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Some were fairly obvious: Basher,
Bunny, Scruff, Mop, Budgie, the
aforementioned Tojo (you can work
them out) and of course the formidable
— if unimaginatively nicknamed —
“Ma” Baker.. But where did “Bingo,
Bud, Iggie, Sparky” come from and
“Flash?” But what of those who—so far
as I know—did not acquire these extra
titles—Messrs Balch, McGivern,
Chandler, Glyn Jones, Jeff Hopkin and
Mr Emlyn Evans to mention a few.
I was browsing the website and came
across the school magazine volume 99,
1959 and therein there was a spoof
quiz:
SUSTIFICATE OF GENERAL
HIGGORANCE that takes this
discussion a little further and adds a
little mystery. The quiz asked —
Write notes on the following:
( a) Jop 		(f) Fred 		 (k) Bingo
(b) Tojo 		(g) Jim 		 (l) Moses
(c) Tonto 		(h) Vulture (m) Sluj
(d) Archie 		(i) Davo 		 (n) Porky
(e) Plug 		(j) Uncle 		 (o) Bunny

The tribute to Phil Sayer in TD 35
ended with a comment about him by
Mr J P Morgan (“Holy Joe”). This got
me thinking about the masters’
nicknames, a tradition sadly no longer
fashionable in the comprehensive age.
I well remember my first encounter
with the practice. Ozzy Morris was
taking 1D in maths (yes, maths – and he
was good) and at some point
announced that he needed a message to
be taken to Mr Cyril Jones. He asked if
anyone of us fresh faced new boys knew
him and, eager to impress, up went my
hand. Then it dawned on me.
“Er….I think I do sir, but I only know
his nickname” I blurted out, suddenly
realising that hell was about to break
out.
“And what is that, Ball?” came the
stern response.
Now spluttering and terrified I
whispered “Er….Tojo, sir.”
Ozzy Morris gave me a look and I was
praying for the floor to open up.
“Correct” came the response “and I do
not want you hear you say that again.”
He handed me the note for “Tojo” and
I was out of that room as if all the devils
in hell were chasing me, and then took
my time!
Looking back I suspect that Ozzy
Morris probably hid a smile not just at
the discomfort of a cheeky first year but
perhaps noted the tradition of
nicknames was alive and well.
I suspect the masters probably enjoyed
these strange extra names they had
acquired. Which got me thinking, how
did these epithets come about?

Some of these ..er…titles are well
known to us. But who were Jim, Moses,
Tonto, Vulture, Sluj, Archie, Plug and
Uncle?
I look forward to finding out!
Dr John Ball 1959 - 1965
Cover Photograph: Ted Nield in Horn Park Quarry,
Dorset, with Brasilia bradfordensis, a Middle Jurassic
ammonite. Horn Park Quarry is the smallest National
Nature Reserve in Britain, being just one acre in size.
It was once a working quarry but it is no longer and
the remaining outcrop is protected by a fence.
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News

Annual Dinner 2022
We are pleased to confirm that the 83rd
Annual Reunion Dinner of the Old
Dy’vorians’ Association will be held on
Friday 7th October at 7.00 p.m. for 7.30.
The Dinner will again take place at the
Village Hotel on Swansea’s SA1
Waterfront, off Fabian Way.
The Organisers have worked closely
with hotel management to ensure that
the concerns brought to our attention
last year are addressed. It is hoped that
the gestures made, including those
highlighted below, will meet the genuine
concerns of members, and help make
this a bumper dinner so that we get back
to some degree of normality.
This year’s cost of £25 per head is a
reduction from last year and now
includes the provision of two bottles of
house wine per table of ten; additional
bottles of house wine can be purchased
at £20 per bottle.
The Annual Dinner will see David
Taylor (1968 – 2001) being formally
inaugurated as the new President,
having taken over from Keith Ferguson
at an informal event in May ‘22.
The Dinner Booking Form, with full
instructions on how to reserve your
places, can now be downloaded at
https://dynevorrevisited.org.uk/events/

Welcome To Your New President
David Taylor (1968-2001) was
inaugurated at an informal event at
Singleton Park on 30th May.
Committee members observed as
Keith Ferguson passed on the ‘chain’ of
office and cuff links.

After the handover, the gathering
eventually had a light lunch at the
Pop-up venue in the park. Due to their
IT limitations, placing orders and
paying using the App was a steep
learning curve!

If you have any queries, please contact:
Keith Ferguson 07790 002553
KeithODA1958@outlook.com
or
Jeff Vaughan 07810 575703
jeffvaughan1@virginmedia.com

(See photo on bottom of page 5)
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Two Dy’vorians recognised in the 2022
Queen’s Birthday Honours list

Alun Griffiths (1956-1961) was named a
Commander of the Order of the British Empire
— CBE for services to the Construction Industry
and to the community in Wales.

Gerald Gabb (1961-1968) was awarded a BEM
(British Empire Medal) for services to Historical
Research in Swansea.

UWTSD Bicentennial Event

UWTSD Bicentennial Event went off very well, even the rain held off for the procession from the Dynevor
Campus to St Mary's Church. Somewhat surprisingly the ODA contingent found themselves placed at the
front of the procession, behind the percussion 'band' and two staff carrying the mace and banner!
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Search for Missing Magazines
If you’re thinking of decluttering,
downsizing or simply clearing out
cupboards please keep an eye out for any
material that would enhance our website,
whether magazines, photographs or
certificates. We need your help to save as
much of this important material as
possible.
The National Library of Wales holds a
set of TOD magazines; however, editions
11, 13 and 16 are missing from their set. If
you have a copy of one or more of these
and are prepared to donate them, please
contact Pam Bashford. Thanks to Allen
Rees (Year of 1953) edition number 23
has already been forwarded to the library.
Our website is missing School Magazines for 1976 and 1977 were these
produced or simply didn’t survive to be
uploaded onto the website? It’s noted in
the editorial for the 1975 magazine that

one hadn’t been published the previous
year. Is this the case for years 1976 and
1977? Although the edition for 1978 isn’t
listed, a page of the 1979 edition shows
‘1978-1979’, were two editions scanned as
one? Can you help us solve the mystery?
Then there’s Dobbin; we’re looking for
editions 1-6. Do you recall whether
number 11 was the last one?
Please help us save the above mentioned
items; it could be too late already!

In Memoriam
Eric Thomas, 1945-1951
Kilby Edwards, 1946-1952
Larry Owen 1947, returned 1951-1953
Anthony (Tony) Lyn Power, 1958-1964
(Belated notice)
Leslie Jowett, 1970-1994 Maths Teacher
Maureen Hounsell (Hon. Member, wife of
George)

New president David Taylor receives a welcome at Singleton Park.
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Donations to St Thomas
Community Primary School

plans to use the fund to give pupils an
understanding of Egyptology either
through a trip to the Egypt Centre in
Swansea University or by arranging for
someone from the Centre to give a talk
at the school.
It is intended that Keith Ferguson,
Michael Davies and Pam Bashford will
be invited back to view the books
purchased. Mr Dwyer also plans to
share photographs of the proposed
Egyptology event with us.
Before the children left for the
Christmas holiday Mr Dwyer shared
the news and photographs with pupils’
parents/guardians, reiterating the
generosity of the ODA and Dr Jeffreys.

Presentations were made on the last
day of term, December 2021, on behalf
of the ODA to Mr Dwyer, Headteacher
of St Thomas’, and the School Council
made up of pupils from each class in
the school. Mr Michael Davies, Phill’s
son, spoke about his father growing up
in the area, attending what had been
the original St Thomas’ Primary
School before attending Dynevor.
Michael went on to tell the children of
Phill’s love of travel and reading before
presenting a cheque for £250 in
commemoration of Phill and in
recognition of his unstinting service to
our association. The money is to be
spent on books chosen by the pupils,
as literature was one of Phill’s interests
Many of you will recall Dr Jeffreys’
2019 ODA lecture on ‘The White Walls
of Ancient Memphis, Egypt’s
Forgotten Capital’. Due to his
generosity a second donation of £300
was made to the school. The school
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exploring Egyptology, which seemed
quite fitting considering Dr Jeffreys’
lecture had been on that topic. I have
attached a few photos and am more
than happy for them to be included in
the magazine.

Update from Mr Dwyer the Head
Teacher: We have made great use of

the donations! We spent the £250
donation in Mr Phillip Davies’
memory on books as promised. Each
class across the school was actually
given £50 to buy books of their choice,
so the Association’s kind donation
covered the cost of 5 classes, which
was a huge help.
Furthermore, we used the £300 from
Dr Jeffreys’ donation, to take a year
group to the Egypt Centre, as
promised. This meant about 55
children had an amazing experience,

We are so grateful to the Old
Dy’vorians Association, for thinking of
us and making such kind donations. I
am really happy that I can assure you
all that the money has been put to
excellent use and spent directly on the
children of the school. It would be
lovely if we could continue our link
with you in the future.

Dynevor Pupils at the Heart of
a Swansea Community

gone on to become champions in their
sport. Read more about the club.

Terry Grey and his team of volunteers
run Gwent Boxing Club, a well-known
Swansea Club that’s been at the heart of
the Mayhill, Townhill and surrounding
area for over 50 years. Based originally
on Gwent Road, from where it derives
its name, the club has been responsible
for the development of many boys into
fine young men, some of whom have

The not for profit club, managed by local
man Mr Terry Grey since 1971, came
to the attention of the ODA committee
due to the Wales Online article noting
how three men went to help disperse
the gathering at what has since been
referred to as the ‘Mayhill Riot.’
Article
The men, all attended Dynevor, were
closely linked to the Gwent Boxing Club.
The ODA committee agreed the club
would make a worthy recipient of a
donation. Terry Grey and Paul
Langstone (President of the Gwent Club)
took ODA President Keith Ferguson and
Secretary Pam Bashford on a tour of the
impressive facilities before Keith
presented Terry with a cheque for £100.
If you have memories of the Gwent

Paul Langstone with Terry Grey receiving a cheque
from Keith Ferguson

Boxing Club please let us know.
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Dynevor Remembered
Rhys Bryant (1947-1954)

Year of 1947—Prefects of 1954. Rhys is in the back row, fifth from the left.

people who still enter and exit its portals
on a daily basis. If it is still there, maybe
there are others who pass it by, day after
day, without giving it a single thought.
Though I have not seen the place in
years, and I have not stepped inside its
walls for almost seventy years, I think of it
often. Seventy years! A lifetime! For it was
a lifetime ago that I left Dynevor for good.
But, to be quite honest with you, I cannot
remember the actual day. It must have
been one of those passably warm days in
July. The year was 1954.
So the years have dimmed my
memory of my last day at school. Don't
ask me about it. Ask me instead about
my first day there. That's quite a
different story.

Over the years, thousands of pupils have
attended Dynevor School, and I was but
one of them. Today, as my grandchildren
begin their own journeys through life,
I think back on a time, long, long ago,
and a place far, far away, when I began
my own journey. In many ways it began
at Dynevor.
As I write this in Lake Forest,
Illinois, at one time on the edge of the
U.S. mid-western prairie, but now
being fast gobbled up by the everexpanding shopping centers and
housing estates. I think fondly of
Swansea and of the old familiar edifice
standing at the corner of De La Beche
Street and Dynevor Place, and wonder if
it is still there. If it is, there are probably
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They would relent until tomorrow, when
they would subject us again to the same
torture.
Suddenly the bell was ringing. As if by
magic, the boys ceased their cruel
teasing of the newcomers, and like
obstreperous iron filings under the
influence of some great invisible
magnet, lined up in orderly molecular
rows in the middle of the school yard.
Not any school yard. Dynevor
Secondary Grammar School yard.
The institution, of course, has gone
long ago. Gone—but not forgotten. It is
still there in my mind, not to be crowded
out by a mere seventy years of
additional knowledge and experiences.
The seven years that I spent in Dynevor,
growing from four feet six and sixty
three pounds to five feet eight, and twice
that weight, will stay with me for a good
few years yet.
Not just with me, but with all the
others who took the same faltering
steps. There were 120 others like me
entering that first year class in 1947, and
there was a similar number entering the
Swansea Grammar School, and
Glanmor Girls' School, and the High
School for Girls. So that year alone,
there must have been almost 500
children creeping unwillingly to the
Swansea "grammar schools." Where are
those students now? Do they still have
the same memories as I?
In 1947, the war had been over for only
two years. I can still remember the
sirens wailing, the damaged houses, the
bombed sites. Dynevor was one of the
victims. The school was U-shaped, with

I can remember that first day vividly,
even now, as distinctly almost as if it
were last week. I can still picture myself
poised to enter through the big, black
doors in the high, high wall; hesitant,
scared, thrilled, apprehensive, proud,
humble, and, oh so sartorially correct in
the proper uniform. New black shoes
from Dolcis. New gray wool socks to the
knee, from David Evans, with the tops
turned down over the home-made
elastic garters, so that the black, red, and
gold band was visible all the way around.
New gray flannel shorts to the knee,
from Hodges, lined inside, held up by a
new pair of braces, and with ample
room around the waist for a lad to
grow. A new black blazer, from one of
the two or three "approved" suppliers,
with the prized school badge sewn onto
the outside breast pocket. Under the
blazer, a gray pullover, also graced with
the magic black, red, and gold colours,
and under the collar of my shirt, the
school tie. To top it all, the cap, black,
peaked, with a small button on top of
the crown, and, inside— in minuscule
lettering, the india-ink bleeding into
the fabric—my name.
September the ninth, nineteen
forty-seven, ten to nine, not ready to go
in yet, not ready to face the unknown, not
ready to be grabbed by the other boys,
who would drag me away to the drinking
fountain, where they would unceremoniously "duck" me, as they were doing to all
the other new boys, soaking my hair,
laughing uproariously, pointing with
ridiculing fingers, until, with incipient
tears, "Where's my cap? I've lost my cap!"
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Besides the desks, there was the
blackboard, a massive device affixed to
the front wall, and in front of it on a
raised platform, a desk for the teacher
facing the class, and behind the desk, a
man, or occasionally, a woman, old—to
an eleven-year-old, always old— clad
in the flowing, intimidating, black
academic gown that was de rigueur.
Of course, in Form 1C, we did not know
what de rigueur meant, but we would:
that, and many other similar four
letter words, in English, Welsh, and
French.
The form teacher of Form 2C in 1947
was "Bingo" Price. I don't believe he
actually introduced himself to the class
as "Bingo" Price, and I do not know how
he acquired the sobriquet "Bingo,"
instead of the cryptic letters "E. E." that
he signed before his last name, but he
was, before I started school, all the time
I was there, and probably ever after,
known as Bingo Price, although we used
the name carefully, I remember, not
when he was in earshot. There was a
reason for this.
Mr. Price, which he preferred to be
called, was as bald as a highly polished
billiard ball, He had a small reddish
moustache in the middle of his perfectly
round face, with beady eyes not only
behind his small round spectacles, but
in the back of his head as well. He had
the ability, while writing on the board,
to detect a miscreant boy in the back of
the class, whirl, instantly assess
distance and wind-speed, aim, and fire a
piece of chalk at the object of his ire, the
chalk hitting the boy nine out of ten

the main building to the north along De
La Beche Street, a second leg to the east
along Dynevor Place—where the bus
stops were for Townhill and Mayhill, and
the third leg, the gymnasia, behind what
was then the Albert Hall on Cradock
Street. The fourth side, on the south, was
a wall separating the school from
Telephone House on Gower Street (now
Kingsway). The east building had been
extensively damaged during the bombing
raids. Half the building was derelict, and
remained so for the duration of my
attendance at the school. But the other
half was not completely uninhabitable,
and that is where Form 1C was. From the
yard, through the door into the gloomy
hallway, left up the gloomy stone staircase
to the second floor, right down the gloomy
corridor to one of the gloomy rooms on
the left, overlooking the bus stops in
Dynevor Place.
The classrooms were big enough to
accommodate thirty indestructible
wooden desks on wrought-iron frames,
too heavy for an eleven-year-old to be
able to move—with inkwells no less. Yes,
we still had pen, and ink, and blotting
paper, and rulers, and compasses, and
some of us had fountain pens, and
leather satchels to protect the used books
that were given out year after year to
class after class, and in which you had to
write your name, because if you lost it
there was hell to pay, not that anyone
used such a word as "hell," because that
was ungentlemanly, and that is what the
teachers liked to think they were training
us to be, young gentlemen, or so they
said.
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The chapel was a magnificent
assembly hall, with polished pews and a
multi-piped organ. The church organist,
a Mr. Davies I believe, entertained us
with his piped perfection, and
accompanied our hymn-singing, or we
accompanied him. There were some
announcements, some prayers, a
reading by one of the senior boys, and
then our crocodile line returned to the
school.
What a contrast between the beautiful
old chapel and the shell of the bombedout school! Years ago, the school must
have been magnificent, built of cut
sandstone, with row upon row of
windows, rising to the sky. But the war
had taken its toll of Swansea's centre,
and Dynevor was then more like the
superstructure of a battle-scarred
warship, with the roof blown off,
windows pane-less and transparent to
the sky, and large parts of the school
off-limits because of the danger of
falling debris. The same areas may even
have been off-limits when I left seven
years later, because there was no
attempt to repair them. Are they still
off-limits?
Inside, every wall was painted bilious
green, every hallway echoed to the
sound of steel-tipped heels, every room
looked the same. The canteen with its
smell of boiled cabbage and gravy, the
milk crates with their rancid remains
always at the back entrances, the
cloakrooms with their hundreds of coat
hooks for hundreds of wet raincoats, the
gymnasium changing rooms with
collections of last week’s socks ... ah!

times with uncanny precision, achieving
Mr. Price's then-apparent purpose of
getting the lad's undivided attention—at
least for the next five minutes. I am
convinced that Mr. Price's prowess was
due to the fact that he taught mathematics,
and was thus able to work out complicated
things like arcs and trajectories and
Pythagoras's theorems instantly in his
head, and probably while he was doing the
crossword puzzle at the same time.
Mr. Price's other singular attribute
was the beauty of his handwriting,
awesomely symmetrical on the board as
on paper, and a model of chirography
for all first formers.
Like a god was The Headmaster, at
that time Mr. W. Bryn Thomas, who
retired in 1952, to be succeeded by the
deputy head Mr. Glan Powell. I have no
idea what headmasters did— in fact,
even today I have no idea what they do
—but they exuded authority and all
first-year pupils knew that they meted
out punishment of the most dire stripe.
Headmasters wore flowing black gowns.
Under the gowns, they always wore suits.
They had M.A.'s. and they always led the
assemblies.
In those days, at Dynevor, assembly
was held in the Mount Pleasant Chapel
immediately behind the school. There
was a secret walkway from the school
quadrangle into the Chapel, and we filed
in every morning Tuesday through
Thursday.
We used the chapel probably because
the school's assembly facilities had been
destroyed by the bombs, but no-one
ever told us that.
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In 1952, a few of us could not take the
General Certificate of Education
examinations. The powers-that-be had
placed an age-limit on that exercise, and
we were too young.
Nat King Cole sang about us on the
radio: “They try to tell us we’re too
young.” So we moved on, unexamined,
with others, who could flaunt their
parchments under our noses, into the
sixth form.
The sixth form was a school within a
school. There were fewer in the classes.
There was an intensity about the work.
Some of us were prefects, or on the
school rugby team. The teachers knew us
by name. They knew us better than we
knew ourselves.
There was always the constant
pressure of exams, with the intent of
going on to university, although few of
us knew what that meant. Two years in
the Sixth passed like a flash. All that is
left is a photograph of the prefects. Once
again, we all went our separate ways,
each like Dick Wittington, with our
packs of knowledge on our backs,
treading the unknown road to London
or the better-known path to the
Mumbles, to seek our fortunes.
Some of our paths have crossed
occasionally, very occasionally, because it
was, and is, a big world outside Dynevor
School. But it’s a small world, too.
I have to go now. But as I reminisce
before my computer screen, I am sure I
can hear the bell ringing in the yard. Can
you hear it, too?
Rhys Bryant

Yes! What aromatic memories they
bring back!
We took the physical facilities for
granted. We were not there to admire
the architectural elegance, or enthuse
about the workings of the boiler. We
were there to learn, and the teachers
were there to teach.
Dick Evans taught Geography in a
torrent of words and saliva spraying
over the boys in the front, unavoidably
mixing up his words in his haste not to
miss anything. Bud Abbott softly
instructed us in the elusive skill of
fabricating mortises and tenons in the
woodworking shop. Tom Morgan in the
Art Class with his magnificent
marionettes. Scruff Griffiths with his
sarcastic wit. Mr. Burgess—Budgie to
the boys, with his bicycle-clipped leg
straight out as he dismounted every
day as if from a parallel bar, from the
Raleigh bicycle which he rode every
day to school. I can imagine that he still
rides it, in some Valhalla where gym
masters eventually go.
Of the teachers, I mention but a few.
Everyone has his recollections, and his
favourite.
Year after year, new milestones came
for the students. We learned. We grew.
There were “events” in our lives. There
were the films we saw, like “Hamlet.”
There was a Coronation. In the fifth form
we did the “O” levels.
It was then that things began to change.
For many, the fifth form was the last year
at Dynevor. Pupils went their separate
ways. Most of them have vanished from
my life forever.
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Geoff’s a Prefect ~ 58 years late!

It remains one of the greatest travesties
of justice in Dynevor’s history. Back in
1964, Geoff Anthony was unquestionably
the school’s best footballer; a more-thandecent cricketer; a wizard on the fives
court; academically very capable too;
with a hugely-likeable personality; one of
the most gifted-yet-modest 17-year-olds
embarking upon life in the Upper Sixth
He had it all.
All, that is, except one thing. Something
that represented the icing on Dynevor’s
cake. A Prefect’s Badge.
What could possibly have persuaded
Meredydd Hughes and his staffroom
minions that Geoff was unworthy of
wearing that cherished piece of metal?
Nearly 58 years later, a savage wrong
has been put right. And it’s thanks to
Peter Samuel.
Peter and Geoff are two of the eightstrong gang of ex-Dynevor football nuts
who’ve been meeting on Zoom every
Friday afternoon since the COVID
pandemic forced the first lockdown.
During all that time, the absence of a
Prefect’s Badge on Geoff’s CV has been a
recurring source of amusement to the
others, who’ve never been shy of giving
him a good-natured ribbing about it.
When Peter spotted one for sale on
eBay he couldn’t resist shelling out the
required twelve quid and posting it to
Geoff’s home near Boston in
Massachusetts.
The Zoom cohort performed the long
overdue honours at a special
transatlantic presentation ceremony.
Online, of course.

Geoff wears his Prefect’s Badge with pride at
long, long last.

“I’m spellbound,” said Geoff, as he
unwrapped the priceless little item.
“Speechless. It’s one of the greatest
honours that’s ever come my way and
I’m proud to wear it.”
The rest of the eight, all of whom wore
the Dynevor football shirt with pride in
their time, are Tudor Lewis, Phil Stone,
Eric Westermark, Clem Williams, Jeff
Humphreys and Brian James.
Theories abound, in case you’re
wondering, as to why Geoff never
became a Prefect in the first place: that
he once had a fling with a protective
science teacher’s daughter. The most
likely reason, though, and to this he
readily pleads guilty, is that he was once
caught playing football shove-ha’penny
on a smooth-surfaced table in the
school library by a rugby-daft member
of staff who despised the round-ball
game.
All’s well that ends well. You can’t beat
a story with a happy ending … even if it
did take more than half-a-century to get
there.
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What’s in a Name?
Francis Morgan (1956-1961)

Rank

Surname

1

Jones
Davies
Williams
Evans
Thomas
Roberts
Lewis
Hughes
Morgan
Griffiths
Edwards
Smith
James
Rees
Owen

2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15

Rank
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30

Surname
Jenkins
Price
Morris
Philips
Richards
Lloyd
Harris
Taylor
Parry
Powell
Brown
John
Watkins
Howells
Prichard

Thirty most commom surnames in Wales

was President of the British Names
Society and author of The Guinness Book
of Names.
I learned from Leslie that the study
of the origin, history, and use of
proper names is called onomastics.
The British Names Society no longer
exists, but there is a flourishing
American Name Society which holds
conferences and publishes a journal.
Before the Norman Conquest, people
didn’t have surnames, they were
known only by a personal name or by a
nickname. As populations increased
surnames became necessary so people
had to be identified with more than
just a single name. Proof of ownership
of land and property for inheritance
purposes, and the introduction of
taxes, made it necessary to accurately

“Andrews, Bevan, Brown, Carter,
Carpenter, Griffiths, Hooper, …”
Every morning, our form master, George
Hounsell, called out our names to check
who was present and who was absent.
Listening to the different names of my
classmates every day triggered my
interest in family names.
In primary school, we were called by
our first names; at Dynevor, we had to get
used to being known by our last names.
Unless we had a nickname, we were
addressed by teachers and fellow pupils
by our surnames.
My interest increased after our excellent
English teacher, John Bennett, explained
to us the derivation of surnames. My
fascination with names was renewed in
the 1970s when I worked at the BBC with
Leslie Dunkling who, in his spare time,
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Names Based on Places

identify every citizen. Norman barons
introduced surnames to England and
the practice gradually spread.
Fixed, or hereditary surnames are
derived from four main sources:
• Occupational: Baker, Smith
• Places of origin: Wood, Hillman
• Fathers’ names: Wilson, Hopkins
• Nicknames: Brown, Short

Surnames deriving from a place are the
oldest and most common. They can be
derived from numerous sources; a
county, town or village, or from features
in the landscape, for example, Hill,
Wood or Dale.
The names Galloway, York, Poole,
Stafford and Holland might have been
given to migrants who left those places
during the period of surname formation.
Features of the landscape gave rise to
many surnames. Examples are Ash,
Brooks, Fields, Marsh, Townsend
and Green.
There are many names derived from
hill. In addition to Hill and Hills there
are: Hull, Holt, Wold, Noll, Knoyle,
Knolles, Ness, and Hillman.
Similarly we have Wood, Woods,
Greenwood, Woodruffe,
Woodhouse and Attwood
Attwood.

By 1400, most English families, and
those from Lowland Scotland, had
adopted the use of hereditary surnames.

Occupational Names

An ancestor of Peter Hooper was a
tradesman who made the metal hoops
that kept wooden barrels together.
Peter Carter’s ancestor worked on, or
drove, carts, and it’s not hard to guess
what trade Michel Carpenter’s
ancestor performed.
Some occupational surnames are
obvious e.g. Smith, Potter, Mason,
Tailor (or Taylor), Weaver, Baker,
Tanner, Farmer, Thatcher, Tyler,
Slater, Miller, Baker, Spicer, Cook,
Fisher, Shepherd, Clarke, Skinner
and Gardener.
Many occupational names survive
whereas the trades that began those
names no longer exist. A Fletcher made
arrows, a Bowyer made bows and a
Stringfellow made the strings for
bows. There was also, of course, Archer
and Bowman. A Fowler caught birds.
A Sawyer was a man who sawed logs. A
Turner was a man who turned wood on
a lathe. A Roper made ropes. A Fuller,
Tucker or Walker cleaned fabric in
the textile industry.

Personal Names

Many people were given surnames
based upon their father’s name like
Robinson (Robin’s son) or
Williamson (William’s son). Other
obvious examples are Benson,
Stevenson, Dickson, Robertson,
Richardson, Jackson, Wilson and
Johnson.
Wat was short for Walter so we also
have the surname Watson. An ‘s’ at the
end of a personal name also meant ‘son
of’ so we have surnames like Andrews,
Stephens, Rogers, Hughes, Jacobs
and Williams.
Some people had pet names ending in
‘kins’ or ‘kin’ which led to Hopkins and
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Wilkins. Huggins is from Hughkins.
Jenkins is from Jan-kins. However
some people were just given their
father’s name as a surname like
Arnold, Henr
Henry, Howard or Thomas.
Fitz is a corruption of the NormanFrench ‘fils de’ (son of) so we have
FitzGerald and FitzPatrick. The
Gaelic “Mac” and “Mc” for ‘son of’ give
us names like MacDonald and
McGivan. In Ireland, the prefix O’ was
McGivan
added to a grandfather’s name to form
names such as O’Connor and O’ Neill.
The ending ‘cock’ meant young man.
So we have Hitchcock (Hitch was a pet
name for Richard). We also have
Wilcock. Men called Nicholas were
sometimes called Nicol. Surnames like
Nichols and Nicholson are derived
from there. Bartlett meant little Bart
and Willett meant little Will. Hewett
meant little Hugh.

Makepeace, Wise, Smart and
Trueman.
Trueman
Some people were given the nickname
Sharp or Sharpe because of their
temperament. People with dark hair
might get the surname Black or Blake.
Reid, Reed and Read are all from red
(redhead). Russell also meant red
haired. Blunt is a corruption of blount,
which meant blonde. People with white
hair might have been given the surname
Snow.
A very big person might be called
Bull. The surname Peacock may have
been a nickname for a vain person.
People who were arrogant might be
called Pope, King, Prince, Bishop or
Abbot. Although these surnames may
have also come about because they
played the part of a King or Prince, etc.
in plays and performances.

Nicknames

Almost all Welsh names are derived from
personal names. The Welsh were late in
adopting the English system of surnames
and were really forced into it following
the union of the two countries in 1536.
In Wales, the ‘patronymic’ system of
taking the father’s forename as the
child’s surname, therefore a change at
each generation, continued in some
places until the 17th century.
Evan Griffith could be the son of
Griffith Rhys, who was himself the son
of Rhys Howell—this being written as
Evan ap Griffith ap Rhys ap Howell.
‘Ap’ or ‘Ab’ meaning ‘son of’ (derived
from mab or map, the Welsh word for
son). Over time, names such as Ap

Many English surnames are derived
from nicknames. Names such as Fox,
from the crafty animal, or White,
perhaps from the hair or complexion.
Some people might have got a surname
from their physical appearance such as
Little, Small
Smal , and Cruikshank
(crooked legs). Other such surnames
are Strong and Armstrong. Some
people were given surnames because of
the way they walked like Swift,
Golightly, and Steptoe. Other
examples of nicknames derive from
personal or moral qualities, for
example Good, Goodchild,
Thoroughgood, Allgood, Waygood,

Welsh Names

18

The Dy’vorian

Rhys, Ap Howell, Ab Owen and Ap
Richard evolved to become Preece or
Price, Powell, Bowen and Pritchard.
Other examples are Beynon and
Bevan.
Many Welsh family names are male
christian names that were current at
that time in Wales. That stock of given
names included some native Welsh
names (like Morgan and Rees, an
anglicized form of Rhys), but it was
dominated by a large number of
common names first introduced to
Wales by the Normans and which later
became popular in both Wales and
neighbouring England (William,
Richard, John, Thomas, and so on).
In most parts of Wales, the possessive -s
form was adopted so that Robert ap
Evan became Robert Evans and Davis
ap Richard became Davis Richards.
Welsh surnames were common
but not as prevalent as one would
expect in Dynevor in the 1950s -70s.
This was because ancestors of the mass
immigration of workers who came to
Swansea in the 1800s, to labour in the
flourishing copper industry, had been
integrated into the population.
There are names in Wales, which at
first look, seem to be Jewish names:
Samuel, Enoch, Isaacs, Emmanuel
and Jacobs for example, but these were
selected by religious Welsh folk from
old testament given names.
The commonness of Welsh names
necessitated nicknames, however
humerous names like Jones the Meat,
Jones Popbottle, Jones the Bread
have more or less disappeared. It

seems, these days people know fewer of
their neighbours, so there is less need to
distinguish between individuals.
I hope some of the more humorous
names will not be forgotten, like Dai
Piano, who was not a musician, but
was know for cadging cigarettes, saying
he had left his own at home on the
piano. There was Dai Book and
Pencil, a policeman in Fforestfach and
Amen Jones, who was overenthusiastic in chapel.

Rank
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15

Surname

Smith
Jones
Taylor
Brown
Williams
Wilson
Johnson
Davies
Patel
Robinson
Wright
Thompson
Evans
Walker
White

Rank
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30

Surname

Roberts
Green
Hall
Thomas
Clarke
Jackson
Wood
Harris
Edwards
Turner
Martin
Cooper
Hill
Ward
Hughes

Thirty most commom surnames in England. Note how
many Welsh names (bold) are on the list.This is because of
the lack of variety of surnames found in Wales, therefore
those who relocate to England make the list. The same
principle can be applied to Patel, which is number nine on
the list. Patel is one of the most common Indian names.
Search for your surname at:
https://forebears.io/surnames
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After the Volcano

In a sequel to ‘Behold, the sea!’ (previous issue) Ted Nield (year of ’67) focuses on how
two warm periods in Earth history have affected the face of Gower.

Fall and Mewslade bays from Tears Point, showing the seaward defile of the wave-cut platform.

We now know where this split
eventually took place; but before it
finally occurred, all nearby regions
showed the effects of tension. One of
these, to the east, became the North
Sea—a rift valley structure whose floor
has been dropping for millions of
years, leading to large accumulations
of continental and marine sediments.
These would eventually form the
sandstone reservoirs that now hold
North Sea oil and gas—immensely
thick Tertiary sandstones, derived by
erosion from the mountains of Scotland, as they were conversely pushed
up by the hotspot.
Nowhere on Earth was left completely
unaffected by the opening of this great
ocean. Such was the outpouring of
volcanic gases created by the Large
Igneous Province of which Lundy is a
small part, that the whole climate of the

On a clear day from many a vantage
point on Gower, you can pick out the
bun-like outline of Lundy island on the
south west horizon. This resistant mass,
with its impressive cliffs, is the eroded
root of an extinct volcano, a far-flung
outlier of a vast volcanic province
centred on the Isle of Skye, which formed
about 55 million years ago as North
America split from Eurasia, giving birth
to the North Atlantic (and Giant’s
Causeway and Fingal’s Cave).
This split reflected the emergence of a
plume of hot magma, rising from near
the base of the Earth’s mantle, which
burst through the crust, initiating the
tear. That very same mantle plume now
lies beneath Iceland on the Mid Atlantic
Ridge, the ocean having since widened
and pushed its opposing shores apart by
thousands of miles at about the speed of
your growing fingernails.
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At this time, between about 66 and 56
million years ago, many of Gower’s caves
were originally formed. These must have
been dissolved out below a water table,
so clearly could not have formed more
recently. Modern research suggests that
their original dissolution took place
somewhere beneath this ancient
Paleocene-age peneplain long before
humans walked the Earth. They were
only exposed as we see them today by
subsequent erosion, much later in time.
As the developing Atlantic widened and
our region moved ever further away from
the volcanic hot-spot, the crust, which
floats on the Earth’s Mantle, cooled,
became denser and less buoyant, and sank
deeper relative to the sea, like a loaded
boat. This, combined with rising sea levels
at the end of the Paleocene, resulted in the
old subaerial peneplain being submerged
and reworked by marine erosion—so
putting the final touches to the plateau we
see today. Indeed, viewed from certain
viewpoints (such as from the cliffs above
Tears Point - picture opposite) you can
clearly detect a seaward slope, typical of a
coastal-shelf profile.
Between 5 and 2.5 million years ago,
Gower would have appeared as an
archipelago of tiny coastal paleo-islands
of resistant Old Red Sandstone rocks—
islands we now know as Cefn Bryn,
Llanmadoc Hill, Ryer’s, Harding’s and
Rhosili Downs. But the world was, by
then, beginning to enter a new climate
phase. The sultry ‘greenhouse’ world that
had prevailed during much of the
Tertiary, was giving way to a cooler
‘Icehouse’.

Earth changed, in a natural analogue for
what human beings are doing today.
Gases, largely carbon dioxide, built up in
the atmosphere. The whole globe
warmed, seas rose and the greatest mass
extinction since the demise of the
dinosaurs (about 10 million years
earlier), decimated living things.
The Paleocene Epoch, when this all
began, was already a ‘greenhouse’ world,
much warmer than today (‘greenhouse’
worlds are much more common
throughout Earth history than the
current ‘icehouse’ state). It was already
too warm for ice caps to exist; but a
further global temperature rise of
between 4 and 6 degrees caused already
high oceans to rise even further, reaching
maximum extent at the transition to the
Eocene, in what is known as the PETM
(Paleocene-Eocene Thermal Maximum)
55-56 million years ago.
Rarely have the ocean basins been
fuller, and in what is now South Wales
the effect this had on the landscape,
especially of Gower and Pembrokeshire,
remains for all to see. The instantly
recognisable ‘200 foot wave cut
platform’ as it has become known to
generations of geography pupils, is
actually more complicated than its
name implies. It was first blocked out
long before submergence, by subaerial
processes as the whole region was
uplifted by the magma plume. Subaerial
weathering, if allowed to proceed to
maturity, also produces flat or stepped
topographies (see previous article) as
in, for example, the interior of Australia.
This process is called ‘peneplanation’.
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If Norway can be said to be ‘Scotland on
steroids’ (same glaciated features, much
more dramatically expressed) then
South Pembrokeshire frequently seems
like ‘Gower on steroids’. Here the ancient
‘200 foot’ wave-cut platform is more
extensive and even more striking, and
the county still possesses extensive
drowned river valleys, or ‘rias’, which
were inundated yet again during the
postglacial return of sea levels to their
current position.
While no rias exist in Gower today,
during the Eemian Interglacial they did,
and sediments laid down in them have
been found in boreholes. Imagining this
period allows one to imagine the
attractive prospect of sailing up from
Three Cliffs Bay, turning left up Green
Cwm as far as the site of Giant’s Grave
(which wouldn’t be built until about a
hundred thousand years later, only
about 6,000 years before the Gower Inn,
up the other branch).

Modern humans are creatures of this
‘Icehouse World’, when Earth’s poles
have borne varying burdens of ice,
sometimes (during especially cold
phases referred to as ‘glaciations’) even
reaching our latitudes. These glaciations
have been punctuated by warmer
periods (many several degrees warmer
even than now) when the ice caps have
shrunk and sea levels have risen closer to
‘ocean basins full’ (though never as full
as they are during true ‘greenhouse
Earth’ conditions).
The ‘Patella Beach’
Gower preserves one noticeable trace of
such an interglacial sea-level high—
higher than the one we currently enjoy.
It usually manifests itself as a notch in
the cliffs, recording the so-called
‘Patella Beach’ that formed in a warm
spell known as the ‘Ipswichian’ in
Britain and generally as the ‘Eemian’.
While the Eemian interglacial held
sway (127,000 – 106,000 years ago), in
terms of human culture, we are in what
archaeologists dub the Middle
Paleolithic, when anatomically modern
humans had migrated only as far as Asia.
While the high Eemian sea stopped at
many of the same Gower cliffs we know
today, it cut notches into them, six to
nine metres higher than the present
beach. Most of that old wave-cut
platform has been planed off by the
modern one of course; but traces remain,
such as the ‘raised beach’ displayed in
the corner of Pobbles Bay (see previous
article). But Gower also bears hidden
evidence of this raised sea level.

When is a raised beach not a
raised beach?
A final word about ‘raised beaches’.
Strictly speaking, the term ‘raised
beach’ should be reserved for cases
when a landscape that is gradually
rising (pushed by tectonic forces or
rebounding after glacial loading) pauses
long enough to allow the sea to cut a
‘step’ – before rising further.
Such ‘staircases’ of raised beaches, the
oldest at the top, can be seen widely in
Scotland and Scandinavia, both of which
were depressed below kilometres of ice,
more deeply and for much longer than
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rise to form the truncated bench we see
today.
So the answer to the question ‘When
is a raised beach not a raised beach?’ is:
‘When it is a solifluction bench’ —
a response worthy of the Mad Hatter
himself.

here in than South Wales (and which are
still rising today). The superficial
resemblance between such emergent
coasts and the ledge of farmland between
Rhosili Down and the beach below
(picture below), has unfortunately led
some authors of schoolbooks astray,
using this famous view as an example of
a typical ‘raised beach’.
This ledge is not a raised beach of any
kind. The Rhosili step is actually a
‘solifluction bench’, an apron of eroded
talus dating from the time of the most
recent glaciation (ending a mere
10,000 years ago), which formed as
freeze-thaw action caused superficial,
frost-shattered material to come
sludging off all of Gower’s hills.
North of Cefn Bryn, for example, this
apron remains complete and feathers
out to nothing roughly in the area of
Broad Pool. Here at Rhosili however
the wedge of talus, which formed when
sea level was still much lower, has been
nibbled back by postglacial sea-level
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The narrow apron at the foot of Rhosili Down. Not a raised beach.
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Moving to Tenerife

Memories of an (almost) octogenarian
living in heaven but still alive on earth!
Born and bred in Swansea town.
Days in Langland, getting brown.
School days spent with lots of fun
All in all, it seemed—eternal sun.
Time to say “Goodbye Dynevor”
The good old days gone forever.
School days over, now time to graft
Hard making money, or am I daft?
“Dynevor forever,” they used to say
But time for me to move away.
Not so easy paying bills
So changed my life—expecting thrills,
Paved with gold, or so they said,
Maybe a better place to earn one's bread.
Went to London for a while
Where dolly birds posed with style.
All went well for years or more
But then it changed again to woe.
Time to move and take a chance
Crossed the sea and went to France.
Onions and garlic on their bikes

When considering writing an article for
the magazine, I thought what better
subject to write about than life in
heaven! The Vikings called it Valhalla,
the Buddhists call it Nirvana, we call it
Tenerife!
You may wonder, what this has to do
with Dynevor—read on!
I was born and bread in Swansea many
moons ago—some of you may be
thinking how literate is this man? He
can't even spell “bred” correctly.
Well, like many of you, I was brought
up on laverbread and cockles. I ate so

Frogs and wine, ne'er seen the like!
Vines and vines for miles to see
Wine so cheap, it’s almost free.
Got some land, a caravan too
But felt like living in a zoo
Lizards, snakes and many others
Life in the wilds is full of shudders.
The beauty of nature is quite impressive
But came a time—it was too excessive.
Time to change with no more grief
So off we went to Tenerife
Land of sun and plenty more
Now I stand at heaven's door
No need to knock, to be accepted
All are welcome, none neglected.
Jump on a plane or take your car
It really isn't very far
You'll need some wings, a halo too
A one way ticket will see you through
You'll wish you came here years ago
So hurry now—don´t say no.

much of the black gooey stuff. It was
only after I left Swansea that I realised
that nobody outside of South Wales
knows what laverbread is. The one thing
I miss about living in Tenerife is the lack
of the seaweed treat, but the rest of it
more than compensates.
Before I tell you how and why we got to
the Canary Islands, here's a little
background.
After passing the eleven plus, way back
in the fifties, we were given the choice of
Dynevor or Bishop Gore. As you will
know, the latter was outside town, was
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in the words of my mother, “a sin bin!"
Such a drastic change from the seaside
town of Swansea, so tranquil before the
days of the M4, when you hardly saw a
tourist, and could walk into any pub, in
or out of your district, have a pint of the
local brew, chalk the board for the next
game of darts, and become part of the
family in less time than it took than to
throw a bulls eye! By contrast, in
London, there was no local South Wales
brew, hardly any dartboards, and
certainly no family atmosphere! Even
worse, if you went to the local butchers
and asked for laverbread you were told
to go the bakers.
Another move was needed. We moved
to the Languedoc-Roussillon region of
France, which was basically spattered
with small wine making villages, most
of which had less than one thousand
inhabitants, some of whom didn’t even
live there for most of the year. Peace and
tranquility, once again! No hustle and
bustle and no underground. I could
drive half an hour and not see one other
car on the road! Maybe a wild boar, a
lizard or even a snake, but no traffic
jams because of them. We exchanged
the London life—meant to be glamour
and glitter, but in fact was métroboulot-dodo (the rat race), as the
French called it. We exchanged it for the
nature and solitude of rural southern
France.
We bought a plot of land with a
half-built house and decided that our
project would be to complete the house
until we could find work. Little did we
realise that we would have to spend two

then newly built, and had all the mod cons
which Dynevor lacked, including a
swimming pool. Dynevor, however, had a
reputation for having some of the best
teachers, but the building was in a bad
state of repair and the nearest it came to
having a swimming pool were the buckets
full of water catching the rainwater
dripping from the damaged roof!
Needless to say, I chose Dynevor and
was soon to meet the famous group of
teachers, most of whom had nicknames.
Strangely enough even the thickest of
students seemed to remember their
names, even though they couldn’t
remember the lessons! Looking back I
wonder who conjured up such
appropriate names such as Holy Joe, for
the religious instruction teacher, Mop
for his afro hairstyle, Porky for the short
round music teacher, Budgie, the gym
teacher, and so on.
When we were given a choice of
languages to study, I chose Spanish.
I always dreamed of living in Spain, but
little did I know that the dream would
come true more than fifty years later!
The years went by, getting jobs, having
a family and then moving to London. In
those days Swansea was a close
community and it seemed that families
were even closer. Furthermore, if you
were born in one part, for example
Brynhyfred, you would have been
regarded as a deserter if you moved a
mile or so to Manselton! Needless to say
the move to London was a mortal sin for
which your soul was lost forever! The
News of The World Sunday newspaper
did little to dispel the beliefs that it was,
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litre or two of wine produced from the
previous year’s harvest. If they were
lucky, and it had rained, they could
collect snails that clung to the vines and
have a free supper! However, even that
came with a price, as to work in the
vineyard after rainfall made walking in
the mud even more tiring than the
normal hard slog in the sun.
It wasn't all hard work as there was
evening entertainment that everyone
looked forward to. Pétanque, whoopee!
When we researched the area it was said
to be fifty years behind the times, I beg
to differ—more like one hundred years!
Education had been little, or non
existent, for the older generation—
mostly born in the early 1900s. Happiness was derived from small pleasures.
They didn’t come much smaller than the
cochon, a little wooden ball, about the
size of a marble, which was thrown out
by each team in turn. Both teams would

© John Robinson

years in a caravan whilst the red tape
relating to planning permissions was
sorted out.
We lived just outside a small village.
One of the first things we noticed was
that most of the villagers had a peculiar
way of walking. Some were hunchbacked and others had a backward
twitch. We soon discovered that
working in the vines was not only poorly
paid but came at a price. The hunchbacks either spent their time pruning
the low growing vines or cutting the
grapes from them when it was time to
harvest. They filled buckets ready for
collection by tractors pulling trailers. In
short, they spent most of their eight
hour days bending down! The twitchers
carried a hod on their backs, walking
along the line of pickers who emptied
their buckets, one by one into the
twitchers’ hods. The first few buckets
were easy to cope with, but from then on
the weight increased to seventy kilos or
more and each time another bucket was
added the twitcher was jerked backwards. When his hod was full he walked
to the tractor, which towed a high-sided
trailer to accommodate as many grapes
a possible. He would then climb a short
metal ladder and bend himself over the
top to hurl the contents of his hod into
the trailer. This was not an easy
movement. The grapes were ripe, sweet
and sticky and if he didn't do it correctly
he'd end up with a sticky back in the
blazing heat of the sun, attracting the
local insects. Harvesting would last
three weeks or more and the only
consolation for the low rate of pay was a
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making. Each village had four essentials
in the materialistic sense, but the fifth
essential was God himself! France must
have had a heathen background because
they believed in many Gods! One for
each village, who they lovingly named
Mayor! This man had the power of life
and death. He would be a member of
one of the biggest local families, which,
in turn got the benefit of his decision as
to where to build and what to build, as
well as many other life changing
decisions in terms of dishing out
contracts. He had the power to make
you rich or make you poor—and didn't
like outsiders. In the words of that
famous poet John Cleese, you daren't
mention the war! Germans were
definitely not welcomed even sixty years
later, so, consequently Germans were a
rare sight.
The village had pros and cons but we
spent about twenty-five happy years of
living with nature and not getting too
involved with local politics. The
downside was that being slightly
remote, there were never many places
close at hand to have a quick pint, play a
game of darts or have a nice meal. It
began to get boring! Fate took a hand
when the recession kicked in, and, after
hanging on each year waiting for an
improvement, we finally took the
plunge and decided to move—yet again!
When we moved to France we were
nearly twenty-five years younger and
did so more on a whim than on a
calculated decision based on research.
We did not exactly know where we were
headed as long it was France with its

then have six metal balls, about the size
of a cricket ball, to throw towards the
cochon. The competition was to get
more balls closer to the cochon than
your competitors. There were very strict
rules to follow and the game was much
more complicated than it first seemed.
The pétanque ball had to be held in a
certain way! You never held it from the
bottom and bowled it, like in the
English game of bowls, because that
would cause it to roll once it hit the
ground. It had to be held at the top,
facing downwards which gave it an
almost backwards spin when lobbed!
Each player had his own way of stooping, calculating the distance and
bobbing up and down like a dove about
to mate, before hurling his ball high in
the air, to land exactly where he wanted,
without hardly a roll. More important
was the strict rule that the opponents
must not walk, nor gesticulate nor do
anything that could disturb the player
about to play. The penalty for that could
range from total castration to being
barred from the team. Total castration
meant you lost all six balls! Each
evening, almost all the men of the
village would either be playing or sitting
around watching, and, as in all villages,
the pétanque pitch was always next to
the local cafe.
The game would end on the arrival of
one of two events, either it got too dark to
see the cochon or too much pastis had
been consumed to see the cochon!
In those days each village had four
essentials, a café, a pétanque pitch, a Post
Office and a Cave Cooperative for wine

27

The Dy’vorian

in delay and missing the already booked
ferry in Cadiz. All went well. We got
there on time, as planned and spent
another three days on the ferry to get to
our destination. Our first sighting of the
island, can only be compared with
seeing St Peter at the Pearly Gates, arms
open wide and inviting us in.
You may wonder where the Islands got
their name. They were not named after
canaries, the cute, chirping yellow birds.
In fact, it was the other way around, the
birds got their name from the island.
The name comes from the Latin word
for dog, canaria. One story is that when
some of the first Europeans arrived,
they found large dogs on the island of
Gran Canaria. In fact, these islands
might not even be named after dogs at
all, but rather after seals that used to
inhabit the island, which the Romans
called “sea dogs.”
In France, we had lived under the
shadow of the Pyrenees, but we now
found ourselves looking up at El Teide,
a staggering 3,718 m (12,198ft) high and
the highest mountain in Spain. Like the
Pyrenees, Teide is often capped with
snow and we found it amazing to be
standing on a beach in glorious
sunshine, looking up at the freezing cold
snow, which seemed close enough to
touch!
An advantage of Tenerife, apart from
it being the biggest of the seven islands,
is its proximity to the other islands,
which affords quick and easy travel.
Gomera for example, the nearest Island,
can be seen quite clearly from the south
of Tenerife, and is only a short ferry trip

lure of haute cuisine and beautiful
countryside, but the move from France
had to be undertaken with more
carefully planned research. This could
be our final move and resting place!
So, after considering many options,
Tenerife came out top of the list as the
place to explore.
What were the most important
considerations? Business opportunity
was a top priority, then the language
barrier. Tenerife, whilst being Spanish,
had been the subject of a sizable
invasion of ex-pats so English was
widely spoken. It had a huge tourist
industry, and whilst it was also in
recession, it appeared to be one of the
places most likely to recover sooner
than most. The other considerations
were less important but came as a
bonus. For example, year-round
sunshine, inexpensive cost of living and
sports— plus entertainment to suit all
tastes.
We made a few trips to take a closer
look and each trip convinced us that
Tenerife was the place. It took months
to sell everything that we had accumulated over twenty-five years in France,
but we finally condensed to what we felt
was most needed and crammed it all
into our two cars. We had already
established a business and had rented a
temporary home, so we were ready to
get started within days of reaching the
island. It was a long drive, three days on
the road. We prayed that neither of the
cars would break down nor have a
puncture, which would mean unloading
everything to get at the spare, resulting
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entertainment you like, or what kind of
countryside you like.
The South tends to be hotter all year
round, whilst the North is more humid,
green and tends to have more seasonal
changes than the South. It’s true to say
that occasionally temperatures can drop
to 18ºC in the South but more often
temperatures are usually in the low to
mid 20s all through the, so called,
winter .
An attraction living in Tenerife is the
inexpensive cost of living, which I can
summarise thus:
1. The most expensive outlay is, of
course, a home. Like most places in the
world the nearer to the sea the more
expensive the prices. But you can still
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away. The countryside in Gomera is
totally different and the national parks
are stunning. The island has a unique
whistling language (a skill acquired
from the extinct Guanches}. Gomera is
only 146 square miles (378 square km)
so very accessible.
It would take years to get bored with
everything that Tenerife has to offer
with so many tourist attractions like
Loro Park. Wolfgang Kiessling opened
this, his first attraction, in 1972. The
family firm operates the award winning
Loro Parque and Siam Park both of
which should be on every visitor’s list of
places to visit. In Tenerife there is
something for everybody, no matter
what sport you like, what sort of

Teide volcano is the most visited natural wonder of Spain, the most visited national park in
Spain and Europe and the eighth most visited in the world, with three million visitors yearly.
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Santa Cruz is located in the northeast of Tenerife and is capital of the Canary Islands.
The city has a population of more than 206,000.

pick up a small one bedroom apartment within walking distance of the
beaches for less than one hundred
thousand euros, with two bedrooms
around twenty-thousand more. A
decent sized detached three bedroomed house would cost about four
hundred thousand. The further inland
you go the more inexpensive are the
prices and usually inland houses have
more land.
2. Petrol is normally around a euro a
litre (before Putin’s invasion of Ukraine)
and council tax at arund 600 euros a
year for a good sized three bedroomed
house.
3. No heating costs nor any need for a
clothes dryer!
I'm not going to bore you with the
smaller savings on things like food and
eating out, but suffice to say, your
money goes a lot further than in the UK!

For those interested in the history of
the island, I refer you to the main
information site:
Tenerife Information Centre
You may also be interested to know that
those with phobias only need to worry
about a few mosquitoes and spiders!
There are no snakes, except for the odd
illegally smuggled-in pet; no wild boars
and the only dangerous species walks
around on two legs! There are
Hammerhead and Angel Sharks but there
have been no recorded attacks on
humans.
It's a land of opportunity and probably
the nearest one gets to the saying that the
streets are paved with gold!
I have only two regrets. First, I wish we'd
moved here years earlier and secondly,
you can't buy laverbread in the local
market!
An Old Dy’vorian
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The Next ODA Lecture

Landscape Evolution of Southwest Wales:
Revelations of a Dynamic Earth

A second lecture is scheduled for 10th November, 2022 , delivered by Peter Kokelaar,
formerly Herdman Professor of Geology in the University of Liverpool.

Peter hauls himself up what probably was once a chimney above the
Bronze-Age hearth discovered inside Tooth Cave on Gower (July 2019).

the Earth’s crust ultimately from the
core of our planet, via a huge ‘mantle
plume’. Now there are plumes and
suspect plumes, but ours remains a
plume today, centred beneath Iceland;
it still partially supports us. We will
consider how the plume caused
considerable and pulsatory uplift, with
consequent erosion, and how seafloor
spreading to form the Northeast
Atlantic ultimately caused subsidence
and marine planation. It turns out that
on-land growth of polar ice also played
an important part, with planetary
variations responsible for the cutting of
sea cliffs at several levels, including
offshore. Final sculpting by the advance
and retreat of the Welsh Ice Sheet is
now understood in detail, giving context
to some former local inhabitants
including the hippopotamus, woolly
rhinoceros, and humans.

“If you can see Lundy from Gower, it’s
going to rain...”. We all know the
rejoinder, but who would have guessed
that the island 50 km to the southwest
holds a key to understanding our
landscape? In school, before metrication,
many of us grappled with the 200’
platform, ok, then the 400’ and the 600’
ones, hmmm! It wasn’t raining, but it
turns out that at the time we had neither
the means to see clearly, nor the modern
science to allow us to understand fully.
Now we have extraordinarily detailed
images of the land surface and the sea
floor, and fascinating Earth physics to
apply here for the first time.
Lundy is the eroded remains of a
volcano that was active around 60
million years ago. It is an outlier of a vast
volcanic province represented by rocks
that occur across northwest Britain and
across Greenland. Heat was delivered to
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