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Editorial 
 
When I was a teenager, my father used to get very cross, saying that I “never finished 
anything”! I suppose he was right – I have had so many interests that there seems never to be 
time to do it all. Because of this, I am unconscionably pleased to say that the final parts of the 
Fox and Hounds saga appear in this Newsletter to fill the1940s gap, .  
 
Derek Bryer has written Part VI for us. Derek is the grandson of Charlie and Edith Bryer, who 
ran the Fox and Hounds during the 1940s. Derek went on to work for Hancock’s Brewery, 
and subsequently for Bass Breweries, after the take-over. He has now retired from the 
Managing Directorship of Bass Breweries, Penarth Road Cardiff. Part VII, is a collection of 
notes from Phil Watts, prompted by Derek’s memories, mainly intended to provoke some 
responses from you, the readers. Write to Phil or the editor. 
 
As editor I have been most gratified to receive so many contributions during the past year, but 
I am now in the embarrassing position of having to apologise for the delay in publishing some 
of them! Please be patient, everything will appear in the end. The number of pages has been 
increased to ten in the last few Newsletters and I hope to squeeze an extra Newsletter or two 
into 2000. Thank you all – it is so much better than “scraping the barrel”, which we have done 
at times. 
 
On the same theme, I had promised another item on the parish boundary in this number. Well: 
there is no room, so it also has to wait until Newsletter 96! Some of my own writings have 
been waiting two years! 
 
Annual General Meeting 2000 will be held in the Community Hall on Friday,  March 24 
at 8.00 p.m. Guest speaker, Dr Madeleine Gray will talk  on local history. Tea, coffee and 
“nibbles”. By the way, subscriptions are due, if you have not yet paid-up! 
 
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 
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Llancarfan Society administrative and web-site e-mail:-  
llansoc@llancarfan.f9.co.uk    
 
Web-site:- www.llancarfan.f9.co.uk  
 
Local News 
 
 
Future Events There will be a Llancarfan Society Whist drive on Friday, February 25 at 
7.30 p.m in the Village Hall. A Llancarfan Community Development Association Race Night 
is scheduled for Friday, March 17 in the Village Hall at 7.30 p.m. 
 
Nancy Dobby We have heard, with sadness, of Nancy’s death late last year. Nancy was one 
of the first newcomers to arrive in Llancarfan after WW2. She lived at Brook Cottage and 
then at the Old Bakehouse (see p. 10). 
 
Whist Drive January 21st: Winners were 1st Ladies - Pam Higgs, 2nd Ladies - Ann Ferris, 
Special - Val Lovering, 1st Gents - Alf Everett, 2nd Gents - Derek Porter, Special - Ken 
Glover,  Raffle - Val Lovering.   
 
50 Years ago column in the Barry and District News reminded us that Keith Thomas, of 
Llancarfan, won an open Brackenbury Scholarship, tenable at Balliol College, Oxford. The 
boys of Barry Grammar School were given a half-day holiday to celebrate the achievement. 
 
Reynard A public meeting will have been held by the time this Newsletter circulates. The 
agenda includes an review of recent events, discussion of views on development of the car-
park and a question session. A report will appear in Newsletter 96. 
 
Road closed Whilst a new school classroom is being built, School Lane may be obstructed 
during times of truck and machinery deliveries during the next few  weeks.  The first stage of 
the operation was the demolition of the ruinous toilet block at the end of the school grounds 
(see photograph below). 
 
INSERT PIC 
 
The ruins before demolition. Who remembers an elm tree being felled onto the roof?! Photo by Alan Taylor  
 
The Fox and Hounds, Part VI The late 40s by Derek Bryer 
 
Charlie and Edith Bryer, with their young sons Tom and Jim, took up the tenancy of the Fox 
and Hounds during the period 1945-50. They followed Betty Harris who moved into Hillside, 
next to the Blacksmith’s Shop used by Jehoida Lewis. Betty Harris was a long-standing 
villager and much respected for her beautiful contralto singing voice and abilities as a church 
organist. 
 
The Bryers inherited a wonderful historic inn with, what remains, for me, the most beautiful 
example of a country garden that I can remember.  Significantly, during their tenancy at the 
Fox they added running water, electricity and a cesspit.   
 
As a young grandchild, I remember the wood-smoked bar with the beautiful high-backed 
settles and the worn but well polished tables. The dartboard was adjacent to the fire, and the 
door to the "top room". The "top room" was an erstwhile billiard cum darts room, which was 
only opened on weekends, and for special occasions. This unique room was later converted 
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into the restaurant, which scaled such great heights of gastronomic excellence and widened 
the clientele of this famous old inn.   
 
The Fox, after the war, had a limited range of products to sell to its customers, compared with 
the plethora of services available today.  There were few spirits, just whisky and gin on optic; 
brandy and a little rum from the measure; otherwise it was beer, lemonade, soda, tonic and 
ginger beer.  The beers were in bottle and cask (keg beers and lagers had yet to appear).  
 
The visits of the brewery representatives were always a highlight for the regulars. From the  
Fernvale Brewery came Dilwyn Jones, from the Ely Brewery, Harry Hopkins, and  from 
William Hancocks, Bob Morgan. All three were immense, legendary, characters in the South 
Wales brewing industry.  The steam driven dray mentioned in a previous Newsletter was 
almost certainly one of William Hancocks’ – steam driven transport was used extensively 
from the Penarth Road Brewery in Cardiff. 
 
Public house catering was in its very early stages of development, following the limitations of 
the Second World War. However, Charlie Bryer found cheese and butter in obligingly large 
quantities from the American forces supply store, still in residence at the Bendricks, Barry. 
Pickles appeared from more conventional sources, and bread from the village baker, Tudor 
Liscombe, whose family house was opposite the Fox.   
 
The Bryer's encouraged customers from outside the village. Thursday, Friday and Saturday 
nights were very busy with the "townie" customers attracted by the beautiful village, the 
historic pub - and 1 suspect (up to 1948, with the end of rationing) the irresistible lure of 
copious Cheddar cheese.  One remembers such characters as Mog Kenshhole, the White's 
from the Barry Island Show-ground, Alan Reardon-Smith of the Shipping Line and Reg 
Kemp. 
 
In the days when customer service was a fact, and not a rhetorical use of statistics, my 
grandmother, who was affectionately known as “Ma Bryer”, demonstrated her skills in this 
direction. The most successful was every Tuesday afternoon when she shopped in Barry by 
bus. Her late afternoon customers, travelling home on their bicycles were not forgotten. In 
those days the old barn was still situated at the brook-end of the Fox. Two crates of flagon 
bitter, cheese, pickles and bread were duly laid out in the barn. The careful observer could 
always trace the 4 p.m. disappearance of man and bicycle through the barn door, in the guise 
of Bill Watts of Abernant, Mog Jones, Melvin Morgan, The Green, Bill Rees, Bill Price of 
Pancross and the omni-present wrinkled smile of Tom Shanks. 
 
Ma Bryer's experiment with ice-cream for the children was not, however, a success - she took 
very little money off the children! 
 
Happy, happy days! 
 
INSERT PIC 
 
Edith Bryer, in the centre, with Charlie (in the tie). Melvin Morgan (The Green) is in light shirt, Jim 
Cannan has the pipe and Cliff Morgan beside Edith. Taken in Fox and Hounds garden Photo lent by 
Derek Bryer (see also, article: p. 9) 
 
 
The Fox and Hounds, Part VII. Notes on the late 40s by Phil Watts 
 
Mrs Edith Bryer was the much-loved wife of Charlie who was the part-time licensee of  the 
Fox and Hounds in the late 1940s. Charlie spent the other part of his working day as manager 
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of a Davies Brothers, the builders-merchants in Broad Street, Barry. Derek Bryer says this 
lasted to 1950, but this leaves a gap of two years, to 1952, when Norman Hardy bought the 
pub from David Price Griffiths (see Part III Newsletter 84). 
 
When they finished at the pub, Charlie and Edith moved to Higher End Cottage, Llanbethery. 
Edith subsequently died as a result of a car accident in Caerphilly and, after a while, Charlie 
was remarried to Dorothy Jenkins, who he helped to run the Post Office. 
 
Reg Kemp, was a former licensee of the Mason’s Arms, Llanbethery. Derek is convinced that 
he was also held the license of the Fox for a short time and, perhaps, this explains the two- 
year gap in the record? 
 
Derek’s recollection of the water, electricity and cesspit being installed is puzzling, as mains 
services came to the rest of the village in pre-war years, but it seems possible that David Price 
Griffiths who owned the pub was too mean to pay for connection! Alternatively, it might be 
that there were contractual problems between owner and tenant. The Harris family, tenants at 
the time, may be able to clarify this? 
 
The supplies of butter and cheese serve as a reminder that Bill Rees, at the time was driving a 
lorry for the supply stores of the American Forces in Barry. One must suspect that there was a 
bit of a Black Market economy here! 
 
The Harris family established the tradition of Saturday nights, with much singing, and the 
Bryers continued it. Several buses would come from Barry in the early evening and return 
folk to their homes at around closing time. 
 
Betty Martin (née Harris) told me another story of the days when the Harris family lived at 
the Fox & Hounds. They possessed a belt-driven Douglas motor-bike with a D-shaped gear 
change on the petrol tank which Betty used to ride from the Fox & Hounds to Middle Hill 
(where, by this time Agnes and George Gibbon were living). On one of these occasions it was 
arranged that Betty would transport Aggie from Fox & Hounds to Middle Hill on the 
Douglas. Auntie Aggie preferred to sit on a motor cycle as in an armchair, rather than 
gripping the driver around the waist. Most unfortunately, Aunt Aggie was deposited 
unexpectedly on the footbridge near Pickett's Cottage (Brook Cottage)! Betty, did you have a 
driving licence? - Oh No!!. 
 
Second thoughts 1: The Shag 
 
In Newsletter 95 Gwynne Liscombe told us about his memories of Mr & Mrs Creech keeping 
hot cross buns hanging behind the door. Gwynne has written to say that his memory was at 
fault – the Creech’s lived not at The Shag but at Pen-y-Waun, the cottage on the junction 
about half a mile from Shag on the way to Mynydd-y-Glew. Some years later, this was 
modernised by Haydn and Audrey Lougher (née Morgan of Walterston).  
 
We have received queries about the location of The Shag (or Shag Cottage) and the 
meaning of the name. In Newsletter 34, Mavis Coles wrote: “I always knew the road 
which runs north from Penyrheol Cross to Warren Mill, as Shag Lane. The site of 
Shag Cottage was probably the road junction at the top of the long hill in Shag Lane. 
There used to be a small window at the back, facing the road, where you could stop 
for a glass of lemonade, buy chocolates, sweets and cigarettes.” The cottage is long 
gone, now replaced by a house known as Crossways. 
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One meaning of “Shag”, given by the O.E.D. is descriptive of rough vegetation. Shag 
Down was heather and gorse-covered, rough common land, in the early 1800s so the 
word fits, but it can only be a guess. 
 
Second thoughts 2: Treguff, Church and University 
 
In the last Newsletter, I said that the Lougher family bought Treguff around the time when the 
Church was disestablished, in the 1920s. A reader tells me I was wrong about this, and that 
the Lougher family never bought Treguff. They were tenants of the Church and became 
tenants of the University of Wales when Treguff was transferred into its hands in 1940. It was 
not until the recent sales of Treguff that the farm finally passed out of the hands of the 
University.  
 
Yes, I was wrong, but the events  surrounding the true dates are interesting. Early this 
century, the Anglican Church in Wales was part of the Diocese of Canterbury. A Bill to 
disestablish the Church was introduced to the Commons in 1912, passed in 1913, but rejected 
by the Lords. The Commons  passed it again in 1913 and 1914, and the Welsh Churches Act 
(1914) finally received the Royal Assent in that year. By this time we were at war, and 
implementation of the Act was delayed until 1920 (John Davies, History of Wales, 1992, 
Lane). 
 
Disestablishment generated violent controversy for religious and political reasons but also 
because it involved disendowment. The late Charles Shepherd wrote about the high feelings 
aroused by the Act, in  Newsletter 35. Implementation of the Act, transferred Church lands in 
Llancarfan, to the University of Wales but, for reasons, which the editor doesn’t understand, 
the transfer was not made until 1940.  
 
The following farms changed hands, by an Order of Transfer, dated 29th July 1940, under the 
Welsh Churches Act 1914 (details from deeds of Black Horse Land now Ceffyl Du). 
 
Farm Tenant Farm Tenant 

Treguff T. Loughor (sic) Pennon (sic) Mrs A. Bowen 

Llanvithyn W.R.Maddock Penylan Mrs M.Price 

Pancross V.J.Thomas Middlecross I.W.Davies 

 
If anyone can throw a bit more light on the delay between implementation of the Act, in 1920, 
and the transfer in 1940, please let us know.  
 
Dorothy Margaret Evans of Garnllwyd 1905–1999. Part III 
by David Evans. Continued from Newsletter 94 
 
During the War-years we had German and Italian prisoners working in guarded gangs 
ditching at the various, required spots. One, Tony, became a firm friend. He had been a U-
boat seaman and would have liked to have remained at Garnllwyd, but naturally left to seek 
out his 'lost' family in Germany. I have his photograph in uniform in my study and have often 
thought to trace his whereabouts. Once he made, and gave me a ship in a blue glass bottle. 
Both sides became victims of the absurd theatre of war and political error.  
 
Llancarfan carried the spirit of the conflict. Home Guard was established with my father 
wearing a narrow brown khaki hat when on duty. Part of his role was to carry secret messages 
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through Garnllwyd Wood to Whitton Rosser, the code being placed upon special edible paper 
Being of a somewhat nervous disposition he rarely delivered, sensing the enemy at intervals 
in the darkness of the holly trees and thick cover up there. Colonel Liscombe was in overall 
command, which did not greatly appeal to my self-determining father in his vigorous forties. I 
always wondered if the nine years credit, taken for bread after the war had some deeper 
intention from those anxious years.  
During the war, and increasingly as hostilities developed, life changed too with many new  
faces from far-off lands like Canada arrived. Garnllwyd  would be packed with servicemen 
invited home from the village after an evening at the Fox and Hounds, to play darts or a game 
of skittles. High in my room I could hear the laughter far below. The black market as in all 
lands under such circumstances was rife. Food was short and strictly rationed. Farmers were 
well placed and many a pig, calf or sheep was quietly killed to ease the need of others. At 
least one prominent dignitary from Cardiff was a frequent beneficiary, always having the 
finest portion of spare-rib. On one occasion, Dorothy had to hide in a stone cupboard room at 
Garnllwyd, with two sheep destined for clandestine supplies, when officials arrived without 
warning one evening. We could see their car lights on the hill! 
 
Petrol was extremely difficult, as was actual travel so it made sense to support those at the top 
of these matters in case of some emergency one-day. Different days and a different world. 
The rent at Garnllwyd was £I75 every six months (under £7 a week) whilst our longest 
staying farm worker, Fred lzom, who lived rent free in the unconverted Llanfithyn Mill with 
his wife and three daughters, had £4-50 each week in 1948. Alternate Saturday afternoons off 
and one weekend a month, from memory. He had only one eye, lost to a German bayonet he 
said, yet he would enter the fearsome Friesian bull-pen without a pause, feed the animal and 
poke about with its bedding, something which no one else would have dared to attempt. He 
left after perhaps 8 years to work in a jelly-making factory in Liverpool, an extraordinary 
course of events; I had always thought he loved cleaning drains and ditches.  
 
When he first arrived, a moving figure in dense fog clad in a vast khaki army great coat, he 
responded with alacrity to Dad's questions as to his  skills with hedging, thatching and so on, 
none of which he could really undertake. A good and kind man.  “Nice to be on terra-cotta”,  
he would say when he came down from a high load of corn sheaves or a tall hay load.  
Always cursed the Arabs, and threw stones at the singing Nightingale, then found in the 
orchard below his house. Short of income and cold no doubt, he would help himself to coal 
and corn at intervals. These were hard times for people. I can still hear his comments when a 
patient of  Peter Jones might be a cause for concern “never mind Peter, he'll soon what's sur 
name”.  
 
A Bristolian cousin of my mother, had also lost his only boy in the Far East: Paul Davis, who 
had cycled to Garnllwyd with Geoffrey one warm afternoon during leave in early I939. His 
father Bertram Davis was something of an intellectual, being given an Honorary Doctorate of 
Bristol University and the Freedom of that old City. He was Portugese honorary Vice-consul 
for his service to the wine trade, between our two countries, long-time allies. Uncle Bert was 
a great favourite with mother and with us children too, coming to see me at school in Bristol, 
a tall lonely figure in a long blue mackintosh. 
 
As a boy in the early 1940's 1 well recall asking mother what could the Western Mail print 
when the war was over. All I had seen were reports of conflict and the ebb and flow of battle 
graphically illustrated with bold outline maps. Her reply was unrecorded!  Memory of course 
is curiously selective. 
 
Peace returned and Geoffrey my new brother was born in 1945.Dad took me birds-nesting, 
saying  “always crouch down and look through at the sky- to spot the nests. Hence was born a 
lifetime’s interest in ornithological research. We picked blackberries from dense brambles in 
the deep cutting that ran towards The Talbots, and down which horses drew waggons, with 

PDF created with pdfFactory trial version www.pdffactory.com

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


blue wooden spokes and funny wooden hanging brakes, laden with oat sheaves. It was a 
miracle any stayed on, between the stout trebles either end. After my father died, mother 
adjusted to a long widowhood of some 27 years enjoying a quiet life-style but she missed the 
'farming callers'. Vivian Thomas of Pancross occasionally visited and they would reminisce 
and lunch together at the Fox and Hounds. The fine Friesian herd was sold in 1985 and 
Dorothy missed the cows but didn’t fret. Hers was an age of acceptance events and, like her 
contemporary, Cecil Beaton, whom I once met, had the rare ability to make every day or visit 
seem like a birthday. 
 
INSERT PIC 
 
The library service provided a vital literary life-line and now she could read openly whereas 
in my father's day she would retire with her book, placing it tactfully under her pillow when 
he entered, after the wireless had ceased to offer anything of interest.  
 
INSERT PIC  
 
Dorothy with “one of her beloved gin and tonics” (above) and carrying out a site-inspection 
during alterations to the cowshed at Garnllwyd  (below). 
 
Garnllwyd was her fortress. “This is my place”, she would say and indeed she often expressed 
a wish in her last years to die there. A cruel twist of fate prevented this natural wish. And she 
removed to The Hollies on September 9th 1998, and died within a year. How difficult it has 
been to write of one's own mother, faded photographs, o1d treasured letters with such a 
distinctive hand. “I cannot read your writing, Dorothy, but I can play it.” wrote her Uncle 
Bert.  
 
In retrospect her overall philosophy could be described as sustain and abstain, whilst she 
tended to pursue a populist course quietly tempered with her own shrewd judgement to assess, 
but not to decide. She admired business acumen, but had no interest in finance, which was an 
almost unique ambivalence. Her politics were unprejudiced conservatism. Each birthday she 
received a card from the late incumbent, Raymond Gower MP; and this would ensure her 
personal support at the election booth. Dorothy was sceptical of those seeking power over 
reason and dismissed executives as mere clerks. Perhaps Johann Wolfgang von  Goethe had 
my mother in mind when he wrote 'Every day look at a beautiful picture, read a beautiful 
poem, and if possible say some reasonable thing'. The luminous language of colour and light 
inspired her interest in art. Originals were not vital to her collecting instinct. A calendar 
reproduction framed by Gordon Mills in Barry, provided it had freshness and spontaneity 
would suffice. It was her successful self-acceptanc that evolved to become her greatest 
success  
 
Dorothy lies in Llancarfan’s yew-lined church yard. Like all of us she had her faults perhaps. 
“These field rights of way were designed for the postman and the baker, not for people to 
merely walk across.”  she would often say. But I would rejoin “folk must walk somewhere.” 
“Then let them walk in the streets.” was her response. In a sense I can understand her attitude, 
yet in another way it was an extraordinarily selfish view-point. If people asked, of course it 
was quite different, and very assistance would be forthcoming including the possibility of 
sharing one of her beloved gin and tonics - Booths or Gordons. How she would have enjoyed 
seeing and talking with so many very kind friendly people who had known her at some stage 
of her long life on that quiet moving  afternoon on  the  8th September last. Moving away 
from the earth of one's youth is a challenging prospect, but at a high personal sacrifice for one 
loses touch with so many sound folk whose own parents had known one another years and 
years before. All mothers are beautiful, and mine most certainly was. 
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1914-1918: Llancarfan at War  - Gwilym Robert Lougher 
 
Gwilym R. Lougher was the son of William and Mary Ann Lougher of Llanvithyn. He was 
born in 1880 and appears on the 1891 Census, aged 11, Scholar. Most of the young men on 
the War Memorial died in their ‘teens or twenties, and cannot be traced in this way. Prior to 
the War he was believed to have been in the Glamorgan Yeomanry and this is supported by 
his record in “Soldiers Died—“ which describes him as a Territorial. 
 
Gwilym died in Cairo during 1917, aged 37, but we have surprisingly little information about 
his earlier life. The late Dr Evan Thomas was married to Gwilym’s sister Edith, but his 
writings for the Newsletter, set at Llanvithyn just after the Great War, contain no reference to 
his recently dead brother in law. William’s wife, Mary Ann, had also died in 1918 from the 
influenza pandemic, which took more lives than the WW1 itself. (Newsletter 8 1988). It 
seems odd that Gwilym was not mentioned. 
 
Gwilym was married and his wife’s maiden name was Howell, a family believed to be from 
Boverton. We do not know if he left any children or how he died. In the circumstances it 
seems more likely that his death was from disease or accident rather than enemy action but 
this is pure speculation. Gwilym’s brother, Walter David (Wally) succeeded to the tenancy of 
Llanvythin and the family remains in Llancarfan to this day. 
 
If you are unfamiliar with First World War history, as I was when I started researching these 
articles, you will be surprised to find that:- “By the beginning of 1916 more than quarter of a 
million men from Great Britain, India and Australasia were concentrated in Egypt --- most 
were quartered around Cairo, Alexandria and along the canal.” Passage through the Suez 
Canal was “second in importance only to the safety of the United Kingdom itself.” (A. 
Palmer. 1998. Victory 1918 Wiedenfeld & Nicolson) 
 
In Memory of G R LOUGHER, Lieutenant 
Quartermaster, Welch Casualty Clearing  
Station, Royal Army Medical Corps, who died on 
Friday, 21st September 1917.  

Commemorative Information. CAIRO WAR MEMORIAL CEMETERY. Egypt. This 
cemetery is within the Old Cairo cemetery area, which is situated approximately 5 kilometres 
south east of the centre of Cairo.  
Historical Information:  At the outbreak of the First World War Cairo was the Headquarters 
of the British garrison in Egypt, and the principal Military Hospital was in the Citadel at Cairo 
(built in the 12th century). With Alexandria, the city became the main hospital centre for 
Gallipoli in 1915, and throughout the War it dealt with sick and wounded from the Army in 
Egypt, and later in Palestine. Many British, Commonwealth and Allied Military Hospitals 
were set up in and around Cairo during both World Wars, as well as hospitals for Prisoners of 
War. The unused ground was utilised for burials of the 1939-1945 War. There are over 2,000, 
1914-1918 and more than 300, 1939-1945 war casualties commemorated in this cemetery as 
well as a small number of non-war graves. 
 
I am grateful to Robert Lougher (Llanishen) for details of Gwilym’s marriage and to Bob 
Sanders for the information from Soldiers Died in the Great War 1914-19 (CD version). 
Commemorative & Historical Information from Commonwealth War Graves Commission. 
 
Post World War II Days in Llancarfan Les Harrhy talking to Phil Watts 
 
Les says he came to Llancarfan in 1948, having met his future wife, Joan, at a dance in 
Caerleon. Joan was working in Newport at this time.  
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He arrived in Llancarfan on a Saturday at the home of George and Margaret Palling, 
Pembroke House, (opposite the Fox), to start work on Monday morning as a Council road-
man working in his father-in-law's road gang. Also in this gang were Ivor Weight, Chapel 
House, (Deputy Foreman); Edgar John,Corner House; Ernie Love (wooden house on 
Walterston Road, formerly a school-building at Cadoxton, Castria bungalow); Melvin Price 
and Eddie Hanson of Llantrithyd, and Benny Clark, Bryn Iola, Pen-Onn, now living in 
Penmark, and Johnny Elward, Pantffynonau.  The area-foreman, at this time, was Ollie 
Richards of St. Athan.  
 
This Council gang covered all the roads of Llancarfan Parish lying between Five Mile Lane, 
Moulton to Whitton Lodge, Llancadle to Treguff, St. Hilary, Llantrithyd to A48 and, 
Penyrheol Cross to Llancarfan. They were responsible for verges, ditches, grass-cutting on 
banks and many open spaces. A speciality of their work would be, after stormy weather, 
dispatch to all the spots liable to flooding, taking a shovel and using a bicycle for transport.  
 
Council road-men often spoke to farmers regarding hedges overhanging the road and, if there 
was no response, it would be followed by a letter from the Council. Les recalls many of the 
local inhabitants of Llancarfan having a few fields, cows, pigs and chickens to supplement the 
family income. His father-in-law, George Palling at this time was using Great House land and 
sheds (now where The Grange and Culvery stand). George could be seen carrying hay on his 
back from his hay mow near to Glan-yr-Afon in front of New Mill, to the sheds on Pancross 
Road - with a chuckle Les says - "You could only see his legs. It should have been a neatly 
tied truss of hay (before the time of the hay baler)". 
People milking cows and selling milk (taken by Melhuish Milk Lorry, Cardiff Dairy) were Lil 
and Bill Evans, Broadhayes, Betty Harris, formerly of the Fox & Hounds, using Cross Green 
sheds, George Palling, Melvin Morgan, The Green. David Griffiths, Glan-yr-Afon kept store 
cattle and a cow for the house. George Palling kept pigs and he was allowed to use the barn 
that formerly stood on the Fox & Hounds car park almost opposite to the Wesleyan Chapel. 
Owen Richards from Moulton would come to kill the pig and it would be hung in a stone shed 
where the Fox & Hounds kitchen now stands.  
 
At this time Mrs. Bryer and Charlie Bryer were running the Fox and it was very busy. The 
post-war years saw many folk returning from the war wanting to enjoy themselves. Country 
folk mixed well with the visitors from Barry. The Fox ran a darts team, the village had a 
cricket team and the Church ran whist drives and dances. Forty or 50 people would attend 
whist drives in the Church Hall every Friday night run by Mr & Mrs Alf Gibbon and later by 
Doris Watts.  
 
Dart Players were Melvin Morgan, Bill Rees, Mog Jones (Gowlog), Cliff Morgan, Bill Evans 
and Bill Watts, joined by people from Barry like Reg Kemp, Norman Bowles and Mog 
Kenshole who had a bakery business on Barry Island. Reg Kemp had a auto-electric business 
behind Barry Hotel and Norman Bowles, a garage off Barry Road. 
 
Pranks were common in the Fox, George Palling was keeping a litter of pigs in the Fox & 
Hounds Sheds. One of the local farm workers by the name of Gerry Singleton, Ford Cross, 
was able to catch one of these young pigs and place in Mog Kenshole’s van (nobody locked 
vehicles in those days). This was a Saturday night. This meant a trip back to Llancarfan on 
Sunday morning to bring the pig back and an excuse to have an illegal pint or two in the Fox. 
Sunday opening was then a long way off! 
 
Reg Kemp would often complain of the cloudy beer. One night, after his complaint, he 
exchanged a pint of his cloudy beer for a pint made up from the drip tray - Reg says it was 
much better. Reg later became licensee of Masons Arms, Llanbethery. Food rationing was 
still in place at this time, cigarettes were in limited supply, but Ma Bryer always kept her 
regulars well supplied (See Derek Bryer’s Fox & Hounds VI article in this Newsletter). 
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Les remembers that wages, for a roadman, were about £4 per week certainly less than £5. So 
the bacon ham and pork, the eggs from the chickens, milk from the cows was very helpful to 
the family income. Unfortunately Les and Joan were unable to continue living at Pembroke 
House. George and Margaret Palling had died and the tenancy could not be passed on, so 
another job had to be obtained, with a house. Les found employment as a farm-worker with 
Sir Julian Pode, Bonvilston, and lived in the farm cottages known as Glanmorfa, on the 
Abernant to Penyrheol road. Les stayed for six years before moving on to Sheepcourt 
Cottages to work for Trithydd and David Evans at Village Farm, until they gave up farming.  
 
Les then went to work in the Ely Paper Mill and moving to the house of Annie Palling (the 
Coal), called Rose Cottage, opposite Aubrey Arms. Annie Palling was associated with Edgar 
Evans who brought the Evans Brothers to Shepherds Garage (Ritchie and Trevor). Edgar 
Evans had one arm and came to Bonvilston from the Rhondda.  
 
Les now lives in St. Athan with his second wife Annita. Joan died some years ago and a seat 
commemorating her life stands outside St Cadoc’s church porch.  
 
Two places of business, Ritchie’s Garage and Fox & Hounds, that had good times in the post-
war years have succumbed to the desire for planning permission for houses.* It is a strange 
coincidence that Les's life has seen him with a connection to the Ritchie’s Garage in 
Bonvilston and the Fox & Hounds in Llancarfan. Les's life has changed, all our lives have 
changed including his sons Robin and Peter born in Llancarfan and Richard, in Bonvilston. 
They have all lived and loved their rural connections. Les tells me when the Society 
Newsletter arrives he reads that before anything else. Many thanks to our Editor.  
 
* In the last Newsletter we reported the saving of the Fox & Hounds, which has been bought 
by a Llancarfan village consortium to safeguard its future. 
 
Memories prompted by Nancy Dobbie including those of Nancy herself, David 
Evans and John Rowland 
 
On page two we record the death of Nancy Dobbie, who died at Nether Wallop Nursing 
home, in November. 
 
David Evans wrote from France to tell us this, and recollected that: “She and husband Dick 
were the original first settlers in the village, and were great friends of my parents.” 
 
“Nancy 'converted' the Bakehouse, as we called it, in 1956, perhaps after Baker Jack Durham 
had died. I remember Eva Durham and her sister Edith, Jack’s daughters, rushing up to 
Garnllwyd after the land mines had dropped (see below) shouting  'The king and queen have 
fallen on top of mother and father!'.  Durham, an extremely nice old fellow had a great framed 
portrait of Edward VII and Alexandra of Denmark, above their vast bed, and all were in direct 
blast-waves of the land mine which we all saw coming down into the river by parachute one 
moon-lit wartime night.” 
 
Nancy wrote an item for Newsletter 13, 1988. It reflects her whimsical sense of humour 
which I am sure she would have been the first to want associated with her departure from life. 
 
Nancy wrote: “I first visited Llancarfan in 1950, when I used to ride an old horse I kept at 
Cwm Ciddy, to be shod by Mr Lewis. We bought Brook Cottage in 1954. Later, in 1956 we 
bought the Old Bakehouse for £270!  
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Bill Evans [David Evan’s father] kindly gave me a runt piglet which used to sit by the fire 
with Rockey, our Boxer. It followed me everywhere and we used to take it in the car with us. 
One evening (after Cowbridge Market) we called at the Old Post. Two farmers were sitting 
either side of the fire. The landlord asked me to bring Pig in - I put her down at the side door, 
she followed me in and went straight over to the fire. The two farmers looked at Pig, then at 
each other, quickly supped their ale and left! We departed from Llancarfan on January 1st, 
1968, taking with us many happy memories.” 
 
The episode of the landmines was described in Newsletter 21 & 22, 1991, by the late John 
Rowland (ex Ty To Maen):- “Two one-ton parachute mines fell at Llancarfan on the night of 
28-29 April 1941, one on the sloping field below Llanfithyn drive, roughly opposite the 
Bakehouse. The second fell in the river [almost opposite the bend in the road north of Ty To 
Maen], removing several trees and making a deep water-filled crater. The field was buried in 
mud and rock and, had the mine fallen the previous night, would have destroyed our entire 
dairy herd. It was always, thereafter, called the "landmine field" (though of course they were 
adapted sea mines of cylindrical type, about 8 feet long overall).” 
 
Bees wax  
 
Ignorance is bliss – or a lurking trap – depends how you look at it. In Newsletter 93, we 
recorded, the “pound of wax each year for Bonvilston church” as a due from Margam Abbey 
The Editor carelessly included the throw-away comment that this would have been beeswax 
“for polishing”.  
 
Since then I have read  “Early English Beekeepers” (Crane & Walker, 1999, Local History 
29,3). They record some relevant facts:-  
 
Beeswax was used for candles in churches “as a symbol of the virginity of Mary … from the 
time of Ambrose, Bishop of Milan [4th c.]”; “Beeswax candles were a significant part of the 
allowances to great offices of state.”; “even candle ends were a valuable perquisite….up to 
the time of George III”. 
So it might have been for polish, but it now seems more likely that it was for candles – any 
idea, you church historians out there? 
 
Bells, Pulleys and Presents When Barbara Milhuisen  renewed her subscription, she wrote to Phil 
Watts saying she had bought one of the elm pulleys, from St Cadoc’s belfry. Barbara enquired how the 
pulleys had been mounted, and what their function was. Barbara has presented the pulley to brother 
Clive, as a birthday present (age secret!). 
 
Phil explained that the pulleys guided the top end of the bell-ropes through the wooden bell-frame. 
They survived the ravages of time, beetle and the dismantling team, after which they were reclaimed, 
polished and mounted by Jim Veysey, to be sold in aid of  St Cadoc’s funds. 
 
In full circle ringing, a bell swings through almost 360o. The wooden pulley guides the rope, when the 
bell is upended, ready for the hand-stroke. As the bell swings downward, the rope disengages from the 
groove in the pulley. The bell continues its swing upward on the other side and then, on the return, the 
rope is pulled back onto the pulley as the bell sets-up ready for the next hand-stroke. Sounds technical 
but Phil sent me a diagram! No room for it I’m afraid. 
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