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Editorial We now have enough contributions to keep the wolf from the door for a few more 
months and I am grateful to all of those folk who have responded to my appeal for articles and 
information. A greater diversity of material has appeared this time, which, I hope, might inspire 
yet more budding writers. Thanks also to all those people who have written or e-mailed. The 
amount of correspondence the Newsletter generates is noticeably growing. 
 
A new series starts in this Number with the first extract from an informal diary, which Adrianne 
Leijerstam has been writing since she and her husband Anders took on the management of the 
Llantrythyd Park deer herd. The Park was restocked in the early 1990s, under the management 
of John Volrath and, on two memorable occasions, the late Len Mortimer took us to the Park to 
visit the deer during the May Walks (Newsletters 38, 1991 & 47, 1992). Some of you may have 
seen a note on the new Leijerstam enterprise in the Western Mail St David’s Day Supplement. 
 
We also have something groundbreaking, from the youth of the village: three poems, which 
were written by children from the Llancarfan Primary School during a residential creative, 
writing course.  
 
 
News of people and places 
 
Whist Drive This took place on February 22nd. There were six tables, 24 people taking part, 
despite the absence of many regulars who were away or doing other things. We were supported 
by a group of ladies who came along to make tea and coffee and to give out the Welsh-cakes, 
kindly made by Molly Ranger. The First Ladies and First Gents Prize was a pair of Llancarfan 
Society Village Image mugs, won by Mr Richard and Mrs Anne Ferris. We are grateful to 
Robert Hutchings for carrying out the duties of MC. (Phil Watts) 
 
St Athan - local concerns The Western Mail (15 February) reported that the WDA was buying-
up properties in St Athan with an eye to establishing an aerospace business park, and possibly in 
relation to extension of the present 6000 foot runway. BBC 1 News, on 5 March, confirmed that 
600 Welsh Guards would shortly be stationed at St Athan, to be followed, additionally, by 
another unit in 2004. The same programme announced that the scattered hangars of the airfield 
were to be replaced by a single large service-hangar allowing DARA (Defence Aviation Repair 
Agency) to bid for civilian aircraft contracts as well as their military work. As a matter of 
history, RAF St Athan was once the largest military base in Western Europe, with up to 12,000 
personnel. It is now the biggest maintenance base in Britain and feeds some £50M p.a. into the 
local economy. Presumably the new hangar will be of comparable size to the BA maintenance 
unit at Rhoose? 
 
25 Years ago The Barry and District News recalled that the late Mr Kenneth J. Vincent, 
managing director of Vincent’s (Garages) Ltd of St Athan, had presented a gold watch to Phillip 
(Nobby) Clark to mark his 25th year with the Company. 
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A bouquet Newsletter 47 (December 2001) of the Cowbridge Society contained the following 
note: - “I would particularly commend the Newsletter of the Llancarfan Society, which always 
contains something of interest; it can be read in Cowbridge Library.” It is good to know that our 
efforts are appreciated. 
 
Book review Valeways Millennium Heritage Trail. Valeways (2002). Newsletter 109 
contained a brief announcement of this publication which describes a footpath trail covering 
more than 100 km around the boundaries of the Vale, including an inland loop to Cowbridge. 
 
It is well produced, with many photographs and there are eight separate maps, each containing 
two sections of the trail, with detailed instructions, so you don’t have to take the whole booklet 
out in the rain. Each could be photocopied if you want the maps to remain pristine. Some 
sections are relatively short and easy to walk. Others are for the hardier! 
 
I can’t help being pleased that one cover of the booklet incorporates the map of Llancarfan 
whilst the main cover picture is one of my favourite views across the Channel, including 
Trwyn-y-Witch and the distant Somerset hills.  
 
Over the years I have visited almost every part of this trail except for an “empty quarter” in the 
north-west. It is a joy to read it, bringing back all sorts of memories, especially as I am unlikely 
to go back to some of the places mentioned.  
Order from Unit 7, Barry Community and Enterprise Centre, Skomer Road, Barry CF62 9DA 
cost £6.99 (or plus post and packing, £8.49) Cheque to Valeways. Phone 01446 749000. E-mail: 
valeways@btclick.com 
 
Millennium Heritage Trail a bouquet from Ken Walls 
 
You no doubt receive a host of letters following the publication of a Newsletter and this will be 
no exception. I was intrigued by your reference to 64 km when describing the length - of the 
Millennium Heritage Trail on p.2. It is actually 64 miles, but naturally you have to be careful 
these days to avoid using Imperial measures.* Incidentally I am walking this path with a couple 
of friends and we do about 4 miles each fortnight. We are now about two thirds of the way 
round. I have nothing but praise for the planning of this route. Valeways have done a 
marvellous job, and the book you mention is superb. 
 
* Editor is usually happy to hold-up his hand, but in this case the announcement of the Trail was 
from the Barry and District News which had converted 100 km to miles (approximately!) but 
failed to change the units. 
 
 
 
Matters arising - Newsletter 109  
Footnotes to the Memories of Ruth Jenkins (109) Phil Watts wrote to say that these should 
attract some correspondence. He added, with reference to the Leys Golf Course, that though 
Billy Jenkins did play golf there for many years, he would have been very proud to be described 
as the Golf Professional! Phil went on to say the only Golf Professional he could remember in 
the locality was Gethin Lloyd, former Landlord of the Green Dragon. Keep the letters coming. 
 
Parish Council, 1957.  The photograph of the Council in 1957, used to illustrate the memories 
of the late Mrs Ruth Jenkins in Newsletter 109 was reproduced from Stan Awbery’s book on 
Llancarfan. The names, which were given, were those used in the book, but it has been pointed 
out, via Phil Watts, that some of the members used different names in everyday life. Councillor 
Daniel E. Williams was always known as Edward Williams, Ted Williams or as Ted of 
Crosston. He later lived at Llancadle Farm where his widow still lives. David Morgan was 
never known as David - he was Tom Morgan or Tom of Pen-Onn. He was of course Margaret 
Rees’s father and died shortly after this photo was taken. This may seem a minor point but, in a 
small place, it is part of the historical record to remember how these people were better known. 
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As a group they were well qualified to serve as Councillors. At least half of them were born in 
the Parish and lived most of their lives here. A very well respected group of public servants. We 
all know how long and well Ernie Badcock served the community, but in this group he was a 
relative “New Boy”. 
 
Moulton Sunday School  a note from Graham Jenkins 
 
Re: Newsletter 109 and the early memories of my mother’s sister, Ruth Jenkins: - The Sunday 
School at Moulton was situated at the junction of Walterstone Lane and Broadclose road. It was 
immediately next door to Moulton Court Farm and was still in use as a Sunday School when I 
was a child, but fell into disrepair when interest declined (or children grew up). I doubt whether 
any ruins still exist - think it was of stone with a slate roof - but cannot be sure of this. 
Memories play tricks as one gets older. Although a Baptist Sunday School, the parents of the 
children who attended were mostly members of the Wesleyan Chapel, and I think Tom Richards 
of Moulton Court took the Sunday School. 
 
Regarding Gareth Davies’ search for John Deere (Newsletters 108 & 109), I have some 
information on the “Deer” family, as my great great grandfather was a John Deer, who was at 
one time Rector of St Athan. I can trace the “Deer” line back to a John Deer, born 1740, who 
married into the Nicholl family which, through marriage into the Seys family of Boverton Place, 
can be traced back to Elystan Gloodryth, line of the early Welsh nobles.  
 
Anyone who can trace their ancestry to John Deer(e) is welcome to copy my research. 
 
Note: During the May Walk of 1999 we halted for refreshment on the corner by Moulton Court 
Farm. Someone pointed out a mound, overgrown with ivy, on the junction of the two lanes as 
the remains of a chapel. This meant little to the Editor at the time, but it was exactly where 
Graham describes the Sunday School - does anyone remember saying this? - all information 
gladly received. 
 
Newsletter 109: the Hotels at the Leys 
from David Harris Gileston 
 
I have neighbours who are the only people in the village able to recall what the Leys was like 
before the coming of the Power Station. They are Mr Horace Price, aged 92 and Harry Jenkins, 
aged 91. 
 
Horace Price (retired schoolmaster) lived in a cottage at the Leys. He told me there were two 
Hotels there, The Ship and The Ocean House. The Ship became the Golf Club House and The 
Ocean House was a licenced hotel in the early days but ended its life as a Temperance Hotel. A 
third Hotel, the Limpert, was situated at the Western edge of the Leys on the Limpert beach - 
there is a cottage on the site today [see Vale of Glamorgan Series IV for a photo of the Limpert 
Inn ]. 
 
Harry Jenkins was the brother of Billy Jenkins and they were both artisan members of the Golf 
Club. Billy was not the Pro’, he was a signalman on the Railway and Harry, the Head Gardener 
of Gileston Mansion. 
 
 
Notes on the memories of Ruth Jenkins (Newsletter 109) by Carol Dunn, Llanbethery 
 
My mother used to mention the fairs, which were held in Llancarfan. Stalls would extend along 
the road from the Fox and Hounds to the Cross. She also recalled the Sunday School at Moulton 
to which the Smith family of Suddon Mawr used to go. The teapot they used for their parties 
was subsequently given to Carmel Chapel. 
 
Note. Carol sent this letter to Phil Watts with her subscription. Phil observes that Carol’s mother 
was over 90 at the time of the School Centenary in 1975 so these memories are from the 
Victorian era. Also, as Carmel Chapel is now closed, what became of the historic teapot? 
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Use of Newsletter items in other publications. 
 
A member has recently complained to me that material, which he wrote for us some years ago, 
has been used in a recent book on the Vale of Glamorgan, without full acknowledgement. His 
name was mentioned, but the Llancarfan Society Newsletter was not named. This is unfortunate 
and actually illegal. More to the point it diminishes the achievements of our Society.  
 
All that is required to establish copyright is that the original work shall have been recorded in 
any appropriate medium, in our case print or picture, and have needed skill and labour on the 
part of the author. We welcome the use of our material but only with proper acknowledgement. 
 
A specific statement of copyright accompanies the later Newsletters and other items, which 
appear on the web-site, whilst electronic records deposited with the National Library of Wales 
and reprints of older Newsletters carry the following statement: - 
 
• © Author or © J. R. Etherington & Llancarfan Society (unacknowledged items). Extracts 

may be used in other publications providing copyright is acknowledged. 
 
This is all that we require, essentially as a matter of politeness, but also to comply with the legal 
requirements of copyright. 
 
Reference. UK Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 & later implemented EC Directives. 
 
 
Three poems by pupils of Llancarfan Primary School, Autumn 2001  
 
These were written during a residential creative writing course and, I believe, break an age 
barrier for us as no one of less than teenage years has written for the Newsletter before. I am 
sure you will all enjoy reading them  and hope you agree with me about their high quality. 
 
 

Portrait of a Unicorn  
 
If I were an artist  
I'd paint the portrait of a unicorn. 
 
For her gleaming white body 
I'd use crunchy white snows. 
I'd use silver brooches 
For her hooves and for her toes. 
I'd collect and twist colourful streamers  
From a rainbow for her mane and tail. 
Then for her lovely pointed horn  
I'd pick out the golden 
Strings of a clean hay bale. 
 
Her eyes would be the burning black ashes 
From a hot red fire. 
Her teeth would be as strong as metal bars 
Like those inside a tractor tyre. 
The unicorn's muzzle would be made  
Out of peachy pink velvet 
And to ride her 
You could ride bare back 
No saddle, no bridle, no scratchy metal bit. 
 

Bethan Jones  
Portrait of a Unicorn  
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If I were an artist  
I would paint the portrait 
Of a unicorn. 
For its horn I would use 
A single twisted shell, 
Two blazing green emeralds 
for its eyes. 
Its teeth would be made from finely cut flint; 
Hooves of stainless steel highly polished. 
Its glinting mane and tail 
I'd make out of eye-blinding streamers. 
Hand knitted silver wool 
Padded with the finest cotton wool in the world 
Would make his body. 
The legs would be streaks of moonlight, 
And he'd run so fast 
He'd make a gentle breeze 
As he passed you.   
 

James Leonard  
 

The Dragon's Egg  
 
Up in the sky are the mountain mists 
in those mists there is a mountain . 
On that mountain there is a wood 
in that wood there is an oak 
below that oak a deep cave lives. 
On the roof of that cave some moss has grown 
and on that moss a pebble lies. 
below that pebble lies a dragon's egg 
On that egg lies a crack. 
Out of that crack a flame comes out 
from that flame comes a huge fire 
and the bringer of that flame 
is a tiny baby DRAGON 

 
Becci Treadaway 

The Fox & Hounds: a progress report by Robert Hutchings - 8 February 2002 
 
It was the first Tuesday in February and I was enjoying a very pleasurable evening with Richard 
Powell in the Fox & Hounds. The steak in front of me was so tender; it was simply melting in 
the mouth. "When are you going to get round to writing that article you promised for the 
Llancarfan Society?" My quiet contemplation of one of life's very finest pleasures was totally 
shattered by Philip Gammon's unexpected question. "What article?" I innocently replied. That 
didn't cut any ice at all with Philip. Unless I took some sort of drastic action, it seemed to me 
distinctly possible that my steak was going to be very, very spoilt. And so it was that I agreed 
with some alacrity to write this note before the end of the week, to update you on the latest 
position with our community project. 
 
As I've already implied, the Fox is well on the road to recovery. John and Sue Millward have 
been tremendously busy. Much of what's already been done is not readily obvious to the casual 
observer; the electrics and plumbing are mainly invisible - but that doesn't make them any less 
important. The décor is now pleasing to the eye; carpets, curtains, crockery - are all replaced 
and things are looking up. The lounge bar has been transformed too. John and Sue are the first 
to admit that they've probably not got everything right and there's lots more to do. (They do 
welcome constructive criticism).  But what an impressive start, only 3 months into their tenure.  
I'll say no more about the food but if you've not tried it yet, you really should. Not only is it 
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mouth-wateringly good, but we must never lose sight of the fact that so much effort went in to 
saving the Fox, by so many people in the village, that it would be a crying shame if we don't 
now use it and actively support its future development. 
 
As most readers will know, much of the finance to acquire the Fox came from families in the 
village. Much to our relief (and surprise?) they're now all repaid. And most of our lenders have 
received their interest, too. We've some more money to come in when the two houses are sold 
and that will help still further to ensure a sound financial result for the project. 
 
The houses are making good progress too. The first is due to be completed at the end of 
February. Its occupation is scheduled to take place as soon after completion as possible. The 
second house is coming on too, although some little way behind the first. 
We’ve agreed about the new route for the footpath. It will run on the church side of the river 
from the new car park to the Village Hall. What a bonus that is for the village; we'll get a new 
footbridge (designed by the Community Council) a new footpath, a second new footpath joining 
the first one up to the old, partially completed path that runs towards the river from the front 
door of the Church. This will make both the Church and the Village Hall far more accessible to 
our new park. Then we'll also get the very necessary repairs to the river wall done as part of the 
package.  All in all, it represents an excellent deal for the village and one which we were, 
therefore, delighted to be able to accept. 
 
I think that is about all I have to report at this time. Please contact me if you want to know 
anything else about the project. We have a lot to do as we begin to wrap up the work; our 
accounts for last year will need to be ratified at a public meeting soon. Provisionally we're 
thinking of holding that meeting at 8pm on Wednesday 29th May. All will be welcome. 
 
Stop press: As I was about to e-mail this report to the Editor, I learned that the new tiles for the 
downstairs loos at the Fox have arrived. That's wonderful news; any day now, the toilets will be 
gutted and replaced - all as promised.  I also learned that work on the shop is ready to be started, 
just as soon as the planning consent is received. And one further major task is the improvements 
to the main bar -it should be great fun trying to keep serving (and drinking) whilst that work is 
being undertaken. 
 
 
I too have lived in Arcadia by Jean Hunt 
 
Spring-cleaning a bookcase in a desultory way the other day, I came across an old family 
photograph album, which had been pushed behind various hefty tomes. It made a welcome 
diversion to a half-hearted attempt to bring a little order to the Hunt household - (only two 
adults but the usual general confusion suggests that we have at least a dozen unruly children 
hidden away!). I easily persuaded myself to discard my dustpan, don my spectacles and get 
down to the business of recalling golden days of long lost youth!  
 
A few faded black and white snapshots, taken with the Family Box Camera) were enough to 
remind me of family holidays in the Western Isles of Scotland. Tiree, Skye and most beautiful 
of all, the Isle of Mull, where for several successive years we spent month-long summers, both 
in Tobermory and the wilder Lagganulva.  
 
Perhaps some of you are old enough to remember the film Whisky Galore with Bruce Seaton 
and Basil Radford? The first photograph shows Basil Radford posing for a little girl (me!) 
whom he mistook for a young star-struck admirer! In fact, at that tender age, I had never even 
heard of Basil Radford, and, as a city-bred child was far more interested in a handsom cart-
horse strolling along Tobermory pier.  
 
I had asked my father, in an agonised whisper if he could ask "that man" to move aside, so I 
could record the horse for posterity! Unfortunately, there was a slight misunderstanding, and 
that, coupled with the fact that even to this day I chop off the heads of my "subjects", meant that 
to my lasting regret, I failed to capture my equine beauty in his glorious entirety! As you can 
see, the horse is headless and "that man" is hopelessly in the way!  
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INSERT PICS  
 

Headless horse on Tobermory pier with Basil Radford 
 
 

Alice at Lagganulva with a “friend” 
 
 

Shetland bullock 
 
 

Mother, Alice and myself on the white sands of Tiree 
 
 
I did however have better luck with a Shetland bullock being careful to remain at a respectful 
distance and ready to make a bolt for it should the beast decide to chase me! My sisters and I 
were rather more confident with lambs that skipped round our rented cottage and gambolled up 
to us with fearless innocence. They did not, however, appreciate the "cuddles" of three small 
sisters, and in the snapshot of my wee sister, Alice, (clutching a lamb around its neck in a 
determined stranglehold!) it is hard to tell whether lamb or child is more ill-at-ease! I seem to 
remember that no sooner had the shutter clicked than Alice fell over, releasing the long-
suffering lamb to live another day! 
 
These blurred images recall halcyon days of long ago - pumped water from a well, oil lamps, 
and vast stretches of glistening white sands shared only with a few sheep, cows, and seagulls 
wheeling over emerald seas, high in the deep blue sky overhead. It seemed then, that animals 
were far more important than humans and, in many ways, they took precedence over people in 
island life. For example, when McBraines ferry landed us at Tobermory harbour, the cattle 
galloped ashore first, followed politely, by staggering, sea-sick children. It was only later that I 
felt recovered enough to read the greeting on the harbour wall:  
 

The earth belongs unto the Lord 
And all that it contains, 

Except for the Western Isles 
And they belong unto McBraines! 

 
But I was sure that Mull belonged to the animals and the myriads of gulls, not to forget the seals 
who were (we were assured by our landlady, Miss McDonald) former island folk who had been 
"bewitched". We also heard that there was an old woman who could turn people into hares, and 
that a certain faint reluctance of locals to shoot or trap hares or rabbits was a fear of killing dear 
old Granny. 
 
On a less romantic note, the Western Isles were (and still are) plagued by man-eating midges 
and ravening "clegs" (horse flies). The farm guest-house at Lagganulva, where we stayed, was, 
in fact, infested with fleas! I still remember that the "paying guests’" thin veneer of Edinburgh 
gentility vanished into thin air when with raucous and triumphant yells of "got the brute" we 
unashamedly "cracked" our tormentors at the dinner table! 
 
So, for many years, I associated the countryside and animals with holidays and glorious 
freedom, and was excited when Tom and I came to Llancarfan over 30 years ago! Perhaps that 
is why city folk long for the "simple" joys of rural life and rejoice (at first!) when we see the 
Heron or Kingfisher down by the ford. Only later do we come to know the slight disadvantages 
of the countryside when we curse the manure-caking of our new cars, gazing up mournfully at 
ample backsides of an ambling and seemingly endless herd of cows, as we commute our way to 
"top executive" jobs in Cardiff!  
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And, of course, executives create the need for five-bedroom, six-bathroom executive housing on 
land once designated as "being of outstanding natural beauty". Perhaps the "executive 
profession" itself necessitates constant and lavish hand-washing with "all the perfumes of 
Arabia to "sweeten" whiffs of farmyard dung. Yet, despite the growing suburbanisation of 
villages, there is still, thank God, enough of the "old Llancarfan" to remind us of the former way 
of life, recorded so memorably by Llancarfan Society members, especially those born and bred 
in the Vale.  
I think it was only as Mary [Gammon] and I began to read the Llancarfan school logbooks that I 
gradually began to feel a "Llancarfanite" - at least by adoption. My father often used to tease me 
about my "anthropomorphic tendencies" when I waxed lyrical about "the gentle brushing of 
wings when Llancarfan owls glide overhead (!) - (probably on the way to snatch passing rats!) - 
and I freely admit to being a hopeless romantic. So Tom brings me firmly down to earth when I 
gush "Don't you love lambs!" by replying "Yes, with green peas and mint sauce!" 
 
 
Yet reading Llancarfan Newsletters with vivid accounts of lives lived by farming communities 
in the past, it is easy to long for the craftsmanship and "simplicity" of an earlier age, and to 
conveniently forget the harshness of being snow-bound, flooded or housebound when village 
lanes were impassable and children had to walk, poorly shod or even barefoot to school. 
 
I still recall with a shudder, the foul smell of the "wee hoosie" or outside chemical loo, on the 
island of Tiree, and despite my cracks about bathrooms, I have come to believe, with increasing 
age, that "civilised" living requires at least two loos! 
 
Talking of  "two loos", a recent exploration of Ariège, south of Toulouse, took three of us from 
Llancarfan to Barbara's idyllic house between Toulouse and Carcasson.* I do hope Barbara will 
write about her life and many adventures there some day soon. For me, her lovely home and 
host of friends - human and animal - are reminders of the very best features of country life as it 
once was, so that after spending a few days there, I feel I can now truly say: - "I too have lived 
in Arcadia!" 
 
* Barbara Milhuisen (née Jenkins), first Secretary of the Llancarfan Society.  
 
 
Hillside  
 
Some months ago Phil Watts sent me this photograph of a group of people looking over the wall 
toward the lawn of Great House with Hillside in the background. We wondered what they were 
looking at.  
 
INSERT PIC 
 
Carol Dunn has a theory that it was the day when World War II broke-out. The people were 
coming from Church, and John Jones, Great House had turned his radio up loudly so the BBC 
announcement by Prime Minister Chamberlain could be heard. 
 
 
The declaration was made at 11.00 a.m. on 3rd September 1939. This was a Sunday, and so the 
churchgoers fit-in but do they look a bit too happy? Perhaps Llancarfan was too far away, and 
the Great War too long ago for forebodings of the horror to come? 
 
The men are mainly bareheaded, in dark jackets and ties and the woman in summer dresses, 
wearing those (cloche?) hats that were fashionable in the 20s-30s. 
 
 
Two Old Ruins of Walterston: Part I by John M Cann 
 
Don't speculate as to who the second one is, this is about old buildings. There are only two ruins 
now visible, others that existed earlier last century have either disappeared or been built over. 
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The one everyone is interested in is on the lane from Walterston to Moulton. On the last May 
walk that came this way, we were asked by several of the walkers if we knew anything about it. 
Well we knew there were gooseberry bushes in the hedge when we first came to Walterson 25 
years ago, and I had already transcribed the deeds of 1715 for what was by 1840 called Upper 
House.  
 
Howard Thomas generously came out to look at the Upper House ruins for me and told me a 
great deal more about them. Howard is an Archaeological and Historical Consultant, having 
been involved in a great many 'digs' and building surveys for the Royal Commission on Ancient 
& Historical Monuments and other bodies. He was the adviser on the reconstruction of 
Cosmeston Medieval Village. While he was here, I got him to look at another pile of old stones, 
opposite Walterston Fach, on the way to Whitton Lodge . For me what Howard could tell from 
these was even more remarkable, so I will start with them. 
 
The Ruins of Ty Du  
 
INSERT PIC  (JOHN CANN 1 - COLOUR ON FLOPPY) 
 
 
The Tithe Map of 1840 shows a building opposite Walterston Fach and the associated 
Apportionment Book gives the name 'Cae Ty Du' (Field of the Black House) to the pasture in 
which its ruin still just about exists. The 1878 O/S Map clearly shows a building, or more likely 
ruins of one, as no building is shown on William Jenkins' Estate Map of 1842 1, (in this the 
name of the field is given as 'Tir Cae' - literally 'Land Enclosure', and was a meadow).  
 
Howard's observations of the ruin show that it was very early. All that remains are the bottom 
few feet or less of a wall running NW to SE for some 35-40ft perpendicular to the road wall. 
The 20ft furthest from the road is a thick wall with clay mortar, suggesting an internal wall of a 
house from the 16th Century or earlier. The house probably went towards the SW. Between the 
clay mortared part and the road the wall is lime mortared and was an external curtilage wall, 
suggesting there was a garden on the NE. 
 
INSERT PIC  (JOHN CANN 2 - COLOUR ON FLOPPY) 
 
This accords well with the 1878 O/S map (which Howard had not seen). While it must have 
been a ruin or at least of little consequence by the 1840s, it does seem to appear in the right 
place on the 1833 O/S map, and as a building in a small enclosure on the (otherwise rather 
inaccurate) 1811 O/S surveyors drawings. Even more tantalising is the Yates 1799 map, which 
claims only to include Castles and Gentlemen's Residences. Here opposite Walterston Fach is 
something, which could very well be a house on the SW and enclosure on the NE. If this is not 
just an artefact of the contour markings, then Ty Du was still a house of value from at least the 
1500s until after 1799. 
 
The Upper House Ruins 
 
INSERT PICS  (JOHN CANN 3 & 4 - COLOUR ON FLOPPY) 
 
Yates does not show Upper House, for the simple reason that he missed, or just ignored, the 
lane from Walterston to Moulton - though Mary Morgan's Cottage (See Newsletter 92 Oct 
1999), now Hen Dy Gwair, is included. The picture of the present ruin will probably ring bells 
with many members of the Society. It is best to start with the conclusions Howard Thomas 
made from looking at the ruins, without the historical information. 
 
INSERT PIC  (JOHN CANN 5 & 6 - COLOUR ON FLOPPY) 
 
The earliest building (shown hatched) was a Yeoman's house of circa 1600, and would have 
been a single chamber combining Hall and kitchen. This was heated by a 7' wide fireplace on 
the SW end, of which only the back wall (now scarcely up to the first floor) and small remnants 
of the returns still stand. In the West corner of this fireplace can still be seen (once Howard had 
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pointed it out and pushed the bushes aside) a large round corner oven, lined with Triassic 
mudstone, doubtless from the Bendricks, near Sully. These "Ovenstones" predate firebricks, and 
were used because they did not explode when heated. A stone newel stair probably rose over the 
oven to an upper floor. The entrance to this would have been across the corner of the room next 
to the oven. It is likely that there was a lobby entrance in the South corner alongside the 
fireplace. 
 
On the NE of this early building there is an 18thC addition, of which a substantial part of the 
NE chimney wall still survives. There is a small 'parlour' fireplace, the arch being from one 
stone about 4' wide. Four slots for 8"x4" floor joists are visible across this end wall. The joists 
would have gone the length of the 18thC addition, doubtless supported by a beam in the middle, 
which probably divided the lower part into two rooms. Possibly, a timber straight flight stair 
went to the upper floor alongside the partition wall and there was a connecting doorway 
between the new addition and the old house. The main door was in a side entry (alongside the 
fireplace).  
 
All the historical information seems to confirm the building of the original yeoman's house at 
sometime between 1540 and 1570, and suggests that the 'posh' addition was made by a 
Benjamin William, either father or son, quite early in the 18th Century. The yeoman's house 
was certainly no labourer's hovel, but built by and for a person of substance. The 18th century 
extension put Upper House, for a time, on a par with Walterstone House (now Trewallter Fawr) 
and their owners of similar high standing in the community. The history of Upper House and the 
William family will be in future Newsletters. 
 
1 Cardiff Central Library (CCL) M.S.4 12/3 
Many thanks to the South Wales Record Society for permission to reproduce part of the Yates 
map. 
 
 
Llantrithyd Deer Park by Adrianne Leijerstam 
 
It’s strange how a casual conversation with a friend can change the course of your life - 
dramatically. 
 
We were already the proud owners of a wonderful old farm in Llanbethery where we had lived 
happily for the past seventeen years with our two daughters. With nearly eight acres of land and 
a neat stable yard for our carriage driving horses we had everything we could have wished for. 
 
Then a conversation with a driving friend turned our minds and hearts in one direction only 
Llantrithyd Deer Park. 
 
Our first visit to this historic 81 acre deer park, dating back to before 1675, was two years ago 
when we met the then current owner John Volrath, a retired veterinary surgeon. 
 
He was man with a mission if ever there was one. Over a ten-year period he had lovingly 
recreated the Deer Park by fencing, tree planting and the introduction of Red and Fallow deer. 
 
Dr William Linnard, an acknowledged authority on the history of trees and woodlands in Wales, 
who used to work for the Welsh Folk Museum, has researched the history of the Park which 
was part of the Aubrey family’s estates of over 7,000 acres during the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries. 
 
The family seat was Llantrithyd Place, now ruinous, which was said to be one of the finest 
Tudor houses of its day in Glamorgan. 
 
Details about the Park at that time are scanty except for an old farming diary (1788-1801) that 
was miraculously rescued from a bonfire and is now in the Archive of the Welsh Folk Museum.  
The diary was kept by a local gentlemen farmer, John Perkins (1760-1816) of Pentra Farm, 
Llantrithyd who was friendly with the Park¹s resident agent Richard Mumford. 
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At that time the deer herd consisted of around 40 fallow and the deer wore small bronze bells on 
their leather collars. Regular culling was practised for venison and for sport. Deer continued to 
be kept in the Park until the early 1900s. 
 
It was both its history and the unique setting of the Park with its valleys, bracken covered 
slopes, streams and tree cover that grabbed the imagination of John Volrath when he first spoke 
to the current owners the Lindsay estate in 1988 about leasing the Park and bringing it back to 
its original use. 
 
Undoubtedly John was fired with the same excitement that Anders and I felt when we first 
visited the Park and were struck by its magical tranquillity of which the deer were an 
inseparable part. 
 
It took us well over eighteen months to finally secure the Park, and although frustrating at the 
time, it was well-used learning about deer management. 
 
Although we have kept most types of livestock, we were soon to learn that there is a totally 
different dimension to managing two wild deer herds. Thanks to John¹s unending support the 
learning process has been and continues to be fascinating. 
 
We finally moved into the Park just eight days before Christmas and only five days before the 
girls and their boyfriends descended on us for the festive season. 
 
We had endured eighteen months of being told we were taking on too much by our caring 
offspring, but it took less than a day of actually living in the Park for them to be caught up in its 
magic just like us. 
 
This winter has been particularly wild and windy but the deer are faring well with rounded 
bellies and bright eyes. The Red and Fallow are fed haylage during the winter and tuck in 
liberally to the huge bales that we put out for them in the collecting paddock that lies about 75 
metres from the large windows of the lodge that we live in. It’s usually the boys (our six stags) 
that have the first serving. Some favourite hinds join in. The rest of the herd waits patiently for 
the boys to move off before they tug mouthfuls out of the haylage holder, some deciding to 
stand on top of it like the kings of the castle! 
 
INSERT PIC   
 
Hinds seek shelter on the wooded slopes of the Park.   
 
 
 
The stags now have magnificent heads (antlers) that they hold proudly. Sometimes they engage 
another stag in what appears to be a boy’s friendly there is none of the aggression that shows so 
clearly in the rutting season. 
 
The Fallow are more timid and rarely come closer than the bank opposite the lodge. Their 
silvery tummies glisten against the green grass and the brown wooded undergrowth. The 
slightest sound sends them leaping gracefully into the distance. 
 
More news from the Park in the next issue.      
 
  
A few wartime memories of a Moulton farmer contractor by “Proxy” 
 
Before the war, only a few of the bigger farmers had their own threshing machines. They would 
thresh their own corn, then do the threshing for a few neighbours as well. When war broke out, 
this was put on a more organised footing. The War Agricultural Committee (‘War Ag’ as it was 
known) had considerable control over what was done on the land. As a result, at certain times in 
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the year, the Farmer Contractor had to leave his farm to be looked after by his father, his wife 
and other helpers. He took his much cared for steam engine plus threshing machine to wherever 
he was directed. 
 
At an early stage during the war, unmarried women who were not in reserved occupations (such 
as nursing, teaching etc.) and married women without children had to register for war work. 
They were directed mainly to the Land Army or to munitions factories. Some were sent directly 
to work on the farms and some were allocated to the agricultural contractors. This is how the 
Farmer Contractor got his land girls to help with the threshing. He was allotted four. Some 
contractors said they would refuse Land Army girls. They had to take them in the end, though, 
when they found that it was land girls or no labour. 
 
The girls (some of whom were of course women in their twenties) were billeted in buildings on 
the Pendoylan road near Sycamore Cross and were ferried by van to wherever they were needed 
by 8 a.m. each morning. That first morning when the four were dropped off, one of the group 
went up to the Contractor and complained, ‘Why are you starting work as early as this?’ He 
replied, ‘I’ve been up since 5.30 a.m., milked cows, fed cattle and brought this machine here 
and made it ready to start threshing!’ A week later, on the Monday morning after a weekend at 
home, the same young woman (who was the daughter of a Cardiff bookie) came up to the 
contractor and showed him the blisters on the palms of her hands. ‘My father is threatening 
what he will do to you for this’, she said. In a few weeks’ time the same young woman had 
become a hard-working and successful land girl, doing an excellent job. 
 
In one local farm, the land girls were not allowed to use the farm lavatory. The contractor would 
direct the girls to an area where there was shelter and would keep watch to make sure they were 
not disturbed. He had to stop one of the male workers wandering in that direction. It was on the 
same farm that one of the girls found a ‘stolen’ nest of 25-30 hens’ eggs. She asked the 
contractor what she should do with them. He told her she could do what she wanted. The eggs 
were put in the girl’s hat, carried up the road and hidden in the hedge to be picked up on the 
way back to their billets. In those days of rationing, this was a welcome supplement to the 
meagre rations. At one stage, one egg a fortnight was the ration and that probably not very 
fresh.  
 
The contractor looked after his girls. If they told him it was a certain time in the month he 
would put them on a less strenuous job instead of pitching sheaves from the rick to the threshing 
machine. When he saw the girls flagging he would take the pike and do the job himself for ten 
minutes. The girls must have appreciated his treatment, as he heard from several for many years 
after the war. One lady living near Weston-super-Mare still writes each Christmas.  
 
Not many farmers’ wives gave the girls any refreshment at lunchtime, as they brought their own 
meagre sandwiches. The contractor’s wife, however, always had them in for a good hot lunch 
when threshing was done at their own farm. The girls always remembered this. There was no 
shortage of meat on the contractor’s farm, as seven pigs were killed each year. Of course, there 
was only evidence for two pigs being killed, as this was the number allowed. The cured hams 
and sides of bacon from these could be seen hanging from hooks attached to the dining-room 
ceiling. The other sides of bacon and hams were hidden above reeds in the rafters of the barn. 
 
Later in the war, P.O.W.s were directed to the farm if they were needed for special jobs. They 
were well treated mealwise and provided with a good lunch. However, spoons had to kept out of 
the way because they simply vanished. A few days later, silver rings for the ladies of the house 
appeared. It was also strange how 7lb tins of jam and marmalade turned up at the farm. 
Sometimes Conscientious Objectors billeted in Barry were sent to work on the farm as well. 
Requests for these extra workers had to be made to a central office in Cardiff and the men were 
delivered and picked up at set times. 
 
Some time after the war, the contractor and his wife went on holiday to the Rhine valley. When 
they were visiting a vineyard, a man approached them and introduced himself as one of the 
P.O.W.s who had worked on the farm. The contractor and his wife were given the best wine to 
drink at that vineyard, not the local ‘plonk’ given to the rest of the party. One Italian P.O.W. 
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who had worked on the farm would have liked to have stayed on at the end of the war. Another 
had a daughter in Italy, the same age as the daughter of the farm, which made him interested 
and sad at the same time. Occasionally men were released from the anti-aircraft battery near the 
top of the village to help with the harvest. 
 
American soldiers were based in the woods bordering the Weycock river in the weeks just 
before D-Day. They were expected to stay out of sight during daylight hours. The woods were 
littered with empty bully beef and baked bean tins after they left. A few chatted to the workers 
in the field adjoining the wood. Some were invited up to the farm and used the sitting room to 
write letters home. They met the locals in the village pub after dark. One night, one of them told 
the farmer he’d see him the next night. Later, a senior officer quietly told the farmer not to 
expect to see any of them again. The following night the wood was empty as the soldiers were 
on their way to the D-Day operation. 
 
The farmer contractor wasn’t an old softie by any means in spite of his regard for his land girls. 
On one occasion when he had his threshing machine at Northcliff, one of the workmen was 
messing about and making a nuisance so the contractor clipped him one across the ears. The 
workman cleared off back to his own farm and complained to the farmer there but was sent back 
to Northcliff. He came back sheepishly and when he was allowed to continue working he gave 
no more trouble. On another occasion, at the Moulton farm, a new workman was claiming to be 
able to do any farm work. He made a mess of several jobs he was given to do and at last, 
exasperated, the farmer picked him up and threw him over the pool wall into the water. That 
workman went off threatening all sorts but was never seen again. 
 
The farmer contractor joined the Home Guard with the condition that if there was harvesting or 
contracting work to be done he would not be available for guard duties. In the summer of 1940, 
after Dunkirk, the talk was all of invasion. Two Home Guard members in turn did an all-night 
duty on the Downs overlooking St Athan watching for enemy parachutists. One night when the 
contractor was on duty, someone was observed crawling up through the ferns towards the 
contractor and his fellow guard. The guns were at the ready and it was a miracle that the man 
was not shot. If he had been shot there would have been one less family in the Llancarfan area. 
Luckily, the two Home Guards on duty were not trigger-happy and their fellow guardsman lived 
to a ripe old age. 
 
Petrol was rationed and permission had to be obtained for certain journeys. Returning from 
Pendoylan church one Sunday evening, the contractor and his wife were stopped by several 
policemen near Blacklands. It was still the summer of 1940 and the talk was still about the 
possibility of invasion. The police stopped the car as usual and checked where the occupants 
had come from and where they were going. Then the police claimed there were parachutists in 
the area and they could still be seen in the light of the moon. The farmer knew that the guns 
guarding the St Athan station had been active. He noticed that the smoke from them had trailed 
across the moon, and he pointed this out to the policemen. Eventually the panic died down and 
all was quiet again. 
 
Sometimes it was difficult to get petrol. The farmer contractor applied for more and was 
refused. He said that if he couldn’t get more petrol he wouldn’t be able to take his threshing 
machine to the next farm where he was due to start threshing the next day on the orders of the 
‘War Ag’. Petrol coupons arrived the next day. 
 
Memories! The weather forecast was favourable for the next few days and there was a field of 
hay ready to cut. 4 a.m. rising and grass cutting for three hours before it would be time to get the 
cows in and start milking. Memories! 8 p.m. and a fine night, a rick waiting to be thatched and 
rain promised for the next day. Thatching into the early hours. Up the ladder with great bundles 
of reeds in each arm. Lay them flat and peg them down. Back down the ladder, pick up two 
more armfuls of reeds and repeat the process, hour after hour: then late to bed. Next day the 
neighbouring farmer across the valley was heard to say that there had been no thatch on that rick 
when he went to bed but that the job had been done when he got up next morning. Had the 
fairies been out again - or possibly St Cadoc’s helpful stags? 
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Reproduction of photographs - problems again  
 
The last Newsletter contained several photographs. Most of the originals were coloured, but 
they have to be printed in black and white because the Newsletters are photocopied, to keep 
costs down. I was not very happy about the quality of the copying this time and several people 
complained to me that, in particular the tug-of-war photo was indistinct. I can only apologise 
about this - for the second time.  
 
Printing-quality is out of our control and if the photocopying machine needs a service, this is 
what happens. In particular I was sorry that the huge crowd watching the 1981 Tug-of-War 
could not be clearly seen on the footbridge. Surprised it didn’t collapse under the weight! 
 
It would be too expensive to have the Newsletters printed, even in black and white, but does 
anyone out there have other suggestions for better quality reproduction of half-tone images? If 
you have access to the Internet you can, of course, see the photos in all their original coloured 
glory, with much else concerning the village, on the Llancarfan web-site.  
 
 
Obituary - Robert (Bob) Evans  by Phil Watts 
 
It is with great regret that we have to report the death of Bob Evans ex Village Farm, 
Bonvilston; The Forestry, Bryn Glas; Ford Cross, Llancarfan and of more recent years, 
Cowbridge. He died on Saturday 9th February, aged 78 years. The Funeral Service was at Zoar 
Presbytarian Church, Bonvilston followed by Cremation at Coychurch Crematorium, Bridgend. 
 
Bob will be remembered for his abilities as a poet and in amateur dramatics, mainly in the 
Reading Room, Bonvilston. He was a life-long worshipper at Carmel Chapel and Zoar 
Presbytarian. He will be sadly missed by a wide circle of friends and relatives. He had a happy 
disposition with the ready smile of a kind man. 
 
I first met Bob on the football field - he was a full back and I was a nippy winger. He always 
appeared a bigger man than he really was and I had to allow more space to get past him, not to 
mention extra speed. It was like Bob’s life, always fun, to be in his company. 
 
 
 
Contributions for the Newsletter should be sent to the Editor, John Etherington, Parc-y-Bont, 
Llanhowell, Solva, Haverfordwest, Pembrokeshire, SA62 6XX or e-mail to:- 
eth.pbont@virgin.net  We will also be pleased to print short announcements of village 
functions but they must be sent in writing, or given to Alan Taylor, Local Correspondent. 
Contact addresses: Subscriptions and problems with mailing: to the Membership Secretary, 
Phil Watts, 23 Heol Sirhwi, Cwm Talwg, Barry, Vale of Glamorgan, CF62 7TG.  
Local Correspondent. Alan Taylor , Windrush, Llancarfan,CF62 3AD or e-mail 
ajtaylor@cprop.demon.co.uk  
Agenda items and correspondence for the Committee to the Secretary, Ann Ferris, Fordings, 
Llancarfan, CF62 3AD 
Llancarfan Society administrative and web-site  
e-mail:-  
llansoc@llancarfan.f9.co.uk      
 
Web-site:- www.llancarfan.com or www.llancarfan.f9.co.uk   
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