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REMINISCENCES OF BRYN-MAWR
as told to my daughter, Mabel E. Robinson, Librarian, Bryn-mawr

By Joun C. Bamron*

A vrrrie while ago, in a weekly newspaper, I came across an article
entitled “This is Brynmawr’. I read it with interest and appreciation,
and it gave me considerable food for thought. I recalled my boyhood,
ninety years ago, spent in this same town, and I wondered if anyone
would be interested in the past of Bryn-mawr ; not in politics or economics
as such, but just the ordinary everyday life of the people as seen through
the eyes of a child. Encouraged by the interest and questions of my
dzuﬁhtcrs and my grandson, I have tried to give a short account of my
boyhood, hoping that if it gives [Jlf:asur: to my children, it may do the
same for at least a few other people . . .

* * %

My family came to Bryn-mawr from the West Country, as did many
others, encouraged by the BPXOtthititE of work offered by the Industrial
Revolution, were regarded in those days as immigrants, much as
today we tend to look at the coloured immigrants! I remember my
grandparents remarking that they were called ‘foreigners from across the
water’, the water being the Bristol Channel. No Severn Bridge in those
days | My father’s family originated in Somerset, from near Bath, and
my mother’s from Temple Cloud, near Bristol. There was one marked
difference between the Welsh women of the town and the English. ‘The
Welsh women always wore flannel aprons, the English wore white aprons,
and were referred to as “the Sais’,

I was born, as indeed was my father, at the top of Hill Street, in one
of our houses, all of which were occupied by members of our family,
My birthday was April 11th 1875.

The houses faced South East, and the view was marvellous. One
could see a whole panorama, from Blaina, over Nant-r-'i];:-, Bryn-mawr
below, to Llanelly Hill, and the Holy Mountain and Sugar Loaf.
Indeed, not long ago, I re-visited the spot and was again enchanted with
the scene, though of course, the houses are now demolished.

*Mr. Bainton celebrated his g8th birthday on IT April 1973, scemingly in good health and
spirits. But, regrettably, he died on 19 May before the publication of his article. (Editor).
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My mother worked hard, as did most women, cleaning, cooking,
washing, ironing, baking and caring for a family of eight chuldren, wi
no modern aids, and also caring for the poultry and animals. My father
was a miner, in the original meaning of the word. He worked in the
mine levels, getting iron ore or minestone for the Nant-y-glo Works.
Coal was also cut in these levels, but the chief product was minestone.
More about this presently.

1 was sent to school in the old Board School, which is still in use today.
My parents paid one penny per week for me in the Infant’s School, and
twopence weekly when I graduated to the Boys’ School.

aking into account the small wages paid in those days, educating
their children must have entailed considerable sacrifices, as families were
mostly large.

At this time, Bryn-mawr was located in two Parishes ; hence Bou
Street, one side of which was in Llangattock Parish, and the other in
Llanelly. The top of the boundary was formed by Calvary Chapel.
For some obscure reason, folks living in the Parish of Llangattock were
entitled to vote for candidates for Beaufort School Board, though their
children attended school in Bryn-mawr. Likewise, Births and Deaths
had to be registered in the appropriate Parishes, which to my knowledge
has caused some confusion in later years, when people from other parts
of the country have needed to trace births and deaths occurring in
Bryn-mawr.

Before leaving the subject of our schools, 1 would like to fpa}r tribute
to the teachers, who must have done a very good job. I left school at
10 years of age. A child was permitted to leave at 10, provided he had
passed Standard 4. When I left, I could read and write, and was good
at Arithmetic and Grammar, Is there, I wonder, a moral here for the
present day ? Our teachers were Mr. Dick Adams, Mr. Vaughan, Mz,
Tom Thomas and Mr. Hudd, while the Headmaster was Mr. D. A. Davies.
They must have planted a love of books in me, because reading has always
been, and still is, one of my greatest pleasures. Most of my contem-
poraries could read, write, and figure quite well before they left school.

Looking back, I cannot recollect ever thinking that life was hard,
and yet I suppose it must have been. Food was sufficient, but never
luxurious, and 1 was quite well aware that many of my school friends
breakfasted on ‘Pzﬁ‘, which was simply bread, soaked in hot water.
Our family was lucky in that we had a very large garden, at the bottom
of which we kept p;iis, chickens and goats, while father and mother
were both pood pardeners—assisted of course by all the children. I
roared with laughter recently when one of my daughters asked me how
we spent our spare time. Spare time ! There was very little of that, I
can assure you. My two younger brothers and I, with a few of our
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friends used to play at the bottom of our garden occasionally. Our
favourite game was ‘Chapels and Preachers’, which was not surprising,
seeing that Chapel-going was an ijﬂ:l-mte:igu] part of our lives. We used to
take it in turns to be ‘Preachers’, the pulpit was the board fitted on
top of the big cask containing the pig-swill. I recall one occasion on
which my youngest brother was preacher. He got so carried away by
his performance that he stamped too hard on the pulpit, which promptly
gave way, and landed him up to his neck in pig-swill. It didn’t damp
his enthusiasm cgcrmznently though, as he eventually entered the Ministry,

At the age of eight, I took on a paper round. The papers were The
Sonth Wales News and The Western Mail, costing 1d. each, a Weekly News
at 4d. and the Ecbo at §d. My children have been very curious as to
why I knew so much about the Public Houses in town, with our back-
%ruund of Chapel Membership. The answer is quite simple. The

ubs were my best customers. There were 62 of them, and I delivered
to each one, as well as some private houses. For this, I received 2/6d
per week. Istill vividly remember my round. Beginning at the Bridgend
at the bottom of King Street, the New Inn, Pont-y-gof, The New
Railway, The Prince of Wales, (the oldest local pub), The Cambrian,
The Crown and the Royal Arms; up past the Bank to The Swan,
with The Plough and Harrow a few doors above. Opposite was The
Mount Pleasant, and a little higher, The Eagle, known as The Tuppenny,
because their beer was sold at 2d. a pint. Up higher stood The Butcher’s
Arms and The Rising Sun, Opposite here, facing Hill Street, stood
The Beaufort Arms, at the rear of which stood an old coach house,
which was used each year to house herds of goats. Drovers btﬂu‘:%ht
the animals down annually from Scotland, and they held a Goat Market
in the coach house, selling to the residents of the town and district.
Many people kept a goat or two and there was always a ready sale for them.

Now back to the Pubs. In King Street we still had—and have—the
Gold-diggers Arms, then the New Inn, and lastly the Farmers’ Arms,
later The Brecon Arms. In Boundary Street stood the Victoria
and The Three Salmons, one in each parish as they were on opposite
sides of the road. The Rose and Crown was at the top of Chapel Street,
and The Fox and Hounds in Fitzroy Street. Glamorgan Street was quite
well endowed for its size, with six houses of refreshment—The Lamb in
the top half, and in the lower part, The Shoulder of Mutton and The
Salutation on one side, and The King William, The Founders’ Arms,
and The Globe right opposite. Quite a merry street was Glamorgan
Street | Coming to Worcester Street, we had The Rock and Fountain
opposite Libanus Chapel, The White Lion and The Red Cow. Near the
present Post Office was the White Horse, with The Black Horse opposite
and The Fireman’s Arms below. In Bailey Street stood the Bush and the
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Vulcan facing each other ; the Pelican, the Quarrymen’s Arms in Lower
Bailey Street, and the Old Post Office Inn, The Bear, and the Cymro,
virtually next door to each other, At the top end of this same street,
above the Synagogue was The Heathcote Inn, and a little higher, The
King David, while on the Square (not Market Square then—there was
no Market Hall) was the Railway, The Barley Sheaf, and the Black Lion,
while in ‘Newtown’ stood the Clarence and thc Golden Lion. 'vamuslj'
the street names in what was called ‘Newtown’ give some clue to their
date of origin—Curzon, Gladstone and Clarence. In the smaller streets,
the thirsty were still catered for, because there was The Beehive and the
Colliers’ Arms in Somerset Street, the Royal Arms and the Upper Lion
in Davies Street, the Belle Vue in Greenland Road, and the Miners’
Arms in Well Street. This still leaves us with Beaufort Street, though
some of the Pubs here were called Hotels, The Old Castle and
New Castle stood facing each other at the lower end, then the Wine
Vaults, the Rising Sun, the Full Moon, and the Greyhound, with the
Mitre across the road. Then at the top stood The King’s Head, known
as the “Threeha’ penny’ because they sold a cheap yellow tobacco for 1id,
a screw, and then, best known of all, The Griffin, which was the hos
fm: most travellers to the town.
papers to all these places was quite a job of work for an eight-
year l:lnltig but I cannot remember that I ever minded doing it. I had
mt:-r.hcr :e.giﬂar job in addition to this. I had to walk regularly over
beyond the Hafod Farm to cut fern for making litter for the pigs. At
that time, as I shall mention later, there was an engine and , Of
trams, running from Llangattock Quarries along the Hafod Road. Near
the farm gateway was the spot where the engine stopped to take on water.
Perforce, the journey stupgd for this operation, an cF it was quite a LEa
for me to hitch a stolen ride in a tram back as far as King Street with my
load of fern and bracken. I became an adept at dodging the driver’s eye.
There was no rail link between Bryn-mawr and Nant-y-glo, but the
Griffin Hotel at the top of Beaufort Street kept a stable of horses and
cabs, and horse-buses, which ran regularly to meet and catch the trains
at Nant-y-glo Station. The fare for the bus was 6d. a time, and business
flourished. The Hotel was always very busy, and employed a large
staff of cooks, housemaids and chambermaids and boots, not to mention
hostlers and cabbies. Business men entertained there and commercial
travellers came to visit the local works and shops. Life went with a
swing in the Griffin, not that this aspect of thmgs impinged on the local
working people, only in so far as there were amounts of dripping
available f::? the huge joints which were cmkege and once every week,
the Dance Room would be full of women and children carrying basins
which would be filled with the tasty beef dripping that was there.
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Another weekly institution of the Griffin was the &rgew-bmtm

carpets would be taken up and carried to the fields at the top o Fltzrﬂj"
Street. Of course, living as we did at the top of Hill Street, we could
hear the beating going on for hours. No vacuum cleaners then! The
Griffin stables were situated at the back of the hotel and also behind the
Bank, and Jones the Chemist’s shop. The commercial travellers used
to hire a “float” which was a horse-drawn camaﬁc to take their samples
in heavy leather cases round the town and the wvalleys. Mentioning
Jones the Chemist reminds me of an old custom of theirs whlch the children
of the day greatly appreciated. Every New Year’s morning, we all con-
gregated in the yard where the Mews stood, and the Jones brothers
gave every child a whole penny as a New Year's Gift.

Very little bread was sold in the shops then. Nobody would dream
ot buying ‘shop-bread’ unless they had the misfortune to run out of
home-made bread. There were public bakehouses which dealt with two
batches of bread daily—one at z %m and the other at 6 p.m. The
women would make the dough at home, using barm in place of yeast.
This barm was brought by some local shop-ke from a brewery in
Abergavenny, and the children fetched it in jugs from the shops. When
it was mixed and ‘risen’, the dough was carried to the bake-houses in
clean white pillow cases, and fetched, when baked in clothes-baskets.
Each woman marked her loaves with 2 private sign, so that she would
recognise them when baked. The loaves weighed 4 to 5 Ibs. each and
cost 1d, a loaf to bake. There were five bakehouses ; Watkins at the
bottom of King Street, George Powell at the junction of King Street
and Well Street, Roberts and Pugh in Worcester Street and Ewans in
George Street.

Needless to say, there were no taps in the houses. All water had to
be carried from wells and springs, in some cases from quite a distance,
Another n:hm:: for the children! We were lucky enough to have a well
which never di in our garden. Another .ittle amenity in short
supply was street | g. Lamps were few and far between, and lamp-
lighters were e;mp]n}rf.':d to light th:.m and put them out.

1 would like to remark on another rather curious institution of that
time. A women was Bfgloytd to walk every day from Bryn-mawr
Post Office to Beaufort Office, carrying letters and small packages. She
was a curious figure, known as Mary Campin. She always wore a Welsh
Flannel apron, turned half up, to hold her knitting. She was never
seen without this knitting, at which she worked continuously as she
walked. She had a counterpart, plying between Bryn-mawr and Nant-
y-glo. He was a dwarf, called Tom Post. Whether this was his real
name or 4 nickname I never knew. On his way, he sometimes passed a
bakehouse which was a regular camping-out place for the local gossips.
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The men used to entice him in, and then lift him up on to the bins, and
tease him until he cried, because poor Tom was too short to get down
on his own. There was a Post horse and van, travelling between Aber-
gavenny, Bryn-mawr and Merthyr, delivering to the Post Office night
and morning and also once on Sundays. 1%1: driver of this van was
generally believed to be armed.

With so many horses in use, the problem naturally arose of disposing
of them when they were worn out. An old horse can’t be dumped on
the roadside as are so many old cars today. So there were several horse-
slaughter-houses in Bryn-mawr. There was one near the river, by the
bridge, and was owned by a man named Joby Davies ; Hence the name
‘Joby’s Pitch’ which was given to the road that ran from the bridge to
the White House, which stood at the top of the hill, near where the
Hafod Garage now stands. Another slaughter-house stood at the to
of Hill Street and another opposite where now stands Bailey Street Chapel.

In most houses, the floors were of stone, which were well scrubbed
and then sanded. Men used to fetch sandstone from the mountains,
burn it, smash it up finely, and carry it in bags on their heads to the shops.
People used to buy it, a pennyworth at a time, for sprinkling on their floors.

For several years, the well-known Father Ignatius used to come all
the way from Llanthony Abbey to preach in Old Town Hall, The
entrance fee was 1/-d. per head, and it says something for the religious
fervour of the times that he never lacked a good audience.

There was no such thing as National Health Insurance then. Folks
made their own arrangements to deal with sickness. Most of the public
houses ran Sick Clubs, to which all provident people belonged. I believe
the contribution was 6d per week. There were several different clubs,
I remember the Odd Fellows and the Foresters, to which we belonged.
and the Rechabites. Each year every club would turn out and parade
round the town, the members wearing lovely coloured scarves and sashes,
and carrying bug]es slung over their shoulders. Each parade ended with
a feast, so I can’t say we never had any pleasure. We certainly did, on
occasions.

That reminds me ot the Fairs, which were held then, as now on Whit
Monday and the first Monday in September. But how different from
today. The whole area from the Wesleyan Chapel in Alma Street to
where Dunlop Semtex today have their factory, was one open space,
and this was filled with stalls and shows of all descriptions.

There were boxing booths and dancing girls, roundabouts and swings,
shooting galleries and coconut stalls—in fact, all the fun of the fair,
The whole of Beaufort Street on both sides was crowded with stalls,
and at night the whole was lit by naptha lamps. You could walk on
the people’s heads, the crowd was so great. As may be imagined, the
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noise was terrific. We could hear it at the top of Hill Street till midnight
and after. In addition to the Fair, we were visited two and sometimes
three times a year by various circuses, the largest of which was Sangers.
What a wonderful show this was, even if one could not afford to pay to
go in, and there were few who failed to do this! The whole circus com-
pany used to parade the town, led by a large coach in which rode the
Circus Queen, and her Maids of Honour, in colourful glitteting costumes
followed by white ponies and riders two abreast beautifully turned out
and costumed, and then the lovely little Shetland Ponies. Then came
the elephants and camels, the whole procession accnﬁgmiﬂd by the band,
and the clowns on stilts, tapping on the bedroom windows, and cracking
jokes with the crowd, to the huge delight of everyone.

On the site of the present Market Hall, Garrick’s Theatre would quite
often pitch their canvas tent, and put on the old blood-curdling melo-
dramas, ‘Maria Marten’, or the Murder in the Red Barn, and ‘Sweeney
Todd, The Demon Barber’, which were always greatly appreciated, and
could be seen and enjoyed time and again by the youngsters—and the
older folk, too. Sometimes the tent would be pitched on the Waen
Field. To vary the entertainment, there were the Quack Doctors, who
would pitch their stands where now stands John James’s shop on the
Market Square, and sell Patent Medicines to cure everything. Opposite
these, we had Auctioneers who were reputed to come from iff Pawn-
shops to sell secondhand jewellery. We were always sure of free enter-
tainment with both quacks and auctioneers, for the thrust and parry of
words and wits between the sellers and buyers and watchers was hilarious.
In the centre, quite often the Salvation Army would hold their meetings,
complete with Band and tambourines, and in the centre would stand
the Big Drum, on to which people would be persuaded and cajoled into
throwing pennies, the game being to reach the target of 1/-d, then when
1d. over had been subscribed to press on for the next 1/-d. and so on.
These pastimes were carried on Winter and Summer, but in the Summer,
sports were held in Waynes’ Field, Wayne being the owner of the Griffin
Hotel. His field was at the very end of Fitzroy Street, behind the cem-
etery and here were held all sorts of field ‘fé»orts, including racing and
pony-trotting. A barrier was placed across the road at the top of Fitzroy
Street, and everyone had to pay to go through, but I went free with a
friend, whose father kept cows in the adjoining field. We used to go
up ‘to see to the cows’, and there was nothing to stop our eyes wandering
to the sports. Then we looked forward to Abergavenny Fair. There
would be strings of horses going down, tied tail to tail, to be sold for
work in the local collieries. No conveyors und then ! Horses,
goats, cattle, sheep were all driven down by . And what roads!
All limestone ! This was before the time of Macadam. There would be
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of stone-breakers everywhere. The stones were piled in heaps
at the roadside, and the men broke them up to put on the roads. Imagine
the dust clouds as the carts and carriages rolled by ! But I only marvel
at it in retrospect. Then we took it all for granted.

Local craftsmen were not in short supply either. There were the
blacksmiths and shoesmiths to begin with. Mr. Ricketts worked under
the New Inn in Pont-y-gof, and also by the Bridgend Inn. The old
blacksmith’s shop is still there, empty now, of course. Then there was
John Phillips on the site of Jacob the Fruiteret’s shop at the corner of
Clydach and King Street. He also had a coal yard there, and made
coal winches in his shop. Leonard the blacksmith plied his trade between
Lower Bailey Street and Alma Street. His old shop is now converted
into garages, and finally there was Hatry Jones, the blacksmith near the
photographers, in Blaina Road.

There was Joe the Nailer, who made nails in his cottage at the top of
Boundary Street. And I certainly must not forget the tinkers. e
also worked mostly in their cottages and were chiefly Catholics of Iri
origin. T well recollect the “wakes’ they held the night before a funeral.
There was Rafferty in King Street where now stand Council Flats ; Maggie
the Tinker, who was Rafferty’s daughter, but who worked on her own
at the back of Jones the Blacksmith’s shop, and the Fury’s, who lived
and worked in the Irish houses opposite the Fireman’s Arms. Dobbin
and Webb had a workshop near the White Lion in Worcester Street,
but sold their wares in a shop in Beaufort Street. They made tea jacks,
and double tinned snap boxes for the miners and ironworkers. Of
course, saddlers were very necessary, and we had Mr. Probert and Mr.
Kearnes. There was an Iron Foundry behind the Belle Vue in Greenland
Road. Men were employed there to make lamposts and pipes and such
like. Behind and on the site of Crawshay House was the Brick-works
and coalyard belonging to Thomas Williams. Hick’s Boot Factory
was next door to the Griffin Hotel. My mother’s brother, George
Taylor came from Bristol to start the works with the latest new machinery
of the day. Most of the work was done by girls, with my uncle, a first
class bootmaker, in charge there for many years. Later, the ownership
changed hands, and the premises were moved, but George Taylor remained
with them.

There was a Printers’ Works behind the Booksellers and Newsagents
Shop kept by Mr. Davies in Beaufort Street. The shop is still there,
kept by Mr. Ron Davies, a grandson of the original owner. A fascinating
shop this always was to me. There were always lots of small books for
sale there for a few coppers. It was an Aladdin’s Cave for a bookworm.
I once saw a very old Bible displayed in the window. I believe the date
on it was 1769.
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For a small town, we were well served for watch and clock-makers
too—the Feseymeyer Brothers at the top of Beaufort Street, and Mr,
Coompes at the lower end. Starkey’s Brewery stood near the Clarence
Inn, and the Saxon family started a Pop Factory in Chapel Street. There
were also several Jewish glaziers.

Maybe at this point it would be convenient to mention some of the
shops of the day. Next door to the Boot Factory stood Connops Stores,
a grocery, wine and spirits shop, followed b'y Cook’s Boot and Shoe
shop, then Feseymeyers. The premises next door was occupied by a
Furniture and China shop, kcpt b}f Mrs, Bloor. This shop jutted out
on to the pavement, and in a y between it and the shop below,
Mr. Richard Bloor kept a2 To mmsts shr:: A well known local man
came next, in the person of Mr. James Neat He was a Mens’ Outfitter,
and also sold boots and shoes. e rooms above his shop were known
as Neat’s Assembly Rooms, where meetings, etc., were held. Mr. Neat
was by way of being a ubhc benefactor. He took an immense interest
in the Clyd);-:h Gorge, :spe:cmllj,r the Fairy Glen, near which Shakespeare

s reputed to have written ‘A Midsummer nght s Dream’. When the
Schml Board decided to replace the old forms on which we sat, Mr.
MNeat bought them, and placed them down in the Valley for the use of
walkers. Alas! His forms fared no better in those days than they would
have today! They were very soon broken up by wvandals. He also
had some rough steps cut out to enable people to climb down to the
river.

But to return to our shops. Below Worcester Street, Mr. Bush kept
a butcher’s shop, followed by Mr. Evans, the Chemist. He was a serious
rival to the Quacks., Mothers much pn:fcrﬂ:d to take their children to
Evans the Chemist than to the doctor. He prescribed for them and was
very popular. Just below were the three brass balls of Barney Isaac
the Pawnbroker, and a very prosperous business he had.

The lower side of Davies Street saw Mr. Gage, the greengrocer,
Campbells, who sold china and ornaments, and Sandbrocks, the iron-
monger. Next came Tommy Lewis, known as Tommy Tup nny,
from his habit of selling 2d. screws of tobacco. His daughter kept a
confectionary shop next door down, and on Saturdays she used to have
a little black 11'1 sitting in the window eating sweets. This was a big
attraction for ﬁ'u: u.rcg shoppers. 1 must mention Jones and Morgan,
‘Top Shop’. This was a large drapery and millinery establishment
m‘rlﬂ?mg a lot of girls, some of whom were apprenticed as dressmakers

milliners, and was situated opposite Connops Stores, and was followed
by Mr. Dawcs the newsagent and printer, and Mrs. Bowen’s Eating
House, or Cﬂ-c:-k Shop. Later Mrs. Bowen married Jacob Davies who
kept Billiard Rooms, and the two businesses were combined. Near by
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was Mrs. Webb’s Hardware Stores. Her husband was a plumber, and
then Mr. Dobbin’s Tinware Shop. Below and opposite the Greyhound
Hotel, was Isaac’s Post Office and grocery store. I remember we used
to buy black treacle here in jugs. Following this was Miss Curtiss, a
Newsagent, with her mother also keeping a shop at either end of the
Old Town Hall Arcade. This arcade had stalls running all round, and
there could be bought faggots and peas at 1d. and cockles at 1d. a plate,
ginger-snaps, home-made sweets, as well as tobacco, china and occas-
ionally a furniture auction. I have seen seven piece suites of furniture sold
for £4 here. Below Blewitt Square, the shops were below the level of
the pavement and had steps leading down into them. Then came the
tall Imperial Temperance Hotel, and Peglar’s Grocery shop, the whole
street, of course interspersed with pubs. Across the Square next to the
Black Lion was a big grocery shop and hay and chaff merchants. An
open space followed until you came to Starkey’s Brewery opposite the
Cf:ienne. In the Clarence Dance Room a Penny Bazaar was held, which
later became a Sixpenny Bazaar.

In addition to the established shops there were the pedlars, two of
whom remain vividly in my memory. One sold pins and needles, and
sang a street song about ‘A pin for the lady, A pin for the baby’. The
other sold flea powder, and did a good trade with the landlady of a
lodging house in Glamorgan Street. She was a fiery Irish woman and
one day she rounded on the pedlar and declared his Flea Powder was
useless. ‘How do you use it, my dear ?’ said he. “Well, sprinkle it on
the beds, of course’, she retorted. ‘But, it don’t kill the fleas’. ‘Ahl
but that’s the wrong way’, said he. “You must first catch the fleas, and
then put them in the powder’, with which parting quip, he took to his
heels and fled.

The Scotch travelling drapers or packmen were very much in evidence
too. They were the Macdonald Taylors, and the Sutherlands, but there
was also the ‘Cardi’, Mr. Jones, the Flannel. At first he used to
his stock on a pole across his shoulders. Much of it consisted of woollen
stockings knitted by his wife, and also of course, Welsh Flannel goods.
Eventually he took a shop in Beaufort Street, and was a very well
respected draper in the town. The business was carried on by his son,
almost up to the time of their deaths, and is now owned by Ms. Sims.
At one time, “Jones the Flannel’, and the Scotsmen employed door-to-
door salesmen, who travelled the length of the valleys and also Clydach,
Gilwern and Crickhowell, selling ‘on tick’, and collecting weekly
payments : The Scots eventually built their own chapel,—Bailey Street
Congregational Church—, but known to us as “The Packmen’s Chapel’.

On Sunday mornings, a fishmonger from Blaina travelled round the
town, selling his left-over fish, and each Monday morning, all the butchers
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came round the doors selling off their stock of meat cheaply. Refrigerators
of course, were unknown then.

The neighbouring farmers used to take their goods to Nant-y-glo
Market, as there was no market in Bryn-mawr. This was an open-air
market starting by the Bush Hotel, on Market Road. The main road
that runs from Bryn-mawr to Blaina did not exist then. The Rope Pit
was working where now is the Banna Park, and the road ran down to
the Bush Hotel and up the Greyhound Pitch on one side, and over
Twynderyn and Turkeytown on the other. After the Rope Pit closed,
the area was filled in and the New Road opened, but this was not until
1893, I believe.

Where the Dunlop Semtex Factory now stands was always called
“The Little Waen®, and was common land. Several times, to my knowl-
edge, it was fenced in, but the fences were always torn down, and the
land reclaimed. Here the football and cricket matches were played.

During my boyhood, I remember three big fires. Two of them broke
out at different times in Connop’s Stores, at night, and a rare old time
we had watching, because the spirits bottles were bursting all over the
place, and the flames shmtmﬁ_;lup like fireworks. The other fire occurred
in Bloor's General Store. s was discovered in the middle of the
night, too, and had a really good hold ; so much so, that Mr. and Mrs.
Bloor and my sister, who worked in the shop and “lived-in’, were u:ircd
on the top floor. When the fire brigade arrived, they had no ladders
long enough to reach to the parapet. There was panic, and nobody
knew what to do, until Jack Feseymeyer, the Jeweller, called to the men
to rest the ladder on his chest. This they did, and the three people
climbed over the parapet and down to safety.

I do not recall that any public acknowledgement was ever made to
Mr. Feseymeyer for his pluck and resourcefulness. Incidentally, the
cause of this fire was believed to be mice and rats nibbling at the stock
of matches.

I have said that at the age of 10, I left school. My father at this time
was employed in the Coal-tar levels, the mouths of which could still be
seen in the Clydach Valley, until the Heads of the Valley Road was built.
Boys were not allowed to work in the pits until they were 12, but no
inspectors visited the levels, so my father got permission for me to start
work with him. Girls and women were also employed. In the levels,
they went into the workings and brought out the men’s elves for
ening. ‘They took them to the blacksmith, and then crawled back into
the levels to return them. Often they had cruel burnEs and scratches,
but it was all in the day’s work. On top of the pits, the women pulled
the trams of coal to the screens for cleaning, and also worked generally
with the men.
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In the levels, the men and boys cut coal and limestone, which were
brought out in trams. The minestone was blasted out. We bought
kcg: of gunpowder from the Ironmongers, and stored it under the

Miners considered this the safest place for it. We used to bore
a hole in the stone with a drill and dagger, put in the powder, ram it
with clay, strike a greased copper :og in the powder, then place the
squib, light it, and run to safety. Near our level, there was a water-
course for a level near the old ash-tip on Intermediate Road, and this
was our bolt-hole. The minestone was stored on the opposite bank,
justbove the old Coal-tar Houses ; then it was loaded in large trams and
drawn by horses up to the Hmt]m:rtc Bank, and from there, the Cymro
engine, ‘Crawshay Bailey’s engine’, took it to the Nant-y-glo Tron Works.

It may be of interest to note the wages paid for this work. Miners
and Cr.:-lhcrs were considered to make good money for piecework. They
a". era L1.5.0d. a week. Labourers earned 18/-d., and boys, myself

cd earned 7/3d. For this we worked from 7 a.m. to § p.m. The
mal we worked was hauled on a flat float that held two trams, up to the
Coal-yard which was situated through the first arch under the bridge.
There was also a Coal-yard at the junction of Clydach and King Street.
This coal was brought from a level at the top end of Clydach Street,
and also from the Patches, near Rhasfach. Coal could be bought by
the bucket at these yards.

Besides the levels, there were seven pits working in the area then,
and when I was 12 years of age, my father went to work in the South
Griffin Pit in Blaina, and T went with him. We rose at 5 a.m. each day,
except Sﬂturdajr, when it was 4 a.m. and walked to Nant-y-glo station
to catch a train at 6 a.m.—an hour earlier on Saturdays. The train took
us to Blaina Station, from which we walked a mile or more down to the
pit. At the end of the shift, we did the journey in reverse, arriving
home at 6.30 p.m. On Saturdays we finished at 2 p.m. Durmg the
winter, we saw very little daylight, as you can imagine. We were paid
f-:::-rtmghtly on ‘Pay Monday’, and boys under 16 had to leave work at
z.0’clock on that day. We used to come up the pit and lark about on
top. There were some rare fights, sometimes, all in good humour.
There were no local hospitals, and treatment for accidents underground
were much more rough and ready than today. Injured miners were
jolted home by horse and trap, and attended by their own doctor, under
the surveillance of the ‘Comp doctor’, whose word was absolute. If a
miner were killed, all the men working in that pit s;czﬁped work, and
walked in procession all the way home from Blaina, behind the corpse,
which was carried by his workmates. This was an impressive sight, as
the miners would be in their pit clothes, with black faces, and they
walked in absolute silence.
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This was in contrast to the funerals of the time. These were ‘public’,
which simply meant that anyone, male and female, who wished, was
welcome to attend. And attend they did, often several hundred people,
the width of the road, walking all the way and fervently singing the
heart-rending Welsh hymns that they loved.

Weddings were mostly walking affairs too. There was no ish
church in %rjrn—miwr, so church weddings were held in Llanelly Church,
three miles away; but pcnﬁle were predominantly ‘chapel’ and their
weddings were usually in Siloam, or Cuckoo’s Nest, in Clydach, with
bride, groom and Eul:ﬁts cheerfully walking the whole way. The chapels
in town were not licensed to marry.

The Cymro engine and trams used to run from Llangattock Lime
Kilns and Quarries to the works, and there were also mules travelling
daily on the same route, and also across the mountain. There were 10
to 20 animals, each laden with 2 side baskets, and each basket holding
2 cwt. of lime. They carried it to Bryn-mawr, Nant-y-glo, Beaufort
and Ebbw Vale, to builders’ yards for making mortar, and to the Iron-
works where lime was used in the making of pig and bar iron.

I have mentioned before that the chapels were very flourishing, and
nearly all social life, apart from the pubs, centred round them. Rehoboth,
for instance, staged one of the great oratorios each Boxing Day. People
of all denominations sang in the choir, and the place was always packed
with towns-people.

It is a matter of interest that the Bryn-mawr County Grammar School
was started in the school-room and classrooms of the Primitive Methodist
Chapel in Orchard Street, before any Intermediate school was built.
This I am proud of, for this was ‘our chapel’, and the members were
pleased and honoured to help in such a wonderful project.

There were, I believe 11 chapels then ; also a Catholic Church and a
Synagogue. We were almost a msmc;pnlitaﬂ population, with Welsh,
English, Scotch, Irish, and Polish and Russian ﬁcws with outlandish
names, refugees from Eastern Europe. Naturally most of the Non-
conformist young people attended Sunday School, and each year there
was a Sunday Sﬁnal uting,—but not to Barry Island ! Some chartered
the Cymro engine and trams, which were white washed for the occasion
and into these the young folk piled, and were driven to Llangattock,
where they had a trip on the canal, a picnic, and returned by tram.
Others, which usually included our family, went by train to Gilwern or
Govilon, had a trip on a barge up the canal and back, a picnic and a train
ride home, Quite a bit of courting was done on the canal tow-path |

At other times, for a change, and an extra treat, we would taken
to Abergavenny Castle. These were great occasions, and what dreams
we induiB;:d in, in the castle ruins | We peopled the place in our imagina-
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tion with knights and ladies and men-at-arms, banquetting and dancing;
we visited the dungeons, and swore to each other that we could see
bloodstains on the damp walls, and imagined the agonies of the prisoners
entombed therein. We climbed the rustic bridge and peered t]tmuﬁh
the slits, and in our mind’s eye saw the Welshmen descending from the
mountains to attack, and meeting the arrows shot from the apertures,
We had a wonderful time, and when the day ended, we all gathered
together, adults and children, at the castle gates, and marched through
the streets of the town, singing lustily in chorus, “When the trumpet of
the Lord shall sound, and time shall be no more’. We made the trumpets
sound with our voices, and all the townspeople came to watch as we
made our way to Brecon Road station and so back to Bryn-mawr,
Even today, the strains of “When the Roll is called up yonder, I'll be

there’, can bring a nostalgic smile to me as I remember . . .

‘So sad, so sweet,

The days that are no more’.



