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roeso, Welcome, Kia Ora

Now, in my twi[igﬁt years, 1 have enjo ed Erusﬁing back the cobwebs of time to reveal dormant memories. 1

ﬁoye you will erg’oy my humorous recollections of growing ;}7 in a small town in Wales Jurir;lg the 40’s and 50’s.

Recorc{ing and re[iving yesterafay’s memories is fun; rekin fing ﬁajojoy moments qf my childhood, memorise cf
my family, friends and as time inevitability moved on, leaving home to make my own way in [ife.

1 ﬁcyoe my story will encourage readers to record their own story, thus creating a }aersona[ J’oumaf
and insigﬁt into their own famify’s ﬁistory. How often do we hear ‘oh 1 wish 1 could remember what
Grandma said tﬁey did...’ so here is your cﬁa[[enge; jot down some of your own recollections Eefore it
is too late.

7 have dedicated A Brush with Love Life and Laugﬁter to my ﬁve year old great-great- gmncfson, jacﬁ Tawy, of
Manchester, UK, in the fw}ae that when he reaches my age, he too will have ﬁm wm’ting about his own ex}aeriences -
now wouldn’t that be ﬁm to read)




he windows were tota([y blacked out, both at our home
and a(ong every house on the terraced street, not a
gﬁmmer 0 ﬁ’g t broke the blackness of the night. It was
art of the British war effort, to minimize the abilit
(f the Luﬁwcﬁa navigators to identify landmarks as the guicfec[
their planes towards their targets. On this m’gﬁt their yfaynes droned
over{ejacf, foffowing the Welsh coastline towards their target el ﬁty
miles N.E of Caernarfon, their aim to blitz the Liwnjaoof cﬁ)cgs.

Below, at 20 William Street, Caernmfon a singfe bulb cast the
shadows of the fronc{s cfang(in from the rim of the Victorian
fam}asﬁacfe onto the s_parsefy urnished bedroom the sfoping cei[ing
and the black blinds. The wardrobe’s mirrored door rejTectea( the
]oicture of our neigﬁﬁour Eencﬁ’ng over the bed where my mother
strugg[e(f to give birth to her second son - me!

And so started illfwyn’s association with the 1940’s and the stories
?[ the times, 1 ﬁoye you will erg’oy sﬁam’ng the J’oy (y( love ﬁfé and
augﬁter that it Erougﬁt

Caema@consﬁire is situated in the North West ?f Wales and se}oamtec(
By the Menai Straits from ?lng[esey. The sandbanks and tidal waters
of the Straits ec{ge the contoured coastal p(ains, whilst Caema@con’s
massive thirteenth century castle dominates, guard’ing the south
western entrance of the cglc/mne[ f(lnc[u(ating hills rise to the east,
ﬁosting small w’[[ages and fm’ms; the s[cyaes continue to climb stee [y
u]owarcfs to join the moocfy clouds and the craggy faces of Snowdg:u'a.

The town has a yopu[ation of some ten thousand mainfy Welsh
syeaﬁing peoyﬁz, and the street where 1 was born lies in a shallow
smoléy valley, where the [ong row cf terraced homes [ines both sides.
Individuall }Jaintec[ coloured doors marked the aﬁﬁ(erence of each
home wﬁicﬁvsﬁarecf the soot-darkened brown bricks and blue slate roqf
with its neig%oun






um’ng my childhood the sales yarcfs and a (argf/%e[cf

were situated J’ust beyond the end wall Zf the a joim’ng

street. Here the cattle and sﬁee}o fmm the surroundi’ng

arms were temporary gmzec{ Eefore the week’s auction.

At the cross roads where the two streets met, stood the massive Seilo
Methodist cﬁa}ae(, furtﬁer afong William Street the next outstamfing
landmark, was Tommy Chips Siop . The fish shop where we could buy
a pennies worth o Eattered}meﬁs Joresenteaf ina newspaper cone was
situated at the bottom of Queen Mary Street, there the worn c&;orstq)s
of the houses were built at tﬂirty ﬁve c[egrees to the _pavement to
accommodate the slope.

The stony Jafa ing yarc[s of the e[émentary and jum’or schools shared
the far end OJf‘t{
tannery. As kids, our faces locked between the iron Jaa[ings of the [arge
ate, we would watch the men wearing [ong rubber g[oves and aprons,
salt and stack the hides on top of one another. Later tﬁey would hose
down the blood and remaining gore into the River Cadnant, joinin
the straw and animal droppings from the sales yards. Combined they
would ﬂow past the back of the homes to eventua[[y emerge in the
harbour, not far from where we swam.

The old stone schools with fong ﬁigﬁ windows, unsealed cfusty wooden
ﬂoors and a smattering cf radiators, were a guamnteecf source of colds
for all the children come winter, cfes_pite the comyu&ory brown ca]osufe
@( cod liver oil we were mana(atory given each moming. Warmin,

up exercises would qﬁen see us formecf into rows, cfistinguisﬁecf Bg
coloured faﬁric [00}95 cfmpecf over our shoulders and walked out onto
the yanfs. Sim}afe exercises [ike ]’um ing and cfa}a}aing hands over our
heads and toucﬁing one’s toes would fo[fow ngore some comﬁpetitive

element was introduced. Leaw’ng one woncfem’ng whether the exercises

were conducted as much for the benefit of the teachers as it were for
the }Ju})ifs. On returning to the classes, a [ittle warmer, the younger
}Ju}nfs would wijoe clean their slates and use chalk to practice their
handwriting. The older junior scribes would show their progression
cﬁjqping wooden sﬁaﬁecﬂ nibs into the inkwells and invaria [y
marﬁing their distinction to everyone with blue-black ﬁngers.
Comjouters and such things were onfy imaginea( in the fag[e comics
as Dan Dare took oﬁc in gis rocket on his journeys cf adventure to
conquer space.

The rented homes sheltered mainfy oor fami(ies, yet tﬁey were
rich in their com})anionsﬁi}) and the support ne;gﬁﬁouring fami[ies

1Y erecf to one anotﬁer. ﬂ-ﬁ)usewi\/es were}arou ancf 6“51:66[

he street their corners adjacent to Hughes’s f? infested “themselves ‘brasso-ing’ the Yale locks, brass knockers, and letterboxes

chom which the ke ﬁung), until tﬁey gﬁaamec{ gofcf - and on their
knees, hair in curé/fs and held in Joface Ey a turbaned scmf as tf in
prayer, would blacken the we[coming worn slate cfoors?. The sﬁim’ng
clean windows were also testament to their ym’cfe, the m}oecf lace
curtain ensured Jam’vacy whilst creating a Eacﬁc[my for the windowsill
upon which sat a favourite cmtique or ﬁn’n, }erasing the ﬁousemfe
and curious walkers as tﬁey passec{ By a[ong the _pavement.

FEach house was identical in construction with two rooms up and two
down and a narrow staircase ﬁaac[ing from the [oﬁﬁy. The downstairs
rooms com}oromisecf the ﬁving area and the front room; the latter
reserved for speciaf occasions, funem[s and the rent collector.

Outside at the back a lean-to kitchen and toilet, and on the
whitewashed walls resided the tin bath and wasﬁing board. The [ittle
courtyarcf also hosted a ﬁeavy cast iron mangﬁa and [eam’ng against
the corner was a ﬁunafrecf—weigﬁt Bag of rationed coal.






onday was washday and the tin bath was filled with

hot water from the kettle and t?]oecf up from the

brass tap i the yard. The clothes would be soaped

and then ruﬁﬁeg and scrubbed up and down along the
m’o@es of the g[ass washboard; wasﬁing machines were unheard of. The
hard work would continue, squeezing and ﬁeaw’ng ﬁeavy ﬂanne&atte
sheets, guicﬁng them tﬁrougﬁ the rollers whilst turm’ng the mangﬁz’s
cast iron wheel. Then mother’s raw hands would use the gipsy carved
wooden pegs to ﬁang the wasﬁing onto the clothesline, ﬁoisting it up
with a forﬁec{ stick to catch the wind. ‘Unfortunate[y, rain was not
unusual and then the washing would be brought in and placed onto
the wooden horse. This ﬁung on Jauf[éys above the 're]aface, acfc[ing
furtﬁer to the a[reacfy cfamp environment and a further excuse for the
wallpaper to brown and peel at the corners.

Sunday was the weekly bath day and the tin bath would be relocated
in front qf the fireplace. The black kettle would boil on the fire

and would be used to replenish and warm the shared water. No
bottles of shampoo to choose from - just coarse carbolic soap which
invariably got into the eyes causing strong protest, ensuring you were
accompanied by blood shot eyes as gou made your way around the

corner to cﬁaye(, in yOHT Sumfay est.

There were Jmﬁfic bathrooms with s(ot—o]oemted doors underneath

the jouﬁfic [iﬁmry, which 1 think my mother sometimes used, but 1
never got to experience that luxury. Neither was a visit to the outside
loo any more (uxurious, as the inevitable task qf Wi}aing one’s bottom
was achieved with the square scissored Joieces of the @ai(y Herald,
ﬁmjooonec[ with a nail to afangfe on the back of the ricﬁety wooden door.

The ﬁrqo[ace was our source of energy for supper; we would be allowed
to poke the cinders of the frugal fire alive. With a hunk of bread
gpearecf onto the extendable toasting ork it wasn’t [ong before we

were s'pread’ing the resu[ting toast with a thick [ayer cf lard spm’nﬁﬁecf

from the de
fami[y would go for a wall

ﬁsﬁing boats were in we woulc uy some ﬁerrings to take home.

with sa[t, and if we were very, very, fucEy, our supper would be
accom}mniec[ Y hot cocoa with sugar too!

Come winter, a pot (yf stew “lob scows’” bubbled away for Jays on the

ﬁrego(ace with more vegetaﬁ[es Eeing added daily to make it ﬁnger

(onger, Tooc{genemffy was 5601’1', ancfmy mother WOU[C(SCLVQ tﬁe

}Jacﬁets of rationed Tate & Ly[e sugar to bottle fruit in season and

make J’am. Q;ggs were joicﬁfeaf, and my mother would (ﬁen Euy tr;pe
icated tripe szgo, Sometimes fof[owing Sunofay school the
, Stopping for a chat, or, 1f Ey chance the

?(fter dad had returned ﬁom the war, 1 would accompany him to the
allotment where he grew a (arge range o vegetaﬁ(es, and late in the
evening, ﬁaving ﬁm’sﬁec[ their toil, his fellow gardeners would sit in a
circle on old u})enc{ecf ammunition boxes to discuss joofitics or share a
story or two as tﬁey Jouﬁfecf on their Woodbines.

Sencfing me to the baker would inevitaﬁ[y get me into trouble, as

on returning home ﬁaw’ng mined most of the fresh bread, 1 would
turn the tunnelled ojf%m’ng towards the wall in the ﬁoye it would go
unnoticed! ‘My brother was never imyressecf with the holie olf%m’ng 1f
he missed out on his toasted supper.

Most m’gﬁts we would read or y[ay cards or [isten to Galw Garr

T ryfcm (Calling Detective Garry T ryfan) on the wireless, wﬁicﬁy
inevitabl ﬁac{% ﬁt cf cmcﬁfing cfum’ng the climax. In response

we woulc sfajo the wooden cabinet (decorated with a fogo of a c[og
[istening intently to a megayﬁone), in the ﬁope of returning on to the
station and ﬁnd%/ng out who had ‘done it"! When the programme was
over everyﬁoefy went to bed ear[y in an endeavour to save the rationed
coal. Winters were cold, and snow on the un-insulated slate roofs
would find my brother and 1 ﬁgﬁting for the shared ownersﬁg’o (f the
grey [ankets on the small double Eajooé mattress sup}oortecf Y the
twanging goring bed.






ﬁe war ﬁacf C1"€dt€€[ consicfemﬁfe 5601"1'0@65 (ZHC[ as a

YeSU[t most commocfities were mtione(f, sﬁortage (Zf }76“"0[

ensured motor vehicles were used main[y for emergency

services with the exception Zf the coal [orry and Jack the
milkman whose horse had died maﬁing is wooden cart redundant.
The absence cf vehicles allowed the streets to become the y[aygrouncfs
for the children. Clothes were also rationed and hand me down of
g[ﬁﬁm’ng worn and }mtcﬁecf grey trousers were genem[fy the norm.

he worn collars on the shirts were often turned or remade till there
was no [onger any faﬁm’c [eﬁ on the tail end cf the shirt, cﬁscﬁargec{
from human cfu;, tﬁeéy then became Joofisﬁing rags for the ﬁousew@(e.
0

Many had no choice but to wear heavy boots, especially winter time,

the soles embedded with a mu[tljoﬁcity of triheaded iron nail studs to
save the leather, but a bonus for the kids as it allowed them to slide
down the pavements (eaving a contour of sparés.

It was 1945. Victory had been declared! Most were ﬁappy, whilst
others were sad at the memories of loved ones who were never to
return. The children had joinecf the marcﬁing guards as tﬁey headed
towards the square and the town and country yecyk mingﬁea(, united
in their celebrations, and natum[[y broke into song, My fatﬁer was
well known as an amateur conductor and was on leave, it took [ittle
]oersuasion for him to lead the crowd and there is singing we had

ynte’ said an old fm’enc{ of my Dad’s, who had witnessed the scene.
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ost mornings we would wake to the de arting chorus
%f ecﬁoing footstejos of the steel studded boots and the
acﬁing Woodbine cough of the quarrymen, as tﬁey

trudged and crunched their way, sometimes tﬁrougﬁ
snow, to the buses which would take them to the slate cluawies
@( Snowdonia.

There the men, oﬁen precam’ousfy, balanced on the steep rock faces
of the mountain’s cfiﬁfsiafes, would drill the holes for té afynamite
and run for cover as the siren blew the waming (f the fon‘ﬁ-comin
exp[osions. Oﬁen men had to Buy their own fuse and natumf[y in

an endeavour to save money, the fuse would be shortened, which
occasiona[[y led to dire results. It was not unusual to ﬁmf on[y twenty
percent of the rock tﬁey 61’ougﬁt down was useable for }orocfucing
roofing slate, and the waste had to be manually disposed of before
Jarocfuction could Eegin. Today, the waste forms the blue cfumps, which

scar tﬁe mountain scenery t rougﬁout 01’1’6 Wa[és.

Much of the syfitting and cfressing of the slate into various sizes

were done Ey hand the quarryman using a mallet and cold chisel to
gp[it the quawied rock, and a small gui [otine to ﬁna(f sﬁa}oe the
recmngu[ar sﬁapecf slate. Later it would be manhandled onto narrow
gauge miMay wagons, which were pulled Ey small steam engines

to the quays in Caemarfon or Felin Helli. Once loaded it would be
exported to distant lands or to neigﬁﬁoum’ng countries. Tocfay the
sgte has been rgp(acecf by tourists and the [ittle engines J?rouaffy ]ouf[

tﬁem around to sﬁare tne Beaunf u[ COMﬂtTySl’dé, [a/ées cmc[ mountains.

Contracts varied between quarry owners, but it was not unusual for
the quarrymen to have to produce 120 slates and be }mi(f for 100; the
excess ﬁeing claimed Ey the owners as insurance against Ereaéages.

footﬁa[f with a threa

TCLC%[ Wﬂ'ﬁ tﬁe FLCH’({ WOTE, extreme weatﬁer COﬂd‘it’l’O’l’lS anc( tﬁe
everyrfay 6[(11;}61’5, it was unaﬁzrsmnafaﬁfe Wﬁy OHTPOOT [y cfad'fatﬁer N
CYGV(ZJ toﬁ’n aﬁ.‘ernative WOTé anaf were acfamcmt tﬁat tﬁeir sons

WOM[C[ TlOth[ [OW tﬁeirfootste}as.

The square was also the centre (gf the town’s activities; Saturda
would see the market set up sta [s dgﬁem’n fruit, vegemﬁfes, dinner sets,
cups and saucers to serve the traditiona cup qf tea: Welsh CPq) ermint
Rock, and hard to get ny[on stocﬁings‘ The smaller Eoys woul}? roam
about the town free@fsﬁing oﬁf the pier, Euifc[mg bomb ﬁres, Jo(aying
-worn tennis ball Eanging it against the walls of
the end terraced home, much to the annoyance of the occu}oier, or ]’ust
trying to Eeqo out of trouble which was at times cﬁﬁcu[ﬂ

Satura(ay m’gﬁt would see the teenagers and twenty-plus emerge,
wa[Eing the traditional route around and around,zﬁz block via Palace
St, under the gm’[cfﬁaff and back to the square. With a [ittle bit of (uck,
one would catch the eye of a ﬁEe-tﬁinEing fema[e and team u Z(O{f a
walk in the quieter corners of the town under the shadows ofjtj e town
walls, or in summer time for a walk to the forest across the Eridge.

Come 10 o’clock the country Eoys and gir[s boarded the Crossville or
Wﬁiteways Buses to the surrouncfing w’ffages of Felinhelli, Bethel,
Llanrug, Cwm y Glo, Dinorwic, Waunfawr, Rﬁosgacg[cm, iBonmewycfcf,
groesfon, ‘Penygroes, Llanwnda, whilst the town’s teenagers cfisyerse(f
to their homes. The town would be empty once more.

As there was no television, the Liveqooo[ FEcho, evening edition was
compulsory reading and the family’s investment withg the Vernon’s
Football Pool checked against the soccer results; with notﬁing to
celebrate there was not ing else to do than go to bed.
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any of us had comparative strict Christian
u}aﬁringings, and the Methodist Seilo
chapel had a great influence on our early
innocent [ives. Here we learnt to sing, take
part in plays or compete in the eisteddfod for a reward
of a few penm’es and a blue ribbon. ?lttencfing Suncfay
school was compulsory, but the reward for attending most
Sundbys cfum’ng the year was - fantastic.' It resulted in
being taken to Rhyl for the day, a real treat, as most of
the children never travelled further than they could cycle

in a day, and few parents owned cars.

When the great cfay came, the station’s concrete y[a orm
would echo to the m’ngin cj" the children’s studded boots,
as excited friemfs ming ed and greeted one another.
Finally, afrer running arounc(gtﬁrougﬁ the steam,
cﬁatting to Jeuan’s Dad the train driver, @’ﬁing and
[owering the windows Ey their leather strops, ﬁai(ing

fn’end’s and the Eangﬁ;{g and cmsﬁing Zf doors, the porter
!

would ﬁna[fy shout ‘all onboard’, blow his whistle, wave his
green ﬂag, and in reyof the engine would hoot and whistle,
[etting oﬁ: a hiss of wﬁ%/te steam and, s[owfy but sure[y,

the wheels would yoncﬁarous(y turn cficE...cficéety clack,
cficﬁety clack, c(icﬁety ....... and we were oﬁf to ‘Rﬁy[.






n arrival we would head for the Beacﬁ, where the Bmying
cfonée{‘lys beckoned, and a sea of stm’}aea[ numbered

Dodging between hordes of eople tmmjoing cheer [[y a[ong the
wide Joromenacfe, past the dlocgc))f the cfattering d}? ringing trams,

déCéC airs sat reac@ to 66 ﬁirecf Soon ourfami[ies occuyiecf we Teacﬁecftﬁe restaurant. ‘fﬁere we were greetecfﬁy a waitress in a

many; the men with rolled up trousers, shoes tucked
underneath their chair, their toes warring with the sand. Knotted
handkerchiefs balanced on many a gleaming head to protect the sheen
from the peeping sun, and the bombardment by flocks of sandwich
seeking squawking seagulls.

fm}aty 66[[1’65 6[1’0\76 us awayfr om our creative ﬁ orts to tri cmsport
an ‘Eﬁgy (D( Caemmfon CCLSTS&Z onto tﬁe SCLTLE{.‘S to a restaurant.

et-black dress adorned with contmsting starched white cfoi(y collar,
cuﬁ[s, apron and her black teased up hair, bedecked with a gﬂzaming
ﬁag moon sﬁapecf white cap. 1 recall my fatﬁer collecting the cutﬂary
and putting it to one side, stating all we needed was a gzife, fork and
spoon, the rest Being redundant to our cause. It was no surprise -

we all ordered ﬁsﬁ and chips and concluded tﬁey weren’t as goocf as
’fommy Cﬁljas, but to be )51’1’, notﬁing could have tasted goocf, as we
ﬂungerecf more for the fun at the }Jromisec[ land; the fair.’






he fng[isﬁ-speaﬁing stallholders ignored our Welsh and
concentrated on how to winkle out the pennies from

our small hot sticky, cancfy-yink, ﬂossecf fingers. Not
that that was (ﬁjﬁcuft as everytﬁing was so Em’gﬁt and

Beaunfuf, and you never knew whether you migﬁt win a Jarize; mayﬁe
a gofcﬁ%ﬁ ina jam jar at the coconut sﬁy, ora cowﬁoy hat at the
sﬁooting gafﬁzry. And yes, there was the thrill of Jm’ving your very

own Bumper car, qﬁer ric[ing the e[e}aﬁant at Noah’s and there was

still the Jeatﬁ-aﬁefying ﬁgure eigﬁt yet to come!

Back on the train, tived, we would chew on the [ong yinlé rock,
the name ‘Rﬁy[’ scrawled in ved mysten’ousfy and inexy[icaﬁ[y
through the middle of the shiny white spearmint, gesticufating
entﬁusiastica[fy with our Sticﬁy ﬁngers, reca(fing the great c[ay’s
ﬁa}o}oenings, and a[reacfy pfanning next year’s excursion.






hristmas was the other ﬁigﬁﬁ’gﬁt (f the year, except that

this Jom’ticu[ar year, my older brother ﬁwa told me not to

expect any presents, as Dad had no money. “But Llew’ 1

uestioned, ‘but... but... what about Sion Corn?” (Father

Xmas), to which he had rep(iecf that Lord Haw-Haw (the Nazi
propa anda cﬁdigﬁ had announced that Santa, CRucﬁ)gf, and his S@igﬁ
had been shot down over germany, and he had been ca}oturec{ an
was on trial accused cf syying!

9 did not believe him, so 1 set out a }chm to wake us both up when
Santa arrived. We blocked up the cﬁimney Joface and carefu[[y [ecwing
the bedroom door sli ﬁt[y ajar, balanced several books across, Eric@ing
the gap- We Jorqp}oef ourse[\/’es up on the }oi[[ow, on guamf, Llew, with
torch in hand, and looked forwcmf to meeting the man in red. We
wanted to give him a drink of Corona’s Dandelion and Burdock

(Coca-Cola had not conquerecf Wales at the time), to thank him, and
[efr the carrots for fRua[ogC.

Mam came in on ﬁeam’ng our waﬁing excitement, Sion Corn had been
and ﬁ[fec[ our stocﬁing with an a})})[e, orange, banana, _pomegranate,
nuts and a {ew chocolates wm}a}?eaf in tinsel, and an animal book
about all the wild animals in illfrica, and a Corgi metal model
S}oiﬁre! Dad, she said, was resting; he had had to ﬁeﬁo Father
Christmas deliver the toys to all the other children, as Santa had had
a Eig fm’gﬁt when the books fe[( on top of him. So, he [eft a message for
you, tﬁanﬁing gx/ou for the carrots and the drink, but asked that we

never repeat that trick again.

T was so Jo&easeaf, as 1 knew Sion Corn had escaped, and SJooEe Welsh,
because he had given me a S}n’tﬁre ]’ust [ike 1 had asked for in my
letter, which Mum had Joostec[ for me to the South Pole and Dad
had met him too!
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here were other fm’ms of entertainment too, and cold

winter days would see us head qﬁ to the fm}aire or

the Guildhall Pictures to be mesmerized b %ya[on

Cassicfy or Lone Ranger and the inevitab,Za ﬁm’sﬁ when
our hero reared his gallant white g)rse, and with a casual wave o
the arm and a ‘hi ho Silver’ cﬁsayyearecf into the dusty sunset with
Tbnto, till the fofﬁ)wing Saturcfay’s three _penny wort of drama.
CRunning home, we would sfa}: our rumps, an By cocléing our thumbs
and extemfing our ﬁngers would shoot down the remaining Red
Indians we imaginecf were fof&ming us.

Few }oeoyfe had televisions; the ﬁrst time 1 saw one was (1953). when
7 was invited to a friend’s house to watch the Queens Coronation
ﬂ[tﬁougﬁ TV was in its infcmc theirs’ was coloured i.e. his fatﬁer
had brought a coloured piece of;/o[astic slightly curved convex to
accommodate the screen and painted in mdgatecf dots blue across
the top and green along the bottom and fading to clear in the middle.
1 was about to leave home five years later when my father decided

to rent a TV his excuse,gfor not having one was that he felt it would
distract me from my school work.

It was 1949/50 when Goronwy. O. Roberts became Caemarfon’s
Labour M.P and 1 accom}aaniecf my cﬁafigﬁtecf ather to [isten to
Goronwy and see his inauguration at the Guildhall. Dad had worked
hard on his Eeﬁaff qften serving as secretary and chairman qf the
local party, as well as active[y Eeing involved in the Trades Union.
Later when 1 got older, we would joust and debate rﬁetoricaf[y, most
evenings, about my stance as a member of Plaid Cymm.

n those days the Guildhall was twice the height that it is today, and
it unfortunate[ fe[( into di’srqoair. 7 can recall my fatﬁer was near[y
killed when a SCZte fell off the roof, shattering on the pavement and
narmw[y missing him. Years later, wa[ﬁing a[ong the troyica[ island
of Tahiti, 1 was to acknowledge his experience, when a large coconut
ell Oéﬁ( a 6o-foot-ﬁigﬁ }m[m to embe itseg[ in the sand inches from
my head. Such is [ife...






ome summer we would S}Jemf a lot 2( time at Porth yr

Aur one of the ancient entrances through the town walls

into the old part cf town. It was exﬁifamting ﬁm d’iving

off the sea walls and swimming across to the buoys.
Often, we would ﬁegp with Daﬂcfcf Aber’s rowing boats eaming a
couple of pennies. If the tide was out, we would use the swimmi:;g
Jooof, it was a long walk out cf town with our rolled-up towel hi ing
the knitted woollen bathing costume! Sometimes we h)cgwf e 1/2d
tickets for the bridge, but 1f we had to pay the 3d to enter the baths
we would use the ‘ﬂ’ee entrance’ over the wall when the manager
was Eusy. But our Joreference was to congregate around Porth yr
Aur (Gateway of Gold) on the long summer evenings, and await
the sinking sun to bask the massive town walls in gold with streaks
of red. T Gg image gave vent to a traditional Wefsf song:

Ar lan Y mor mae rﬁosyn cochion
On the seashore the rose is red

‘Ar [Clﬂ y mor mae cfocfc[iau COCﬁiOTl
On tﬁe Seasﬁore tﬁe WCl[ES are rea[

Ar lan Y mor mae ﬁ ngﬁariacf innau
On the seashore where my sweetheart waits

(f(lnfortunate[y the warmth and colour of the words
are lost in translation).






qoerw(mg on tﬁe th[@S tﬁe sa(mon sﬁermen WOH[C[ stanc( WOH[L{ a Jun‘ﬁer to tﬁe L{ClyS 6X}?€1’1€1’1C€ CLHC[ excitement as tﬁey
out on tﬁe SCLTLE{ECLHE ﬁO[Cﬁﬂg OﬂtO one emfg{ftﬁe net }nrouette ﬂd‘ SEH’YH’HEZC[ afong tﬁe tCZPS Cf tﬁe waves. Our ex}aosur €
Wﬁl(St tﬁe rest o tﬁe crew TOW@C{ out towar tﬁe mufcffe to tﬁe WOT[L‘[ was ﬁrmtec{ But not wztﬁout tﬁe V@Wd?’d’ (yc enjoymg its
0 tﬁe cﬁcmnef 66’3)(01? ClTC[ﬂ’Lg B(J,CE to ﬁau(m tﬁe most natum(}a[easures

beautiful salmon God had ever created. Occasionally a pod of porpoise
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he circus would also come to town, and secret
planning took place on where best to crawl
under the edge of the big top to gain access,
}myi:{@ﬂ not eing a considered oytion due

to the lack Zf nds. Knowing there was a good chance of
being caught, two of us opted for a new unique approach.
We would ask the clown if she could give us free tickets

in return for a Big red a}o}o[e, which was as Eig as her red
nose. All were satisfied with the deal, except Cledwyn the
grocer from whom we had ‘borrowed’ the apple...

Aa a(ew Jays [ater Mum insisted that 1 goto the grocer
shop for a packet of tea. Cledwyn, the owner, was busy
serw’ng, but 7 knew he knew 1 was there. It seemed ages
before the shop was empty and he beckoned me over.
Nervously, 1 kept (ook’i;r)lg at my worn toecaps and
blurted ‘1 didn’t mean to pinch the apple...” Kindly he
replied, ‘“Now tell me, wﬁy did you dc/)p it? 1 couldn’t get
the story out ?uicﬁ enough; how we had given the big red
aypﬁz to the clown for two free tickets, which were m’gﬁt
on the ring side next to where the lions came in and the

elephants...
With a smile, Cledwyn said he would look at the apple as

a loan, as ‘the two of you showed a lot of ente1:p1fise, even
if it was a little unorthodox’. However, as we had received
a reward on our investment, was it not fair that he too
should get a return on his loan? So, in return why don’t
you and Glyn fold down and stack all the old boxes in the
shed for me and we will be all square!
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Y fatﬁer had sent me down to Reese the Barber with sixyence and
a note, to give me and Pero, the dog, a haircut and not to forget
our eyeﬁrows. It was 7[}01’1’[ the ﬁrst.

Mr Reese was also involved when a tragic accident occurred
outside the gate to Cwe[(yn, with its old mmﬁfing gard(e]ns. 7 noticed, Pero smﬁng
the air andg all a sudden, he was off chasing a hare, which 1 had seen feeding for
some weeks, on the Big green [awns. Out chﬁe gateway the two bolted, with Pero
not far behind and then 1 heard a squeal of brakes and a mighty thump. 1 rushed
out just in time to see a [ad’y sﬁooing away Pero, who was intent on a }mtﬁof?gica[
examination of the hare’s carcass. 1 bent over and saw that the hare was still
Ereatﬁing, Efeecfing Ey its nose and its white eyes yoinn’ng heavenly, a large dent
in the /vont mudguard Ef the Austin 10, witness of the collision. Tvyvo (ittle girls
had climbed out cf the back and on seeing the hare in distress, started waifi]ng.
The mother was also not sure what to do, so 1 [ifted the hare up and told the
mother to go-

By chance, Mr Reese was Jaassing Ey and on seeing what had ﬁaypenecf suggestecf
he might be able to help. Rummaging quickly about in the boot of his car, 1
observed him wetting a large piece of cotton wool from a small blue bottle and then
he pressed it to the fare’s nose. Almost immediately 1 felt the hare sﬂt;ﬁen and take
a coujo[e cf cfegp breaths, its eyes returned from the oblivion tﬁey had been visiting
and he started to kick strongly. In an instance he was off. 1 grabbed Pero by his
collar and the (ittle gir[s cheered and the mother smiled, cfegpite the cfamage to her
car. She was very grateful to us both and on seeing Mr Reese wearing his white
coat asked whether he was a vet? He said, he was a barber and had used some of
his patented hair-restorer!

Later he told me quietfy that he would have to re-label the Eottfe, just in case some
@( his e[d'erfy clients smﬁea( the brew and decided to ‘boult’ it for the O[ym}oics.'

This little stoE/ Zpitomizec( how we would amuse each other with telling stories; it
was an art, which 1 hope we will never forget as today’s new technology challenges
the old ways of communicating.




leven was a magic number. It was the age when we were
ex})ecte(f to mage the next transition from jum’or to
secona(ary school. We had to sit the 11+ examinations
in both Welsh and fng(isﬁ, the latter as our second
[cmguage‘ fPassing or not would determine whether we went to the
County Grammar school or Segontium.

The nervous antici}aation awaiting the results would Seeming?
continue for weeks, until ﬁnaffy came the Eig cfay, then the whole
school would be allowed out to celebrate the success (f the }mjoi(s.

Those qf us who had Joassec[ would be carried to their home high on
some sweating stalwart shoulders, whilst the rest of the schoo fofﬁywecf,
snaléing a[ong behind singing, ‘oh ?lfwyn, yc{i gom,( oh iA[wyn is

the Eest) y gora, silasi basa, silasi basa, gorilla, gom’[fa, a jing, J’ing,

a J’in 0. ...  On arrival, the porter would receive a small reward for

his qﬁort whilst the children became a writhing, scmmﬁfing mass as
tﬁey com}aetec[ for the showered ﬁa(f “pennies, fgrtﬁings and a goocf
samy[ing qf sweets thrown in their midst Ey the }n’oucf parents...






nmy ﬁrst years at the Grammar 1 did not ﬁncf it easy;

ﬂzarning French from the fng[isﬁ teacher, as it meant that

7 had to translate both [anguages into Welsh, and to sa

that 7 was not a competent fEng[isﬁ syeaﬁer, would not be
umﬂersmting the case. My mother had }mssecf awc;y c{uring m emf[y
years at the school and my fatﬁer, who had [eﬁ school ﬁimseg%s a
thirteen year old, had [ittle to contribute towards unmve[[ing my
homework; the mysteries cf ﬂ[geﬁm and H20 were totaffy dforeign to
him as tﬁey were to me. T he re[ationsﬁi]o between the headmaster and
myseﬁf was contentious. He would invariaﬁ[y address me in fng(isﬁ
and 1 would a(ways re [y in Welsh, my Joofitica[ ﬁeam’ngs were all
too clear to see, from gc;tﬁ the Plaid Cymru (ogo on my Eag and the
CParty’s badge which sat next to my Robertson Marmalade cricket

Ja[aying go iwog, on my [a}?e[

On one occasion he accused me of originatin the }oaintec[ “Free Wales’
sign on the Eoy’s toilet. 7 answered trutﬁfufg that 1 had not }Jaintec[
out the ‘W’ in “FREE WALES’, now oﬁ[en’ng “FREE ALES’, whilst
responcﬁ’ng to him in Welsh. This derailed his initial tﬁougﬁt stream
and got him onto the suﬁject of speaﬁing fng[isﬁ‘

Neither was he ha py with me when he caugﬁt me Jaercﬁec[ on the
highest branch of an almost tota[[y denuded ﬁoffy tree. CReafizing
tfgre was a sﬁormge cf red berried ﬁoffy that year, 1 had a fm’enc{

Joacﬁing the severed twigs Eefow, into sacks reac[y for the market [}aface.

Wﬁen 1 ﬁacf ﬁem’cf tﬁe ﬁeacfmaster cougﬁ, my accomp(ice ﬁacf alri eacfy

Jisa]ajoearec[ and there was [ittle use in saying ‘who me?’ as 1 had been

caugﬁt red ﬁanﬁcf

t’s an amusing antidote, almost ﬂ)urty years later 1 met the
Headmaster’s son when he visited New Zealand (where 1 live), and
he told me that his fatﬁer remembered me. Asked why he should
remember me from all the hundreds of boys and girls that attended
the school, he said: “His father had had to a}aofogise to me, for

yursuing me 1’6[6111'[655 nyT' weeﬁs accusing me ofa misc[emecmour OJ[

gmﬁﬁ’ting another Jou})i[’s books with some obscenities’. fventua[[y, a
teacher had discovered the cu@am’t and that 1 was com kte[y innocent,
1 was left off the hook, but not before suffering several detentions for
refusing to reply to him in English...umh.






loved cricket and a sﬁiny cork ball, scugoturea( with my

}Jenlémfe to create a njo for my syinning ﬁn er (must tell

the Aussies its much better than sanchﬁoajoer! was never far

from my grasp. However, my ather had [eﬁ the quarry and
obtained a }aosition as gardener and caretaker cf Cwe[fyn, an old
manor house surrounded Ey [arge garcfens, the old house was Eeing
used to oﬁice the gwyrfai Rural Council. We [ived at the back in the
old servants’ quarters where 1 shared the attic with my brother, on his
occasional visit home.

The grmfens featurecf an extensive orchard, and dad had rejoaired a
[arge greenﬁouse and it was full of tomatoes which needed watering
for an hour or two each m’gﬁt - thus the evenings at Porth yr Aur
were shortened and cricket practice forgone, as 1 had to contribute to

the household’s welfare. During the winter, 1 would occasionally be

pulled out of bed, early, before going to school, to help carry buckets

of coal up f'rom the cellar and ﬁeﬁo seta féw of the twelve open ﬁres he
had to prepare each c{ay.

My fatﬁer and 1 had an cﬁaﬁ[e re[ationsﬁi}o, except, when my school
report came out and that’s when he would get me to ﬁeﬁo clean the
cﬁces, wash the ﬂoors and wax the desks, in an endeavour to make
me realise the sacrifices he was ma/éing to have me educated. 1 can
recall the headmaster had written on my report ‘it’s a shame iZl[wyn
isn’t sixteen as he could leave school’. T was thirteen at the time. The
memory cf my fatﬁer that cfay is not one cf my warmest and the
Bean’ng did (ittle to improve my French or several other suﬁ_jects.






he old manor house’s extended estate however,

presented me with yet a new business

0 }aortunity. To ca}oitafize, 7 would run home

om school at lunchtime to be greeted by a long

queue cf ﬁungry children from the Segontium Seconcfary
School opposite, and for a penny 1 would serve each a
ﬁancﬁ%f of (Eoy made) winlcffa(}{ ayp&zs. The onfy hitch Eeing,
on return to my own school about two miles away 7 would
be caught %/ spatrolling prefects, looking ouffor [ate arrivals,

and T would be rewarded with Vet another detention.

However, 1 was not to be discouraged, as another
(?ajoortunity to increase my entrepreneurial skills and income
ay in the form of several ancient large lilac trees, whose
ﬂgwers 1 would pillage and bind into bunches. Filling the old
wheelbarrow with a wooden wheel with the bunched flowers,
T would push it down to my old haunts in William Street,
Enocﬁing on the doors ancfgreeting each individual Ey name
with an unbelievable offer, not seen on TV, of “hello Mrs
Jones, smell these [for FREE- Eeauu)%f ynte - and yes, you
can keep the whole bunch for three pence... Diolch yn fawr
Mrs Jones’ the deal was done and 1 was on(y ﬁve steps away
from the next potential client and knocking the polished
brass knocker of ‘Hello Mrs Davies, smell...’

There was still a general shortage of fresh fruit and as a
result was relatively expensive especially in winter time, so
when an opportunity came to feast on free oranges (thanks
to John Jones’ helping hand), there was a mad scramble. ..






Al e

.. Gardening duties were less demanding during the winter, and
1 would enjoy playing rugby for the second team. The away

ames would involve travelling by bus to some distant school, with
the excgotion of HMS Conwa , a ‘Merchant Q\/Zwy tmim’ng school

based opposite Felinhelli on the ﬂng&esey side of the Straits.
i !




i & ~ j: -
Old grey motorboats would tow a fleet of long rowing boats
across to collect us, and we would climb aboard enthusiasticall
our ru[gﬁy boots tied togetﬁer dangling around our necks, antfv
. mnota hfejacket in dg .. the highlight of the trip was to sail
| past their anchored training ship HMS Conway, which had
seen service with Nelson, but shortly afterwards tﬁe great old
wooden warship was to come to an unfortunate end, when she
broke her Bacfp under the Menai Bridge.




he Welsh are renowned for their singing, but 1 am not

so sure whether our efforts to create a skiffle group with

the washboard, tea chest, clanging spoons, mouth organ,

uyturnea[ tin drum, wﬁistfing etc would be a})}areciatecf.
We practiced next to the cold room where the free milk was stored and
mayﬁe ‘the sm’ﬁ’Te grou}a’ migﬁt have been a more apt name! There
were many pu ils @[ my age who became very successfu[ later in [ife
in various fields, but 1 cannot recall one, who ever came close to being
an idol [ike Tom Jones the milkman.

... The love of singing and the Noson Lawen (a ﬁc???y evening) were
often enjo ed, where fm’emfs of all ages particg’pate , enjoying ﬁymns,
arias and traditional Welsh folk songs g‘ren in the privacy of their
own homes, or together down at the pub or at rugby matches or in
choirs. 1 hope the passion will continue but with t% demise of the
chapel one wanders ...

... The ﬂe[wyc[ (Hearth Club) was a Mecca for us in those a[ays and
the Gay (jorcfons (how [anguage has changed!) was soon abandoned
in favowr of rock and roll; the twist, or a [?tt&z snog to the crooning of
Frank Sinatra to ﬁm’sﬁ the m’gﬁt
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was sixteen, time to ﬁncf a joB. 7 turned down an offer to
collect the ren(?(rom the council houses and headed for the
Board cf Trade in London. The name conjurec[ up tﬁougﬁts
of being involved with big trade deals, something in which
1 tﬁougﬁt 1 was exyerienced in! ’.l-ﬁjwever, the ])osition cf Clerical
Assistant greeted me, in the Coyam’es Registration office Bush
House a reflection cf my poor e ucational _prowess, w ich was
nobody’s fault but my own.

7 lived in a hostel in Onslow garcﬁms, South Kensington, where 1
shared a small bedroom with three other youn yuﬁgc servants. Soon
cﬁer my arrival 1 vecall, overhearing one of the guys with a broad
Yorkshire accent, asking a friend whether he had met the new arrival
‘By gum he’s Welsh and he can ﬁm’cffy s'peaE Engﬁsﬁ’. 7 made a
mental note to find my fellow countryman, as 1 might be able to help
him, ngore it cfawnecgm me ‘1 was the suﬁ_ject cf the conversation!

Then, as todby, South ‘Kensington was a desirable address and a[ong
the street were many luxurious apartments. A few of the lads had
motorbikes or scooters }Jaréecf outside, whilst our neigﬁﬁours greetecf
their girlfriends with loud Eaton accents and parked their latest E
type jags, in the middle of the road.

Commuting to the Strand, to a soul-destroying job of filing company
returns, was not my idea of becoming a trading guru. Thankfully, 1
was soon yromotecfzmaf found consifzmﬁ[é interest in being part of

the team Joromoting ‘Britain’s negotiations to enter the EEC. Had 1

stayed around 1 might even now have made Brexit...

A fellow Welshman, from the Rhondda and mysz/fﬁ on the first of
March (St. David’s Day), would harvest a bunch of daffodils from
the public gardens on the embankment, near the Temple Station, to
decorate the oﬁ%e. 9 don’t think the boss was over[y imjaressed as he
was often seen wearing a red rose!









t was 1960. Wales had lost 3-6 that cfay to South ?lfrica in

the quagmire Eog of Carcﬁﬁ?lrms Park, which presumaﬁ[y

the Trish team o tocfay would have loved, given their inane

decision recent Y not to close the roof on the now, National
Stadium. The 4 of us had hitch hiked down from London, where we
worked, and aﬁer the game we had indulged in a pub crawl. It was
late, the Jauﬁs were cfosing, and we were dgencﬁed)aynaf totally unaware
that Ccmit/ﬁ had been tota[fy isolated, encircled Ey the flooded river
Tt aﬁ With no ﬁospi’mﬁfe Welsh gir[s to (ﬁzr us a cuddle and warm
bed to share, we called in at the Police Station.’ Q\/b’, tﬁey rqa[iec[ to
our Jo[ea for B&B, ‘we are a[recwfy fu[f of drunks’, suggesting that
we walked to Tiger fBay. Our ﬂqpe qf meeting Sﬁir[ey Bassey was
c{anlyoenec{, as it was un[ilée[y anyone would venture into the dark
Wels

h wet m’gﬁt

fventua((y we reached Bute Street, engug‘éc[ in the blackness (y(

the storm, except for a g(immer of a street[igﬁt on the distant

street corner. The Salvation ?lrmy Hostel }aaintea( sign showed up
unexpectedly in the ﬂasﬁ of the overhead [igﬁtnin , and we knocked
[ouc{; on the door; several times we knocked, untizg above us we saw a
[igﬁt. A window jarrec{ open and a woman’s shadowed head protruded
and screamed iwitaﬁ(y ‘What were you men tﬁinﬁing Enocla’flg ona
women’s hostel this time cf night and didn’t we know the time?’ and i
we Joersistec{ she ‘would call the Jao(ice’, at which the window slamme
shut with no furtﬁer ﬁoye of conversation. None of us had the courage
to try and knock again.

f]-"ina[[y, past micfnigﬁt, we founcf the men’s hostel, dark pm’m eeﬁng,
unim/iting afesyite our drenched c[uﬁcef coats and the dee pu dles
tﬁreatening our ankles. The [arge iron gate was }ocw([oc ed and steep
stairs ran up toa [arge door, witness Cf its past wea[tﬂy owner. We
rang the heavy brass bell; minutes passed, and the door groaned open.
There in the ggﬁt of an uncfresse(fgufﬁ stood a little old man, dressed
in a Salvation Army nigﬁtsﬁirt and a [ong-tasseﬂécf ni ﬁtcaja qf the
same Joury[e colour, as the army is famous for. Hunchbacked, the
miniature Quasimodo was escorted By a man oﬁw’ousfy just out cf

bed, as he c(umsify acg’uste(f his braces and buttoned up his ﬂy.

From his ((ﬁy position Quasimodo questionecf, “Did we not know that
all hostel guests had to be in Ey 10 o’clock? We exp[ainecf that we were

from the ﬂ\fm’tﬁ, had got lost in the Eig c?ita[ and had near(y been
e

washed away by the Taff (a master stroke we tﬁougﬁt to encourage
a bit of empat y), whilst we sque(cﬁec[ from foot tﬁo{foot Finally, we
were invited in; somewhat a}oyreﬁensive[y, we paid our seven slszings
and sixyence a little refuctant[y, and on[y ajér seeﬁing cfam’fication
c;[f the cost (we had seen one m’gﬁt advertised on the board at 3/9d),

e exyfainecf the tamﬁ[ was Ey way of con?oensation, as all strangers
had to pay for two m’gﬁts, as tﬁey ﬁen eft ﬁaw’ng wet their beds.
Our apprehension was not lessened, when we were escorted into a farge
L{ﬁve beds, many occu}n'ecf Ey ﬁaﬁf-awaﬁe

c&;rmitory of about tﬁirty
grumpy, dishevelled-bearded, moaning faces. The manager Joointec[

towards the [igﬁt switch and dé}oartec{ sayin to remember to put our
shoes under our Eecgoosts, otherwise tﬁey mig t have walked awa By the
time we got up for Ereaﬁfast at 6 o’clock. It had been an evemj{f cfay.
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t was the early 60’s: days of the ﬂower Jpeople, beatniks, shouldered my haversack and walked down to the square with an old
cfmin}m”pe trousers an feet }aincﬁing wingf:z yicﬁers, and fn’encf There 1 caugﬁt the Crossville double decker to Bangor and
buying my clothes on H.P. (hire purchase). relied on British Rail to take me to Southampton.

Political clouds, attending anti-nuclear bomb meetings in ... was twenty-one when 1 boarded the S.S.Northern Star, having
Tra a[gar Square, the Cuba CYisis, S}autniﬁs, Enoch Powell and aid twent 'ﬁW ounds for my assisted vassaae. 1 had no passport
S , , » I 4 yJwep Y passag passport,
po itical ﬁst sﬁaémg, smog and snogging. In addition to my work in just a Jgiece Of “paper with no yicture issued gy the NZ Government,
the Civil Service, to make ends meet, 1 worked at a ﬁamﬁurger bar in icﬁmnﬁ/ing me as Eeing iAfwyn Parry five foot eigﬁt and a ﬁaﬁf inches
Piccadilly in the evenings and come the weekends 1 would clean the tall, with brown eves. 1 had on[y been overseas once, to the Tsle Of
(ﬁces of Kodak. Man on a cfay trip, on the steamer Saint Tudno, which sailed ﬁfom

7 returnec[ﬁome ancfexy[ainea(to myfatﬁer Wﬁ 'Jﬁ[t tﬁere was L[ancfu&fno. SO, it taﬁes ﬁtt[e 1magmatwn to enwsage my reaction

[ittle future for me in London, and that 1 had decided to immigrate when 1 stood on tﬁe gangway ?)(tﬁe M”ﬁf”m Star, [ooEmg up a}“
to New Zealand. the vessels sheer riveted steel side, topped with a sea of faces the size

cf c&;[fy mixtures, ﬁanging over the ec@e gmja}oing the sﬁljas mi[ings
Almost a year and a ﬁaﬁf later, 1 had travelled home to Wales to bid whilst cﬁeem’ng and waw’ng to their fm’emfs, fami(y and loved ones,
goodﬁye to my fatﬁer, who was Ey then ﬁa]ajoi(y remarried to Sian; 1 stancﬁ’ng on the wﬁarf seventy ]ofus feet below.



ventuall L1 founcf my four -berth cabins B14 situated down

the front just below the anchor. 1 cfrcyoyecf my rucksack

on the lower berth and retraced my steps to the top deck.

9 stood qm’etfy removed from the crowd, in contemy[ation,
sad at ﬁaaving my famify, but firm in the ﬁe[ief that New Zealand
was go ing to qﬁ(er me a new life. The ex}ofosive sound of the sﬁi}a’s horn
drowned the cﬁeem’ng crowd, confetti and streamers languished in the
oi[y waters, whilst several ropes of laddered knotted ny(gns stretched
furtﬁer as we were tugged away from the harbour, finaffy the last
rope of stocEings couggstretcﬁ no fur‘tﬁer an(c?mrtecf, the distant voice
q( the crowds and the last farewe(( facfecf, and we were saifing.

The next six weeks would see me visit the Canary Islands, South illfrica,
Australia, and ﬁna(fy New Zealand; my home the Northern Star [ike
her sister sﬁtjo the Southern Cross, had been built By Shaw Saville to

Cdﬂ"y aBout one tﬁousand’ﬁve ﬁumﬁ’ec[]ﬂassengers, mainfy immigmnts

(cfren rgferrecf to as ten }Joumf })oms) to these distant destinations.

It was to be a memorable J’ourney, how 1 afoc[gec[ been arrested with a
bribe qf two cigarettes in Las Palmas aﬁer amﬁﬁng into a proﬁiﬁited
zfefence area. ‘Foffowing an interesting time in Ca}oe Town and my
first exposure to a}mrtﬁeic[, the sﬁfp g’oke down in Durban, a[[owing
me to exyerience an overm’gﬁt stay at a game reserve which featured
both black and white rhino. An er}joyaﬁ ¢ interlude in Perth, fo[fowec{
Ey m ﬁrst taste cf f.Km;garoo soup in Melbourne and being told that
smo ing was not allowed in the cinema. At the next port, the ear[y
stages qf Syafney’s O})em House was starting to show its presence
above the water [ine. Llfe on board had not been to bad either with
}afenty 0 foocf and cﬁea}a beer and the fm’emffy nature cf several

young acfies [66[1'0 some mutua[[y e‘r}joyaﬁfe memom’es,






t was Sq)temﬁer 1963. 1 stood in the stern watcﬁing the roofs (ooﬁing [ike confetti on a lush green carpet, dotted the horizon. A4
SS Northern Star’s wake veeing across the tranquil waters little tear trickled down my weathered cheek. 1 had arrived at my new
Ereaﬁing (ike white lace as it kissed the distant rocks where the — home. 1 shouldered my haversack, }mjfecf out the chest cf my sEinny
shrubbery and the contoured dimpled hills joined the ec[gedg[ frame, checked for my wallet containing my total assets of three
the shore.. CRam[om[y spm’nﬁ&ch wooden houses with their coloure pouncfs ten shillings, and walked down the gangway onto the wooden
Wellington wﬁmfg

Now it was up to me.






HIRAETH

Mini clad [ong-[e gecf [acfy

Si[ﬁy mane ‘pon er shoulders,
Arms outstretched knees entwined
Perched ﬁigﬁ upon her throne
Red [ips tense and Joujoifs stare
Watcﬁ?ng random SJoirming wheels
Beam’ng fruit cf distant lands

All the cherries in a row,
Mouth agzﬂ and eyes alight,

Coins cras

Caressing the tinE[ing tainted silver trove.

But not for fong as just on loan,
‘Mortgageef to the bandit’s greecf;
No ﬁmcfs to feecf it anymore,

NO‘W sﬁe [in ers a[[a one

Now devoi cf nowt to do.

Looks around as girls will do,
Welshmen 51’}9 their Sippecf beer

Up and down they talk their passion,
Contoured voices of the valleys

Records blare the songs of fng(cmaf,
ﬂng[o Saxon most are ta[Eing

No cloistered choir in the corner
No song to greet me or jeﬁovaﬁ.
Yeaming baritone sits alone,

Q{umming ﬁymns of [ong ago

Years (ater, as ‘1 ffew back to New Zealand aﬁer attem{ing a conference n Canﬁﬁﬂ founa( myseg fee(ing nosta(gic and coined this poem.

coarsefy down the metal chute
Outstretched ﬁngers loiter in the gamﬁfer’s t'rougﬁ

Kiwi footstgos ring loud and fone[y,
Soles abreast ‘[ong ﬁqp scotch pavement
‘[ong the terrace of brick ancﬁq)wrmr.
Mantled blue By the stones of nature

Prized possessions stage the windows
Shut red doors and gold brass knockers,
Concaved worn blackened steps
Medalled horse guards on parade

Srancﬁ’ng u}origﬁt to attention

CReac[y now to greet the milkman and his maker.

Oh, how ftfe has cﬁangecf for me,
Since 1 sailed for the Antipodes.
Return again to the ti]ajo/ejfs’ table
Sﬁjojoery 'ngers weave the tale
Yeaming for those [ong, lost years.

Cymru fach ni fydd hi ‘rioed
Cyn coﬁwn
hi cyn chwech or gloch.

(‘My dear Wales will never be the same
as 1 remember you b'efore six o’clock)



The challenge; why not write a few lines or paste copies of old photographs or selfies on the blank pages provided here and create a legacy, and
a giﬁ you can share with all your fami(y.

fMy thanks to Vita, Clive, Rachelle, Jo, Winston hfor their encouragement and ﬁeﬁo and my neigﬁﬁours two c[ogs Tomos and the e(cﬁar[y F fe
for their }oatience when 1 was yainting rather than out Wa(Eing with them. For now, farewe[[ ‘.If you have enjoyecf A Brush with Love Ll)g and
Laugﬁtej’ﬁ,é/ou migﬁt [ike to read more about my [ife’s story Ey visiting Amazon e¢Book to read The Quarryman’s Son Ey Te aﬁy Parry.

email: taffy.nz@xtra.conz
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A Brush with Love Llfe and Laugﬁter a co(omfu( entermining illustration qf a youny Eoy growing

%

up during the 1940’s to 1960’s. A book which 1 hope you will share and enjoy with all your family
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