
                                                                
 
     THE   LLANCARFAN   SOCIETY  
 
Newsletter 93    November/December 1999 
 
Editorial  
In 1993, I enquired after paintings and drawings of Llancarfan (Newsletter 56). John Cann 
has now located a coloured sketch of the church, dated 1622, which must be by far the oldest 
picture of the village which we have seen so far. It was drawn by Evans Mouse, whose Estate 
maps have already featured in previous articles (Newsletters 77 & 78, 1997). A facsimile of 
the sketch is in the article by John Cann on pare 2. 
 
Fox and Hounds: Attached to this Newsletter is the latest report from Project Reynard, 
with news which is much better than the rather gloomy outlook, reported last time. The 
proposed community buy-out of the Fox is now on the cards, providing that the necessary 
money can be raised. It is too soon to count chickens, but the working-group must be 
congratulated for coming so far in a short time. Something else to celebrate during the 
forthcoming holiday! 
 
Help with World War I: The last four or five Newsletters have carried the articles on World 
War 1 victims. This would have been a particularly appropriate month for another, as the last 
Remembrance Day in the 19th century has just passed. However, we are still collecting 
information on the remaining War Memorial names – generally just to tidy up loose ends – 
but it will be a month or so before any more of the articles appear. 
 
It is possible that members might be able to help with missing information. We have nothing 
at all on William J. Howells and Thomas Matthews, both of Llancadle. There are so many 
men of these names and initials, that it has not been possible to trace them in the 
Commonwealth War Graves Commission’s files. If anyone can provide information on 
family relationships, Force, Regiment, or year of death, it might open-up the search again. 
 
Two other men also pose a bit of a mystery. Edward John and E. Stanley Sherrah, both of 
Flaxland Fawr, died after the end of the War. Edward was the brother of the late Richard 
John, Clerk  to Glamorgan County Council. Their father, Edward John, senior, farmed 
Flaxland at the time. Young Edward was buried in Bethlehem Chapel graveyard (see Gwynne 
Liscombe’s article in Newsletter 89) and this is recorded by the Commonwealth War Graves 
Commission. Stanley, however, is not in the War Graves files and the Army Record Office 
has failed to trace him for me. We know that Edward was not fit for overseas service, and was 
in the Army Pay Corps, members of which were not de-mobilised until well after the War. 
Edward died in Shrewsbury Hospital during 1919 and I am fairly sure Stanley Sherrah died 
later, as the War Memorial records are in chronological order for each area of Llancarfan. We 
already have a bit of history of Stanley’s family, but nothing whatsoever on his Service. Can 
anyone provide the smallest clue or tell us whether he was a relative of the Johns?  
 
Footnote: since writing this I have noted that the late Letty Gardner said that Samuel Howell 
of LlancadleFarm, lost a son in WW1  (Newsletter 78). Samuel Howell(s) was 41 at the time 
of the 1891 census and of the age to have a son who would have been taken for the War. In 
1891, Samuel lived at The Farm, Llancadle; he was born at Bridgend and his mother, 
Gwenllian, at St Brides so I have assumed he is not part of the extensive Llancarfan Howells’ 
family? 
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I shall be grateful if anyone can tell us.  
 
Note that Howell and Howells appeared interchangeably amongst folk of this name. 
 
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    
Internet address:- 
www.llancarfan.f9.co.uk  
 
Apologies for publishing an incorrect e-mail address last time, following the change. 
 
 
Lancarvan Church in 1622 by John M Cann 
 
In 1622 Evans Mouse, a Dutchman, made a full survey of all the estates of Lord St. John of 
Bletso, Beds. (a descendant of Sir Oliver St. John of Penmark). The local Manors became 
known as the Fonmon Estate. Evans Mouse made detailed maps of each of the ‘Manors of 
Barrey, Penmarke, Funmon & Lancadle’. This last included Lambithery and a part of 
Lancarvan, but the map Evans made fails to include Lambithery. It jumps from Lancadle with 
a small gap straight to a portion of the Lancarvan land that was the St. John's. This is the 
largest part of their Lancarvan lands, and stretches from Crosstown through Coed-y-Crinallt 
and down to the west side of the present road below the wood (then Lancarvan waye). 
 
However, although it was clearly not part of the St. John's lands, Evans has made a small 
sketch of the Church and churchyard, popping it just before the edge of the existing 
parchment, in roughly the right position but with no 'map' between it and the Lancarvan lands. 
Due to its position near the edge it is rather faded and worn (as is the edge of the Lancarvan 
lands). While only a sketch, there is no reason to believe that it is not a reasonable 
representation of the Church as it was in 1622. 
 
INSERT PIC (CHURCH DRAWING) 
 
 
The Glamorgan Record Office, where the map resides, is rightly reluctant to attempt to copy 
it, and allows only pencils even near it. I have therefore sketched Evans Mouse's sketch, 
scanned mine into the PC, and drawn and coloured over it. Hopefully this is something like 
Evans' sketch was originally. 
 
The 'En: Mouse' signature is not on the map, I have drawn it, based on an entry at the end of a 
copy of his 'Survey' 2, which looks very likely to be his own. 
 
1 GRO D/D F Manorial (previously in the Cardiff Central Library).  

PDF created with pdfFactory trial version www.pdffactory.com

mailto:eth.pbont@virgin.net
mailto:ajtaylor@cprop.demon.co.uk
mailto:llansoc@llancarfan.f9.co.uk
http://www.llancarfan.f9.co.uk
http://www.pdffactory.com
http://www.pdffactory.com


2 GRO D/D F Vol. 44.  
 
 
The Bells return! A note from Phil Watts. Photos by Alan Taylor 
 
During the weekend of November 7th we received a ‘phone call from Andrew Nicholson, the 
bellhanger, to say that the bells and frame were already on the lorry, and would arrive in 
Llancarfan at 10-o-clock on Monday morning. This was a week early, and led to the hasty 
assembly of a work-force made up of Andrew Nicholson, Rev. Malcolm Davies, Jim Veysey, 
Andrew Knott and Phil Watts. Net result is that the frame and bells are now installed in the 
tower and a note of the event appeared in the Echo on Thursday, November 11th. 
 
Unfortunately, I did not complete the course, due to a mishap, whilst tightening a nut. The 
spanner slipped and I now have a fractured finger and some stitches, which are due to come 
out next Friday (19th). 
 
The bell-hanger is returning to complete the installation on November 22nd, and the dedication 
of the bells is to take place on December 8th.  The peal will be used to ring in the new 
millennium at midnight using the chiming apparatus and a full ring will take place at mid-day 
on New Year’s Day. 
 
[Sadly, last issue’s suggestion of filling an upturned bell with a suitable beverage came to 
nothing. A certain local brewery had no Brains: it might have been a very good advertisement 
for their products – Editor]. 
 
INSERT PICS – TWO PHOTOS OF BELLS – captions below 
 
The inscriptions of the old bells have been recast, preserving yet another piece of our hustory. When 
will they be recast again, one wonders? This one reads:- Sir Thomas Lewis Knight/ JOHN THOMAS 
JENKINS: C. W. 1664 JP/  (and on waist) Recast in memory of Ann Price Clark: LEWIS: by 
LLEWELLINS & JAMES BRISTOL G.T.C.1890 A.J. HUGHES VICAR 
 
 
Two of the recast bells with their new red-painted metal headstocks bolted to the tops of the bells. 
More of the bells hidden in the background..  
 
 
 
Dorothy Margaret Evans of Garnllwyd  1905 –1999. Part I 
by David Evans 
 
A large crowd had gathered early along the quayside at the Windsor Dock in Barry that fresh 
morning during the summer of 19I0. A five year old girl held the hand of the tall moustached 
man beside her as he looked proudly at the ship alongside. These were the confident days of 
the British Empire and my mother and grandfather savoured the moment and the excited 
atmosphere, straining to read the name Terra Nova. Originally a Dundee whaler she was a 
pretty vessel with her square rigged masts and stout rugged hull.  
 
On board and head of this daring expedition to be the first to reach the Southern pole was 
Robert Falcon Scott, already a famous Antarctic explorer. He was familiar with the ship for 
she had aided his earlier beleaguered Discovery expedition six years earlier. Now all was 
ready; Scott, Evans and Oates were sailing out of Barry down the Bristol Channel, never to 
return for they foundered upon their ghastly trek back to base having actually reached the 
Pole itself. The Terra Nova returned to bring their bodies back to Britain, reaching Cape 
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Evans on 17th January I913. They had experienced temperatures of –34oC,  previously 
unrecorded extremes. 
 
The girl, tall for her age, never forgot the moment. Her father was William Joseph Hodges 
Perkins He had married in Penmark during I904, Jane Kintrea Davis, a school mistress of 
Bristol stock. Dorothy Margaret was the eldest of three children. Barry was a growth region, 
with Empire Free-trade ensuring full employment and a standard of living unknown to many 
in previous decades. Luxuries of the 1850's had become common by the turn of the century. 
Gas and oil were giving way to electricity; the horse was standing aside for the motor car.  
The railways were opening up distant coastlines throughout the land, whilst lodging houses 
and hotels were thronged with family parties. Barry Island – to which my mother had crossed 
in an open boat with sheep aboard, was engulfed in this urbanisation. Whitmore Bay became 
easily accessible, and thousands of visitors particularly from the coal mining communities to 
the north of the county, smelled fresh sea air for the first time in their hard working dangerous 
lives underground.  
 
During the afternoon of 4 August 1914, it was late afternoon when she overheard her father 
say “It is going to be war”. The colonial ambitions of Britain’s German cousins, following 
earlier success in the Franco-Prussian campaign and the assassination of the Archduke 
Ferdinand, heir to the Austro-Hungarian throne, set in motion complete mobilisation. 
 
Employed at the Baltic Exchange in Cardiff, Dorothy’s father followed the “flag” and was 
soon on the Somme where he spent the next four years. Faded post cards and letters in pencil 
bearing the censor's stamp survive to recall something of the mood of the times, the stench, 
the mud, the gas, the horrors. Dorothy missed her father, assuming a form of responsibility for 
her brother and younger sister Betty during this period. Holidays in Newport, and further 
afield, were followed by a boarding school at Cheltenham which she seems to have enjoyed, 
and instilled in her a sense of independence and self-reliance. Her great-grandfather had been 
in the Crimean campaign, a bitter experience for the nation. Known as the ‘Great Grenadier’ 
he had fought at Alma and Inkerman  
 
London 27 January 1855. Colour Sergeant Pool Field Davis affords a most extraordinary 
instance of preservation, defending his colours and that of the regiment, with the utmost 
tenacity. Armed with bayonet and then the butt-end of his musket, the order came from 
Colonel Hamilton to charge, which of course they instantly obeyed forming a line four deep. 
Less than 200 men amongst a sea of thousands of Russians.  
 
Victoria recorded his bravery with an offer of a knighthood or a substantial pension for life. 
The latter he wisely accepted. He retired to Worcester, and died the year before my mother 
was born. In her veins ran Duty, Honour, Empire, and yet, in later years she would often say 
“no wonder people do not like us since we do meddle in other people's affairs”. She kept an 
open mind, but like her father, felt India should have remained a possession. Hindsight 
permitting, perhaps she was right. 
 
France 21st September 1918. “I had Dorothy's post card and will be interested to hear how 
she likes her new school. The news keeps good and I hope the weather will soon alter again to 
give us a better chance. I think the Germans are feeling pretty sick”. Peace returned. Family 
life returned to Romilly Road in Barry. Her father resumed his profession at the Exchange 
and Dorothy helped him, travelling together by train. Soon a new house was acquired at Cog 
Road, on the high ground of Sully, with view of the shipping lanes and a new social life 
developed for his daughter, particularly whist drives and dances. The vogue of the time was 
for “surprise” parties, but these were not encouraged by her socially conventional parents.  
 
All came to an end, with the meeting one evening in the village hall in Sully, when her card 
partner was a young man from Dinas Powis. William Rowe Evans farmed the Argae Farm at 
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St.Andrew having abandoned his desire to become a veterinary surgeon following the death 
of his father in 19I5. The eldest son, with a younger brother David and several sisters, he must 
have been something of a local socialite, enjoying shooting and with his own motor car, a 
great cachet of the period. A strong man, who once threw a stone right over Porthkerry 
viaduct, he and Dorothy toured the point-to-points of the Vale, attended many dances and 
were eventually married at St.Andrews on 8th May 1928.  
 
After a honeymoon at Torquay they went to West Hall Farm at Gileston, a mile or two from 
the sea, and the newly opened Leys golf course. Both were good mixers and soon had a circle 
of friends. A kinsman, Evan Rowland, who lived at Garnllwyd, was on the point of 
retirement, and no doubt the larger farm with an attractive old house, offered the couple an 
opportunity of improvement in every sense. With the generous support of his Uncle Evan the 
tenancy was secured some time during 193I. 
 
Thus began my mother’s long association with Garnllwyd. My father would say “when I first 
saw this farm the grass was so long in the seven acres (valley floor field) that I could not see 
his fat cattle.” What a sensible man Evan Rowland must have been in not over stocking his 
ground, the cause of such environmental damage today. My father had not attended his 
mentor's funeral and this was a matter of the deepest regret until his own death at Garnllwyd 
on 18 February 1972.  
 
When my parents arrived at Garnllwyd there was no indoor sanitation and, for years, we 
children were washed in metal baths in front of the kitchen coal fire. Dorothy and Eva 
Durham would carry buckets of water up from the river below the driveway bridge, whilst 
this we would drink as a normal course of events. The hand-pump water was generally 
regarded as useful for washing down the bailey, an area of flagged stones surrounding the 
back of the house. I well recall the “bath” arriving, an extraordinary sight for a small boy, 
perched high on an open backed lorry.  
 
Piped water must have reached us, yet the outside Ty Bach lavatory, complete with a metal 
Elsan closet, remained a favourite for many years. It was set in it's little tile-roofed house with 
plaster walls, all imbued with a smell of ivy and the rhubarb outside. Dad grew this in vast 
quantities to sell to the miner's holiday camp at Gileston, no doubt through contacts made in 
his West Hall days.  
 
The telephone was fitted too, a very advanced creation and probably one of the first in 
Llancarfan with the simple number: Bonvilston 18. Calls were made by the exchange, run by 
the Palling family in Bonvilston. They had a tendency, no doubt through boredom, to 'listen 
in'. My late sister, years afterwards in the early 50's, was 'going out' with Dr.Peter Jones from 
Barry. Some doubt existed as to the name of the film showing at the Tivoli cinema , and a 
silence descended on their conversation, whereupon a third voice arrived “Oh I know what's 
on” It was Fuzzy Palling (nicknamed by Dad on account of her hair-style) providing a sort of 
help line service! Early phone-tapping!                                        

To be continued in Newsletter 94 
 

 
Snippets from here and there 
 
25 Years ago: Stephen Booker of Redholme Cottage, Llanbethery,  then a Police Cadet, 
received his Duke of Edinburgh Gold Award at Buckingham Palace (Barry and District News 
11th November). What a pity Roy and Mary are no longer with us to remember this. 
 
They all served: a month or two ago I asked several members of the Society whether they 
could help me to compile a list of the men who had fought in WW1 and returned home to tell 
the tale. Gwynne Liscombe responded quickly, to say that there used to be a Role of Honour 
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in the School but he had established that it was lost (I suppose it might yet turn-up in 
someone’s garden shed or loft). Last month, when I catalogued all of the papers, which have 
accumulated since our foundation in 1987, I found an Order of Service for the Consecration 
of the War Memorial and the Roll of Honour, in 1920. This contained a list of 66 names of 
those who also served. Including the 16 on the Memorial, this makes a total of 82 men and 
boys taken from our tiny parish of some 400 people at that time. 
 
Phil Watts has subsequently traced many of the names in the School logbooks, giving us 
information on the age and place of residence of these lads. At some time I shall make this 
into an item for the Newsletter but it might also be a good idea to display the annotated list in 
the Community Hall as a memorial and reminder to future generations. What do you think? 

 
A questions for the Audience: My wife, Sheena, recollects Berty Binding, delivering green-
grocery in Barry with a horse and cart during the 1950s and continuing to do so, perhaps until 
the early 70s. The smallholding called St Aubyns, on Ford Lane, was run by George and Betty 
Binding – I think George was there from about the mid-30s. Were they the same family and 
did they grow the vegetables for the cart? Anyone know? 
 
Milestones According to Randall’s 1960 book, The Vale of Glamorgan, milestones on the 
road from Cowbridge to Aberthaw, are labelled “To the Port of Aberthaw” (page 30). Do any 
of these survive to the present? They would be on the Portway (the modern A48) or on the 
road from the Old Post via Pancross to Aberthaw. 
 
 
Is it a record? by John Etherington 
 
Not many people know this trivial fact, which forced itself on me, whilst drawing some maps 
for Llancarfan: a Vale Village. 
 
The old civil parish of Llancarfan makes contact with thirteen other parishes. If it was 
hexagonal and roughly the same size as surrounding parishes, we would expect no more than 
six. In Glamorganshire, few parishes have boundaries with more than seven or eight others 
and one or two have just three. Why is Llancarfan odd? Look at its peculiar shape. The 
strange extension, from the Caemaen road out to the north of the A48, allows Llancarfan to 
touch two otherwise remote parishes. The main body of the parish is a “spiky” rectangle 
which contacts either very small parishes or parishes which taper to short, shared boundaries. 
This increases the score further. 
 
INSERT PIC - MAP 
 
I don’t expect we will win a place in the Guinness book, but do any of you pub-quiz buffs 
know which parish holds the British record and how many others it shares its boundaries 
with? 
 
Of course, the obvious question to ask is why Llancarfan should be such an odd shape. The 
answer probably lies in the sharing-out of the Fitzhamo empire during the 11th century. 
However, there is a clue. The connection of that odd northern branch of the parish is via the 
Caemaen road: one side abutting Llantrithyd and the other Llanvithyn. Here and there the 
grass verges are inexplicably wide. They would have been even wider when it was no more 
than a cart-track. They look like droving-verges, which allowed stock to be driven quickly 
from place to place and allowed grazing as they travelled. The top corner of the extension 
meets Welsh St Donats parish, which was largely common land prior to Parliamentary 
Enclosure. 
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Mynydd-y-Glew and Ystradowen commons, totalling just over 750 acres, were enclosed in 
1863, one of very few Enclosures Acts for our area. Prior to that, any parish with a boundary 
abutting the common would probably have had grazing rights. The Llancarfan boundary with 
the common was in the vicinity of Shag Down, near the present day Crossways and the 
droving-way past Caemaen would have led directly to it. 
 
 
Mass Dials in the Vale of Glamorgan text by John Etherington; research by Diane 
Morgan 
 
Though I lived in the Vale for almost 25 years, it took me a very long time to discover that St 
Cadoc’s Church Llancarfan and St Mary’s, Penmark each have a pair of Mass Dials incised 
on the stonework of their south-facing walls. Enlightenment came from Diane Morgan a few 
months ago, when she wrote in a letter:- “everyone knows about the Llancarfan Mass Dials”. 
 
Everyone may, but I didn’t! Indeed, to avoid looking foolish, we searched several reference 
books and finally tried the Internet. This located the British Sundial Society (BSS) and an 
article by Peter R Hamilton-Leggett which told me:- 
 
A mass dial is a form of sundial, used in Medieval times to mark the time of services. They are usually 
found on south facing church walls in England. What they originally looked like we are uncertain for 
all that remains is a central hole from which radiate a few lines cut in the stone-work.  
 
At this stage I wrote back to Diane and confessed my ignorance. Her reply included several 
photographs and information, which she and Haydn had collected for the BSS some years 
ago. I thought these were quite an exciting addition to village history and that there must be 
other members who have not seen the dials. The photographs show two of the best-preserved 
dials, one each at St Cadoc’s and St Mary’s.  
 
INSERT PICS – TWO PHOTOS OF MASS DIALS 
 
Unable to escape my scientific background, I made a cardboard dial with a pencil stuck in the 
central hole. On a beautiful September day, it worked perfectly. Identical dials would show 
the same reading at the same time providing they faced south and were within a few miles of 
each other. A very satisfactory way of getting to church on time (on a sunny day). 
 
We referred to Peate’s Clock and Watch Makers in Wales when talking of Henry Williams 
and the other Llancarfan clock-makers. Peate helps again in this case, describing the incised 
mass-dials as scratch-dials, of which he says:- 
 
This type of shadow-clock may be compared with the sundial of which it was a precursor. 
Sundials of various types were used in ancient Egypt, introduced into Greece, and widely 
used in the Greek and Roman Empires. Sundials of Saxon times are found in Britain……Dials of the 
same type but more primitive in design are found on many churches from the 12th to the 15th century, 
and are known as 'scratch ' dials, the hour indicators consisting of lines or holes engraved on the 
stonework of the church.  
 
Frequently there are only one or two "hour" lines unequally spaced, and it is believed that these were 
intended to indicate, not the hour of the day but the time of celebration of one of the offices of the 
church ; these times wore not definitely fixed, but were to some extent at the choice of the individual 
priest : hence the great variety which is found in the number and spacing of the lines. 
 
Hamilton-Leggett has mapped the distribution of all the known British dials. They are 
“centred around the Somerset, Wiltshire and Gloucestershire area, evidence, surely of 
beginning in this part of Wessex.” In company with our Llanvythin “rabbits”, could the idea 
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of the dials have come across the Bristol Channel with the migrant harvesters or with trade, 
back and forth to Aberthaw? 
 
Since writing this note, I have discovered that there are at least two such dials in 
Pembrokeshire. Nona Rees, sub-Librarian of St David’s Cathedral tells me that there was one 
on the porch of the Cathedral (now on a detached stone) and another on a very ancient 
memorial stone on Ramsey Island, a mile or two away. 
 
I can’t refrain from delving out environmental information where it seems to lurk in these 
historical records. A scratch-dial needs a sunny day and one wonders if there were more of 
them? A few clues exist. It is documented that vinyards flourished in parts of the Vale during 
the 12-13th centuries, suggesting that climate might have been a little warmer and dryer. Lack 
of sunshine makes a pretty “sharp” wine. Possibly, even better evidence comes from the 
Cistercian records of the time (Llanvithyn was a Grange of Margam Abbey). Repeatedly, 
honey was mentioned as a particularly valuable forest product, and The Welsh Cistercians 
cites:- 
 
“Acknowledgemants” due of Margam were – a pound of wax each year for Bonvilston Church 
(Williams 1983). 
 
This was almost certainly bees-wax for polishing (candle tallow was not a valuable 
commodity and a pound would not go far). Feral hive bees are found occasionally, even 
today, but the largest modern woodlands would be most unlikely to furnish honey and wax in 
such quantity that it could affect rental and tithe valuation. Perhaps the dial scratchers were 
not so optimistic after all. 
 
 
Footnote - The second photograph, above, shows that the Penmark dial is quite strongly 
overgrown by a yellow lichen (the Society’s Web-site shows this better, as you can see the 
photo’ in colour}. It is difficult to identify lichens in photographs, but it is probably a 
Xanthoria or Caloplacca species. The names don’t matter too much. Lichens are very 
intolerant of serious air- pollution and the presence of these lichens suggests that air-quality in 
this part of the Vale is tolerably good. This goes some way to answering the point about air-
pollution, which David Evans made in Newsletter 87. 
 
Clocks: Iorwerth Peate’s Clock and Watch Makers in Wales has, until now been the main 
source of information for the Vale. There is now a new book by William Linnard, Cardiff 
Clocks: Clock and Watchmakers of Cardiff, the Vale of Glamorgan and the Valleys. Merton 
Priory Press (£14.95 paperback). 
 
 
Llancarfan Welsh Baptist Chapel by Ivy Jenkins 
 
The following lines are taken from the first two pages of an article about the Chapel, penned 
by Graham Jenkin’s mother. This is all that survives of the article, except for a list of 
members in about 1910. Nothing else of the Chapel archive has been traced, so far. I am 
grateful to Graham for letting us see this record. 
 
Mr and Mrs Jehoiada Howells and Mr and Mrs Thomas Hopkins were at Llancarfan when the 
Chapel was formed. They were faithful members, and the following lines were placed by the 
Chapel, on the gravestone of Jehoiada Howells:- 
“Yr oedd yn ddyn cariadlwn, yn gristion” didwyll ac yn “ddeacon defnyddiol am y deng 
mlynedd diweddaf o’i oes.” 
[He was a loving man, a sincere Christian” and “a competent deacon for the last ten years of 
his life”]  
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“Yr oedd iddo air da gan bawb, a chaw y gwirionedd ei hun..” 
[“He was spoken well of by everyone and by the truth itself.”] 
 
Descendants of both the families mentioned above are members of Bethlehem at the present 
time. 
 
Mrs Jane John of Pennon, another very old and faithful member, was a great help to the 
chapel in years gone by. She took her “part” in all Prayer Meetings and Society Meetings. 
The good work she began was carried-on by her son and daughter, Mr Edward John and Miss 
Cecil John of Pennon. Miss John, always a faithful member never failed to bring her baskets 
full of good things whenever anything was taking place at the Chapel. 
 
Pennon, at that time was an open-house for preachers, as many as three being there at the 
same time Pennon is keeping up its name, even to the present day, and all the sisters of the 
Chapel are following in Miss John’s footsteps. Bethlehem has never yet been short of good 
things in any of its gatherings. 
 
Mr and Mrs Llewellyn John of Abernant were also two very faithful members and Mr John 
was very enthusiastic in his prayers. 
 
Mrs Morgan Morgan of Rhoose, was for forty years an earnest, consistent and generous 
member of the chapel. Mr and Mrs David Morgan, brother [and sister in law] of the above 
were also faithful and generous members for upwards of twenty seven years. Mr John 
Morgan, brother of the aforesaid Morgan Morgan and David Morgan was another very 
faithful member. 
Mr and Mrs David Lewis of Moulton were for many years regular and faithful members at 
Bethlehem; David Lewis was very enthusiastic and sincere in his prayers. Mr Thomas 
Edwards and Lewis Edwards were also faithful and regular members, coming from Rhoose 
every Sunday. Also Mr Evan Edwards, Llanbethery. 
 
Mr Lewis Evans, Llantrithyd was another regular and faithful member, walking from 
Llantrithyd every Sunday. 
 
Mr and Mrs William Jenkins, Llancarfan…….. [and here the page ends] 
 
Notes.  
 
A. Robert Lougher, of Llanishen, very kindly translated the Welsh inscription for us.  
B. Jehoiada Howells was born c.1796 and died in 1861 when he was buried in the Chapel 
graveyard.  
C. Ivy Jenkins née Lewis was born in 1899.  
D. Dates are taken from the Howells’ family-tree drawn up by Graham Jenkins.  
E. The list of 38 members of the Chapel is chronologically supported by comparison with the 
1910 Electoral Register (in which only males appear). Many of the names are familiar, down 
to the present day, or from our previous historical writings. They include Griffiths (Evan and 
Susannah), Glan-yr-Afon, Griffiths (Mr and Mrs John) Fern Cottage, McGill (Mr and Mrs 
James),  Ford Farm, Llewellyn Price (then of Lydmore Farm and subsequently New House, 
Moulton), Price (William and Maria) Penylan. Some years ago, the late Les Griffiths, told us 
that, during his time the chapel could not support its own Minister. This list of only 38 
members, if complete, confirms his memory. Les was maternal grandson of the John Griffiths 
listed above. 
 
 
A note on Bethlehem Baptist Chapel Records.  During his researches, Graham Jenkins has 
searched for records of the Baptist Chapel and has been unable to locate more than this brief 
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note despite visits to the County Archive and contact with the Welsh Baptist Union. It is 
possible that the records have been mislaid, rather than destroyed because, as recently as  
1988, the late Les Griffiths wrote:-  “I was made a Deacon and Trustee in the mid-thirties, 
Secretary in 1943, also organist from 1947 until the church had to close in January 1980. I 
placed all documents, letters etc., in the archives in Cardiff, some of them dating back to the 
early years of the life of the church, which would take you much deeper into its history.” 
(Newsletter 16). It seems most unlikely that the documents could have been destroyed once 
they reached the archive. 
 
 
A Picture Postcard from Gwynne Liscombe to the editor 
 
When the world was younger, it was not unheard of for the editor to spend the odd half-hour of a hot 
summer afternoon in the Fox and Hounds with Gwynne Liscombe. For the cool, you must understand. 
 
The great elms of Coed-y-Crinallt stood there then, huge towers of green and black-shadow: the first 
thing seen or heard when the eyes recovered from the white sunlight on emerging from that dark bar. 
Never silent for long, with wind or rooks a part of every day. More than once Gwynne would tell me of 
his early years with the Forestry Commission and then point out the tree at the bottom of Woodlands 
garden just opposite, then still his mother’s home. 
 
It all came flooding back when Gwynne’s holiday card dropped through our letterbox a day or two ago. 
 
Spending a long weekend at Hayling Island. Dilys is Bowling. Phil 
and Ruth also here. I see there is a notice amongst the Planning 
Applications in the local paper to cut down three trees at 
Woodlands. Presumably the big Cypress, opposite the Fox, and two 
Birches in front of the house. 
 
I can age the Cypress. Planted when I had a two-year period 
working for the Forestry Commission. Tree would have been four 
years old in 1951 – so it made 50. Also at the same time planted a 
Larch (now gone) and two Sitka Spruce at Ceffyl Du [then Black 
Horse Land]. How time goes…….. Regards to you both, Gwynne. 
 
Trees make good time markers. The Larch was very close to the deeply excavated driveway at Ceffyl 
Du, but I carefully pruned its upper branches to reduce weight and prevent damage to the wall. It 
survived until about 1993 when the new owner cut it down. I had to fell one of the Spruces in the early 
1980s, infected with Honey Fungus. The other is still be there. The Birch trees at Woodlands bring 
back another memory. They were planted in the early-70s, shortly after Mike Morris came to live there. 
In a way they are a memorial to him. He died tragically in the Himalayas during a climbing-expedition 
in the mid-1980s.  

JRE 
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