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WHO ARE WE?
The Garw Valley Heritage Society are a group of 
local people who are enthusiastic about creating 
an archive of our valley’s industrial and social 
history.
We are keen to record the progress and events 
in the valley in pictures and notes from the 
1800ʹ′s to ensure that this valuable and rich 

source of information does not disappear 
forever.
We aim to develop exhibits and educational 
material to enable the future generations to see 
what was once a thriving industrial community, 
and to compare present day sights with 
historical views in a “Now and Then” theme.
Additionally, it is intended to gather together in 
one place a vast collection of materials and 
personal memorabilia, as well as recording 
where other items can be located and viewed. It 
is also proposed to create geographical displays 
to show where points and places of interest are 
situated.
The scope of the project is to cover the area 
between Betws and Blaengarw; taking in the 
two parishes within the current parish 
boundaries.
In conjunction with other groups it is hoped to 
be able to make the records available to the 
public and eventually to supply copies of 
particular pictures and written records if there is 
sufficient demand.

Welcome, Croeso!

Email us 
enquiry@garwheritage.co.uk

Find us on Facebook!

We are keen to borrow historical material so that can be indexed and copied with the consent of the 
owner, and would be grateful for any photos, family recollections, funny stories, tales of excitement 

or adventure in the Valley. At the moment we are particularly interested in collecting material 
relating to World War 1, to be included in our exhibition that will be shown throughout 2014, the 
anniversary year of this conflict, so please have a look into your family records for anything that 

can be used to show what effect this war had on the Garw and its people.  

@garwheritage

This edition features an eye-witness account of the Ffaldau pit accident of 1961, by Keith Brocklebank, on page 4, some 
reminiscences "om Colin Davies of his  grandparents’ houses in the first half of the last century, and The Stormy Flight 
of Taffy Jones, a story that came "om  David Dimmick’s renovation work on the WW2 rifle range at Stormy Down.

Lluest Co$iery. See p. 4 for a first hand account of the 
1961 accident there.

http://www.garwheritage.co.uk/wordpress/wp-content/uploads/2010/04/4466007086_eff1a23c98_o.jpg
http://www.garwheritage.co.uk/wordpress/wp-content/uploads/2010/04/4466007086_eff1a23c98_o.jpg
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During the late 1970's I worked as a foreman renovating a WW2 Rifle range at the former R.A.F airfield 
at Stormy Down,  Porthcawl, which was being adapted for use by the Territorial Army. Part of the job 
entailed removing the spent bullets from the sand at the back of the range, this was because of the high 
lead content for scrap value, needless to say I gathered a few souvenirs for my troubles.
Years later, whilst working as a bricklayer during the construction of the Princess of Wales Hospital in 
Bridgend, I happened to mention my involvement with Stormy Down to a workmate, Bill,* and he said 
that he had served part of his time in the R.A.F. at that particular airfield.
He recalled details of an incident which occurred during an attack on the airfield by Luftwaffe bombers. 
As the attack materialised Bill found himself next to an ablutions hut, into which he promptly threw 
himself, seeking more secure shelter under a Belfast sink. Moments later a man Bill recognised as his 
Commanding officer 'Taffy' Jones** entered the hut and also sought the same shelter as Bill's. As the two 
men waited for the attack to subside, a line of  machine-gun bullets came through the roof and rico-
cheted off the floor in front of them.
'Taffy' who suffered from a pronounced stammer,*** was so incensed he uttered the one word B-B-B-
Bastards!  He ran out of the hut, shaking his fist at the now departing enemy, sprinted  across the tarmac, 
jumped into and took off in an unarmed Hawker Henley training aircraft in hot pursuit of the enemy 
bombers. He attacked a Ju88 with the cockpit Very pistol but was targeted by the enemies rear gunner 
who fired a burst of bullets into 'Taffy's' wing, forcing him to break off and return to Stormy Down where 

he landed safely. ( Something of an event for Taffy, who had 
a history of crash landings.)****
This was not the end of the matter, for  Taffy was repri-
manded for his actions. I suspect that there must have 
been a few smiles at the Air Ministry, along with a sneak-
ing respect for this hot-headed little Welshman! I would 
like to think that some of my souvenir rounds once came 
from Taffy's service revolver during target practice, fired 
by the great man himself.
* I did discover from subsequent conversations with Bill, 
that he had eventually joined a special forces group put 
together for 'Combined Operations.' Once his duties re-
quired him to act as Winston Churchill's bodyguard, when 
he visited  the North African front. Bill also served in Italy 

and with Tito's Partisans in Yugoslavia on the Balkan front. His unit had the famous actor Douglas Fair-
banks Jnr attached to it as U.S. Navy liason officer.  
**Taffy was in fact  James Ira Thomas Jones, DSO, MC, DFC and bar,MM and was a British flying ace of 
the First World War. He is listed as having 37 kills to his name.
*** The stammer came from the act of being rolled down a very steep hill, in a wooden barrel as a small 
child. 
****Throughout his brilliant R.F.C./ R.A.F. career he had a reputation of crashing on landing and this was 
discovered to be caused by his defective sight? Imagine what the man could have done with perfect vi-
sion!
After the war he wrote 2 books of his experiences as a pilot, and a biography of Edward Mannock an-
other 'ace'.
Taffy died after accidentally falling of a ladder at his home in 1960. He is buried at Canaan Chapel, Ban-
cyfelin.  ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! Submitted by David Dimmick

THE STORMY FLIGHT OF TAFFY JONES*

IN FORTHCOMING ISSUES.....
The second half of Colin Davies' account of his family holidays in Llangeinor, some Pontycymer 

reminiscences, and the tale of a disorderly parrot!
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ALL MOD CONS
Although I was born in Bridgend my parents 
moved away whilst I was still very young, 
therefore my only memories of my grandparents’ 
homes are from visits during the school holidays. 
During the 1950s and the early 1960s my 
grandparents lived on opposite sides of the valley 
in Llangeinor. It is about the facilities available in 
each home that I would like to tell you about.
Maes-y-Deri.
Let me start with the older of the two homes first. 
This was of my maternal grandparents who lived in 
Maes-y-Deri, which together with its adjoining 
villa, Maes-y-Gelli, is situated just above the old 
level-crossing at Llangeinor station. My great 
grandfather Jenkin Thomas was a master mason 
and building contractor who died whilst building 
these villas in 1904. My family, who at the time 
were living at 11 Treharne Row, West Rhondda, 
Pontyrhyl, one of a terrace of cottages which 
Jenkin had built, had to pay another mason to 
complete the work. 
Jenkin also had plans to build a hotel on land in the 
river bend between the Llangeinor railway crossing 
and the bridge to the Recreation field (facing the 
present two bungalows). Should business fail it was 
designed to be easily converted to individual 
houses by sealing up the cross passages. This plot 
became my grandparents’ garden.
My grandparents did not move into this villa until 
sometime around 1920. My mother was born in 
1916 in what is now 14 Heol Llangeinor, which was 
the site of the Post Office during the 1950s. This 
address was one of 5 villas which I think may have 
been co l lect ive l y known a s ‘Glan Gar w’ . 
Remember there was only one other house, apart 
from any farms, at Half-Way, between Tyn-yr-Heol 
School and Pandy before the late 1920s (see below).
So of what did Maes-y-Deri consist? It appears to 
have been built on a platform set into an old 
quarry. The steps led straight up from the road 
alongside of the house to the back yard, off which 
was the rear door. A branch of the steps led to the 
front door and across to the villa next door, which 
had its own set of steps. Inside the front door was 
the passage leading to the rear, off which were the 
stairs to the upper floor.
The front room, or parlour, with its bay window, 
had a fireplace on the outside wall and fitted 
cupboards in the alcoves. Next along was the 
middle room also with a fireplace and alcoves, with 

its window facing towards the rear. This room was 
always very cool and the butter was kept in a 
stoneware jar on the floor to keep it fresh. The 
main room at the back, with the rear door and 
window facing to the side, had the only fire that 
was kept going all the year; in fact this was the only 
fire I remember ever being lit. This was used for 
the majority of cooking and for hot water. An old 
heavy black kettle was always on the hob and water 
was decanted into a lighter kettle which was boiled 
on a small electric stove in the scullery at the very 
back. This small place also contained the only 
water supply to the house, a single tap.
The toilet was very basic and was just a smooth 
wooden bench, a hole with a lid, a ceramic lining, 
but no means of flushing it. This was crammed into 
a small space between the rear wall and the very 
small patch of garden at hillside level. When water 
was required to ‘flush’, an enamel bucket which was 
kept in the toilet was filled from the tap, via the 
scullery window! Where the tap water came from, 
or where the waste water went, was never fully 
discovered.
Upstairs at the front above the entrance hall was 
the ‘study’, a small room crammed with books and 
anything else not for general use. Next to this was 
the smallest bedroom. Both had windows facing 
across the valley and were quite low, which made 
life easier for us children to see out.
The middle bedroom matched the middle room 
downstairs with a rearward facing window. The 
main bedroom was at the back above the main 
room, with a side-facing window.
So what was missing? There was no bathroom, no 
fitted water heater, no exterior lighting, and no 
flush toilet indoors or out. There was however a 
rather basic electricity supply which powered the 
lighting, a radio, and later, the television. Oh, there 
was a sink in the scullery but the waste water had 
to flow out along the rear wall then down the side 
wall, then into a small grid in the yard. This water 
was contained (sic) in an open channel, the edge of 
which was made from a small concrete band, or at 
least there were the remains of one when I was a 
lad.
My grandfather died in 1968 having lived in the 
house for at least 48 years, and modernisation has 
since taken place- thank goodness!
PART TWO continues in next issue
Submitted by Colin Davies
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I went to work on the afternoon 
sh i f t on th i s day, and my 
workmate Kei th Dyer wa s 
waiting at the pithead and we 
went down together.  It was just 
an ordinary shift to us, as soon as 
we got to our workplace we got 
going. On afternoons everyone 
was trying their best to get the 
work done to finish early and go 
up the pit.
Billy Dyke and his workmate 
Ivor Garfield worked next to us, 
we were packers and they were 
borers and rippers. Their job was 
to make safe the place we had to 
go into to be able to do our 
packing of the roof.
We hadn’t done much before we 
heard a shout from Cyril Einon, a 
face worker, that there had been 
a bad accident and to go and get 
a stretcher and blankets. Keith 
Dyer and myse l f were the 
youngest and fittest working on 
the face on that shift so it was up 
to us to do the running for first 
aid equipment.
When we arrived on the scene 
Billy was lying flat out where 
Cyril had put him, his face had 
been covered so as not to cause 
anyone to be frightened by his 
injuries. By this time about six 
other face workers had arrived 

but all were over sixty years old 
and most were full of dust.
We quickly got Billy on to the 
stretcher as instructed by Cyril 
who was a real brick all through 
the time we were handling Billy: 
he said to get him out as fast as 
possible to save him. After all this 
time I think he knew he was 
dead and had been k i l l ed 
instantly and felt nothing, but he 
did this to keep our hopes up as 
no one likes  to be carrying a 
dead person out of the pit.
Keith and myself did most of the 
carrying as we were the fittest. It 
was about half a mile to the pit 
bottom and we did it double 
quick time. When we got to the 
Ambulance room our job was 
done and we waited outside only 
to be told that Billy was dead on 
arrival. This news really upset us 
all as Billy was known to us all as 
young man with a family a nice 
chap who enjoyed a pint and a 
good game of darts.
I know it took Keith Dyer and 
myself a good while to get over 
what we saw that day, there was 
no counselling for shock in those 
days, and it was back to work the 
next day as usual.
S u b m i t t e d b y Ke i t h 
Brocklebank

HAVE YOU VISITED 
OUR WEBSITE?

Ful l o f photos f rom our 
archive and local stories and 
memories, the Garw Valley 
Society website is building up 
a collection of local stories of 
past events and personalities. 
It has a growing gallery of 
photos from our archive, and 
even a forum where you can 
chat about the Gar w ’s 
heritage. 
Most photos can be ordered at 
a cost of £4 for A4 size, plus 
postage if they need to be 
posted.

www.garwheritage.co.uk

A PIT ACCIDENT  26/11/1961

EVENTS
The Soc ie ty ha s he ld 
exhibitions throughout the 
Summer at events such as the 
Carnival in Parc Calon Lan, 
and the Party in the Park at 
Pontyrhyl, and is preparing for 
the WW1 exhibition to be 
held at various Garw venues 
throughout 2014.

MEETINGS
7pm, first Wednesday of each 

month at LETS building 
Oxford St.

MUGS AND CRYSTAL PAPERWEIGHTS FOR SALE

Both mugs and crystals display Garw views 

Delivery is free 
to a Garw 

address, postage 
elsewhere on 

application, tel. 
01656 856091 

£8.50

£3.50


