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THE EDITOR WRITES 

Welcome to the first edition of Y Llychau in 2016.  

Regular readers will recall that in the last issue I made an appeal to readers for 
more articles to be submitted for publication so that I did not have to write so 
many myself. This would achieve three main objectives. 

(a) The articles would be more interesting than those written by me. 
(b) There would be the full 40 pages in the Newsletter. 
(c) My job as editor would be much easier. 

I am delighted to be able to report that the appeal did not fall on deaf ears. I would 
like to offer my grateful thanks to all those would responded by sending me their 
items. In fact I have received so many contributions that some have had to be 
held over for inclusion in future editions. If you have submitted a piece which is 
not included in these pages, please accept my thanks for sending it in and my 
apologies for not including it this time. Rest assured that your efforts have not 
been ignored and your offering will appear in the next edition, which is due out in 
March. 

If you intended to write something but have not yet found the time to do so, please 
do not give up the idea. Although there are sufficient pieces for this issue there 
will be space in the next one for your contribution. The more people that write 
something, the more interesting our little Newsletter will be. As I have often said 
in the past your articles need not be literary masterpieces. All that I ask is that 
you write something that you feel might be of general interest. If you write about 
the Talley or Cwmdu area, so much the better, but if you cannot think of anything 
local to write about, just tell us about something else. If you don’t, you will have 
to suffer more of my efforts. 

For the most part being the “editor” of Y Llychau is not only an honour but a 
genuine pleasure. However, occasionally I have to be the bearer of sad news. In 
this edition you will see a tribute to Dennis Boyes, who passed away in October 
last year. Dennis was a keen supporter of our Newsletter project from the 
beginning and even when he left Talley to live in France his enthusiasm 
continued and, with his wife Jacqueline, he continued to submit articles for 
inclusion under the title “A letter from Limousin”. He will be sorely missed by all 
who knew him and on behalf of all of us associated with the Newsletter I would 
like to offer my sincere condolences to Jacqueline and the rest of her family. 

Another sad task – one which I find distasteful – also falls to the editor. As many 
of you will be aware several copies of Y Llychau are sent out by post and each 
year it is my unpleasant duty to ask the recipients for a financial contribution to  
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help cover the costs of postage etc. However, generous as their donations have 
been, they do not cover the production costs. Although many of these costs are 
met from St Michael’s church funds (that has sponsored the Newsletter from the 
start) in the current financial climate it is proving more and more difficult for it to 
do so. I am, therefore, asking those readers who have their copies delivered to 
consider making a donation to help. I appreciate that some people may not be 
able to do so or may not wish to do so, but if you would like to contribute it would 
be much appreciated. I must stress that continued deliver of Y Llychau will not 
be depended on this. You will continue to receive your copy whether you 
contribute or not. If you have already made a contribution, please accept my 
thanks and ignore the above. 

In conclusion I would like to wish you all a very happy and prosperous New Year. 

Roger Pike 
Editor 

 

 

ON THE LIGHTER SIDE 

It was New Year’s Eve in the local pub and lots of married couples were there 
having a celebratory drink. Just before midnight, one of the guests said that they 
should get ready to great the New Year. 

“At the stroke of midnight” he said “I would like all of you men present to stand 
up close to the one person who makes your life worth living”. 

As the clock struck, the pub barman was almost crushed to death. 

As the party broke up, Dai was in no fit state to drive so, sensibly, he left his car 
in the car park and started to walk home. As he was wobbling along, he was 
stopped by a policeman. 

“What on earth are you doing out here at four o’clock in the morning?” asked the 
police officer. 

“I’m on my way to a lecture”, answered Dai. 

“And who on earth, in their right mind, is going to give a lecture at this time on 
New Year’s morning?” enquired the constable sarcastically. 

“My wife”, slurred Dai grimly. 
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ALL THE WORLD’S A STAGE 

I was watching a television game show and one of the questions asked related 
to famous quotations from Shakespeare. Unusual for me, but this got me thinking 
how would I answer such a question, “To be or not to be” from Hamlet or “Is this 
a dagger I see before me” from Macbeth perhaps. 

No, neither of these, I would have to choose the seven ages of man from As You 
Like It. It was my first homework from Grammar School in the mid 1940s and I 
can still recite it. “All the world’s a stage and all the men and women merely 
players, they have their exits and their entrances, and one man in his time plays 
many parts” 

Shakespeare then goes on to state “His acts being seven ages” and then 
proceeds to name the seven. The Bard was, I think, suggesting that life is like a 
play and we simply go through the stages of our life acting it out. 

I have tried to set Shakespeare’s vision of life against my own experience and 
the following are my observations. 

1. “At first the infant mewling and puking in his nurse’s arms”. I don’t 
remember too much about my infancy but I am sure I was far too well 
behaved to be puking very much. 

2. “And then the whining school boy with his satchel and shining morning 
face creeping like a snail unwillingly to school”. Much I recognise here, 
whining and creeping unwillingly are very close to the truth and I did have 
a satchel to contain my homework which included “The seven ages of 
Man”. 

3.  “And then the lover sighing like furnace with a woeful ballad made to his 
mistress’ eyebrow”. The less said about this stage the better, for this is 
after all a magazine for all the family. 

4. “Then a soldier full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard, jealous 
in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel. Seeking the bubble reputation 
even in the cannon’s mouth”. Never a soldier but I did serve in the Royal 
Air Force for my two years of National Service. It was at this time I 
learned to play poker and three-card brag. 

5. “And then the justice in fair round belly with good capon lined. With eyes 
severe and beard of formal cut, full of wise saws and modern instances”. 
Never a justice but I managed to climb the ladder in the charity world and 
I talked a lot, mostly persuasively, to the benefit of charity. 
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6 – 7    The sixth age shifts 

“into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 

with spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 

his youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide 

for his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice, 

turning again toward childish treble, pipes 

and whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 

that ends this strange eventful history, 

is second childishness and mere oblivion. 

Sans teeth, sans eyes sans taste, sans everything”. 

I’ve coupled the last two stages together, for I believe I am somewhere between 
the two. Bits of me are starting to fall off, although I am not yet completely without 
teeth or eyes or taste but how long this will last I cannot say, I am hanging on in 
there. 

If my life has been a play it has been a comedy rather than kitchen sink; Noel 
Coward rather than Samuel Becket. I hope that it may challenge Agatha 
Christie’s “The Mousetrap” in terms of its run. 

John Walford 

 

 

 

 

A DATE F OR YOUR DIARY  

The annual Talley Dinner will be held on 

FRIDAY  12th  FEBRUARY  2016  

in the 

WHITE  HART,  LLANDEILO  

For more details, please contact Geraint on 01558 685252 
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REMEMBERING DENNIS BOYES: 
APRIL 1944 - OCTOBER 2015 

Dennis was a wonderful, clever and 
gentle man with a ready wit and an 
ability to make people laugh. He loved 
life and he lived it well. Dennis was 
adopted as a baby by Eric and Alice 
Boyes and had a very happy childhood 
in Yorkshire with his brother Paul.  

He studied geology at Sheffield 
University and was an active member 
of the students’ union and the 
university drama group. 

He was a man with many different interests – in his younger days he climbed in 
the Himalayas, sailed his small catamaran, learned to fly, stripped down and 
rebuilt cars, went on an arctic expedition and so the list goes on….. 

After university, Dennis joined a photographic studio in Swansea and became a 
professional photographer, taking over the business in 1973 and developing a 
particular interest in commercial photography with a niche specialism in 
photographs of muddy holes on construction sites! At that time he lived on the 
Gower Peninsula with his long term partner Jackie who sadly died in 1997. As 
the market for high street photography fell, he bought a picture framing business 
and pursued his interest in antique maps and prints, building a reputation as the 
biggest dealer in Welsh maps. Being Dennis, he could never resist buying maps, 
so he has a vast collection with many multiples – over 100 copies of the same 
map in some cases! He was always a great collector! 

Dennis continued with his maps and prints business and sold regularly at antique 
fairs, where he was instantly recognisable for his colourful collection of bow ties 
and cravats. This and his hair was what caught my eye, when we met at an 
antique fair. 

In the year 2000, Dennis moved to Talley where I was living. He learned furniture 
repair and restoration, as we worked together in my antique upholstery business. 
We lived in Rose Cottage, Talley, for nearly 10 years, running the two businesses 
and continuing to sell at antique fairs. After being a confirmed bachelor for 63 
years, Dennis finally popped the question and we married in Talley church in 
March 2008, where Dennis was church warden. Dennis loved his time in Talley 
and became a well-known part of the Church community – particularly valued for  
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his ability to change light bulbs in the Church! In 2009 we decided to retire and 
move to the Limousin, in the heart of rural France where we have lived happily 
for 6 years.  

Dennis was an immensely practical man, a real Mr Fix It, who could come up with 
a solution to any practical problem – usually managing to find or make the right 
bit from his vast stock of items collected over the years and stored for that ‘just 
in case’ occasion. Dennis had 11 sheds at Rose Cottage, the contents of which 
all had to come to Limousin with us – these items have filled a large barn and 
Dennis has built two more sheds! When his brother Paul came to visit recently, 
he was amazed to see that the pole holding up Dennis’s woodcutting tent was 
an aerial pole, dating back to the 1950s, which he had saved from their Dad’s 
house in Yorkshire! 

Dennis was a wonderful kind and loving husband and, although he did not have 
children of his own, he took to it naturally and became the much loved father to 
my daughters, Lara and Tanya, and Grandpops to Lara’s two boys, Peter and 
John. 

Dennis was a private man who loved his 
family; his cats; his books; his maps; his 
woodland; his classical music and his 
tractor, which was also much enjoyed by his 
grandsons! During our six years in France, 
Dennis and I have been working together to 
create our home at Moulin du Picq. Dennis 
learned how to use a mini digger which he 
had great fun with, making paths in his 
woodland, then, working alongside the 

French builders, moving tons of soil 
and levelling during the renovation 
work on part of the building. 

At the age of 69 years, as some of you 
may know, he finally found and met 
his natural mother, Hilda – a spritely 
94 year old and found that he had a 
half-sister Margaret. Finding his birth 
family meant a great deal to Dennis – 
for the first time he had found people 
who looked like him and he had a 

sense of where he had come from.  
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Dennis bravely fought the illness that has taken him from us and died quietly at 
home. He has valued his friendships over the years and was particularly touched 
by how kind and generous everyone has been over the past few months, which 
have been very difficult for us all.  

Dennis is loved so much by myself and my two daughters, Lara and Tanya. We 
miss him but he will always live on in our hearts, and memories of him are all 
around us. We feel sure that he will be with us in spirit always. 

Jacqueline Boyes 

 

 

 

 

DID YOU KNOW? 

New Year celebrations were introduced by the ancient Babylonians over 4,000 
years ago. 

In America more vehicles are stolen on New Year’s Day than on any other day 
of the year. 

In Italy, people wear red underwear on New Year’s Day to bring good luck 
throughout the year to come. 

In Colombia, Cuba and Puerto Rico, families stuff a large doll, called Mr. Old 
Year, with memories from the past year. At midnight, he is set ablaze, to burn 
away the bad memories. 

The biggest New Year celebration is in Sydney, Australia. More than 80,000 
fireworks are set off from Sydney Harbour Bridge. 
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MEMORIES OF TALLEY 

I came to Talley as an evacuee during the war years. I enjoyed my time there 
and I respect my time with Mr Simon Jones and his sister. I called them Uncle 
and Auntie. I loved the smell when Auntie made her home-made bread – a smell 
you don’t forget. 

It was a long walk to school and our teacher was a Miss Liolett. She would 
sometimes bring a net ball home, to have a game of ‘Pass the Ball’. All was fun 
until one day she pushed me into a nest of nettles and then made all the other 
children go and get a lot of dock leaves to rub all over me. It was not very nice, 
but I can laugh when I think of it now. 

I did like the snow. Us children would make a snow wall at the bottom of the hill 
and slide down into it. It was great fun.  

We also had a little cave that we lined with moss and made pretty grass stems 
wrapped in silver paper to stick in the moss. We thought it looked great. 

One day I tried to fish in the lake. It was not a good idea as I didn’t catch any fish 
but it managed to hook one of the twins that lived in Talley House. Not a good 
memory as the hook ended up in her head. That was the end of my fishing 
exploits. 

I loved to pick the wild strawberries and there was a plant with a white flower. It 
made a nice white nut, but I can’t remember the name of it. 

There is one thing I will never forget. It was when I first saw a cow give birth to a 
little white calf. I stood behind a tree to watch. It was amazing. 

I can’t think of any more except this little poem I learnt when at school. 

I saw a jackdaw asitting on the roof 
A hat on its head and two wooden legs. Ha Ha Ha. 

I can still say it in Welsh. 

Rose Saunders 

 

 
Editor’s Note. Please see the short article on page 19 of the November issue 

of the Newsletter about Mrs Saunders’ visit to Talley last year 
after many year’s absence from the area. 
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SUDOKU SOLUTION FROM THE LAST ISSUE 
 

9 8 7 6 1 5 4 3 2 

1 6 5 4 3 2 9 8 7 

4 3 2 9 8 7 1 5 6 

3 5 6 8 9 1 7 2 4 

7 4 1 5 2 6 8 9 3 

8 2 9 7 4 3 6 1 5 

6 7 8 3 5 9 2 4 1 

5 1 4 2 7 8 3 6 9 

2 9 3 1 6 4 5 7 8 

 

ANSWERS TO THE CHRISTMAS QUIZ IN THE LAST ISSUE 

1. A Star from the east. 
2. Bethlehem. 
3. Two years old and under. 
4. Egypt. 
5. Away in a manger. 
6. Deck the Halls. 
7. Silent Night. 
8. The Holly and the Ivy. 
9. Once in Royal David’s City. 
10. Ding Dong Merrily On High. 
11. Oh little town of Bethlehem. 
12. In the Bleak Mid-Winter. 
13. Macy’s. 
14. Hugh Grant. 
15. March. 
16. Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas. 
17. Jingle Bells. 
18. 364. 
19. Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Comet, Cupid, Donner and Blitzen. 
20. Six Weeks. 
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IMPRESSIONS OF MUMBAI 

On my recent trip to India I expected sunshine from dawn to dusk, what I got was 
heavy cloud every day but intense heat. What I didn’t expect was to see red kites 
circling over the swimming pool. It was like being at home. Except not once did 
anyone say ‘no problem’! 

Traffic – we took our life in our hands every time we crossed the road; the taxi 
drivers say that to drive in India 
you need a good horn, good 
brakes and good luck. To cross 
the road, just put out you hand and 
hope for the best. There are 
crossings but no one takes any 
notice of them. They drive on the 
left, allegedly, but in practice they 
move to wherever they want to be. 
Taxis are incredibly cheap. To hire 
one to take you anywhere for a 
morning will cost £8; all day £15. 
Having walked a long way, my son 
took a taxi for the last couple of 
miles, cost? 37 pence.  

India is predominantly Hindu; most of the drivers had icons of Ganesh on their 
dashboards. But I was 
disappointed not to find any 
references to Diwali in the 
shops or anywhere else, 
although it will be 
celebrated soon after we 
leave. When we were on 
holiday in Delhi there were 
lots of small pottery lamps 
and masses of decorations. 

There were, however, 
plenty of Christmas 
decorations here. 
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We visited a Jain temple, which I’d not heard of before. Jains do not believe in a 

God but they do 
believe in divine 
or perfect beings 
that are worthy 
of devotion.  

The monks wear 
a mask over 
their mouth so 
that they do  
not accidentally 
swallow living 
creatures. There 
are about 6 
million Jains in 
the world; about 
5 million in India 

out of a population of 1.21 billion. 

 
Laundry Indian style. No washing machine, spin drier and tumble drier. It was 
hard to believe that our pristine sheets had probably been washed here 
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I have seen more plastic bags 
and cans on the Talley road 
than I saw in Mumbai. There 
were many signs encouraging 
tidiness and the people took 
them seriously. Not so in the 
sea.  

Huw, my son began to feel like 
a celebrity when men wanted 
to have their photographs 
taken with him, was it because 
they didn’t see many white 
people? It happened to me 
once when a woman and her 
daughter wanted a picture. At one point a man asked me how old I was, when I 
told him he seemed surprised that I was still alive. 

There was extreme wealth, The Taj Mahal Palace Hotel where a room can cost 
tens of thousands pounds per night, but there were countless people on the 
streets without a roof over their heads. To give one beggar money meant that 
within seconds one would be surrounded by a dozen more. 

     
I read in the Indian Express of a sixteen-year-old girl, Swati Vitthal Pitale. 
Following the marriage of her sister, her father was in great debt; she did not 
want him to incur further debt on her own marriage. The last straw was the fact 
that she did not have enough money for her bus pass and therefore could no 
longer go to college. She committed suicide. 

This will be my lasting impression of Mumbai. 
Nansi Walford 
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LEAD AND SILVER MINING IN WALES. 

Reading Roger’s article about the Welsh coal mines in the November issue of  
Y Llychau, reminded me of my family’s connection with lead/silver mining in 
Wales. My Great Great Grandfather, Peter Rees from Talley, married Sophia 
Humphreys whose family lived in the tiny hamlet of Ystumtuen about 35 miles 
north of Talley, in the Rheidol valley. I discovered that Sophia’s family were 
lead/silver miners and this lead me (sorry) to investigate this lesser known mining 
activity. 

The rocks of Wales contain a great many minerals and ores apart from coal, slate 
and gold, but some occur only in small quantities, often mixed together, making 
extraction difficult. The Rheidol valley area was especially rich in Galena ore 
which was very valuable and had been mined since Roman times. Galena ore 
could consist of 80% lead and often there were several ounces of silver to each 
ton of ore.  

As well as lead and silver, iron was often present together with Sphalerite, which 
is the principal ore of Zinc. The iron sulphide, Marcasite, was also present in this 
geological mix but if exposed to damp air, the marcasite decays very quickly into 
yellow ochre, which could also be sold. 

So, lots of interesting and potentially valuable commodities underground, but in 
small quantities and scattered around unlike the thick coal seams of South 
Wales. There were some large lead/silver mines in the Rheidol area but also 
many small concerns which were worked through to about 1880 when huge 
mines opened up in Australia and elsewhere. 

As with all mining, it was arduous and dangerous work, but better paid than the 
only other employment in the area which was farm labouring, so men were 
prepared to take the risks. 

The workers accessed the small seams of Galena, which tended to be vertical, 
by climbing down a series of wooden ladders from one level to another which 
could take some time, and they didn’t get paid until they started digging! Their 
only light was from candles on their hats and the candles had to be purchased 
from the company, no others were permitted.  

Gunpowder was used to blast new rock faces and caused many accidents. Holes 
were drilled and filled with explosive but sometimes one would fail to detonate 
and then explode when the rubble was being cleared, leading to missing eyes 
and fingers. Women and children were also employed in the mines, sorting ore 
in the ore-dressing shed and sifting on the ‘cobbing’ floor breaking nodes with  
 



Y Llychau 

- 15 - 

 
cobbing hammers. 

Some readers have probably visited the 
Llanwernog mine at Ponterwyd where 
you can walk around the historical mine 
with outdoor and indoor exhibits and 
take a guided tour underground. I would 
recommend it as an interesting, 
informative, unusual day out. 

From the Welsh Mines Society, I 
obtained a map of the small mines 
around Ystumtuen and located the 
exact one where my Great Great Great 
Grandfather, Daniel Humphrys, worked. 
On a beautiful summer day I visited the 
area and walked up the hillside to the 
ruins of the mine. Two fenced-off shafts were clearly visible with the remains of 
buildings and debris, probably from the cobbing and dressing processes, 
scattered around.  

Climbing up past the ruins, I came eventually to a little lake at the top of the hill 
where I sat in the sunshine, in complete silence, looking across to the village 
where the foundations of the family home still existed (now built on).  

So little had changed in the landscape that I could just imagine them coming 
along the little lane to work. I could also see the chapel, Capel Ebenezer, where 
my Great Great Grandmother, Sophia was baptized and I have the original 
certificate from September 1855.  

On my way back down the slope, something shining amongst the debris of the 
mine caught my eye. I picked up a piece of rock that had clearly been worked as 
it had a flat base and was almost cleaved through. There were tiny quartz crystals 
clustered on one surface which had reflected the sunlight and lead me (sorry 
again) to pick it up.  

The rock had many different colours, black, brown, ochre and red, revealing the 
presence of various ores and just fitted into my hand. I like to believe that it may 
once have been handled by my ancestors and I was meant to find it and place it 
on my window sill to remind me of how and where the family worked in the 
lead/silver mines of Wales. 

Rita Buttler 
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TALLEY’S CHANGING LANDSCAPE 

For some weeks now we have heard the buzz and crack and thump and roar as 

the tree fellers fell their way through the larch plantations above the Talley lakes. 

Additional drama has been added in darker hours as mighty beasts with flaring 

spotlights continue the work. It has not been easy – the hillsides are very steep 

and the ground is very wet and muddy, testing the specialist vehicles and 

equipment almost to destruction.  

To date the disruption and annoyance has been remarkably small, and I’m 

grateful to the Natural Resources Wales team for their efforts in this respect. By 

the time you read this the fellers should have moved to the larger area above 

Talley House and its neighbours. 

I must confess that I was concerned when the news first came through of the 

proposals to clear fell the larch plantations. We know that such plantations are 

commercial and would come down; but the fear is that hillsides can look bleak 

and forbidding; and that the glorious landscape which we rather take for granted 

will be diminished and destroyed for ever. What is already emerging above the 

Upper Lake is a new landscape where the details of the contours are fully 

revealed and, perhaps most importantly, a series of glorious views from the top 

across the lakes and over the village towards the Fans.  

I hope that it will be possible to identify a number of particularly good viewpoints 

and site benches at various levels to provide either stopping-off points for those 

aiming higher or targets for the less ambitious. Ideas and thoughts on this are 

most welcome.  

You may recall that the plan is to plant broad-leaved deciduous trees above the 

lakes, and this planting should take place in the autumn of 2016. In the short term 

we shall see dormant and previously shaded out plants appearing on the hillside, 

perhaps changing the scale of our interest as we walk. 

The felling of the trees above Talley House will be pretty dramatic; but I suggest 

that there will be a number of gains nonetheless. We know that ‘old’ Talley loses 

the sun quite early in the winter months; lowering the skyline should increase the 

amount of received sunlight quite significantly. Perhaps a recording task for 

children could be to compare this winter’s sunlight hours with next year’s? Talley  
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has a glorious line of magnificent deciduous trees, stretching along the back road 

to Cwmdu. The loss of the larches above will surely draw our eyes to the existing 

glories; in due course the hillside will be replanted with conifers and the sunlight 

hours will slowly be reduced!  

The cycle will begin again. 

 

 

View of the woodland before 
the felling work started. 

 

How the woodland looked at 
the end of November 2015. 

 

 
John Rees 

TCAA Chairman 
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The following article has appeared in local publications and is reproduced here 
with permission of the author. 

 

CYMDEITHAS EDWARD LLWYD VISIT / WALK TO THE 
CWMDU AREA 

On Saturday 24th October 2015 “Cymdeithas Edward Llwyd” met for their weekly 
walk at the quaint ‘time capsule’ village of Cwmdu, some seven miles north of 
Llandeilo. They met at the village car-park and were greeted by the well village 
historian and versatile character namely “Mr Hywel Jones”.  

Mr Jones addressed the group in his usual friendly manner, welcomed them to 
Cwmdu and shared some of his immense local knowledge with them. 

They started off in the rain but with adequate clothing to keep them dry. The walk 
started from the village car park from where they turned left along the road to 
pass the pub, village store/post office and the chapel to cross the river Dulais 
before turning left onto a farm access road that led them to Cefn Hendre farm 
then around the hillside towards Llethr Mawr.  

Their route took them around the Gaer Plantation to Cwm-Celiog Fawr, where 
they took a short break for lunch. They carried on passed the Taliaris Mansion 
and through Coed Maescastell passing the Iron Age Fort of Maes-Y-Castell. 

Later, they followed a lane around Coed Llethr-ddu, passed Parcmawr then down 
into the valley through the meadows to reach the bottom of the valley at Capel-
Hir. They ascended the other side of the valley, on the hill climb of the day, 
keeping close to the Afon Dulais and eventually back through the fields to Cwmdu 
itself.  

The weather improved during the afternoon and the day was thoroughly enjoyed 
by all. 

“Cymdeithas Edward Llwyd” is named after Edward Llwyd born in 1660 and 
known in his time as the “best naturalist in Europe”. But as well as his interest in 
Botany and Geology he was also a very renowned linguist. He spent most of his 
life at Oxford.  

The late Dafydd Dafis of Rhandirmwyn was the founder of “Cymdeithas Edward 
Llwyd” and responsible for the success the society has enjoyed over the years. 

Hywel Jones 
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LOCAL REFUSE COLLECTIONS 

USEFUL INFORMATION 
 

 

 

Household rubbish should be sorted into four containers: – Blue bags for 
recycling, black bags for non-recyclable items, green bins for food waste and 
grey bags for garden waste. The blue and black bags will be collected on 
alternate weeks and the food and garden waste weekly. To find out which colour 
bag will be collected on which week, see overleaf. 

Food and garden waste is taken to a central composting facility at Nantycaws, 
Carmarthen, where it is turned into compost or soil conditioner to be reused.  

Blue bags are taken to the materials recycling facility in Johnstown,  
Carmarthen, to be sorted. For more information on this facility, visit 
www.cwmenvironmental.co.uk. The sorted materials are then taken to 
processing plants to be made into new products.  

All other waste that cannot be recycled or composted – that is, the contents of 
the black bags – is taken to the landfill site at Nantycaws, Carmarthen.  

Recyclable Waste – (Blue Bags) 

The following materials can be put in the Blue Bags 

Biscuit wrappers 
Crisp packets 
Newspaper / magazines 
Catalogues 
Telephone directories 
Junk mail 
Writing paper 
Envelopes 
Shredded paper 

Food and drink cartons 
Cereal boxes 
Ready meal sleeves 
Plastic film / cling film 
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 
Foil 

 
continued on page 22 

 

Please pull out this section and 

keep for future reference. 
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WHAT  COLOUR  REFUSE  BAG  WILL   

January  2016  February  2016 

S M T W T F S  S M T W T F S 

     1 2  31 1 2 3 4 5 6 

3 4 5 6 7 8 9  7 8 9 10 11 12 13 

10 11 12 13 14 15 16  14 15 16 17 18 19 20 

17 18 19 20 21 22 23  21 22 23 24 25 26 27 

24 25 26 27 28 29 30  28 29      

               

May  2016  June  2016 

S M T W T F S  S M T W T F S 

1 2 3 4 5 6 7     1 2 3 4 

8 9 10 11 12 13 14  5 6 7 8 9 10 11 

15 16 17 18 19 20 21  12 13 14 15 16 17 18 

22 23 24 25 26 27 28  19 20 21 22 23 24 25 

29 30 31      26 27 28 29 30   

               

September  2016  October  2016 

S M T W T F S  S M T W T F S 

    1 2 3        1 

4 5 6 7 8 9 10  2 3 4 5 6 7 8 

11 12 13 14 15 16 17  9 10 11 12 13 14 15 

18 19 20 21 22 23 24  16 17 18 19 20 21 22 

25 26 27 28 29 30   23 24 25 26 27 28 29 

The weekly refuse collections in the 
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BE  COLLECTED  EACH  WEEK  IN  2016 ? 

 March  2016  April  2016 

 S M T W T F S  S M T W T F S 

   1 2 3 4 5       1 2 

 6 7 8 9 10 11 12  3 4 5 6 7 8 9 

 13 14 15 16 17 18 19  10 11 12 13 14 15 16 

 20 21 22 23 24 25 26  17 18 19 20 21 22 23 

 27 28 29 30 31    24 25 26 27 28 29 30 

                

 July  2016  August  2016 

 S M T W T F S  S M T W T F S 

      1 2  31 1 2 3 4 5 6 

 3 4 5 6 7 8 9  7 8 9 10 11 12 13 

 10 11 12 13 14 15 16  14 15 16 17 18 19 20 

 17 18 19 20 21 22 23  21 22 23 24 25 26 27 

 24 25 26 27 28 29 30  28 29 30 31    

                

 November  2016  December  2016 

 S M T W T F S  S M T W T F S 

 30 31 1 2 3 4 5      1 2 3 

 6 7 8 9 10 11 12  4 5 6 7 8 9 10 

 13 14 15 16 17 18 19  11 12 13 14 15 16 17 

 20 21 22 23 24 25 26  18 19 20 21 22 23 24 

 27 28 29 30     25 26 27 28 29 30 31 

Talley area are scheduled for Fridays. 
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(continued from page 19) 
 
Non-recyclable Waste – (Black Bags) 

The following materials should be put in the Black Bags 

Tissues 
Kitchen roll 
Food soaked card 
Saucepans 
Scrap metal 
Plastic bags 

Polystyrene 
Wallpaper 
Paint tins 
Clothes / shoes 
Glass 
Toys 

Wooden coat hangers 
Electrical items 
Video cassettes 
CDs / DVDs 
Nappies / Sanitary products 
Pet food pouches & trays 

 
Food Waste – (Green Bins) 

Cooked and uncooked food waste can be put in the Green Bin including: 

Food scraps 
Meat (including bones) 
Fish (including bones) 

Fruit and vegetables (including peelings) 
Egg shells 
Tea bags and coffee grounds 

 

Householders are responsible for the cleanliness of their bins. 
To help keep containers clean either wrap the food (or line the 
bin) with newspaper or use compostable liners. These liners are 
available from various local shops and supermarkets as well as 
a number of online stockists. Please look out for this logo or use 
this reference number EN13432:2000. DO NOT put food waste 
in plastic bags (this includes biodegradable bags) as any plastic 
would contaminate the whole vehicle load which would then have to go to landfill. 

Garden Waste 

Home composting is one of the most environmentally-friendly and cost-effective 
ways of dealing with garden waste. (Compost bins can be purchased from the 
council for £10 including delivery – for details call Carmarthenshire Direct on 
01267 234567). If you cannot compost at home, please use the nearest 
Household Waste Recycling Centre at Llangadog. If you cannot do either, garden 
waste can be collected weekly in pre-purchased county council bags (£3.50 for 
20) available from the Llandeilo Council Office.  
(Please visit www.recycleforcarmarthenshire.com for a full list of places to 
purchase the bags). 
 

 
 



Y Llychau 

- 23 - 

 

WITH A LITTLE HELP FROM MY FRIENDS 

All my friends know how useless I am. I have no talent whatsoever and without 
my wife Nansi close at hand, I tend to flounder. There was a certain amount of 
consternation therefore when it became known that Nansi was planning to leave 
me. Not on a permanent basis I hasten to add but just for one week. 

Questions were asked – how would I manage? Did I know how to switch on the 
cooker/washing machine/dishwasher/television/DVD player? I had to admit I 
couldn’t really answer ‘yes’ with any confidence to any of these questions. But I 
was sure I would muddle through and I wasn’t unduly concerned. 

My friends on the other hand did not share this view and promised to keep an 
eye on me. They did so and did so in many practical ways. A splendid gooseberry 
crumble was delivered and after some experimenting I did manage to switch on 
the oven. Next a bowl of red jelly which of course needed no further preparation. 
I ate it in two goes the same day it arrived. 

Then an invitation to supper which sadly and to my great disappointment, I wasn’t 
able to accept. I have vowed that should Nansi decide to depart these shores 
again I will encourage her to absent herself for a couple of days longer. That way 
I will be able to accept such kind invitations to supper. 

I received daily telephone calls of the ‘are you alright?’ variety and as I am in no 
way computer literate arrangements had already been made for Nansi to e mail 
a friend who would then relay the message to me. 

I was taken by friends to the Plough for Sunday lunch and for the following days 
I could be found lunching in the Ginhous, the Braz, the Angel, the Cawdor and 
again the Plough. So really the cooker, apart from the crumble episode, was 
redundant. I didn’t use the washing machine which meant that Nansi had rather 
more laundry to cope with than she was expecting upon her return. 

So with a little help from my friends I did manage to cope sans wife. I haven’t 
named them, but they know who they are, and I am very grateful to them.  

I began this piece by saying I have no talent, perhaps this is not altogether true 
for I have managed to gather around me many good and true friends whom I 
value greatly.   

John Walford 
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LES MISERABLES 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Congratulations to Non Roberts, 
Rhoseinon, Talley for being part  
of the cast that performed  
Les Miserables at The Millennium 
Centre, Cardiff during the half term 
holidays. Non is a year 11 pupil at 
Ysgol Bro Dinefwr and a former pupil 
of Talley Primary School. 

Also performing were Heledd and 
Iolo Roberts from Llanwrda and 
Owain Rowlands from Llandeilo all 
past or present pupils of Ysgol Bro 
Dinefwr. 
 

 

 

 

LES MISERABLES 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Llongyfarchiadau i Non Roberts, 
Rhoseinon, Talyllychau am fod yn 
aelod o gast a wnaeth pherfformio 
Les Miserables yng nghanolfan Y 
Mileniwm Caerdydd yn ystod 
wythnos hanner tymor. Mae Non yn 
disgybl blwyddyn 11 yn ysgol Bro 
Dinefwr ac yn gyn ddisgybl o Ysgol 
Gynradd Talyllychau. 

Hefyd or ardal oedd Heledd a Iolo 
Roberts, Llanwrda ag Owain 
Rowlands o Landeilo hefyd yn 
disgyblion neu cyn ddisgyblion o 
Ysgol Bro Dinefwr. 
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MY COLLIER GRANDFATHER 

The recent article in Y Llychau about mining in Wales prompted me to write about 
my maternal grandfather. 

Windsor (known by me as ‘Pop’) Phillips was born in Tongwynlais, a small village 
just north of Cardiff. It is mostly known for its Rose coloured fairy tale looking 
castle. Although properly called Tongwynlais Castle, it is commonly known as 
Castell-Coch. It is visible, up on a wooded hill, from the M4 when travelling east 
towards junction 48. I see it every month when I visit family in either Newbury or 
Caerphilly. It always makes me think of him. 

Pop was born, in February 1900, into a family of miners or colliers as they were 
called, which seems to be the name for a coal miner. When he was a young boy, 
he used to help his father shovel coal – that had been delivered to the castle – 
into the cellars thereof. The family apparently did lots of odd jobs for the castle 
staff. From what I have gleaned from the alleged slang that I was taught, I suspect 
that the family must have spoken Welsh. 

When he was 14, Windsor went down the pit to work. At 18, he volunteered for 
the army and spent a bracing winter and spring in Herne Bay, where he was 
stationed and where I later went regularly to visit friends when I was at university 
in Canterbury. I have spent many hours on the beach there and could picture his 
descriptions of his bracing swim in the sea each morning. He told me about these 
when I was on holiday from college. If I hadn’t gone there to study, I might never 
have heard about that part of his life.  

His name is on the memorial in the small church in Tongwynlais, where Ed and I 
went for morning service once. His brother, who died in the war, is also on the 
memorial. 

When he was a young man, Windsor courted a young girl named Florence, who 
was working as a servant in a large house near his pit (probably Bargoed Pit by 
this time). They fell in love and subsequently married. Their family was quickly 
doubled with the arrival of a son (my uncle), followed ten months later by a 
daughter (my mother). 

Not very long afterwards they were living in a shared house, in Bargoed, with his 
cousin and his family. This is where my mother and uncle were brought up until 
they were 8 and 9 respectively. Windsor then obtained work in Bedwas Colliery, 
where he was to work for the rest of his life.  

The family moved to a small two bedroomed terrace house in nearby Caerphilly. 
There was no bathroom and the loo was on the outside of the house behind the  
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kitchen. I vaguely remember it. 

The old picture below shows the young family (Windsor, Florence, my uncle 
Norman and my mother Eileen) on an outing in a borrowed motor cycle and 
sidecar. 

 

At some stage in his life, Windsor joined the St John’s Ambulance and eventually 
rose to become the local Superintendent. He was well known for his work with 
the many victims who had car accidents on the bad bend outside their home. 
Many people came back later to thank him for his help. 

I was born in late 1952 and while I was a baby, an ambulance siren was heard 
outside their house on the road, heading towards the Miners’ Hospital in 
Caerphilly. My grandmother is reputed to have said that some poor soul had had 
it (or words to that effect). It turned out to be my grandfather. He had sustained 
the worst accident in that colliery that anyone had survived. He was dragged 
several hundred yards by a heavy dram. His eye was out on his cheek and he 
suffered a broken pelvis. He remained in hospital for many months. 

When he had recovered, he went back to work as a surface worker for the rest  
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of his working life. I remember Fridays in the holidays when we visited their 
house. He would come home blackened by coal dust and my little sister and I 
would be ushered into the front room while a tin bath was hoisted into the living 
room and filled with hot water for his bath. Pit baths were not installed in Bedwas 
Colliery until the late fifties or early sixties; one of the last pits in Wales to have 
them. Imagine my grandfather’s joy at coming home clean. I expect my 
grandmother was delighted too. I must have been 6 by then. 

Later, their outside loo was bricked in and a door into it was made from their 
kitchen: wonderful for them but would not be allowed now. I still have the old 
stone butler sink in my garden, which came from their kitchen and in which I was 
bathed as a baby. That was a later modernisation and was followed by their 
second bedroom being sectioned off and a bath and basin installed therein, but 
the loo remained off the kitchen down the incredibly steep stairs. 

Windsor spent a long retirement modifying their home and potching about in his 
beloved shed. One of my enduring memories is of Pop wandering about on the 
house roof looking for leaks and fixing loose slates, much to the consternation of 
my Grandmother. He thought nothing of doing this and even climbed upon the 
roof just a few days after returning home from hospital where he had been treated 
for pneumonia.  

He showed me his books on algebra and geometry and it was clear how much 
he enjoyed teaching himself these subjects. Having left school at 14 he was not 
introduced to them in his youth. Incidentally, these were also my favourite 
subjects in school. Unlike my Grandfather, I didn’t have to wait until retirement to 
study them. 

He died in 1985 shortly after his 85th birthday of the emphysema that dogged 
him through life and his family were belatedly awarded compensation from the 
government. He had a tough life but an indomitable spirit. He has left me with 
many happy memories and awe at how tough life was for them. 

At this time of year, I crawl through our loft wearing a head torch to locate the 
Christmas decorations and I wonder if a little of the collier is in my blood. 

The following websites may be of interest to readers: 

http://tongwynlais.com/visit/castell-coch/ 
http://welshcoalmines.co.uk/Gwent/Bedwas.htm 

Shelley Pike 
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TALLEY SCHOOL 

Pumsaint Eisteddfod 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Congratulations to pupils from Talley 
School who won several prises in the 
art section at Pumsaint Eisteddfod. 
The school were also very fortunate 
to win the shield for the highest 
points in the primary school section. 

Thank you to Pumsaint Eisteddfod 
for giving us the opportunity to 
compete. 

 

 
 
 
 

 

YSGOL TALYLLYCHAU 

Esiteddfod Pumsaint 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Llongyfarchiadau mawr i ddysgyblion 
Ysgol Talyllychau am ennill llu o 
wobrau yn Esiteddfod Pumsaint yn yr 
adran gelf. Buodd yr ysgol yn 
llwyddiannus iawn gan gipio’r darian 
ysgolion cynradd. 

Diolch yn fawr i bwyllgor Eisteddfod 
Pumsaint am rhoi’r cyfle i ni i 
gystadlu. 
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Quiz 

Four children of Talley CP School 
competed in ‘cwis dim clem’ in Cwrt 
Henri School on 24th November. The 
children were Ioan Moir, Isaac 
Povey, Rowan Shimmin and Jack 
Moir.  

Congratulations for taking part! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Cwis 

Fe wnaeth pedwar o blant Cyfnod 
Allweddol 2 Ysgol Talyllychau 
cystadlu yng nghystadleuaeth ‘cwis 
dim clem’ yn Ysgol Cwrt Henri ar y 
24ain o Dachwedd. Y plant oedd 
Ioan Moir, Isaac Povey, Rowan 
Shimmin ac Jack Moir. 
Llongyfarchiadau am gymryd rhan! 
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WE WILL REMEMBER THEM 

Along with other churches 
throughout the United 
Kingdom we observed an 
Act of Remembrance at  
St. Michael’s Church on 
Sunday 8th November. There 
are twelve names on the war 
memorial outside the church 
and each was remembered 
along with all killed or injured 
in the two world wars and 
subsequent conflicts. 

One of those was Captain 
Cecil Evelyn Long Price; 
there is a plaque in his 
memory inside the church. It 
shows that he was killed in 
action near Suvla Bay 
Gallipoli on August 8th 1915. 
One hundred years ago this 
year. 

The Gallipoli Campaign was 
one of the greatest military 
disasters of the First World 
War. It lasted from April 1915 
to January 1916 and was 
fought on the Gallipoli 
Peninsula in the Ottoman 
Empire. About 58,000 allied soldiers including 29,000 British and Irish soldiers 
and 11,000 Australians and New Zealanders lost their lives. A further 87,000 
Ottoman Turkish troops died fighting the allies and at least 3,000,000 more from 
both sides were wounded. 

The campaign ended in failure, for it did not produce the desired strategic 
success. 

John Walford 
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THE NORMAN INVASION OF WALES 

By the mid-11th century, much of Wales had been united by the Prince of 
Gwynedd, Gruffudd ap Llywelyn. He made several sorties into Saxon England, 
overwhelming border patrols and proving the English entirely inadequate to 
respond to Welsh invasions. Subsequent to his uniting of Wales and his victories 
over Mercia and other English earldoms, Gruffudd was turned upon by his own 
men, who killed him in 1063.  

They shipped his head off to the English king, Edward the Confessor, in 
exchange for his re-dividing of Wales into its traditional kingdoms. Gwynedd and 
Powys were divided between Grufudd’s half-brothers, and the rest of his domains 
were parcelled out among his former enemies. Gwent and Gwynllwg were ruled 
by Caradog, Glamorgan was regained by Cadwgan, and Deheubarth fell to 
Maredudd ap Rhydderch. This left a vacuum of power in Wales in which princes 
and kings were free to squabble over their lands, without the unifying presence 
of Gruffudd to ward off Norman attacks. 

None of these leaders was able to rest easy. In a bewildering series of battles 
and betrayals, all these men were dead by 1081. The two rulers left standing 
when the dust cleared were Rhys ap Tewdwr in Deheubarth and Grufudd ap 
Cynan in Gwynedd. However, the Welsh had worries other than their internal 
enmities.  

The Norman invasion of Britain began shortly after Harold Godwinson became 
king of England in 1066. William the Conqueror, who believed England to be his 
birth-right, defeated Harold at the Battle of Hastings and assumed the throne. It 
was not William’s intention to invade Wales, but Gruffudd ap Llywelyn’s attacks 
along the Welsh border eventually forced his hand. He wanted to ensure the 
stability of the frontier so, rather than trying to hold the border himself, he gave 
lands along the Welsh hinterland to his strongest and most loyal supporters. 
Roger Montgomery received Shrewsbury, William Fitzosbern got Hereford and 
Hugh of Avranches (Hugh the Fat) was given Chester.  

These barons encouraged their followers to push gradually westward into Welsh 
territory. The Normans possessed several “weapons” which gave them an 
advantage over the Welsh. The Norman knights were better armoured, had better 
horses than the Welsh and they erected castles to hold each parcel of territory 
they carved from Welsh holdings. These early Norman castles were simple motte 
and bailey affairs; basically an earth mound surrounded by a wooden palisade. 
These wooden castles were gradually replaced by more massive – and more 
easily defended – castles of stone.  

 



Y Llychau 

- 32 - 

 
William Fitzosbern 
overran the kingdom of 
Gwent, but he had no 
time to enjoy his 
triumph. He died in 
1071 and when his son 
was imprisoned for 
treason in 1075 the 
Norman Earldom of 
Hereford was formally 
abandoned. Although 
this initially gave the 
Welsh in the south-east 
a breathing space, their 
relief was not to last 
long. A number of 
Norman landowners 
established a few small 
fiefdoms along the 
border.  

William visited Wales in 
1081, by making a 
pilgrimage to the shrine 
of St David, a visit that 
allowed him to display 
his wealth and power to 
the Welsh. Although 
William acknowledged 
Rhys of Deheubarth as 
ruler of that kingdom, 
Rhys wisely agreed to 
pay William an annual tribute, thus preventing the Normans from invading his 
territory. Grufudd ap Cynan was not so lucky – he was captured by Hugh the Fat 
of Chester and kept in prison for 12 years. Hugh’s cousin Robert took much of 
Grufudd’s lands, and the Normans seem to have regarded Gwynedd as a part of 
their kingdom. The threat to Welsh territory did not stop at Gwynedd. Roger, Earl 
of Shrewsbury pushed deep into Powys. Around 1086 he built a castle at the ford 
of Rhydwhiman across the Severn, and named the place Montgomery.  

In 1087 William the Conqueror died, to be replaced on the English throne by his  
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second son, also named William. The second William was not the forceful ruler 
his father had been, and he did nothing to restrict the ambitions of the Normans 
in Wales. 

This gradual invasion of Wales by the Normans meant that by 1094 most of 
Wales was under the control of William’s son, King William II of England. By 
1100, Norman lords controlled Brecon, Cardigan, Glamorgan and Pembroke. 
This led to the establishment of the March of Wales, an area previously ruled by 
Welsh kings.  

The Welsh greatly disliked the “gratuitously cruel” Normans and by 1101 had 
regained control of the greater part of their country under the long reign of King 
Gruffudd ap Cynan, who had been imprisoned by the Normans for twelve years 
before his escape. Gruffudd had some indirect help from King Magnus III of 
Norway (Magnus Barefoot) who attacked the Normans briefly off the Isle of 
Anglesey in Northwest Wales near Ynys Seiriol, killing Hugh of Montgomery, 2nd 
Earl of Shrewsbury and leaving the Normans depleted and demoralised.  

Under William’s fourth son, King Henry I of England, the Normans, now well 
established in England, responded by again pushing west into Wales. This time, 
both the Welsh and the Normans were more interested in making peace than 
fighting bloody battles, and a relatively stable situation developed, although the 
Normans fared worse in southeast Wales than in the west of the country. The 
standoff continued from 1135 to 1154 under Stephen, King of the English, 
nephew of Henry and a maternal grandson of William, who became locked in a 
power struggle and civil war with Empress Matilda, Henry’s daughter and only 
surviving legitimate child. 

By the 1150s, Matilda’s son King Henry II of England had set upon fighting back, 
leading his first expedition into Wales in 1157. He met with heavy and humiliating 
defeat, particularly in the Battle of Ewloe at Coleshill (Coed Eulo), where Henry 
was entirely unsuccessful and was almost killed in the fighting; his army was 
routed and had to flee. He moved against his adversaries again in 1163 and 
gained an unclear form of homage from the two most powerful princes of Wales, 
Rhys ap Gruffydd and Owain Gwynedd. 

This was the catalyst to revolt in Wales; Henry II met with humiliating defeat in 
1165 at the Battle of Crogen. Henry never successfully invaded Wales and he 
was obliged to seek compromise with Rhys ap Gruffydd for control of the south. 

Roger Pike 
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RECIPE PAGE 

Sharon Meek, one of our readers from West Wales, has been kind enough to 
send us these three recipes. 

TINKER’S CAKES 

These are very similar to a Traditional Welsh Cake. I first heard of these cakes 
while reading old Welsh books. 

Ingredients 1/2 lb. flour  
1 medium apple  
1/4 lb. butter  
1 Tbs. milk  
3 oz. white sugar  

Method Rub the butter into the flour and stir in the sugar. Peel and grate the 
apple and add with the milk. Mix into a firm dough. Turn onto a floured 
board and roll out to about 1/4 inch thickness. Cut into rounds and 
bake on a greased griddle for 3 or more minutes on each side.  

Makes about 16 cakes. 

WELSH EGGS 

This is an old Welsh recipe found in an old book; maybe it’s our version of the 
Scotch egg! 

Ingredients 6oz Cheddar cheese (grated) 
1lb potatoes (cooked and mashed) 
1½ oz flour 
Salt & pepper 
4 eggs (hard-boiled) 
1 egg (beaten) 
Breadcrumbs 
Deep fat for frying 

Method Mix together the cheese, potatoes, flour, salt and pepper. Divide the 
mixture into four, then mould around each hard-boiled egg. Brush 
each egg with the beaten egg and roll in breadcrumbs. Repeat this 
process once more. Fry in hot, deep fat until golden and crisp. Drain 
thoroughly and serve either hot with vegetables or cold with salad. 

FFEST Y CYBYDD (THE MISER’S FEAST) 

In the 1800s, as in Ireland, the Welsh relied upon a daily diet of starches such as 
bread and potatoes. With meat scarce (and expensive) at certain times of the 
year the Welsh (in this period) developed methods of stretching out what little 
food they had. Meat was often boiled in pans on the fire with the vegetables, but  
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the boiled meat was then eaten on separate days of the week. One of the most 
popular (and very tasty) dishes that evolved from this careful management of 
food was ‘The Miser’s Feast’ or ‘Ffest Y Cybydd’. 

Careful household management of the food was nearly always essential. Within 
Wales, the period from the mid-eighteenth to mid-nineteenth century, was 
renowned for the poverty of the workers and labourers, many of whom were paid 
in sacks of corn or potatoes at rates above market prices by the farmer, land 
owner or factory owner – and although there was a scarcity of meat available, 
pork remained the mainstay of the diet (fresh or cured) and it was not unusual to 
see pigsties even in urban mining communities. 

Ingredients 700g of potatoes peeled and cut into small chunks 
1 large onion, peeled and diced small 
4 to 6 slices of thick cut bacon 
1 tsp of sea salt 
1 tsp freshly ground black pepper 

Method Peel and cut up the potatoes, place them in the saucepan. Do the 
same for the onion, dicing it small. Just cover them in water and 
sprinkle over the salt. Bring the saucepan up to the boil and lay in the 
thick slices of bacon on top – cover the saucepan with a lid. Reduce 
the heat and simmer for 25 minutes, until everything is cooked. While 
it is simmering once or twice use a long handled spoon to skim off any 
impurities that have risen to the top. Once cooked turn off the heat, 
remove the bacon and reserve in a dish. Pour (drain) off most of the 
remaining water and sprinkle in the pepper. Use a potato masher to 
mash the potatoes and onions and remove the mash to a serving 
bowl. Trim the fat (rind) off the boiled bacon, and then dice the bacon 
small with a sharp knife. Add the bacon back to the mashed potatoes 
and onions and stir in. Eat on its own (as a Miser’s Feast) or as a side 
dish to roast Welsh lamb chops with vegetables and gravy. 

Both salt and pepper were used to enhance such dishes as Ffest Y Cybydd, and 
although these recipes sound plain, they are actually packed full of traditional 
flavours. When salt cured meats like bacon were first cured (in season) and in 
plentiful supply the meat and potatoes were eaten on the same day by the family, 
often mashed together.  

Note: This dish has been a family favourite for many years, being handed down 
by my late Welsh grandmother, but we never knew its name until now! Apparently 
the dish was very popular in Carmarthenshire about 150 years ago. The miser 
was supposed to eat the potatoes and onion on the first day, mashed up in the 
liquid, keeping the meat to be eaten the next day with more boiled potatoes. 
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THANKS TO THE THUGS!                  by Carol Greenhalgh 

Carol is the Treasurer of the West Wales Cottage Garden Society and her article, 
published in the Cottage Gardener, is reproduced here with permission. 

 

We knew when we bought our home that it was at risk of flooding, but two-thirds 
of an acre, bordered by a gurgling river, made threats of a one in eight year 
flooding frequency seem worth living with. In fact, flooding was much more 
frequent than that – and much more disruptive than we had imagined. A flood 
bank, provided by the river authority, was the answer. It is of mixed earth, mostly 
clay, covered by a few inches of topsoil. The top is an average of just over 1 
metre higher than the land it traverses, and it is about 1 metre across the top, 
with each side sloping down from the top at about 45 degrees. 

As the purpose of the flood bank is to protect the house, which is at the front of 
our plot, it stands between the house and the main part of the garden. It thus 
gives, via stone steps in one place and a paved ramp in another, access to the 
garden. Its size and placing make it, unavoidably, a ‘feature’. In hydrological 
terms a godsend; in gardening terms, a challenge. When handed over to us by 
the river authority, the sides had been turfed or seeded through membrane to 
provide structural stability, but keeping tidy the equivalent of a ‘lawn’, about 4 
metres wide with a length of 45 metres and angles of 45 degrees on each side, 
was not an attractive long term prospect. 

I first tried low profile ground cover. Better, but still far from ideal. Given the 
structural purpose of the grass we could not just rip it out, but inter-planting left it 
to compete with the newly introduced vegetation such as ivies and vinca. The 
competing grass growth could no longer be tackled by mower or strimmer without 
harming the new vegetation too. Longer term, it might have worked. However, it 
might not, and I looked for alternatives. What we needed were plants that would, 
fairly quickly, win any competition with the grass among which they were inter-
planted. Taller plants would deprive the grass of Iight, so would broad leaved 
plants. Spreading plants, including those which prolifically self-seed, would 
encroach on the current vegetation’s territory and take over its root system’s 
structural function. In short, the characteristics that we needed were just those 
which, in a more normal context, might label plants as ‘thugs’. 

My first choices were comfrey (Symphytum ï officinale and dwarf) and oriental 
borage (Trachystemon orientalis). I had a ready supply: they were already being 
thuggish in other parts of the garden. I put clumps at random intervals along both 
sides of the flood bank, some of borage and some of comfrey. Those took well, 
and a few weeks later I was able to start inter-planting with other species. 
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There was no specific plan. Whenever I found plants that were starting to exceed 
their allotted areas in the proper garden, or coming up in the wrong places, I 
moved them to any gaps that still existed on the flood bank. As the gaps filled up, 
inter-planting got closer and closer but, on the basis that I was dealing with thugs, 
I just let them fight it out for room amongst themselves. Also, with a few 
exceptions (such as nettles), I resisted the temptation to get rid of weeds. The 
flood bank is for much of its length isolated from the proper garden by at least a 
metre of grass, so to a large extent we could control unwanted spread of thugs 
from the flood bank simply by mowing. One plant that I specifically cultivated for 
the bank was Carex ‘Pendula’. That needs more positive controlling and we do 
that with a long-reach hedge-trimmer as soon as it shows any sign of starting to 
release seeds: cutting the tassels off but leaving the leaf blades. 

The somewhat hotch-potch process of turning ‘The Flood Bank’ into ‘The 
Thuggery’ started five or six-years ago. Looking over it now I am surprised (and 
delighted) at the number and variety of plants that have not just survived but also 
thrive in what at first appeared such a forbidding setting, in such close 
competition with each other and with very little on-going care and attention. 

Not all of them are my planting. Whether the materials used in construction 
contained them, or birds dropped seeds, I don’t know: but teasels appeared and 
make striking high points even when they dry out at the end of the season. Nearly 
as high are Anthriscus sylvestris, Telekia speciose and Phlomis russeliana (I did 
plant those) which can also last in dried-out form over the winter. The telekia and 
phlomis are fairly near each other so their very differing yellow flowers 
complement each other.  

Splashes of vibrant colour are provided from time to time by crocosmia, 
hypericum, astilbe, astrantia and solidago. More subtle floral colours come at the 
lower levels from brunnera, Saponaria officinalis, Pulmonaria officinalis, 
Geranium x oxonianum and the ever accommodating Alchemilla mollis. Higher 
up are Geum rivale, Geranium phaeum, aquilegia and aconitum. Overall, the 
varieties mean that something is in flower for most months of the year and, at all 
times, the different foliages combine and contrast in fascinating ways. A ‘Charles 
de Mills’, rose was being too pushy where it was, so that went in and is now kept 
in order by its fellow thugs. Other fruit bearers are Chaenomeles japonica and 
cotoneaster. 

In the event we have ended up, from ominous beginnings, with a pleasing mixture 
of shapes, sizes, textures and colours that gives interest throughout the year. 
The bees love it. 
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THE NEWSLETTER 

For Y Llychau to have a future, contributions from readers are needed! Please 
consider writing an article for inclusion in one or more future issues. It can be on 
almost any topic, but we especially appreciate pieces relevant to the Talley or 
Cwmdu area or are on subjects of general interest. 

Please submit your article(s) for publication in the Newsletter by post or e-mail to 
the address below. If you have any constructive comments or practical 
suggestions to make concerning the contents of the Newsletter, these will be 
most welcome.  

Roger Pike 
Newsletter “Editor” 

Bryn Heulog, Talley, Llandeilo, SA19 7YH 

Tel:  01558 685741 

e-mail:   rogerbpike@outlook.com. 

 

 

 

THE NEXT ISSUE 

Intended Publication Date – Tuesday 1st March 2016 

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  23rd January  2016 (to allow time for translation) 

 

For contributions written in both languages (English and Welsh) or those 

         not needing to be translated     Saturday  30th  January  2016. 

 

 

HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 
 

BLWYDDYN  NEWYDD  DDA 
 


