when they finally succumb to the winter. Whether they will flower as well 
as before (even given another good summer), I do not know. Next year they will 
not have the benefit of spring in the greenhouse. 

Looking out on the winter landscape, I am cheered by the presence of colour 
and form. As ever, my euphorbias form attractive blue grey clumps and will 
produce early florets of acid green; my grasses wave in the breeze and look 
wonderful in any low sun or frost; my ground cover plants of bergenias, 
ophiopogon grasses, London pride, ajugas, evergreen euonymous and 
heucheras and the 
cyclamen all provide 
winter interest.  

My first Witch Hazel 
started to flower in 
early December and 
a combination of 
these shrubs will 
provide flower from 
December up until 
early March if last 
winter is anything to 
go by. 

I shall soon be 
transported by the 
drifting scent of the 
sarcococca humilis 
and eleagnus flowers, which seem to give a scent out of proportion to their tiny 
flower size. At present, my large Viburnum Dawn, covered in pale pink flowers, 
has a knockout scent when passing even at a distance. 

By the time that you read this we will have enjoyed snowdrops, crocus and 
many following spring bulbs when a new gardening year will be in full swing.  

Happy gardening for 2014. 

Shelley Pike 
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LLANSTEFFAN CASTLE 

 

Just 8 miles southwest of Carmarthen are the ruins of Llansteffan Castle, 
standing on a steep-sided hillock overlooking the sandy shore of the Tywi 
estuary. It was one of a chain of castles built by the Normans to guard the river 
mouths in this part of Wales in the early 12th century; but its history as a 
stronghold goes back much further. Early dwellers in the area recognised the 
strategic importance of the site because there are remains of Iron Age 
earthworks dating from the 6th century BC still visible outside the castle.  

It is thought that the Norman fortress was initially an earth and timber structure 
built within the Iron Age Fort. The castle had a turbulent history with ownership 
alternating between the English and the Welsh. In 1146 the Lord Rhys and his  
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brothers, (the princes of Deheubarth) captured the castle and held it for the next 
12 years before the Normans regained control of it. However, in 1189, Lord 
Rhys again laid siege to the castle and captured it for the second time. 
However, he was unable to hold on to it and later in the same year it was in the 
hands of the monarchy. Henry II granted the structure to the Norman de 
Camville family, who refortified the stronghold by replacing much of the timber 
construction with stonework. 

In 1215 Llywelyn the Great led a Welsh rebellion which included an attack on 
Llansteffan, resulting in the burning of the remaining timber parts of the castle. 
After the de Camville family regained the castle they further improved its 
defences with addition stone buildings but Llywelyn attacked again in 1257. 
After he was repulsed the castle ownership reverted to de Camville until it was 
held briefly by Owain Glyndŵr’s supporters in 1405-06.  

At the close of the fifteenth century, King Henry VII granted it to his uncle, 
Jasper Tudor, who was responsible for blocking the great gatehouse passage 
to create additional accommodation. 

The initial de Camville building programme incorporated the remains of the 
original wooden castle into the smaller, most southerly portion (later known as 
the Upper Ward). Sitting higher on a slightly raised platform, this “upper” 
section of the castle was accessible only by crossing the more spacious but 
less congested “lower” bailey.  

The most noteworthy building in the Upper Bailey is the well-preserved Inner 
Gate. The castle’s main entrance was a defensive structure, having no 
windows and the tower was only lit with narrow arrow slits. The ground floor 
was heavily defended with a portcullis and double doors. 

Surprisingly, despite his grand renovation of the gatehouse, Jasper allowed the 
castle to fall into a state of disrepair. For the next 200 years, Llansteffan Castle 
continued to be neglected and became a ruin. By the 18th century, the structure 
had survived as a part of a private farm. In the 19th century Llansteffan was 
revitalized, initially as a spot of historic contemplation for tourists, and finally, in 
the 20th century, as an Ancient Monument.  

The castle is now in the care of CADW. It is open to visitors daily (except over 
the Christmas and New Year period) from 10.00am until 4.30pm. Admission is 
free. 

Roger Pike 
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TEACH YOUR OLD DOG A NEW TRICK (No 2) 

Hello dog lovers! I have been a bit slack as I promised a ‘series’ of articles 
about dog trick training and haven’t written again since the initial article was 
published. (A quick miss-type there produced the word ‘puplished’, maybe I 
should have left it in – it seems appropriate given the subject matter!).  

Anyway, on the off chance that even just one person is inspired to spend more 
time training their pooch, I will jump straight in. 

“Leave it” 

The trick:  A treat, placed in front of or even thrown to the dog is left alone 
when the command ‘Leave it’ is given. Your dog is rewarded by 
being given that or a different treat. 

Step one:  When your dog is in a calm mood and either in a sitting or lying 
position, place a treat on the ground in front of her. As she goes to 
take the treat remove it and say “leave it” (you have to be quicker 
than your dog for this one!). Then give her a different treat from 
your other hand. Repeat, repeat, repeat.  

 (I know it sounds counter-intuitive to give a different treat but you 
want your dog to learn that sometimes they are not allowed the 
thing that has just fallen in front of them!) 

Step two:  Continue with this exercise, increasing the amount of time the treat 
is left on the ground before being removed. Eventually you should 
be able to leave the treat in place for quite a while, maybe even 
minutes if you are strong enough to go on for that long!  

Step three: Once your dog is good at this trick you can add in a ‘release’ 
commend – I use “Go on then” which allows the dog to take the 
forbidden treat as their reward rather than a stand-in. If she is 
reluctant to take it, pick it up and give it to her to begin with, at the 
same time as saying your release command. As you continue to 
train, use both techniques.  

My dog is now six years old and this was one of the first tricks she was taught. 
It is invaluable – along with many other occasions, I have used it to stop her 
taking chocolate that has been dropped on the floor (doggy poison), to walk 
away from a delicious looking rabbit carcass (!!) and even to be able to leave a 
packet of biscuits on the arm of the chair while I go and answer the door. 
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As with all training remember the key points:  

• Keep sessions short so that you stop before your dog gets fed up. 

• Make sure everyone in your house is using the same actions and 
commands to avoid confusion. 

• Never punish your dog for getting it wrong. Some dogs learn more 
quickly than others! 

• Repeat, repeat, repeat. You can’t teach a trick to perfection and then 
expect your dog to remember it three months later. Add tricks into your 
daily interaction and you will all benefit.  

Quick Trick 

If you don’t have time to spend training your dog this week, why not teach him 
something with almost no effort on your part? Teach your dog to bark on 
command …. and shut up again! 

This one is for dogs that already bark. They 
are performing the action already, you just 
need to give it a name. When your dog next 
barks, stand or crouch in front of him and say 
“speak, speak, speak” for the duration of the 
barking (I recommend using a rather high 
pitched voice for this as you want to be 
acknowledged). As soon as the barking stops, 
reward your dog. Just the action of ‘joining in’ 
the barking may be enough to stop the barking 
to begin with. Keep at it until you are able to 
give the “Speak, speak, speak” command and 
cause your dog to bark.  

Next – to shut them up again. When they are barking with your command 
suddenly throw your arms wide and shout “QUIET!” Do this in a sing-song 
happy voice and the very second your dog (hopefully) stops barking, cuddle, 
rub and reward. It sounds too simple to be true but in my experience it usually 
works! Used long-term this is not only an impressive trick but can stop nuisance 
barking. 

Louise Hunt 
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ST GEORGE 

Every nation has its own ‘Patron Saint’. Wales has St David, Scotland  
St Andrew, Ireland St Patrick and USA the Virgin Mary, to name but a few. A 
great deal is known about each of these saints, but England’s patron saint is  
St George, about whom very little is actually known. The earliest documented 
mention of St George in England comes from the venerable Bede, who lived 
from 673 to 735, but the only real fact he gives is that George was a soldier and 
martyr who was tortured and beheaded on 23rd April, 304 and buried at Lydda 
in Palestine. 

There are no records of George’s place or date of birth and even the year (but 
not the date) of his death appears to be in dispute. Some historians give it as 
23rd April 304, while others prefer 23rd April 303; George is thought to have 
died in Nicomedia in Asia Minor, but his body was buried in Lydda. However, 
there are some things that historians do agree about, although none of them 
offer any proof; in particular they all seem to be of the same mind that George’s 
life is surrounded by legend. It is generally agreed that there seems to be no 
ground for doubting the historical existence of St George, but that little faith can 
be placed in some of the fanciful stories about him. Pope Gelasius stated that 
George was among those saints “whose names are justly reverenced among 
men, but whose actions are known only to God.” 

Some scholars say that George was born to a noble family, possibly in Lydda, 
in what was Palestine at that time (Israel today) between about 275 and 285. 
Another school of thought puts his birth in Cappadocia (now Eastern Turkey) in 
the year 270. His father is thought to have been a Greek from Cappadocia and 
an officer in the Roman army; while his mother was a Greek native of Lydda, a 
possible reason for the confusion over George’s place of birth. Both parents 
were Christians so their child was raised with Christian beliefs. His Greek name 
was Georgios, meaning “worker of the land” (farmer?). At an early age George 
lost both his parents and at the age of 17 or 18 he decided to go to Nicomedia, 
the imperial city of that time, to present himself to Emperor Diocletian to apply 
for a career as a Roman soldier. Diocletian welcomed him with open arms, as 
he had known his father. 

As a knight on horseback he is said to have had a glittering military career in 
the Roman army. By his late 20s, George had been promoted to the rank of 
Tribune and was stationed as an imperial guard to the Emperor at Nicomedia. 

In the Middle Ages the dragon was commonly used to represent the Devil and 
perhaps the most well known legend associated with St George concerns a 
dragon. The story goes that a dragon once lived in a lake in Libya. Over the 
years whole armies had fought this fierce creature, but all had been destroyed  
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by it. The dragon ate two sheep each day and when the flock had all been 
consumed, residents of the local villages drew lots to select a maiden to be 
substituted for the sheep. One day, when the princess had been selected to be 
eaten, George rode in. On hearing the story, he immediately crossed himself 
and rode to battle against the dragon and killed it with a single blow from his 
lance. Returning to the village, he preached a lengthy sermon, which converted 
the locals to Christianity. The king, grateful that his daughter had been saved, 
gave George a large reward, which he distributed to the poor then rode away. 

The tale of St. George and the Dragon was brought back with the Crusaders 
and had several variations. One such variant is that a dragon made its nest at 
the spring that provided water for the city. The citizens, therefore, had to lure 
the dragon from its nest in order for them to collect water. To do this, each day 
they offered the beast a sheep to eat, but when no more sheep could be found, 
a maiden was offered instead, the victim being chosen by drawing lots. One 
day, it happened to be the princess. The monarch begged for her life to be 
spared, but to no avail. She was about to be offered to the dragon, when 
George appeared on the scene. He faced the dragon, after protecting himself 
with the sign of the Cross, slew the creature and rescued the princess. In 
gratitude, the citizens abandoned their paganism and converted to Christianity. 

Unfortunately the many legends connected with St. George’s name are 
probably fictitious, including the local story that he killed a dragon on the flat 
topped Dragon Hill in Uffington, Berkshire, where it is said that no grass grows 
on the land that the dragon’s blood trickled onto! 

In 302, Diocletian issued an edict that every Christian soldier in the Roman 
army should be arrested and every other soldier should offer a sacrifice to the 
Roman gods of the time. However, George objected, and with the courage of 
his faith confronted the Emperor. Diocletian was upset, not wanting to lose his 
best tribune and the son of his greatest official. George renounced the 
Emperor’s edict, and in front of his fellow soldiers and tribunes he declared 
himself to be a Christian. Diocletian tried to persuade George to make a 
sacrifice to the Roman gods by offering him gifts of land, money and slaves, but 
George refused. Diocletian was left with no choice but to have George 
executed for his refusal. Before the execution George gave his wealth to the 
poor. After various torture sessions, including laceration on a wheel of swords 
during which he had to be resuscitated three times, George was beheaded on 
April 23rd, 303. His body was returned to Lydda for burial, where Christians 
soon came to honour him as a martyr. 

Stories of his chivalrous behaviour spread across Europe, making George a  
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figure of devotion. He became known for protecting women, fighting evil, 
largesse to the poor and dependence on the might of arms – all within a firm 
commitment to Christianity. George rapidly became venerated throughout 
Christendom as an example of bravery in defence of the vulnerable and 
defenceless as well as a defender of the Christian faith. Because of his 
widespread following, particularly in the Near East, and the many miracles 
attributed to him, George became universally recognized as a saint sometime 
after 900. Originally, veneration as a saint was authorised by local bishops but, 
after a number of scandals, the Popes began in the twelfth century to take 
control of the process. 

A church built in Lydda during the reign of Constantine I was consecrated to “a 
man of the highest distinction” and although the name of the patron was not 
disclosed it was later asserted to have been St George. By the time of the 
Muslim conquest in the seventh century, a basilica dedicated to the saint 
existed in Lydda. The building was destroyed in 1010 but was later rebuilt and 
dedicated to St George by the Crusaders. In 1191, during the conflict known as 
the Third Crusade, it was again destroyed. A new church was erected in 1872 
and is still standing. 

The Synod of Oxford, in 1222, declared 23rd April as St George’s Day to be a 
feast day in the kingdom of England, but St George did not rise to the position 
of ‘patron saint’ until the 14th century. Before that the honour fell to Edward the 
Confessor. In 1552 all saints’ banners, other than George’s, were abolished in 
the English Reformation. The banner of St George, the red cross of a martyr on 
a white background, was adopted for the uniform of English soldiers in the reign 
of Richard I, and later became the flag of England and the White Ensign of the 
Royal Navy. 

In 1348, George was adopted by Edward III as principle Patron of his new order 
of chivalry, the celebrated Knights of the Garter (actually Knights of the Order of 
Saint George). The insignia of the Order include a Collar and Badge, known  
as the George. The badge is of gold and presents a richly enamelled 
representation of St George on horseback slaying the dragon. A second medal, 
the Lesser George, also depicting George and the dragon, is worn attached to 
the Sash. St George’s Chapel, Windsor, completed in stages from 1483 to 
1528, is the official seat of the Order, where its chapters assemble. The 
Monarch and the Prince of Wales are always members, together with 24 others 
and 26 Knights or Ladies Companion. 

Much later, in 1818, the Prince Regent, later George IV, created the Most 
Distinguished Order of St Michael and St George to recognize exemplary  
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service in the diplomatic field. The Order was founded to commemorate the 
British protectorates of the Ionian islands and Malta, which had begun in 1814. 
The Order was reorganised by William IV into three classes: Knight Grand 
Cross (GCMG); Knight Commander (KCMG); and Companion (CMG). 
Nowadays there are women members of each class with the title ‘Dame’. The 
medal of the Order shows St George and the Dragon on one side and  
St Michael confronting the Devil on the other. The Chapel of the Order is in  
St Paul’s Cathedral. 

In 1940, when the civilian population of Britain was subjected to mass bombing 
by the Luftwaffe, George VI instituted the George Cross for ‘acts of the greatest 
heroism or of the most conspicuous courage in circumstances of extreme 
danger’. The award, which is second only to the Victoria Cross, the highest 
military decoration, is usually given to civilians and can be given posthumously. 
It consists of a silver cross on one side of which is depicted St George slaying 
the dragon. For lesser, but still outstanding acts of courage, the King created 
the George Medal. This also is a silver cross, with one side depicting St George 
slaying the dragon.  

Robert Baden-Powell, founder of the Scouting Movement, also chose  
St George as its patron. Each year on St George’s Day scouts still remember 
their Promise and the Scout Law. Baden-Powell recounted in his book 
‘Scouting for Boys’ that the Knights of the Round Table ‘had as their patron  
St George because he was the only one of all the saints who was a horseman. 
He is the patron saint of cavalry, from which the word chivalry is derived’. 

Indirectly, the spirit of George the soldier saint played a part in modern English 
history when Sir Laurence Olivier’s film of Shakespeare’s Henry V (containing 
the famous line ‘Cry God for Harry, England and St George!’) was issued in 
1944 as an encouragement to our armies fighting for the liberation of France. 

In summary, St George was a brave Roman soldier who protested against the 
Romans’ torture of Christians and died for his beliefs. The popularity of  
St George in England stems from the time of the early Crusades when it is said 
that the Normans saw him in a vision and were victorious. He is popularly 
identified with England and English ideals of honour, bravery and gallantry, 
despite not being English at all. Very little is actually known about the man who 
became Saint George, but that doesn’t stop him being widely respected 
throughout the world. 

Researched by Roger Pike 
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THE SERMON 

When all is said and done, there’s much more said than done. 

There was a priest who came to a new parish. It was his first sermon and it was 
great and the congregation were talking about it all week So the next Sunday 
there was great excitement; he got up and, guess what, he gave the very same 
sermon. Well, OK, that didn’t please everybody, that’s understandable. There 
were people who weren’t there last Sunday so it was good he gave the same 
one. 

But on the third, fourth and fifth Sunday, he gave the very same sermon. That 
was too much, so two little old ladies were delegated to go round the back into 
the sacristy. They were very diplomatic about it. 

One of them said “Vicar, that’s a very good sermon”.  

He said, “Thank you very much. I’m delighted. Thank you. Thanks for telling 
me”. 

“We were just wondering though, Vicar.” 

“Yes?” 

“We were just wondering if you knew that you were giving the same sermon 
each Sunday”.  

“Oh, yes, I know that”. 

“Well we were just wondering … I hope you don’t mind us asking you … do you 
have other sermons?” 

“Oh, surely I have. I have a whole lot more.” 

“We were asked to ask you, you know. I hope you won’t be offended, but will 
you be going on to the other sermons sometime?” 

“Oh, I will and I’m looking forward to that.” 

“We want to be able to tell our friends, Vicar, when will you be doing that?” 

And he said, “Oh, I’ll be going on to the next sermon as SOON AS I SEE YOU 
DOING SOMETHING ABOUT THE FIRST ONE”. 

Postscript: A hermit named Peter Calvey said that one of the ways in which 
you never get round to doing anything is to talk about it for long 
enough. In other words “PARALYSIS THROUGH ANALYSIS”. 

(Rev) Lynn Evans 
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SOME WILD FLOWERS SEEN IN WALES   (Part 5) 

GREATER CELANDINE Chelidonium majus 

The plant has multi-lobed grey-green leaves and 
the flowers are very similar in appearance to the 
Welsh Poppy, but smaller .Although the plant is 
poisonous; (an orange sap oozes from broken 
stems) an extract is used to treat cystitis. 

Family Poppy    (Papaveraceae) 

Plant height 250 – 1000 mm 

Distribution England & Wales 

Habitat 
Hedges, ditches, banks and 
waste ground 

Flowers 
Clusters of yellow flowers on 
long stems. Each one has four 
paper-like petals. 

In bloom April – October  

 

 

LESSER CELANDINE Ranunculus ficaria 

This is not related to the Greater Celandine. It 
has dark green, shiny, heart-shaped leaves with 
long stems. Because it is so common it has many 
names, including Pilewort, Foalfoot, Spring 
Messenger & Golden Guinea. 

Family Buttercup    (Ranunculaceae) 

Plant height 50 – 250 mm 

Distribution Throughout the UK 

Habitat 
Damp woods, shady banks, 
marshes & damp rocks. 

Flowers 
Each stalk has a solitary yellow 
star-shaped flower with 
between 8 and 12 petals 

In bloom Mid February – late May 

 

 



Y Llychau 

- 24 - 

 

CUCKOOFLOWER ardamine pratensis 

Also known as Lady’s Smock, this tall plant comes 
into flower at about the time when the cuckoo is 
first heard. They tend to spread and cover large 
areas with their fine, narrow leaves. The seed 
pods are a source of caterpillar food. 

Family Cabbage    (Brassicaceae) 

Plant height 300 – 600 mm 

Distribution Throughout the UK 

Habitat 
Moist meadows, river banks, 
damp ditches, mountain ridges 

Flowers 
Large pink or lilac flowers with 
green centre, each with 4 petals. 
Flower stems branch at the top. 

In bloom March – June   
 

HAREBELL Campanula rotundifolia 

Also known as the Scottish Bluebell. The leaves at 
the base are rounder than those on the thin stem. 
The stems branch at the top with a single dark blue 
flower on each branch. As the flowers open, their 
colour becomes paler.  

Family Bellflower    (Campanulaceae) 

Plant height 150 – 350 mm 

Distribution England & Wales 

Habitat 
Sunny banks, dry stone walls, 
heathland, hedges, meadows 

Flowers 
Blue, horn-shaped flowers, 
only flaring near the ends, 
giving way to five petals. 

In bloom July – November  
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GREEN-WINGED ORCHID Anacamptis morio 

The Green-winged or Green-veined Orchid gets its 
name from the dark lines inside the hood of the 
flower. Now becoming a rare plant which dislikes 
dry, sunny sites. Most flowers have no scent, so fail 
to attract pollinating insects. 

Family Orchid     (Orchidaceae) 

Plant height 60 – 200 mm 

Distribution S England & S Wales 

Habitat 
Damp pastures, churchyards, 
shady seaside grassy dunes 

Flowers 
Flowers vary from dark purple to 
light pink with white middles. 
From 5 to 12 flowers per stem. 

In bloom Late April – early June 

 

 

MUSK THISTLE Carduus nutans 

A large, stout thistle with prickly leaves. The main 
stem also has prickles, but the part supporting the 
large flower does not. The large solitary flowers 
nod in the breeze (nutans means nodding). Despite 
its name, the flowers are fragrant and do not smell 
of musk. 

Family Daisy & Dandelion  (Asteraceae) 

Plant height 300 – 1100 mm 

Distribution S England & Wales 

Habitat 
Chalk and limestone grasslands, 
moors, heaths & open spaces 

Flowers 
A down-ward facing, large single 
flower, purple or red, rising from 
a ring of green brats. 

In bloom Late May – mid September 
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PURPLE SAXIFRAGE Saxifraga oppositifolia 

A rare, small arctic alpine plant, but common in the 
Brecon Beacons and Snowdonia. The plant is 
prostrate with tiny paired leaves, bluish-green in 
colour. The solitary flowers bloom on a short stems 

Family Saxifrage    (Saxigragaceae) 

Plant height 5 – 10 mm 

Distribution NW England, N & Mid Wales 

Habitat 
Moist, lime-rich rocks, cliffs 
and mountain ridges 

Flowers 

The reddish-purple flowers 
have 5 petals and are large  
(8-10 mm across) for such a 
small plant. 

In bloom March – May  

 

 

MONKEYFLOWER Mimulus guttatus 

Imported from N America, it escaped cultivation in 
the 19

th
 Century & colonised in Wales. Tall stems 

rise from a creeping base. Leaves are pale green, 
serrated around the edge and clasp the step. 

Family Monkeyflower   (Phrymaceae) 

Plant height 200 – 500 mm 

Distribution W England & Wales 

Habitat 
Marshy ground, river banks, 
gravelly seaside places 

Flowers 
Large, trumpet shaped flowers 
with 5 petals and a hairy 
orange-red spotted centre 

In bloom Early June - September  

Wildlife Willie (with help from the Wild Flower Society) 
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SEVEN SCORE YEARS AND TEN 

Three score years and ten was once accepted as an average life span but with 
advancing knowledge and more sophisticated medical procedures this period 
has lengthened somewhat. Seven score years and ten, the title of this piece, 
does however seem to be overdoing it rather. 

Not so! That is, not so for the clock to be found 
on the north wall of the nave in St. Michael’s 
Church in Talley. It is strategically placed 
opposite the pulpit and in direct eye line of any 
preacher tempted to ramble on for more than 
fifteen minutes. 

The clock was given to the church in 1864 by 
Mrs Morgan of Capelhir Cwmdu and therefore 
celebrates its 150th birthday this year. It is one 
of only twenty-one of this type of clock made in 
1864. It was restored in 2005 and prior to that in 
1912. If wound on a regular weekly basis, it still 
keeps perfectly good time. 

Clocks are not commonly found in churches but 
the Talley church clock, made by Thwaites and 
Reed, is regarded as an old friend and a 
possible protection against those long-winded 
preachers. 

Twenty-two years later, in 1886, the same Mrs Morgan of Capelhir gave the 
church its bell, which is still rung before every service held in St. Michael’s. It 
was made by J Warner and Sons of London and an inscription on it shows that 
the Reverend David Rees was Vicar and the Church Wardens were Sir James 
G Williams-Drummond Bart. and Mr David Long Price. The bell was rehung on 
a wooden frame set into a stone surround in 1932. It was further inspected and 
refurbished in 2005. 

So, “Happy Birthday” to our clock and our thanks to all those kind and 
generous benefactors like Mrs Morgan who have supported the church in Talley 
over the years. 

John Walford 
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A CURIOUS PATH THAT LED TO TIPI VALLEY 

Before moving to our farm up the Talley Road, I had been involved with 
horticulture and marketing as well as livestock farming, but I was still young and 
naïve enough to think that there was a future in the small dairy farm. It was 
before the outbreak of Mad Cow Disease, caused by the inclusion of animal 
parts in cattle feed, but I was concerned, even then, with what was in the feed 
that I gave to my cows. When I asked my local feed merchant he assured me 
that all the ingredients were “natural”. 

It was around this time, in 1982, that my father-in-law offered us a holiday with 
him, sailing in the Caribbean. As we were lucky to have a reliable hand on the 
farm we were able to accept his offer and soon we were flying out to St Lucia to 
meet him at his resort. It was a far remove from our lives on a small Welsh dairy 
farm. We were enclosed within high security fencing in a gated beach resort 
which was so expensive we couldn’t even afford to buy a drink.  

The small beach was raked daily by staff. We went out past the guards to meet 
some local people and were offered some hats and bags made out of coconut 
leaves. On our return we met my 
father-in-law who was disapproving 
of our purchases as it could help to 
push up wages at his resort. 

The next day we set sail on his 
yacht, visiting the islands of St 
Vincent, Bequin, Isle à Quatre and 
then Mustique, where my father-in-
law owned property. He left for 
America on business after installing 
us in his holiday cottage near the 
beach. We found ourselves living 
next to the Duke and Duchess  
of Kent on one side and on the 
other side was Mick Jagger’s beach 
chalet. He wasn’t there but his 
house keeper let us use his 
trampoline. 

Mustique Island  is  privately owned  
and is one of the remarkably 
unspoilt            Boys on the Isle à Quatre proudly  
Grenadine Islands.  It  has few public             showing off their homemade toy. 
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transport links which has  helped to make it  an  exclusive resort for the ultra-
rich. We had the use of a mini Moke Jeep with which to explore the island. We 
drove past a succession of extraordinary villas, most notably a stone castle with 
battlements and a miniature copy of the Taj Mahal built in white marble. Out on 
a promontory was Princess Margaret’s villa with its own beach. 

Continuing on our tour, we came upon the rubbish dump towards the middle of 
the island. Within the gates was a large wooden shed whose open doors 
revealed a series of bunk beds within. Standing around a fire was a group of 
workmen in overalls who appeared to be living in the rubbish dump. The 
juxtaposition between the squalor of the scene before us and the extremes of 
conspicuous consumption represented by the holiday homes we had just 
passed was truly shocking. Like most people I had always tried to better myself 
through hard work, but as I experienced life on Mustique I began to question 
whether wealth itself, or for itself, was a worthy goal in life. 

The only way to leave the island was to charter a light aircraft and so I found 
myself sitting next to the pilot in a five-seater as we flew over a series of small 
dessert islands and coral reefs on our way to Union Island, which was not 
particularly popular with tourists. The landing was truly horrifying as we 
plummeted towards a very short air strip ending abruptly out at sea, the end of 
which we very nearly overshot. This air strip had been built using conch shells 
as the only available hardcore. The beaches were lined with huge piles of the 
shells, as their snails, called Lamy, are exported to America as a delicacy.  

We met some Rastafarian fruit sellers who were baking bread fruit, which 
tasted just like delicious fresh baked bread. On a picnic by the sea we were 
surrounded by about 200 young school children who formed a circle around us 
and stared open-mouthed with eyes following our every move as we finished 
our meal. To meet our plane home we flew in the five-seater plane to Barbados 
and taxied to the terminal building, parking next to the Jumbo Jet towering 
above us which took us home. 

Back on the farm there was a lot to consider about my experiences abroad and 
the problems of farming on a small scale. The contradictions in my life were 
becoming more apparent and when the milk tanker driver confronted me on my 
espousal of a simple and sustainable lifestyle, after my holiday in the 
Caribbean, I realised that this didn’t add up.  

When the Tamworth sow ran amuck among the vegetables in the tunnel 
greenhouse during milking one morning it proved to be the last straw and I 
decided soon after to give up commercial farming. A neighbour had 
recommended we had a van call at our farm delivering fruit. It was a business 
run by people from the Tipi Valley Community near Cwmdu. I got to know some  
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of them and was impressed when visiting them by the beautiful, minimalist, 
natural lifestyle they were developing. I decided to buy a tipi and try the 
experience of tribal living for myself and so I pitched my tipi in the winter tipi 
circle at Tipi Valley in the winter of 1983/84. 

After an extraordinary winter spent sawing wood, playing music and singing by 
firelight, I decided to leave travel abroad in a quest to study how ordinary life 
was led beyond the trappings of wealth. But that’s another story. 

Francis Quirk. 
 

ON THE LIGHTER SIDE 

Three engineers and three mathematicians are travelling by train to a 
conference. At the station, the three mathematicians each buy tickets and 
watch as the three engineers buy only a single ticket. 

“How are three people going to travel on only one ticket?” asks a 
mathematician. “Watch and you’ll see,” answered an engineer. 

They all board the train. The mathematicians take their respective seats, but all 
three engineers cram into a toilet and close the door behind them. Shortly after 
the train has departed, the conductor comes around collecting tickets. He 
knocks on the toilet door and says, “Ticket, please.” The door opens just a 
crack and a single arm emerges with a ticket in hand. The conductor takes it 
and moves on. 

The mathematicians see this and agree it is quite a clever idea, so after the 
conference, they decide to copy the engineers on the return trip and save some 
money (being clever with money, and all that). When they get to the station, 
they buy a single ticket for the return trip. To their astonishment, the engineers 
don’t buy a ticket at all. 

“How are you going to travel without a ticket?” asks one perplexed 
mathematician. “Watch and you’ll see,” answers an engineer. 

When they board the train, the three mathematicians cram into one toilet and 
the three engineers cram into another one nearby. The train departs. Shortly 
afterward, one of the engineers leaves his toilet and walks over to the one 
where the mathematicians are hiding. He knocks on the door and says, “Ticket, 
please.” 

He takes the ticket, rejoins the other engineers in their toilet and awaits the 
arrival of the conductor. 
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ST MICHAEL’S CHRISTMAS FAYRE 

On what is now becoming the regular date for this annual function, St Michael’s 
Christmas Fayre was held on the last Friday of November in Talley School. 
Another tradition associated with the event was also observed – the weather 
was cold and wet, but, thankfully, snow free. 

As soon as the children had finished their lessons for the day, the school was 
invaded by a small but dedicate team of parishioners to convert the classrooms 
into an area suitable for the Fayre. Boxes of assorted objects were carried in 
from cars. Tables were positioned, then rearranged and finally re-sited to 
achieve the desired effect. 

Stalls were erected and stacked with a wide range of goodies, including books, 
Christmas Cards, seasonal items and bric-a-brac. The tombola table was well 
stocked with bottles and other prizes while the children’s games area included 
a local quiz, a lucky dip bin and a genuine shove ha’penny board. When all was 
ready, a well-earned rest was taken before the frantic activity of the evening 
began. 

At the appointed hour, the doors were opened for the anticipated revellers to 
enter. Although the numbers supporting the Fayre were lower than in previous 
years, those who did come enjoyed a pleasant event with convivial company in 
pleasing surroundings. The various stalls were well supported with customers 
as was the bar. 

As usual, the evening concluded with the traditional auction of a wide selection 
of artefacts. In his inimitable way, auctioneer Geraint Davies managed to 
extract more money from the bidders than they had intended to spend. Not only 
were bids of “Ten pounds” interpreted by him as “Twelve pounds, thank you”, 
but he even managed to persuade some people to raise their bid even though 
nobody had bid against their earlier offer. Under his expert guidance, customers 
bought objects ranging from mouth-watering cakes, through items of clothing to 
embroidery frames. 

Thanks to the generosity of those who supported it, the Fayre raised over £900 
for church funds and put a broad smile on the treasurer’s face. 

On behalf of St Michael’s, I would like to offer my sincere thanks to all who 
supported the event, especially those who set it up, manned the stalls and 
cleared away afterwards.  

Roger Pike 

 

 



Y Llychau 

- 32 - 

ALL ABOUT PREMIUM BONDS 

Recently I was given two premium bonds to scan and enter into the Talley 
Parish History Archive. Both of them had been bought locally, one in Llansawel 
Post Office in 1958 and 
the other in Talley Post 
Office in 1984. This led 
me to wonder just when 
Premium Bonds had 
became available.  

Like most people 
searching for information, 
I checked the Premium 
Bond website and found 
a large section detailing 
the history of the bonds, 
a brief account of which 
follows here. 

The first Premium Bonds went on sale on 1 November 1956. For this, we can 
thank the Chancellor of the Exchequer, Rt Hon Harold MacMillan, whose aim 
was to control inflation and encourage us all to save after the war. As you can 
imagine, there were 
many people who were 
opposed to the sale, 
including religious groups 
and the shadow 
Chancellor, Rt Hon 
Harold Wilson, who 
denounced it as ‘a 
squalid raffle’ and a 
‘national demoralisation’. 
What would he have 
thought of the current 
Lottery, bombardment of 
internet gambling sites 
and other ‘get rich quick’ 
schemes that we have today? 

On 1 June 1957, out of the 5,000,000 bonds bought on the first day, one lucky 
person in Cumbria won the first prize of £1,000 and 23,142 other people won a 
share in the remaining prize fund of £969,750. At that time a bond was not  
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entered in the draw until 6 months after purchase and holdings were limited to 
£500. As you can see from the copies of those two early bonds, they could be 
purchased from local post offices. I wonder how many others were purchased 
from Talley Post office! 

In this country, about 1 in 3 people hold Premium Bonds. The total money 
invested is held by the government, which pays one month’s interest, on all 
bonds eligible for the draw, as prize money every month. The level of interest is 
set by NS&I and was 1.3% in August 2013 although previous interest rates 
have been higher.  

Back in 1993, the maximum prize rose to £1 million and in 2005 a second 
million jackpot was added. The current low interest explains why prize money 
has been reduced in recent years. It may interest you to know that the team 
behind the 2

nd
 world war code breaker, Colossus, actually built the first 

E.R.N.I.E (Electronic Random Number Indicator Equipment) machine. 
E.R.N.I.E. no 4 is the current machine, which began selecting winning bonds in 
2004.  

Technology has improved so much over the years that we are now able to see 
whether our bonds have won a prize by visiting the Premium Bond website and 
typing in our holding number. As there are over 898,000 unclaimed prize bonds, 
worth more than £44 million, a few minutes spent checking might just banish 
the winter blues!  

GOOD LUCK! 
Pat Edwards 

 

 

WANTED 

HELP  FOR  BORED  FINGERS 

Can any readers kindly offer to show me the basics of Crochet?  
I would like to make some basic squares that can be sewn 
together to make a blanket or cushion cover. 

I can come to you or you are welcome to visit my house for a chat 
and instruction over a cuppa. 

Any help received I will be grateful for. 
Maureen Harris 
Ty Gwyn, Talley 

01558 685927 
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TRIAL BY JURY 

Trial by Jury is Gilbert and Sullivan’s second collaboration, their first being 
Thespis performed in December 1871. Trial by Jury was first performed on  
25

th
 March 1875 at the Royalty Theatre, 73 Dean Street, Soho, London. 

After Thespis, William Gilbert and Arthur Sullivan went their separate ways 
without any plans to collaborate further. Gilbert continued to write plays while 
Sullivan composed church music. Three years later D’Oyly Carte, manager  
of the Royalty Theatre was looking for a piece to precede the staging of 
Offenbach’s comic opera La Perichale. He met Gilbert by chance and 
persuaded him to produce a piece that would fit the bill. After reading the 
manuscript Sullivan agreed to set it to music. 

Trial by Jury tells the story of a jilted bride who sues for breach of promise of 
marriage. In the nineteenth century failure to fulfil a promise, particularly a 
promise of marriage made by a man who abandoned his fiancée, left him liable 
to be sued. The law was changed in 1970. The most famous breach of promise 
case – a fictitious one – is Mr Pickwick v Mrs Bardell in Charles Dickens’ 
Pickwick Papers in 1836. 

In Trial by Jury the judge and jury side with the plaintiff, while the ladies in the 
gallery are enamoured with the defendant who has a new love. The defendant 
offers an unusual solution to the case by suggesting he should ‘marry this lady 
today’ and ‘marry the other tomorrow’. 

Throughout the piece, from learned judge to humble usher, all tend to succumb 
to moral weakness rather than embrace justice. Fred Sullivan, elder brother of 
the composer, played the part of the learned judge. He was made up to look 
like Sir Alexander Cockburn, the Lord Chief Justice of the day, who after 
attending one performance vowed to stay away in future lest he be ridiculed. 
Probably a good decision. A reporter from the magazine Punch attended a 
performance and in his review wrote ‘it is the funniest bit of nonsense your 
representative has seen for a considerable time’. 

Why not come along and judge for yourself. Trial by Jury will be performed in 
St. Michael’s Church Talley at 7.00pm Saturday 10

th
 May 2014. As well as 

the operetta you will also have the opportunity to participate in a selection of 
Sullivan’s sacred music and a glass or two of wine and a nibble of cheese. 
Tickets are £6 each and are available from Roger Pike, Bryn Heulog, 
Talley (01558 685741) or John Walford, Rhoslyn, Talley( 01558 685744). 

All expenses have been covered so all proceeds from the evening will be given 
to the church. 

John Walford 
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DATES FOR YOUR DIARY 

It has been suggested that it might be useful to publish in the Newsletter a list 
of functions planned for the area. For this innovation to work I need to know 
what is being planned so If you are organising an activity in Talley or Cwmdu in 
the coming months and would like it included in the next issue, please send the 
particulars to me, Roger Pike (contact details on back page). 

If there is sufficient interest, details will appear in future issues, but if not, this 
could be the first and last list. 

Below is a listing of some of the forthcoming events in and around Talley of 
which I am aware. 

Saturday 1 March.  
Talley History Group monthly meeting in the Cwmdu Inn from 10.00am 
until noon. Drop in and chat about past events. 

Tuesday 4 March.  
Shrove Tuesday Pancakes (instead of the monthly Coffee Morning) 
from 10.30am until noon in St Michael’s Church Hall. Come along for a 
drink, a pancake and a chat. 

Tuesday 1 April.  
Coffee Morning from 10.30am until noon in St Michael’s Church Hall. 
Don’t be an April Fool and miss out on the coffee, tea and biscuits. 

Saturday 26 April.  
Party for Newsletter contributors in St Michael’s Church Hall from 
2.00pm. If you have written something for Y Llychau in the past year you 
will be most welcome to attend. For details see page 3. 

Saturday 3 May.  
Talley History Group monthly meeting in the Cwmdu Inn from 10.00am 
until noon. Drop in and chat about past events. 

Tuesday 6 May.  
Coffee Morning from 10.30am until noon in St Michael’s Church Hall. 

Saturday 10 May.  
Trial by Jury in St Michael’s Church at 7.00pm. For more details see 
page 34. 
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THE NEWSLETTER 

Y Llychau is published on behalf 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. We hope to involve as many local residents and local 
organisations as possible and aim to make the content of interest to the 
majority of readers.  

This can best be achieved by including articles written or suggested by its 
readers. Anyone wishing to contribute articles for inclusion in future issues of  
Y Llychau is requested to contact the Newsletter Editor. 

Roger Pike 
Newsletter “Editor” 

Bryn Heulog, Talley, Llandeilo, SA19 7YH 

Tel:  01558 685741 

e-mail:   rbpike@btinternet.com 
 

 

THE NEXT ISSUE 

Intended Publication Date – Thursday 1st May 2014 

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

                         as soon as possible & BEFORE the dates below 
 

For contributions written in Welsh  

        Saturday  22nd  March  2014 (to allow time for translation) 
 

For contributions written in English 

        Saturday  29th  March  2014. 

 

 

HAPPY  EASTER 

PASG  HAPUS 
 


