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Neges gan y Gweinidog

A message from the Minister

I was preparing a sermon the other week based on the verse from the Sermon on the Mountain that speaks
of the blessings given to the meek, and mentioning that the term ‘meek’ immediately sends messages of weakness,
of being a ‘wimp’ or a ‘doormat’. Of course this is not what Jesus meant when he uses the term ‘meek’. But let me
put before to you a statement that might offend – we ARE, or at least tend to be, doormats when it comes to
presenting our faith and defending what we claim to be the most important aspect of our spiritual life. And when I
make this claim I include myself as one of the guilty meek people. How many times have we decided to ‘let things
go’ rather than speak up to defend what we believe in? How many times have we decided to laugh along with a socalled joke or jibe where the subject of derision has been Jesus Christ, rather than tell the offending speaker that
they are insulting our Saviour?
Do you know, it is a good feeling to stand up to be counted – fulfilling and satisfying. Not just for the self,
but also for the object of our faith. Let me share a story for you, to prove my theory.
I took my paycheque to the bank to be deposited. I have done this regularly for the past four years. The
cheque has always been made out to Reverend Deian Evans. Just like the latest cheque. When I presented the
cheque to the cashier, a well educated and intelligent bank clerk, she read it and exclaimed ‘So what is this
Reverend that’s written on your cheque?’ My first reaction was to think that she was making some kind of strange
joke. But NO! she was not kidding.
I lost it. Annette stood back so as not to be in the ‘line of fire’. I did not raise my voice to a shout, but I
made it so clear to this lady what I thought of her lack of common sense and her lack of respect that the whole bank
fell silent, each staff member and each customer listening to a passionate speech that I hope the teller, or anyone
else who was present, will not forget in a while concerning my feelings about lack of compassion for Christian
Church matters. Some people may say that my reaction was excessive, but I put it to you that if we all, as
Christians, stood our ground and demanded a little respect for the faith we follow, then people like the ignorant
teller WOULD know what Reverence means, and they would not then BE ignorant. If I had been the follower of
any other religion, I believe that my reaction would be expected, would be the norm. When we start standing up for
our faith we will find that issues about titles such as Christmas Tree, Christmas Cards, Shrove Tuesday (now
known as pancake day) would be respected, not dumped on the garbage pile of Political Correctness.
Whatever you want to be for Christ, do not decide to be a doormat!!
Bendithion, blessings,
Deian

UCW

Merched y Capel.

Once again it is time for many thanks.
The Christmas Bazaar was a resounding success. We raised a little over $3000 dollars. That is quite
amazing for such a small band of workers. Within an hour all the baking goods were sold. The same
ladies bake every year. They donate all the goodies and as you know baking is not cheap these days.
Yet year after year these ladies contribute. They all deserve a special vote of thanks,
Maybe next year some more ladies would like to add their baking skills to help out. We could have sold
double the amount of baked goods this year. So put your thinking caps on ready for the next bazaar.
Simple cookies etc. that are home baked sell very well. You don’t need to be experts!!!!!
Thank you to all who contributed to the other stalls. The knitting and crafts etc.
Also we appreciate those who came along and spent their money. We need all the support that we can
get.
The UCW wish all our readers a very Blessed Christmas and a Happy New Year.
Please come to the Advent Service on Tuesday November 25th.at 7.00 pm Refreshments will be
served after the service. This is a very meaningful way to begin the Christmas season.
Joy and Myfanwy co chairs.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*

The Kitchen Corner

Cornel Fach Y Gegin.

When in Patagonia we were served empanadas very often. These were savouries similar to Cornish
pasties.
We enjoyed these very much. Here is the baking dough and suggestions for fillings.
Empanada Dough.
2 cups all purpose flour. ½ cup of fine pork lard (or vegetable oil). 1 small egg lightly beaten. 1 teaspoon
paprika. ½ teaspoon salt. warm water.
Method.
Lightly beaten egg with salt and paprika, add enough water to make a cup of liquid. Work together the lard/oil and
flour, stirring in gradually the liquid to make a soft pliable dough. Knead dough until it’s smooth and elastic (add
more warm water if needed) and let the dough rest for 3 minutes.
Using flour on your baking sheet and rolling pin, roll out the dough to about ¼ cm thickness and cut into rounds
(using a large cup or bowl) About 4 to 6 inches depending on the size of the empanadas you are making. Do not
re roll your dough too often, try to cut as many as you can with the first rolling as the dough looses it’s elasticity.
Once you have the circles place them carefully on a baking sheet. Fill the centre generously with the filling. Wet
the edges of the dough with water then fold the dough over so the edges meet. Press with fingers to seal. Use the
tines of a fork to make sure that they are sealed. Prick the centre to allow steam to escape.
Bake the empanadas in a hot oven about 400 until lightly browned. Serve very hot. This makes 10 to 15
empanadas.
Beef filling

1 pound of ground beef (other ground meat can be used.)
¼ fine lard or vegetable oil. 3/4 cup of scallion. 1 large tomato chopped. 1 small green pepper
chopped. 1 tablespoon of chopped garlic and parsley mixed. ½ teaspoon oregano. ½ teaspoon cumin.
1 tablespoon of raisins. 2 tablespoons green olives chopped. 2 hard boiled eggs chopped. Salt and
pepper to taste.
Method.
Place ground beef in a bowl and cover with boiling water, slightly salted. Let stand until the meat
changes it’s colour, Then drain and let cool completely. Heat the lard/oil in a deep frying pan and fry the
scallions, add tomatoes, then the pepper, garlic /parsley mix and lastly, the oregano, cumin and paprika.
Blend well and remove from the heat. Let cool completely and then add the raisins, olives and hard
boiled eggs. Mix with the ground meat and season with salt and pepper.
Fill the empanadas.
Fish Filling 2 cups of white fish. 1 large onion chopped. ½ a medium sweet pepper cut into thin strips.
1 large tomato seeded and chopped. 3 table spoons boiling water. 1-2 tablespoons of breadcrumbs with
chopped parsley and garlic to taste.

Method for fish filling.
Make a rather thick sauce with the oil, onion, sweet pepper, tomato, tomato paste, paprika and salt.
Blend the fish gently into the sauce. Add the breadcrumbs garlic, parsley and salt. If the sauce is very
thick add a little boiling water. Fill the empanadas and bake as directed.
Enjoy and maybe we will have Patagonian Empanadas at the next bake sale!!!!!!! Myfanwy.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~**~*~*~*~*~*~*~**~*~*~*~*

Patagonia----- Y Wladfa.
The trip of a lifetime is over! Seven members of Dewi Sant’s congregation have recently returned from
an unforgettable visit to Buenos Aires and Patagonia. Betty Cullingworth, Myfanwy Bajaj, Myfi Owen,
Olwen Hoffman and I joined the North American Welsh Choir as they celebrated their tenth birthday by
giving a series of concerts in Argentina and competing in the annual Eisteddfod in Trelew. Donna Morris
and Ken Sykes accompanied us on the l-o-n-g journey.
I was raised on stories of Patagonia and the Mimosa, and had looked forward to visiting “Y Wladfa” for
as long as I could remember. I was therefore extremely aware of the possibility that it would be much
less that I hoped for. For that I was prepared. What I was not prepared for, however, was that it would
so very much more. Yes, Buenos Aires was a super city (especially for shopping. ) But Patagonia? It
was incredible. I fell in love with it.
As readers of Y Gadwyn will probably know, 162 intrepid Welsh people sailed to Patagonia in 1865 on
the tiny ship Y Mimosa. They landed in Puerto Madryn – now a beautiful holiday town, but at that time a
desolate, wind - swept stretch of beach, with no fresh water. From there they made their way inland to
the banks of the Chubut river where they were finally able to irrigate surrounding land. With the help of
the Tuehleche Indians, they learned how to tame their surroundings and grow crops. They later made
their way across to the Andes where water was more plentiful and the soil more productive. This area is
known as Cwm Hyfryd (Beautiful Valley), and is very aptly named.
Unfortunately we stayed three nights only in Cwm Hyfryd before setting across Y Paith (the desert). This
was a 10 hour journey by bus! (A couple of us are not the best bus travellers in the world!) The 400
miles seemed interminable, but the experience was not to be missed. The early settlers had taken
weeks to make this journey. There were no roads. They followed the river, but had to traverse the huge
rocky outcrops. Our Patagonian guide, Andreas, born and raised in Trelew, told us of the harrowing
difficulties experienced by the Welsh.
Then to Trelew, Y Gaiman and Dolavon. So much Welsh, so many Welsh speakers, so much emotion.
Sometimes too much emotion.
There were so many highlights. (Perhaps the editor of Y Gadwyn will allow another article about our trip
in a future edition!! ) But if I have to choose just one it has to be the Gorsedd ceremony in Y Gaiman.
Myfanwy Bajaj, Meira Thomas Lawrence of California and I were invited to join the Patagonia Gorsedd,
and along with the Rev. Eirian Wyn Davies of Pembrokeshire and Dic Jones, the Archdruid- yes, he was
with us - we donned our bardic robes -blue ponchos. Led by two “gauchos” on horseback, bearing the
Argentinian flag and The Welsh Dragon, we paraded to the site of the Gorsedd. I was delighted to
discover that friends from Wales were also in attendance, as were Arturo and Olga Roberts of New
Jersey. Was I really thousands of miles away from Wales? The emotion kept building, and when the
Archdruid stood on the “Maen Llog” and recited several verses that he’d written specially for the
occasion, I “lost it”. (No, of course, I didn’t have any Kleenex, but fortunately Luned Gonzalez (Arturo’s
sister) tore off a section of her tissues for me and the situation was saved!)
I am saving my Air Canada Airmiles so that I can return asap.
Rosa sat down, so that Martin could stand, Barack could run and our
children could fly !

Hefina Phillips

Many articles have been written about Patagonia during the last few years. Its history and people have
been documented in Y Gadwyn in great detail. Now I would like small stories relating unforgettable , or
poignant moments rather than lengthy travelogues.
My unforgettable experience was going to the Mean Llog in a light blue poncho, following the Gauchos
on horseback. There I sat amongst the other bards, pinching myself. I was too overwhelmed to shed
tears. I was sitting under the brilliant blue Argentinian sky listening to the new bards being welcomed into
the circle, listening to penillion being sung and watching the young girls performing the dance of the
flowers. How could this all be happening thousands of miles across the world from my home land?
WOW. Welsh being spoken all around me. It was an experience well worth getting up very early for.
On the same day there was another experience that moved me.
Some of us had gone to Dolavon. It was quite hot and dusty and some of us needed to sit for a rest. We
entered the only place open—a pub, which was not at all inviting. At the bar were 3 gentlemen(!)
obviously enjoying a late liquid lunch. Two ladies sat at a dusty table! We were really given the once
over and somehow one of the gentlemen realised that we were Welsh. He asked if we knew a Welsh
children’s hymn. Before we knew it we were singing our repertoire of “long ago” children’s hymns. The
man was totally overcome, with tears streaming down his face. He said that he could remember hearing
these songs at his grandmother’s knee and was able join in with an occasional word. This was a sad
unexpected moment that moved most of us. “We are an emotional lot !!! There were many other
wonderful moments, far too numerous to mention.
Myfanwy.
~~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~**~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Anne Johnston Courtyard
A new public space was unveiled in the City of Toronto - The Anne Johnston Courtyard. A ceremony to
officially open the Courtyard was held on November 4th, and attended by more than 600 people
including, Mayor David Miller and former Mayor David Crombie who paid tribute to Anne, a 28-year
veteran of municipal politics. Today the Courtyard sits amidst the two 39 and 54 storey towers of the
MintoMidtown condominium development at Yonge Street and Eglinton Avenue. Designed by
landscape architect Paul Ferris, it has been described as a "truly unique urban meeting-place" where
residents and neighbours alike can relax and rejuvenate.
Anne, a native of Neath, presently lives in Pontypool (Ontario), but, her spirit continues to reside in
Eglinton-Lawrence where she prevailed as Toronto City Councillor.
Donna Morris.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Not “Welsh related,” but a far too important a moment in history to ignore!
MARTIN LUTHER KING, a little over 40 years ago dreamt the impossible !!!
Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to Georgia, go back
to Louisiana, go back to the slums and ghettos of our northern cities,
knowing that somehow this situation can and will be changed.
Let us not wallow in the valley of despair. I say to you today, my
friends, that in spite of the difficulties and frustrations of the
moment, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the
American dream.
The dream
I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the
true meaning of its creed - we hold these truths to be self-evident:
that all men are created equal.

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of
former slaves and the sons of former slave-owners will be able to sit
down together at a table of brotherhood.
I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a desert
state, sweltering with the heat of injustice and oppression, will be
transformed into an oasis of freedom and justice.
I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a
nation where they will not be judged by the colour of their skin but by
the content of their character.
I have a dream today!
I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists,
with its governor having his lips dripping with the words of
interposition and nullification; one day right there in Alabama little
black boys and little black girls will be able to join hands with
little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers.
I have a dream today!
I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every hill
and mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain,
and the crooked places will be made straight, and the glory of the Lord
shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together.
This is our hope. This is the faith that I will go back to the South
with. With this faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of
despair a stone of hope.
With this faith we will be able to transform the jangling discords of
our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood. With this faith we
will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together,
to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that
we will be free one day.
This will be the day, this will be the day when all of God's children
will be able to sing with a new meaning: "My country, 'tis of thee,
sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where my fathers died, land
of the pilgrim's pride, from every mountainside, let freedom ring." And
if America is to be a great nation, this must become true.
And so let freedom ring from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire.
Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New York.
Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania!
Let freedom ring from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado.
Let freedom ring from the curvaceous peaks of California.
But not only that.
Let freedom ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia.

Barack Obama - dreams fulfilled. We remember him in our thoughts and
prayers.
Lord Roger Roberts.

An open letter to the president of France.
Annwyl Monsieur Sarkozy,
That you kept a British dignitary waiting at the ceremony at Verdun commemorating the 1918 Armistice
is of no particular concern to me. No doubt, when ‘the guns fell silent’ at precisely 11am on the 11th
November 1918, a number of units over the whole prodigious length of the Western Front continued
firing until the message got through. Delays and misunderstandings happen. No doubt also the various
aides-de-camp suffered a nail-biting ten minutes while your staff struggled to get you to the church on
time. In any event, you did what you were supposed to do, inspected the gleaming lines of ceremonial
troops on parade accompanied by your charming wife, laid your wreath and generally behaved in the
dignified manner befitting the Head of State of one of the proudest and finest nations of the Western
world.
The delay didn’t really count for much. What does concern me, however, and I speak as a Welshman
and a proud member of a small but by no means insignificant European nation, is that whether by
design, lapse of protocol, temporary loss of memory brought on by the panic of your tardy arrival, poor
advice or inadequate briefing - or a combination of all or some of these - you chose to ignore the
contribution paid by the sons and daughters of Wales to the defense not only of the Free World, but of
your own dear country, in two successive World Wars. “France”, you said, “will never forget the English,
Scottish and Irish soldiers who fought on our soil as if it was their own.” You did not mention the Welsh.
And yet they too, died in their thousands upon thousands for your soil ‘as if it was their own

Henry Jones Davies.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~~*~*~*~
There is a computer virus that appears to affect those who were born prior to 1950.
Symptoms: 1. Causes you to send the same e-mail twice. Done that! 2. Causes you to send a blank email ! That too!
3. Causes you to send e-mail to the wrong person. Yep! 4. Causes you to send it back to the person
who sent it to you. Who me? 5. Causes you to forget to attach the attachment. Well fooey! 6. Causes
you to hit 'SEND' before you've finished. Oh no - not again! 7. Causes you to hit 'DELETE' instead of
'SEND.' and I just hate that!
8. Causes you to hit 'SEND' when you should 'DELETE.'Oh No!

IT IS CALLED THE 'C-NILE VIRUS.'

THE NATIONAL EISTEDDFOD OF WALES
The National Eisteddfod is the largest and oldest celebration of Welsh culture, unique throughout Europe as each year it
visits a different area of Wales. Eisteddfod literally means a sitting (eistedd = to sit), perhaps a reference to the hand-carved
chair traditionally awarded to the best poet in the ceremony 'The Crowning of the Bard'.
The National Eisteddfod of Wales dates back to 1176 when it is said that the first Eisteddfod was held. Lord Rhys invited
poets and musicians from all over Wales to a grand gathering at his castle in Cardigan. A chair at the Lord's table was
awarded to the best poet and musician, a tradition that continues today in the modern Eisteddfod.
Following 1176, many eisteddfodau were held throughout Wales, under the patronage of Welsh gentry and noblemen. Soon
the Eisteddfod developed into a huge folk festival on a grand scale. After declining in popularity in the 18th century, it was
revived in the early years of the 19th. In 1880 the National Eisteddfod Association was formed and since then the Eisteddfod
has been held every year, except for 1914 and 1940.
The Gorsedd of Bards (Gorsedd y Beirdd) made its first appearance at the Eisteddfod at the Ivy Bush Inn in Carmarthen in
1819, and its close association with the Festival has remained. It is an association of poets, writers, musicians, artists and
individuals who have made a significant and distinguished contribution to Welsh language, literature, and culture. Its
members are known as Druids, and the colour of their costumes - white, blue or green - is indicative of their various ranks.
The head of the Gorsedd of Bards is the Archdruid, who is elected for a term of three years, and is responsible for conducting
the Gorsedd ceremonies during Eisteddfod week. These Ceremonies are held to honour literary achievements amongst
Welsh poets and prose writers.
Three Gorsedd ceremonies are held during the Eisteddfod week:
- the Crowning (Coroni) of the Bard (awarded to the poet judged best in the competitions in free meter)
- the Awarding of the Prose Medal ( for the winner of the Prose competitions )
- the Chairing (Cadeirio) of the Bard ( for the best long poem) .
During these ceremonies the Archdruid and the members of the Gorsedd of Bards gather on the Eisteddfod stage in their
ceremonial robes. When the Archdruid reveals the identity of the winning poet, the 'Corn Gwlad' (a trumpet) calls the people
together and the Gorsedd Prayer is chanted. The Archdruid withdraws a sword from its sheath three times. He cries 'Is there
peace?', to which the assembly reply 'Peace'.
Then the Horn of Plenty is presented to the Archdruid by a young local married woman, who urges him to drink the 'wine of
welcome'. A young girl presents him with a basket of 'flowers from the land and soil of Wales' and a floral dance is performed,
based on a pattern of flower gathering from the fields. The Gorsedd ceremonies are unique to Wales and the National
Eisteddfod.
As well as the traditional ceremonies there is another side to the Eisteddfod: maes yr Eisteddfod, the Eisteddfod Field. Here
you find lots of stalls associated mainly with crafts, music, books and food. Music competitions and radio shows take place in
the Theatr y Maes( the theatre on the field). There is also a societies tent, a literature tent and the very popular live music
tent - only songs in Welsh can be performed. The learners tent is for teachers and students of the Welsh language.
Each year, Welsh people from all over the world return to Wales to take part in a special welcoming ceremony staged during
Eisteddfod week. The ceremony is organised by Wales International, an association of ex-patriates from all over the world.
The Wales International ceremony is held within the Eisteddfod Pavilion on the Thursday of Eisteddfod week.
There is also an Eisteddfod held twice a year in the Chubut province of Patagonia, South America, in the towns of Gaiman
and Trelew. This Eisteddfod started in the 1880's and includes competitions in music, poetry and recitation in Welsh, Spanish
and English. The winner of the best poem in Spanish receives a silver crown. The ceremony to honour the best poet in
Welsh, the Bard, involves a religious ceremony asking for peace and health and involves the Chairing of the Bard in an
ornate carved wooden chair. The main Eisteddfod at Trelew is a very big gathering with visitors from all over the world.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~**~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*

.

Bardic Chairs.
If you have ever wondered the story behind the 2 bardic chairs by the altar at Dewi Sant, in
Toronto, this is the story behind them.
My great uncle was Reverend David Glanamon Jones, the minister of the Soar Chapel in
Pontadawe, South Wales. When both my father’s parents died before Dad was 3 months old, my
uncle and aunt took care of the three surviving children. Uncle David was a noted poet and author
(he wrote the book “Cranogwen” and I have donated my original copy to Deian), as well as being
a minister, he won 11 National Eisteddfod competitions in 13 years, was crowned “Bard” and
received 11 beautiful, carved, bardic chairs. Our family was fortunate to have been given three: 1
is in the Chapel at Pontardawe – the other two are standing by the altar at Dewi Sant.
I had decided that when I died, I was going to leave the chairs to the church, however, last year
being the 100th anniversary of Dewi Sant, and with one chair dated 1906 and the other 1908 – it
seemed to make much more sense for me to donate the chairs to the church NOW – (as I am not
planning to leave this world anytime soon!) Not only can I continue to enjoy them, as they have
been so much a part of my life – but so can everyone else. I know too, that my uncle, Mum and
Dad are delighted that these magnificent works of art are back, once again, in a Welsh church,
where they so rightfully belong.
Lynette Jenkins.
Lynette is a member of Dewi Sant Church. She is to be commended on the work that she does
tirelessly on behalf of Sleeping Children Around The World. Soon she is off to remote parts of
Indian to deliver sleeping kits to children, many of whom walk for days to a place where they hope
to receive a kit.
This is great work and we thank you for your humanitarian services. M
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~**~*~*~*~*~**~*~*~**~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
In Memoriam---------Er Parchus Gof.
LUCILLE HARRIS.
It is with very great sadness that we report the passing of Lucille Harris.
On October 6th, 2008, with her family at her side Lucille passed peacefully away. Beloved wife of Ross.
Loving mother of James March and his wife Marianne, Eric Marsh and his wife Michelle, Ryan Harris
and his wife Marisa and Steven Harris. Dear “Grandie” of Justin, Jessica, Jonathan,Logan and Scarlett.
Lovingly remembered by her brother Arthur Jones and his wife Sharon, sister Margaret Pursley and her
husband Doug, and by her many nieces, nephews and their families.
Lucille was a Lab Technician for 25 years at Maple Leaf Foods (formerly Canada Packers.) She was a
member of The Aurora Classic Custom Car Club.
She served as president of the United Church Women at Dewi Sant for four years. During those years
the group flourished and raised funds for the church. The social evenings will be long remembered, and
the smile with which Lucille greeted everyone. Her whole face lit up with joy and you knew that she was
pleased to see you. That smile will be missed very much at Dewi Sant.
Everyone has an angel, They’re with us every day.
Often we don’t know them, Until they’re on their way.
But in our times of most need, They always reappear,
To give us strength and love and hope, And tell her God is near.

By Lucille Harris.

Change of Address.
Sybil Pugh,

21 Dabbs Way, WHITBY, Ont. L1R 2V2.

Sarah Iliffe. 908 Notre Dame Dr. London, ON N6J 3C4 phone number 226 268 7768
Gadwyn Donors.
Anne Johnston, Glenys Jones, Moyra Thomas, Mary and William Hall, Shirley M. Evans,
Edward Morgan, Margaret Frampton.
Thank to all of you for the notes that you include with your donations. They are much appreciated. M
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Suggestions for future editios of Y Gadwyn. We really do need some input from the readers.. I
often make suggestions, but they seem to fall on deaf ears. As you may notice there was hardly
any input in this edition. Megan Lloyd Jones has come up with a couple of excellent
suggestions.
“My Immigration Story."
Our church family was established, and continues to be largely comprised of, immigrants from Wales. If
you, your parents or grandparents are among those immigrants, we would like to document your family’s
story for publication in upcoming issues of Y Gadwyn.
We hope the questions below will prompt some memories. Please feel free to answer as many as you
like and skip the rest. Myfanwy will put together an article based on your answers. Thanks very much
for participating. We look forward to hearing everyone’s stories. Megan.
Name(s):
Hometown(s):Year of immigration and season when you arrived:
Mode of transportation and what the journey was like:
Reasons for immigrating, and for choosing Toronto:
Reaction of family and friends:
What were your last days in Britain like:
First impressions of Canada:
Settling in (First job, accommodation, friends, etc.):
How long was it before you returned home, and what was that like?
How has Toronto changed since you arrived?
Looking back…Would you do it again?
Great suggestions. Another good one-------- How did you meet your partner. I am sure there are many
humorous stories to be told. Any other topics that you’d like to talk about???
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
A New Arrival
Bronwen and Bryn have a new brother!
Rachel Cox has given birth to a baby boy, his name is Gwynfor Joseba Edwards Cox, he weighed 7 lbs
10 oz at birth,
Mom and baby are both healthy and well.
Gwynfor was born at home just after midnight, Oct 26.
he is named after a favourite uncle - and you know who else!
David Cox. (proud dad.)
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
Marriage & Patience
There was once a man and woman who had been married for more than 60 years. They had shared everything.
They had talked about everything. They had kept no secrets from each other except that the little old woman
had a shoe box in the top of her closet that she had cautioned her husband never to open or ask her about. For all
of these years, he had never thought about the box, but one day the little old woman got very sick and the doctor
said she would not recover. In trying to sort out their affairs, the little old man took down the shoebox and took it to
his wife's bedside. She agreed that it was time that he should know what was in the box. When he opened it, he
found two crocheted doilies and a stack of money totaling $250,000. He asked her about the contents.

"When we were to be married," she said, "my grandmother told me the secret of a happy marriage was to never
argue. She told me that if I ever got angry with you, I should just keep quiet and crochet a doily." The little old man
was so moved, he had to fight back tears. Only two precious doilies were in the box. She had only been angry
with him two times in all those years of living and loving. He almost burst with happiness. "Honey," he said, "that
explains the doilies, but what about all of this money? Where did it come from?"
"Oh," she said, "that's the money I made from selling the doilies.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*

LUNCH BUNCH
My personal story. October 7, 2008, Ruth Fraser spoke to the Lunch Bunch on teddy bears. I brought
Edward and Cate Ophelia. Edward was purchased on Mostyn Street, Llandudno, by my nana when I
was barely six months. He’s well-travelled, sharing all my childhood memories, happy and sad. Cate was
purchased many years past by my daughter Alexandria. Edward and Cate are inseparable. Annette
Evans treasures a bear stuffed with straw that belonged to her grandfather, also a cuddly bear Deian
and Annette carried home from the U.S. Flo Sutton’s favourite bear can growl, move and curl up to
sleep. We listened to many show and tell stories all of which were fascinating stories.
Diolch yn fawr to Jean Thompson.
Jeannette Roberts.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
Saint Davids Society Of Toronto.
There will be a Christmas dinner at Dewi Sant Church on December 13th. At 6.30 The dinner is roast turkey with
all the trimmings. We are asking everyone to bring an unwrapped children’s gift $10--$15 to put in Santa’s sack.
He will then distribute the toys to needy children in the city.
The tickets can be bought from Margaret Carabine 905 727 9101. Sally Lewis 416 367 4419. and Myfanwy Bajaj
905 737 4399 Tickets must be bought ahead of time. Price. $15
Please come to enjoy the festivities and the entertainment. Bring family and friends. Thank you.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
The UCW will be holding the annual Advent service at Dewi Sant on November 25th. At 7.00 pm
This is a meaningful way to begin the Christmas celebration. As usual there will be a reception down stairs after
the service. Pleace come to support the UCW and Merched Dewi.
Thank you. Joy and Myfanwy.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
Congratulations to Ashley Terry on her 16th birthday this coming week. This is a big stepping stone in a young
lady’s life. Ashley deserves a great deal of credit for all her successes in Cadets and at Dewi Sant. She is always
ready to help at the church and to step in for others when necessary.
“You are growing into a beautiful young lady. We are proud of you.”
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
Men Are Just Happier People Nicknames If Laura, Kate and Sarah go out for lunch, they will call each other
Laura, Kate and Sarah. If Mike, Dave and John go out, they will affectionately refer to each other as Fat Boy,
Godzilla and Four-eyes. Eating out. When the bill arrives, Mike, Dave and John will each throw in £20, even
though it's on When the girls get their bill, out come the pocket calculators. Money A man will pay £2 for a £1 item
he needs. A woman will pay £1 for a £2 item that she doesn't need but it's on sale. Bathrooms A man has six
items in his bathroom: toothbrush and toothpaste, shaving cream, razor, a bar of soap, and a towel from M&S.
The average number of items in the typical woman's bathroom is 337. A man would not be able to identify more
than 20 of these items. Arguments A woman has the last word in any argument. Anything a man says after that is
the beginning of a new argument. Future A woman worries about the future until she gets a husband. A man
never worries about the future until he gets a wife. Success A successful man is one who makes more money
than his wife can spend. A successful woman is one who can find such a man. Marriage A woman marries a man
expecting he will change, but he doesn't A man marries a woman expecting that she won't change, but she does.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
Please forgive the delay. Technical problems beyond our control. …..Gadwyn Deadline December 14th
myfanwy@rogers.com 905 737 4399 If you don’t like writing…Tell me your story and I will write it for you
and show it to you before publication. Thank you. Myfanwy.

