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LLANCARFAN FETE 
 

Llancarfan had their school fete on Friday the 7th of July. There were many 
stalls including: splat the rat, bouncy castle, play area, roll the penny, tombola, 
bottle stall, toy stall, uniform stall, guess how many sweets are in the jar, 
pottery, card store, raffle, coconut shy, nail painting and face painting, and a 
hotdog, lemonade and popcorn stall. It was really FUN! There were many 
different prizes which were offered,,, a days babysitting by Mr.Thorne was won 
by Will John and Sky-Marie field won the DVD player for putting the most 
objects in a matchbox, and Lucy McManus won the jar of sweets. We were very 
worried because it was raining in the morning but everything turned out fine. 
The book fair was open during the fair as well, Mrs. Stoodley was giving out free 
lollies if you came and had a look at the books. 
What a brilliant day and a big thanks you to the PTA for organising it and for all 
the parents who helped out. We raised  approximately £750. 
 
 

Cricket Success 
On Tuesday the 11th of July Llancarfan cricket team (girls and boys, year 4 , 5 

and 6) went to Barry beach for a cricket tournament. Our first game was against 
Barry Island it was a good game and we won  253-200! Our second game was 
against Wick school it was an exciting game but we won in the end 229-207. In 

our third match against Romilly we won 258-220! So by winning all of our 
games we were the over all champions!  

It was a sunny but windy day and we all had great fun!     
 

SPORTS DAY 
 

On Monday 19th June we had sports day at Rhoose primary  because 
builders are using our field so they can build the extension. We had 
loads of fun doing the races such as: the sack race, sprint and 
obstacle. Everyone did very well in their races and behaved extremely 
well. Well done! But over all Baruc won the cup by 1 point, Dyfan 
came 2nd and Cadoc came 3rd. 
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President and Vice President’s Letter 
(Ruth and Phil Watts) 
 
 
We said we would write a page for each 
publication of the newsletter, now we have to 
decide what to write about. 
 
Recently, Tom Clemmett wrote in the GEM 
about famous ladies of Barry such as Dorothy 
Rees, Amy Evans, etc.   We believe that there 
were at the same time some Llancarfan people 
holding high office and doing good work in 
the County of Glamorgan. 
 
Doctor Evan Thomas, a pupil of Llancarfan 
School, brought up in Llanvythin was the 
Chief Medical Officer for Glamorgan. 
 
Richard John, also a pupil of Llancarfan 
school, born at Flaxland, became the Chief 
Clerk to the Glamorgan County Council. 
 
These were posts of high office;  there lived in 
the village two people who had a greater 
influence on the village, they were the village 
blacksmith and the village 
carpenter/wheelwright, Jehoida Lewis and 
David Griffiths. 
 
When farmers changed from horses to tractors 
and wooden gates to metal ones these two men 
retired into the background.   As the 
population of the village changed from 
agriculture connections to urban, another man 
came on the scene, by the name of Harry 
Hughes.   He took over the carpenter’s shop 
from David Griffiths.   Harry could do 
everything;  if he couldn’t ‘he knew a man 
who could’.   There is a bar in the Fox and 
Hounds named after him. 
 
In this newsletter there is an account of how 
the Fox and Hounds changed from private 
ownership to village ownership and back to 
private ownership.   I recall that it was 
occupied by the Gibbons and Harris family 
and owned by David Griffiths pre war until 

1945.   Between 1945-1952 it was occupied by 
Charlie Bryer and owned by Norman Hardy.    
 
From 1952 it was occupied by Trixie Phillips 
and later owned by her until the recent 
negotiations took place. 
 
I recently (last week in May) called on Frank 
Jameson; he proudly displayed to me his crop 
of new potatoes.   How he could get away with 
a frost free period of time in Llancarfan to 
produce new potatoes in May?   Just goes to 
show how far global warming had advanced.    
 
It isn’t so very long since a frost at Abernant 
took all my potatoes, runner beans and 
anything else that could not resist frost on June 
the 6th!! 
 
In this newsletter also, is an account of 
petanque activities.   It is good that the piste is 
being well used.   We usually meet on a Friday 
evening about 7.00pm – everyone is welcome. 
 
An event that comes to mind, but doesn’t have 
anything directly to do with Llancarfan, is the 
death of Fred Truman, Yorkshire’s fast bowler 
for England.   He was my cricket hero.   To me 
he had the perfect bowling action.   When you 
consider how many overs he bowled in his 
career – he wasn’t wasting much energy in the 
wrong direction.   His opinions also coincided 
with mine, as well. 
 
On behalf of the co-ordinator, Ann Ferris, 
please can we have some letters from people 
living away from Llancarfan, on any subject, 
so that we can comment and respond. 
 
 

--ooOoo-- 
 

Did You Know? 
 

Fell Beck Falls in Gaping Ghyll, Yorkshire, 
are twice the height of Niagara Falls. 
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THE REYNARD 
STORY 

 
Or 

 
YOU MUST BE MAD. YOU WANT TO BUY A 

WHAT ? 
 

Or 
 

RELAXING THINGS TO DO WHEN YOU 
RETIRE? 

 
By Robert Hutchings 

 
 
 

Chapter 1.  The End. 
 
 
Freedom!  Now, after 40 years at work 
auditing those boring old Council books and 
Hospital records, at last I can do what I want. 
No more early mornings (Judy always used to 
tell me I was awful in the mornings!);  no 
more late nights; no more grotty hotels for 
seminars and conferences;  so those were my 
first feelings as I awoke that glorious morning 
in 1999.   It was 40 years to the day since I’d 
arrived at County Hall in London as a trainee 
auditor – “report to Room 296 – see Mr 
Collins – don’t be late”.   Those were my 
instructions.   And for 40 years – some 8000 
working days – 60,000 working hours – I’d 
carried on auditing in some part of the country 
or another. 
 
Don’t get me wrong; I loved (almost) every 
minute of it.   I had some wonderful times up 
and down the country.   I met people who 
became marvellous friends.   But now, at long 
last, I was FREE.   Free to do my own thing; to 
have fun and play golf.   Even, just possibly, 

do some gardening, as Judy was hoping I 
would. 
So why was that telephone ringing so 
persistently in my ear?  

“I hear you’ve retired now.” 
“Yes, today”. 
“Good. Can you come to a little 
meeting in the village hall. – see Mr 
Vink –it’s not a problem - he’ll give 
you the details when you arrive” 

 
This isn’t fair.   It’s certainly not what I 
expected on my first day in this brave new 
world called retirement.   Never mind, I’ll 
enjoy the walk.   I’ll wander down to see 
what’s going on.   That shouldn’t take too 
long, now should it? 
 
That was over 6 years ago. I’m still there; still 
trying to ………………. trying to what?   
What was that urgent call all about?   And why 
me? 
 
It had always been idyllic in our little village; 
we had a church, post office and shop, pub, 
school, tennis court, village hall.   In fact, just 
about everything you could possibly need 
(except a golf course, but that was only 3 miles 
up the road so I could live with that shortfall in 
amenities).   Then the post office and shop 
closed – and no-one thought to do anything to 
stop it.   But the pub was different.   It couldn’t 
close, could it?   It was once the best in the 
area. Superb food, real ale – a free house with 
lots of interesting guest beers.   Sure, it was 
getting a bit tired now, and things weren’t as 
good as they used to be.   But no, it couldn’t 
possibly close. 
 
Then on that wonderful retirement day in 1999 
the Community Council Clerk heard that the 
then owner of the pub had applied for planning 
permission.   Three houses were to be built on 
the pub car park.   Then he’d split the pub in 
two, one half refurbished as a private dwelling; 
the remainder left as our pub.   Just a tiny 
village pub with no car parking worth 
speaking of and no restaurant.   It wouldn’t last 
long like that.   Soon it, too, would be 
refurbished and we’d have lost our pub forever 
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in exchange for 5 new houses in the village.   
Now you wouldn’t call that an exchange made 
in heaven, would you?   We had to do 
something. 
 
So, the meeting of village people took place. 
What could we do about this disastrous news? 
Everyone agreed we must do something.   Ah, 
we’re making progress now.   Someone 
suggests a petition to the Planners.   And an 
objection to the granting of any planning 
permission.   Oh, and maybe a march to the 
town hall! 
 
I couldn’t just sit there and say nothing.   I 
knew these measures would serve to delay the 
scheme but I didn’t think for one moment that 
they’d stop it altogether.   We’d still end up, 
after all the petitions and objections, with no 
pub in our village.   So I said what seemed to 
me the only logical thing to say:   “Let’s buy 
the pub”.   I must have imagined it, but I felt 
sure someone said “he’s mad, his retirement 
was probably compassionate, on health 
grounds.   Just ignore him and carry on” Of 
course they didn’t say that – but I’m sure some 
of them thought it.   Instead, what they really 
said was “If you think you can do it, you go 
ahead”.  
 
 
SO THAT’S EXACTLY WHAT WE DID. 
 
 
 
Chapter 2.  The Beginning. 
 
 
I wasn’t alone for long.   Three other friends in 
the village (Richard Powell, Steve Powell and 
Bob Teesdale) thought I might just be right – 
at least they all agreed to humour me and meet 
for a more detailed examination of this 
ridiculous idea.   And so we had the first of 
literally countless meetings at our house.   We 
quickly realised that this was a simple, 

straightforward idea; in fact, we only had 3 
simple problems to resolve: 
 
 

1. The pub wasn’t for sale. 
2. Even if it was, we had no money to buy 

it. 
3. If we did have the money, we had no 

expertise at running it. 
 
One thing at a time.  That was one of the 
things I’d learned from my time as an auditor 
You can only do one thing properly at once. 
Ok, so let’s set up a limited liability company 
to handle everything.   (At least that would 
protect our own houses if the whole idea went 
belly up!)   Then when we’ve got that, let’s try 
for charitable status for it.   After that, we’ll 
visit someone who’s already done this barmy 
thing.   I’d heard there is a village near 
Stamford in Lincolnshire that did it so let’s go 
and pick their brains (just like any good 
auditor who’s stuck for ideas!) 
 
The company was set up speedily and without 
a hitch.   Charitable status – now that was 
different, and that was our first stumbling 
block. I simply cannot understand why the 
good men at the Charity Commission couldn’t 
accept that pulling pints at the local hostelry 
was a clear act of charity.   But they said no, so 
we lost that particular fiscal advantage at the 
very outset.   Never mind, the trip to 
Lincolnshire was good and I was reassured 
that we weren’t setting out on ‘mission 
impossible’ (just ‘mission quite difficult if you 
don’t know what you’re letting yourself in 
for’). 
 
Now, let’s get back to problem no. (1).   What 
on earth did the owner mean – “it’s not for 
sale”.   “I’m going to develop it”.   Of course it 
must be for sale.   Especially to us.   We’re a 
worthy cause.   Almost charitable, in fact. 
 
Now we had a stroke of luck.   A respected 
farmer in the village (Tony Thomas, by name) 
offered us a mediation service.   He knew the 
nephew of the pub owner (and the nephew 
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also held Power of Attorney for the owner, his 
Aunt).   Secondly, the farmer was willing to 
arrange a meeting between us and the 
erstwhile nephew; and, finally, this particular 
farmer kept an excellent selection of whiskies, 
to which we thought the nephew was 
especially partial.  
 
The meeting went rather well, I thought. 
Nephew said (after we’d settled down and 
started the malt) if he were to sell it would be 
for around £0.5million.   Big gulps on our side 
of the table.   And on his, it seems because by 
the time we left the farmhouse later (much 
later) that evening we’d agreed with him that a 
more realistic price for the pub was £365,000. 
A nice easy number to remember – even if my 
head was throbbing a bit the next morning. 
 
 
 
Chapter 3.   Finding the Necessary. 
 
 
Well, that was progress; one problem solved, 
only two to go.   Now, where do we get the 
money and how do we run a pub? 
 
Let’s try the Bank.   They’re bound to want to 
lend to four upright citizens - like what we are 
– and we only need a mere £365,000.   Well 
we took advice and drew up a posh business 
plan, full of diagrams, graphs, forecasts.   You 
name it, we included it.   Then we took it to all 
the big banks – and several of the smaller ones 
too.   What’s wrong with them?   No-one 
seemed enthusiastic about our project.   The 
nearest we got to an offer was from a local 
Building Society that agreed to make us the 
loan - provided we four all put our own houses 
up as collateral.   Now, I know we were keen 
to succeed.   But not that keen.   There was no 
way the four of us could contemplate 
proceeding on that basis!   So back to the 
drawing board. 
 
I’m not sure how or why the next idea came to 
us; let’s ask the people in the village for the 

money.   We could ask for loans of between 
£1000 and (well, anything really).   And so I 
became a door to door salesman in my 
retirement.   We prepared a short letter and I 
knocked on nearly every likely door in the 
village.   I think there were over 200 of them –
it seemed like thousands!  
 
But it worked!   
 
The results were quite staggering; 59 families 
agreed to help.   In total they loaned our group 
a massive £160,000.   Really they must have 
known they had very little hope of ever getting 
it back.   And they aren’t all rich retired types. 
I know one of them had to telephone the local 
garage to cancel his order for a new car (I hope 
the garage owner doesn’t know I was to 
blame).   Another lender had to draw out all 
their life savings to make the loan.   And so it 
went on.   There were so many special 
incidents and stories. 
 
But whatever their reasons, whatever their 
thoughts about the project, somehow, the 
people of Llancarfan – together with a few 
who didn’t even live in the village -  did it.   
So, armed with this stack of money, we went 
back to the Banks.   Of course you can have a 
loan.   How much would you like?   Don’t 
worry about how or when you’ll repay it? 
Suddenly we were flavour of the month.   I 
wonder why.   What was so different about our 
chances of success?   Do you suppose that had 
anything to do with the fact that they took first 
Mortgage Charge, leaving us in the village to 
brush up any crumbs that might be left if the 
project failed? 
 
So, that’s two problems resolved and only one 
to go.   It’s only taken from January to 
September to get this far.   Surely it will be all 
over by Christmas?   But that was about the 
time when the fan started to get messy.   If I 
relate all the things that went wrong from here 
on, I’ll outdo ‘War and Peace’ (in more than 
just length!).   But I suppose I could recall a 
tiny few details of one or two of the early 
problems we encountered.  
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Chapter 4.  The purchase of the Fox 
& Hounds. 
 
 
The Fox & Hounds had been valued for us (by 
yet another villager who simply wanted to 
help).   The negotiation at Tony Thomas’ farm 
had reached a satisfactory conclusion.   Or so 
we thought.   But the subsequent months were 
to prove difficult.   The negotiations were 
never going to be easy.   After all, the owner 
had already decided that the best exit route 
was downsizing the pub and selling the surplus 
land for houses to be built. 
 
The owner’s nephew was clearly intent on 
getting the best deal he could.   No-one could 
blame him for that.   Many, many faxes 
arrived from him on an almost daily basis, 
with questions about our intentions and our 
ability to complete.   He kept raising matters 
only to change them later.   We had a big boost 
when it appeared that his Aunt would make a 
donation to our funds.   Then the next missive 
retracted that intention, he couldn’t understand 
how we’d ever got that idea, etc, etc.  
 
Then, the owner’s nephew at the very last 
minute before contracts were due to be 
exchanged sought to improve the deal – from 
his Aunt’s perspective of course.   So, he 
presented us with a list of “a few items of 
furniture he wanted to keep for sentimental 
reasons”.   They were all the nicest antiques in 
the pub.   One item a long case clock was 
made in the early 18th century by Henry 
Williams, a renowned clockmaker who lived 
at Broadhayes in the village.   No way was that 
going out of our possession – so we put our 
foot down, swallowed hard, kept everything 
crossed and said ‘no, the deal’s off.’   Suffice 
it to say the bluff worked and he didn’t get the 
items he wanted, but he did put my blood 
pressure up a few notches for a wee while.  
 
Then, finally, finally, our vendor arrived 
waving a court order he’d obtained to evict his 

tenants for non payment of rent.   It was 
almost December 1999.   The Millennium was 
nearly on us.   Our celebrations were all 
planned and they included our present tenant 
and his wife.   Where would our celebrations 
be if they were evicted?   With our fingers 
very tightly crossed, we again threatened to 
pull out of the deal unless the nephew sold us 
the arrears and the court order for £1.  
 
To our great relief, after many more arguments 
and faxes, he agreed and the purchase, 
together with the subsequent Millennium 
celebrations went ahead as planned. 
 
 
 
Chapter 5.       The New Millennium 
and our plans for the pub                 
 
 
Here then was our third problem.   How to run 
the pub now we owned it.   The first difficulty 
was that with just under £400,000 invested in 
it, we needed a turnover in excess of £3,000  
per week, just to keep our heads above water. 
And that didn’t allow for any investment in, or 
improvements to, the pub itself.  
 
And even if we found a way of building a 
permanent trade to support the pub, we had 
serious doubts about the wisdom of being long 
term pub owners.   Sooner or later things were 
bound to go wrong, weren’t they?   Even if 
they didn’t, is this what I spent 40 years in full 
time employment preparing for?   Annual 
accounts; AGMs; stocktaking, etc, etc.   Our 
conclusion was simple.   We’d saved the pub; 
now we had to put its finances on to a firmer 
footing  - then sell. 
 
So we developed our own plan for the car park 
land attached to the pub.   We’d sell two thirds 
of it for two houses.   That should raise a 
goodly sum to help reduce our borrowings.  
On the remaining one-third we’d construct a 
really nice, properly laid out, free village car 
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park.   Something we’ve always needed but 
never had.   Neither the Church, nor the village 
hall had any parking facilities.   There was 
every chance of being late for your own 
funeral in our village because parking was a 
horrendous problem on such occasions.  
 
Then, we’d balance the books and close down 
the company.   We’d sell the pub on a long 
lease with stringent conditions designed to 
ensure we never had to face a similar problem 
in the future.   Shouldn’t take us long, should 
it?  
 
Our two stringent conditions were both pretty 
obvious: 
 

1. The new owner would have to agree, 
within the contract for sale, to a 
requirement for him to carry out, at his 
own expense, certain specified 
improvements.   We really did want 
some toilets that belonged to the 21st 
century rather than the 19th..   And the 
carpets and décor, if not the toilets, 
were probably there when Owen 
Glendwr revolted.   So we wanted this, 
and a lot more besides, brought up to 
date.   And so we stipulated in the 
contract that it was all to be done 
within one year of the sale. 

 
2. If the new owner ever wanted to sell 

the property in the future, or seek a 
change of use on it, then before doing 
so, we’d stipulate that it had to be 
offered back to the village at market 
value.   We may not want to buy it, but 
we’ll have that option.   [I have 
promised Judy that if that happens, I’m 
busy that day and I won’t be available 
to help!] 

 
So far, so good.   All we need to do now is 
apply for planning permission for two houses 
and a car park.   Then sell the land by public 
tender.   Once that’s done, we can sell the pub. 
Then pay back all the loans, wind up the 
company and give any balance we have to 
some worthy local cause(s).   Then I can get 

back to some more serious issues – like golf. 
No problem at all.   Well, it really did sound to 
be very easy.   Unfortunately, we had reckoned 
without the problems that came showering 
down on us from nearby property owners. 
 
 
 
Chapter 6.   The Challenges – just a 
few of them. 
 
 
Over the years I’ve been professionally 
involved in many court cases but none of them 
prepared me for this!   Incidentally, one of my 
three co-directors in this project was sat 
talking to me one evening when I happened to 
mention my background in the Audit Service. 
Did you ever know my father, Jack Teesdale, 
he asked.   I certainly did;  It’s a small world, 
isn’t it? Jack was in charge of our office in 
Bolton before I moved there.   I knew him 
over a number of years; saw him in lots of 
different situations.   In fact, Jack was one of 
the most famous District Auditors in terms of 
the legal cases he was involved with.   One 
case, with probably the highest profile of them 
all, Graham v Teesdale, is still quoted in all 
the best auditors’ law books.  
  
So, here we were, owners of the pub and ready 
to apply for permission to develop.   And 
alongside our land were a number of property 
owners who would, for sure, be totally 
reasonable and co-operative.   After all, they 
were villagers too.   All we had to do was 
satisfy their concerns, get our planning 
consent, and then get out.   But, unfortunately 
for our project, two of them had their own 
concerns.  
 
One insisted that his existing right of way over 
the car park was more than simply along the 
existing roadway to his house; it extended to 
roaming anywhere in the car park and as such 
it precluded us from building - anywhere.  
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Various meetings were held;  two independent 
villagers tried to act as ‘honest brokers’; draft 
agreements were drawn up – and torn up.  
 
Now I’m no lawyer and I don’t pretend to 
understand the intricacies of complex legal 
papers, so we took legal advice.   Although 
that reassured us that right was on our side, it 
also left us in no doubt that if we wanted to 
make progress quickly, we had to buy out the 
alleged right to roam.   So that’s what we did, 
although my personal view has always been 
that, even without the cash settlement we 
made, his property’s value was significantly 
enhanced by our project. 
 
The remaining adjacent property owner took 
unilateral action one day to have a new fence 
erected between his property and ours.   But 
not, in our view, in the right place.   The 
ensuing discussions between us have 
continued for nearly 5 years now and no 
agreement has yet been signed.   But 
circumstances do change and I’m confident 
that, one day, the agreement will be signed, 
sealed and delivered.   But that’s for the future. 
 
We were soon to learn why our pub’s tenants 
were on the point of being evicted by the 
previous owner.   Within a couple of months 
of our ownership the rent stopped coming in as 
it should.   True, their previous rent was little 
short of exorbitant but we’d halved it for them. 
But still it didn’t arrive on time each month. 
So, to add to our costs and troubles we had to 
employ a debt collection agency to try to keep 
the rent flowing in.   Without it, we had no 
money to pay the Bank and foreclosure by 
them was the last thing we needed.   
Somehow, we muddled through until we 
started to get money in from other sources. But 
by the time we did finally sell the pub, the 
arrears of rent, including costs, were over 
£2000.   We’d initially hoped that our tenants 
might be the people to buy the pub from us but 
that thought was quickly dispelled when the 
rent problems arose. 
 
 
 

Chapter 7.   A New Beginning. 
 
 
So, from late 1999 until now – almost six 
years – we’ve been trying to move this 
forward.   Looking at my computer, I see I’ve 
now got just over 1000 files devoted to the 
pub. I had to buy a new computer two years 
ago because the old one couldn’t stand the 
strain!   Anyway that was my excuse for my 
new toy!   Then we’ve held 8 public meetings; 
we’ve sent out 23 newsletters.   And, of 
course, our legal fees are horrendous.   And 
it’s still not quite finished. 
 
But, as everyone in the village knows, we did 
get our planning permission - eventually.   We 
had so much support from the village (and 
only one objection to our planning application) 
the planners were left in absolutely no doubt as 
to the depth of support from nearly everyone. 
But we had to go through the bureaucrats’ 
hoops first.   We had to do an archaeological 
survey.   That was fun, totally irrelevant, but 
fun.   The planners thought that St Cadoc – 
who built the first monastery in our village – 
might have left a few mortal remains under our 
land.   Fortunately, he didn’t.   And, of course, 
we knew he didn’t because we had spoken 
with the man who’d previously excavated the 
area when he laid down the new car park some 
30 years earlier.   But I was told by the 
planners that if we had discovered interesting 
artefacts then it was unlikely we would have 
been allowed to build anything on top.  
Instead, the site would have been preserved as 
an ancient monument.   And our borrowings 
would have been outstanding for just as long. I 
hate to think what my fate would have been! 
 
Then, yet another hoop to jump through, we 
were told that a hydrology survey was 
essential.   I still don’t know what it proved, 
but we did one!   Then a survey of the flood 
plain.   With the possible effects of global 
warming that seemed sensible.   Again, we got 
a clean bill of health.   But the costs continued 
to mount. 
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Then we advertised and sold the two building 
plots.   Got a tidy price too.   We invited all the 
villagers who attended our next public meeting 
to guess the price we achieved for the land. 
Out of 59 ‘guesstimates’ received, 75% were 
below the actual price we got.   And we built 
our village car park on the land we had left 
with the aid of a timely grant from the Vale 
Council.   We even persuaded the developer to 
build us a new footbridge over the river and a 
footpath alongside the river connecting our car 
park to the church and hall.  
 
Then, the final big step to take.   We 
advertised the pub for sale (not forgetting all 
our long list of conditions).   My heart sank 
when almost the first response we received 
was from someone who thought if the pub was 
demolished the site would be good for houses! 
I very hastily explained that demolishing the 
pub was not going to be at all conducive to 
achieving our objectives.  
 
Finally the day arrived when we opened the 
tenders.   Of the various offers, there was one, 
just one, that really appealed to us.   The offer 
was from someone who was then running the 
leisure catering side of one of the best hotels in 
the area.   It enjoys a really good reputation. 
And his background was exactly what we were 
looking for.  
 
What a relief.   Our negotiations with him 
were short and civilised.   The deal was struck; 
we had all the safeguards in the contract and 
the price was right.  
 
 
 
Chapter 8.   Where are we now? 
 
 
The sale of the Fox & Hounds was just 4 years 
ago.   The new owners, John & Sue Millard, 
have worked so hard; you should see the 
transformation.   The pub is a pleasure to visit. 
The décor is fresh, the old carpets, bars, cellar, 
are all replaced.   Many other changes have 
taken place.   We’ve got a shop where the 

morning papers are collected – and that can 
take some time as you usually meet a number 
of  friends en route.   In the Pub you can drink 
as much as you like because the beer is back to 
its best and, anyway, the toilets are a pleasure 
to visit!   The food is mouth-watering and I’ve 
no doubt the pub will be a thriving success 
(once more) for many years to come.   John 
and Sue’s current plans include a conservatory 
to provide a new dining room to replace the 
old one lost when they introduced overnight 
accommodation.   Incidentally and reputedly, 
the breakfasts are quite something to write 
home about (For reservations phone 01446 
781287) 
 
What a relief, we’ve repaid all our loans – with 
interest; first to the Bank (of course), then the 
60 villagers.   We even paid the taxman!   We 
were left with a small surplus (it would have 
been somewhat bigger but for the unexpected, 
and to some extent unnecessary, legal bills) 
and we have used the surplus to: 
 

• Build a petanque piste 
• Assist in the reconstruction of a village 

tennis and games court 
• Provide an adventure trail at the school 
• Help to finance the new central heating 

of the church 
• Contribute towards the ‘Light up St 

Cadoc’s’ appeal. 
• Provide cash to help the Community 

Council with any future maintenance 
of the car park and the other assets 
created by our project. 

 
 
The Henry Williams clock, which we had 
worked so hard in the early days to keep, 
became a celebrity.   We commissioned a local 
clock restorer to repair it and he got so 
interested in it that he and a colleague 
researched the clockmaker’s history and 
unearthed many of his clocks, both in the area 
and further afield.   They wrote a book about 
his work (Henry Williams Llancarvan by 
E.W.Cloutman & W Linnard) and our clock 
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features prominently in it.   The local 
horologists’ society has twice visited 
Llancarfan to hear and tell the story of Henry 
Williams.   As we closed the project down, we 
gave the clock – now valued at around £7,000 
– to the Community Council.   It’s kept on 
permanent display in the Fox & Hounds and, 
should the Council ever need to dispose of it, 
then our agreement with them is that it will 
first be offered to a resident of Llancarfan, 
through a villagers’ auction.   We hope it never 
has to be sold but, if it does, then we’ve tried 
to ensure that it remains in its rightful home, 
Llancarfan. 
 
That brings me up to date with our story; but 
don’t forget, whenever you’re down our way, 
look in on the Fox & Hounds at Llancarfan. 
I’ll probably not be there – if it’s sunny I’ll be 
on the golf course.   But you’ll get a fine 
welcome from everyone in the village (well, 
from almost everyone). 
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--ooOoo-- 
 
 
Did you know? 
 
The Romans ate common garden snails as 
snacks and are responsible for introducing the 
pests to Britain. 
 
Britain’s gardens cover more than one million 
acres – more than all the country’s national 
parks. 
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A special walking stick by  
Mary Gammon 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The picture is of John Cann describing some 
of the historic features in and around 
Walterston during the May Day walk this year. 
 
In the picture Philip is holding a little 
blackthorn walking stick - ladies size - which 
was cut from a Dartmoor hedgerow by my 
father years ago.   It disappeared during the 
previous May Day walk around Walterston, 
abandoned and forgotten by the then 8 years 
old James. 
 
On May Day this year Philip happened to 
mention this to John Cann who said "Would 
you like it back?" "Yes please" said Philip, 
quite surprised.  
 
My Dad, who died last year aged 91, always 
carried a sharp knife in his pocket and could 
spot a potential walking or 'nutting' stick a 
mile away.   We have many of them but this 
one was special, cut for my mother and 
carefully varnished.   James, now 13, says he 
has always felt guilty about it.  
 
So thank you very much John from me and 
from James for taking care of and then 
returning this small treasure, five years on.    
 

--ooOoo-- 
 
 
 
 

Annual Mystery Trip by Jan Crosta 
 
Gwyneth Plows must have a nose like a 
bloodhound for sniffing out out-of-the-way 
pubs serving good food!  I am referring to the 
Llancarfan Society annual mystery coach trip 
and dinner, which took place on Friday, 6th 
July.    
 
All 30 participants in the evening were 
instructed to be prompt for the 6.30 p.m. 
departure of the coach and waited with eager 
anticipation to see which direction the coach 
would take on reaching the A48.   At The Old 
Post Nick, the coach driver, humoured us by 
inviting us to “enjoy your meal”, whereupon 
he turned right in the direction of Cardiff.   
Would we go only as far as the Red Lion in 
Bonvilston or down as far as the cafeteria at 
Tesco?  At Culverhouse Cross we took the link 
road to the M4, turned off at the A470 and 
then into Pontypridd town centre, with a great 
deal of speculation as to our destination.    
 
Our route after that was a complete mystery as 
we struggled up mountain roads until we 
reached what I can only describe as a paved 
one-lane farm track.   However, this took us 
along the ridge of a mountain with amazing 
views from both sides of the coach.   Everyone 
was thoroughly enjoying the spectacular 
scenery until we met a horse box being driven 
in the opposite direction!   With a great deal of 
manoeuvring on the part of both drivers, we 
continued on our way and finally arrived at our 
destination which was the Brynffynnon Hotel 
at Llanwynno, just up the hill from Mountain 
Ash.    
 
Arrangements had been made for the tiny 
Church of St Gwynno, just across from the 
pub, to be opened up for anyone wishing to 
pay a visit.   It was a pretty little church and 
Mr Bates, the churchwarden, took great 
pleasure in showing us around, explaining how 
he had conducted Prince Charles on a similar 
tour in May of this year.   The graveyard 
contained the final resting place of Griffith 
Morgan, a local man who died in 1737, 
reputed to have run 12 miles in 7 minutes short 
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of an hour.   All of this was followed by a 
superb meal, with excellent service at the 
Brynffynnon Hotel.   A huge “thank you” to 
Gwyn for organising the trip and I am sure we 
all look forward to next year’s excursion with 
eager anticipation.   Good hunting Gwyn! 
 

--ooOoo-- 
 
 
Petanque 25th June 2006 -The Ruth 
Watts Shield  by Mary Gammon. 
 
Ruth was sadly missed but five members of 
the Watts family were among the contestants 
for the Ruth Watts Shield on the afternoon of 
25th June.   In all some 20 people, a 
respectable number, played in assorted teams 
which included one made up of three children 
who held their own against the adults! 
 
As always matches were keenly contested and 
we all enjoyed a pleasant couple of hours- and 
a glass or two - before the England world cup 
game started at 4 o'clock.    
 
Those who were not football fans played on a 
little longer. 
 
Thank you to those who organised this popular 
annual event. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
P.S.  The following Saturday two teams met in 
a “play-off” to determine the winners whose 
names will be inscribed on the Shield.   In a 
close match the lead changed several times as 

the score crept up to the required eleven 
points.   At the end there was only one point 
between the teams (Jean, Mary and Philip just 
coming out on top) and it is hoped that both 
will go on to represent Llancarfan in the 
Cardiff – Nantes Association’s Petanque 
tournament for the Lord Mayor’s cup on 13th 
July.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     Ruth with the winners of the Shield 2006 
 
P.P.S. We entered three teams in the 
tournament on 13th and with our three non-
playing supporters we were the biggest group 
there.   Happily Llancarfan returned to 
winning ways thanks to the skills of Sue 
Taylor, Ann Ferris and Mary Neary.  
 
We then enjoyed the usual cold buffet, with 
wine donated by the Lord Mayor.   The French 
Consul in Cardiff then presented a 
“temporary” token of victory – the real cup 
having been left at home by last year’s 
winners! 
 
 

--ooOoo-- 
 
Obituaries 
 
Ralph Courtney Morgan died on Sunday 18 
June 2006 aged 78 years, as the result of a 
motor accident.   The Funeral service and 
interment took place at Zoar Presbyterian 
Church, Bonvilston on Thursday 29 June 
2006. 
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Ralph was born at Walterston Fach, attended 
Llancarfan and Rhoose schools.   Farmed with 
his father Edwin and brothers at Walterston 
until Edwin retired.   He continued working in 
agriculture for Wm Powell and Sons at 
Sheepcourt Farm and Cotterill, Bonvilston.  
 
At the time he was in Bonvilston, much of his 
time was spent with horses. 
 
He later moved to Pencoed where he worked 
for the Agriculture College until his 
retirement. 
 
When we played the game ‘foxes and hounds’ 
in the lunch time at Llancarfan School, Ralph 
was usually the one sent out as the fox.   He 
knew the territory well.  Come to think of it I 
do not ever remember catching a fox!   Bit like 
the real hunting!   
 
As a member of the Society he liked to tell us 
of the mistakes we had made in the newsletter, 
for which we were always grateful. 
 
 
Pamela (Steve) Webber  (Sister in law of 
Audrey Porter) 
 
Pam was born into an army family and hence 
her interest in anything pertaining to the Army.   
She spent three years on wartime duty in the 
A.T.S. where she met and married Norman in 
1948. 
 
Her love of travel followed on from this time 
and she managed to see a large portion of the 
world, with Audrey and Derek as well as with 
Norman.   She had a wicked sense of humour.   
She and Audrey were the best of friends as 
well as being sisters.   
 
Her family and friends will very sadly miss 
her. 
 

--ooOoo-- 
 

 
Prints from the Past by Mike Crosta 
 
How often does one come across 1800-2000 
year old fingerprints? 
 
Actually, in the Vale of Glamorgan, a crow’s 
hop and skip from Llancarfan.  
My father Ken and his friend Cedric Mumford 
were both keen Amateur Archaelogists The 
recent Llancarfan Society AGM talk by Mr 
Jeff Alden brought it back to me.   My father 
always kept a keen eye out for any unnatural 
disturbances in the landscape, which might 
indicate remains of previous habitation, 
especially Roman. 
   
Over a long period of years they discovered 
and were able, with the permission of the 
landowner, to investigate the site of what 
proved to be a Roman/British Enclosure and 
Villa at Wenvoe.   They conducted their dig 
with care under Archaeological Rules and 
were able to trace the outlines of a Roman 
Villa.   They also found various artifacts such 
as a Roman metal key.   Cedric Mumford kept 
a detailed diary and my father kept thousands 
of shards that they dug up.   These are pieces 
of pottery usually thrown away when the pot 
has been broken. 
 
When my father passed on I found all these in 
various parts of his house, mostly in the attic 
and I passed them on to Cedric.   He compiled 
a detailed report, which the Museum of Wales 
has, together with the shards, and they will 
investigate further in due course. 
 
They discovered the broken parts of a well 
crafted clay pot.   My father was able to 
reconstruct it particularly well.   But what 
brought this piece of history to life was the 
fact that it has three faint marks in the base 
rim, which could have been left by the maker 
of the pot. 
 
I was a Solicitor for the Crown Prosecution 
Service and of course had a lot of dealings 
with the Police, with whom we had a good 

PDF created with pdfFactory trial version www.pdffactory.com

http://www.pdffactory.com
http://www.pdffactory.com


 15

relationship.   I mentioned this to members of 
the Scenes of Crime Unit in Bridgend, who 
became very interested in the marks.   They 
carried out tests on the pot with their special 
equipment.   The results confirmed that the 
marks were from finger nails and the 
fingerprints with about eight characteristics, 
not enough for a Court, but sufficient to 
identify them as human prints. 
 
My father confirmed that the pot was Samian 
from the Clermont Ferand Area of France.  We 
know that the Potter’s name was Iunius, 
because it is on the base of the pot.   This 
meant that 1800 –2000 years ago whilst 
gripping the base of the pot to dip it, Iunius 
left his fingerprints and the nail marks in the 
wet clay.   There they remained while the pot 
was fired and subsequently sold and shipped to 
Britain, used in a Vale of Glamorgan Roman 
Villa Household, until it was broken then 
thrown away, forgotten and buried by the 
accumulations of the centuries. 
 
Now, although nearly 2000 years have passed, 
Iunius’ prints are there where he left them 
making the pot, an unique personal piece of 
history!     
 

--ooOoo— 
 

 
The Garnllwyd Fordson Major Tractor 
by David Evans 
 
John Gardner’s account of the Fordson tractor 
models was most entertaining and very 
informative.   Yes, my father had a bark blue 
Fordson Major which lived in the cart shed, 
whose open-ended Victorian design faced 
almost due north, and one regards the 
mechanical beast with the utmost respect, 
laced perhaps with a modicum of fear during 
the winter months, particularly.   
 
I cannot recall that it was ever serviced, and it 
displayed its disgust at the treatment afforded, 
by being very difficult to start, when the ice 
lay across the arctic landscape beyond its 

berth.   It had no technical treats, there were no 
upgraded Weber carburettors, it was bereft of 
all niceties, but yes it had some degree of 
character once the engine fired into life.   Hot 
water carried by two buckets was a treat it 
appreciated greatly, whilst denied such luxury 
it took many swings of the starting handle, 
with deft adjustment to  the timing handle and 
fixed accelerator mechanism, which lay in 
front of its large steering wheel. 
 
I understand this system is ‘an apparatus for 
imparting high speeds to charged particles’.   
This seemed a world away in the cart shed.   
Dad had a personal method and would remove 
the four plugs and heat them in the ashes of the 
dining room fire, and bear them on a shovel to 
the impatient machine, dropping them above 
the cylinders carefully, often losing time 
searching for that spanner for tightening them, 
and taking care not to damage the threads of 
his chosen Champion plugs.   
 
Frequently, of course, one would forget or 
choose not to drain the water and this could 
result in further complications if the 
temperature fell overnight.   It was generally 
accepted that the last person in the bouncing 
metal set placed a ‘horse’ rug or Silcock sacks 
over the radiator. 
 
It had not lights or mirrors.   One never knew 
about these prissy delights some sixty years 
ago.   It had a pronounced wheel wobble, I 
remember, which acted as an individual form 
of speed control.   The trick was to display 
nerve and reach top gear (the last of three 
forward) as fast as one dare in second, and 
somehow the wobble could be mastered and 
excellent speeds could be achieved. 
 
Accidents happened.   Once dispatched from 
the Shortlands during a peak day of harvesting 
I cut a corner near the ‘rough field’ above 
Abernant, and to my surprise and astonishment 
I had a personal heavy shower under a 
cloudless sky.   Amongst the tall uncut grasses 
where the Grey Partridges once bred, I had run 
over a sharply pronged cultivator, which had 
in turn pierced the rear tyre which held water 
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for weight.   In retrospect, perhaps I could 
have activated a link, which lay on the top of 
the individual brake pedals, the latter surely 
after a style by Brunel, and giving me a chance 
to swing away in time.   It was too late and I 
was in disgrace. 
 
There were no hydraulics in my day.   One 
pulled things forward, but had to be cautious at 
field headlands since a plough could turn over 
on its side very easily, unless one did an 
enormous figure of eight tactic.   Strange in 
retrospect that the tractor which was rather 
narrow and quite high never actually turned 
over, on the steep sides of the Mill field for 
instance, that lies opposite Garnllwyd.   Thank 
God it had no smart cabin, so one could see 
most of the landscape, and no noxious smells 
of burning T.V.O. filled the immediate space 
of the driver. 
 
Mudguards so convenient on the Standard 
Fordson, which John describes so well, had 
gone, so girl friends had to ride drag  upon the 
tow bar behind.   Shame really. 
 
How it arrived at Garnllwyd and what became 
of it I know not, but it was an icon in its own 
way and like many things in life taken for 
granted until one looks back in time. 
 
No, the Fordson Major was not a romantic 
steed, nor was it beautiful for it lacked classic 
elegance, but it was an integral constituent of 
farming life in the day of the Milk Marketing 
Board, the passing seasons, the wireless, Mr 
Churchill and the life that now appears so 
fulfilled under the skies of the mid-twentieth 
century.   Translated the French would say 
‘gratitute is the heart’s memory’. 
 
P.S.  Curious myself as to the eventual fate of 
the dark blue Fordson Major, I telephoned my 
brother Geoffrey here in France this very 
morning and he was able to provide the 
missing link.   ‘There was an extraordinary 
heavy frost one night during the month of 
May, circa 1965-1970.   Naturally the engine 
at this time of year would not have been 
drained of its capacious water system and the 

entire engine block cracked’   It was an 
ignominious end for this old tractor which 
whilst devoid of any luxuries somehow 
possessed a whiff of a sporting Le Mans 
Bentley about it.   Certainly all on the road 
allowed in due respect and it won right of 
passage most times.   Mortis causa. 
 

--ooOoo— 
 
 

Memory refreshed by C J Baldwin 
(Australia) 
(This item was included in a letter, which Mr Baldwin 
sent to John Gardner with his subs.) 
 
The article about Roy Booker reminded me of 
several things. 
 
I remember him working at Aberthaw Cement 
Works where he was a big companion of Stan 
Mortimer before he defected to the Leys 
Power Station. 
 
Madeline and I often met him at the Club of 
the Power Station when we used to go there 
dancing on Saturday evenings. 
 
Madeline used to tell me that as a teenager she 
used to race against Roy Booker at village 
organisations and he once (jokingly) asked 
how I managed to catch her because he never 
could. 
 
The other reminder is that it’s three years this 
March since she died but had she lived it 
would have been our GOLDEN Wedding 
Anniversary. 
 

--ooOoo-- 
 
Laws not taught in any Schools 
 
Theatre Law:  At any event, the people whose 
seats are furthest from the aisle arrive last. 
 
Coffee Law:  As soon as you sit down to a cup 
of hot coffee your boss will want you to do 
something which will last until the coffee is 
cold. 
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